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BOB CHERRY REFUSES TO BE CANED!

{ A Tively episode from the long complefe school story—inside.)



S _WRITE TO YOUR EDITOR ABOUT I:

Your Editor is always pleased to hear from his chums.
arc in trouble or need advice.
Epeedy reply.
LIBRARY,

Write to him when you

A stamped and addresssd envelope will ensure a
Letters should be addressed

he Amalgamated Press (1922), Ltd., The Fleetway House, Farringdon

‘“ The Editor;,? THE MAGNET

Street, London_,  E.C.4.

USING THE TELEPHONE !

LOYAL Magnetite who has
just started work in an ollice
has, in the course of his duties,

occasion to use the telephone a
creat deal. Apparently he finds it difli-
cnlt to make himsell understood, lor
messages passing through lhim-—to use
+is own words—are often “ messed up.”
What c¢an he do to make himself
wnderstood ? [n the first place, my
chum, vou must speak slowly.into the
transmitter of the phone, slowly and
distinetly. Deon’t be in a hwrry. Just
imagine that you are holding a conver-
sation with someone in the room. Don't
raise vour voice loo much. So many
people think that by shouting into the
telophone they are making themselves
Letter understood. On the contrary, the
more one shouts the more -distorted
becomies the message by the time i
reaches the ]'l"i’{:i\"ﬂl‘. at the other end
of the wire. Remember, too, that the
mouth should be on a line with and
about an inch from the rim of the
transmitter.  And during . telephonic
communication the lips should be kept
in that position. Dan’t look up at the
clock or something and continne fo

speak, for only part of the words will
be caught by the transmitter.  But,
from vour letter, chum, I should

imagine that your chief trouble is that
vou become flurried, Try and forget
that you are using the telephone, and
vou'll find those messages being de-
livered properly.

JUMPING OFF A BUS!

A correspondent wants to know how
to jump off a moving bus without risk-
ing a tamble. Tt's the kind of question
[ don't tike answering, really; for,
«irictly. speaking, one should never
jump off a bus while 1t 1s 1n motion.
I should look several sorts of an ass
if I teld you how to jump off a bus,
and then when vou came to put it into
practice you crawled home with a
damaged knee, or worse. My advice—
vou won't like it, my chum, I feel fairly
certain, for vour letier breathes the
adventurous spirit  that mocks * at

“safety fisst "—is to wait until the bus
stops. Yeu don’'t risk any tumbles
then,

A GIRL CHUM'!

A loyal reader up in the North
writes me a rather pathetic letter. It
appears that he has known a young
girl friend for several years, and until
recently they have got on  famously to-
gether. Then his boy pal came along,
and the voung lady’s interest 1n her old
boy friend died out. She doesn't want
to see him now: in fact, she avoids him,
but she is always in thammpany of the
other fellew. My chum wants to know
what to dx Well, personally, 1 should
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he inclined to let the young lady get
on with it, If she thinks as much of
vour friendship as you thonght of hers
she’ll doubtless wish to renew it And
if she doesn't—well, make up your mind
that you haven't lost a pgreat deal.
Friendships that “switch ™ about are
not the itrue friendships. In any case,
my chum, vou are of an age where
your work offers consolation; yeu are
mournting the ladder of success.  Don't
let this little affair interfere with your
progress. It's not worth 1t. As time
goes on vou will very likely wonder why
it was the “split ” upset vou so mmuch.
These little trials with folk we call our
friemds happen to all of us. Don't
imagine that yours 18 an 1solated case,
or vou will be sympathising with your-
self far more than is good for you.
Anvway, the old MagNET will cheer vou
up a jolly sight better than any werds
of mine. Keep smiling!

CATCHING COLD !

A reader who is very fond of his bath
—he sings in it as well—tells me that
h= invariably catches a slight eold after
his morming tub. How cun he prevent
it? DPresumably he tubs in bot water
these days—he's a hero if he sticks to
the cold--and then goes out of doors
too soon after 1t. Well, if he persists
in bathing in the,morning, he should
sponge down with cold water after-
wards. This might sound terrifving to
him, but 1t 1sn’'t really. In fact, it
turns the hot bath into a bracing tonic.
And it closes the pores of the skin that
have opened under the influence of the
hot water. If my chum doesn't sponge
down with cold water the pores take
longer to contract, and this i1s how it
is he catehes these slight colds. Any-
wayv, you tfy the cold sponge, my chum,
and a brisk rub down afterwards. and
I think you'll say good-bye to those
colds,

—— p—

LANGUAGE !

[ come into contact with a lot of boys
from time to time, and I often_wonder
why thev drift into a slipshod manner
of speech when they are with therr boy
friends. At their homes these fellows
speak ““quite nicely,” but the moment
they pet out of doors aspirates are
dropped, the wrong sort of slang s
picked up. and poor old King's English
13 given a back seat. Tt's rather foolish,
to my way of thinking, for I can't see
any merit n 1t. Certain it 1s these
thoughtless fellows suffer in the long
run. They must be always on tenter.
hooks, when they are at home, as to
whether they are going to say the right
thing.

A BEAUTIFUL CATALOGUE.

Printed on art paper in five colours,
the Mead new :eason’s gramophone

catalogne is in keeping with the high
aquahty of the instrument: which that
faimous mail-order firm manufacture.
Seventeen  gramophones ranging from
ma=<tve horn mstrumments to sohid eak
and mahogany cabinet gramophones, all
displaved in their natural colours, give
a cowprehensive range of choice,

We understand that the Cowmwmpany
have extended their works to include
the manufacture of Jazz BSels, Baxo-
phones, Banjos, Meledeons, and all
stnall musical mstroments.

A posteard {o Dept. G2, The Mead
(‘ompany, Sparkbrook, DBirminghan,
wiltl bring full particulars,

GIDDY HEIGHTS !

A pal from Northampton is very keen
to become an airman, and he scems to
possess the right gualifications.  He's
well built, sound in wind and limb, and
his eyesight “ A.1.” Hiz knowledge of
motors aned the theory of flight surprise
me, for my correspondent 1s only fifteen
vears of age.  But tlus 15 where his
enthusiasm for flying receivey a severo
rebulf. He ean’'t stand looking down
from a height. He's only tried hini-
scif ohce, and that was from the top of
the Monument, in London. He tells mie
that he felt that he couldn’t look down
on the City—that his “tummy” began
to jump. *“ Will this defect, in an other-
wize perfeect constitution, stop him from
becoming an airman?”  Some people
wotlld at once say “Yes.” But I made
the acquaintance of several airmen
during the War, and, surprising as 1t
may scem, some of them confessed that
they “ hadn’t the nerve ” to look down
from the roof-top of an oerdinary house.
Yet these same fellows were aceustomed
to flying at heights varving from ten
thousand to twenty-three thousand
feet above the ground without experi-
encing any i1ll-effect. One of them ex-
plained to me that it was the motion
of the plane that counteracted the
“nervy ” feeling. I don't know how
right he was, but this little informasion
should reassure my Northampten chum,

Next Monday’s Programme.

“THE WORST FORM AT GREY-
FRIARS ! 7

By Frank Richards.

This_is another splendid story deal-
ing with CGeorge Wingate, the ex-cap-
tamn of Greyfriars, and his bitter enemy
Gerald TLoder. And the “worst Form,”
as you can guess, 15 the - Remove.
Mind you read this story, boys.

“THE MYSTERY OF LONE MANOR ! ”

There is another long instalment of
this brilliant detective serial on the

programme for next week. Don't miss
it

" DARC]&HG 37
Harry Wharton & Co. of the
“Herald I’ have directed their literary
energies to the ball-room®™ floor. And
the dancing number they have pro-
duced 1is distinetly good.

“PORTRAITS ! ”

Next week Dick Penfold, the scholar-
ship boy, will figure in our portrait
gallery.

To avoid disappointment, I advise you
all to order vour MAGNET in good time.
Cheerio, c¢hums,*

your €ditor.
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THE IRON HAND!

e

PRICE 1
TWOPENCE.

Gerald Loder doesn’'t belicve in sparing the vod now that he is captain of Greyfriars.

Indeed,

his ashplant could be likened wnto *  Mary’s little lamb,’’ for it accompanies the bullying prefeet everyichere he
I'ven Wingate, the late captain, gets a {aste of it !

gocs.

e

FRANK
RICHARDS

Another remarkable story in the fine series dealing with the fall of
George Wingate and the rise of Gerald Loder of the Sixth.

THE FIRST CHAPTER.
“Fag!”

L AG Y7
F Gerald Loder stood in the
doorway of his study in the
Sixthh Form passage at Grey-
friars and called,

“]fﬂg!”

Loder’s voica was
length of the passage.

I?:ﬂb Cherry of the Remove was less
than half the length of the passage
away, having just emerged from Win-
gate's study in the Sixth.

T.oder's eyes were fixed on Bob as lLie
called.

There was no doubt that Boly Cheriy
heard. But, like the oft-quoted gladia-
tor of old, he heard but Le heeded not,

“Fa-a-ap!”’

IPor the third time, Loder of the Sixth
repeated the call, his eyes glmmmg at
the junior.

Perhaps Bob Cherry did not know that
he was being addressed. Perhaps he did
not choose to know,

Once it had been a disputed matter

casily heard the

nt Greviriars whether the Remove—thoe
Lower Fourth Form—could be fagge.d
by the Sixth. That dispute had Jong

tao  been  settled o favour of the

Remove.

The Uhird Form were fagged, and the
Second, but the Remove pursued the
even tenor of thelr way in lofty inde-
pendence,

So Robert Cherry had every right (o
stippose thal Gerald Loder was hawling
to some Third or Sccond Former, and
not to his more important sell, 1Perhaps
he did =uppose so. Perhaps he did not;
for since loder had become captamm of
Gieeyfriavs he had made it clear that the

Lower IFonrth might as well look out
for trouble, the trouble being certain to
COTIC,

At all events, turned n
doaf car.
Jle also turned his back, and strolled

away down the Sixth Form passage with

Dol «Cherry

his hands in his pockets, heedless of the
existence of Gerald Loder, thongh that
great man was now captain of the school
and hcall pwl'mt of Greyiriars.

i :B ﬂg

For the fourth time, Loder shouted,
his face growing crimson.

Bob Cherryv was walking cheerily away

—and, hke Felix, he went on walking.
[Ie was about to turn the corner andd
vanish when Loder roared:

*Cherry 1" :
]Hri.-h grinned before he turned his
iead.

Ta the call of “Tag!” he had no in-
tention of answering, not being a fapg,
But to the call of his own name he was
bound to answer, the voice of a Sixth
Form prefect beine the voiee of con-
stitnted authority,

ITe turned back.

“Ind von ecall, Loder?”
“You heard me eall
times ! eaelamied Lioder

suvagely,

“Only onee,”

“Clome here!”

Bob Cherry approached vather warily,
ITe did not want to get too near o
(Gevald Loder if he could help it.  Lader
was not lonking good-tompered, and since
hee had beeome captain of the school Ins
officions  ashplant had been more  in
evidence than ever, Tt had never been
idle sinee Loder had been in the Siath,
but now it was kept very husy,

“Now,"” said Loder grimls,
want anv lies, Cherry——"

“You won't get any froin me, Todoer!
Not ot all in oy line,” said DBob
brightlv. **T know vou re supposced 1o
be an example to vs qumiors as a pre-
fect, bat 1 q]nnt follow your example in
t_-nmj.tlltnf;r

“What *" ¢jacnlated Loder.

“T1 prefor 1o stick to the truth, yvonu
kuow,” said Boh, “T'Il do my best to
follow vour example in other matters.”

There was the sound of a enuckle from
Loder's study,  1lis friends Walker and
Carne of the Sixth were there. Thev

four or five
of the Sixth

saidd Bob innocently.

don’t

secmed to be rather entertained by Bob
Cherry’s answer to the captain of the
schoaol.

Loder set his lips.

“So that's the way
captain of Greviriars,

“Exactly!”

“You heard me call you four or five
tinmes——"

“Only*once, as I said.”

“Y{}‘l heard me call ' Fag!" ™

“Dh ves!" said Bob, “ But
wasn't calling me. I'm not a fag.”

“1 gave Wharton, the captain of your
Form. a message for the whole Re-
move.” said Loder. *“1 told him thal
fagegmg was to be the rule in . future for
the Remove, as well as the Lower
IForms.,  1hd he not give you the
Hessipgre

“Oh, ves!”

“UPhen VoIl KNow———

“Alv dear man, we took that as one
of your little jokes,” saud Bob.  *lt
takes two to make a bargain, you know,
You can call us fags if vou lhike, but
we're not going to fag, We don't
consent.”

*“1 haven't asked vour consent,” smd
Loder. *'The Remove are now liable
to fagging like the Third and the
Second,  Understand that !

“Can’t be done!” said Bobh., * It was
a rule when old Wingate was captain
that the Remove never fagged.”™

“Old Wineate, as yvou call hiun, 1s not
caplain now ; Wingate is nobody—and
in fact is going to be called up by me
to tuke a prefects’ heating,” said Loder.

I don't want to hear any more about
Wingate, You talk teo much, Cherry.”

“worry if v umn-h:rinn hores vou,
Loder,” said the junior politely. “Butk
vou called me, vou know. If voure
tived of nn rmn;mny-—shull I cut?”

There was another chuckle from the
(wo  senors in Loder's study. But
Loder's face was set i an angry frown.
T'his sort of tallkk might amuser Carne and

Tur Macxer Lisrary.—No. 928,

vou talk to the
is 1t?"” he asked.

that

"
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Walker, but it did not amuse the new
aptain of Greyfriars.
“T've called vyou
Cherry !

(3o hon!”

“I'm going to bring you checky young
scoundrels to heel.  Get into my study.”

jLoder stood aside from the doorway
for B3ob Cherry to pass in,

Bob did not move. _

Loder's study was a good deal like a
lien's den in the circumstances, It
was casier 1o get into ihan to get out of.

“Do vou hear me. Cherry?!” roared
Loder,

“T'm not deal,”

“Go into my study!”

“PBut I'm  not fagping  for  you,

' argned Bob. 30 what's the

l.oder,”". : , ‘
good of going nto yonr study? You're
and

to for me,

lag

not asking me to tea, I suppose?”

Another  <¢hnekle  from  Carne
Walker!

Loder breathied hard and deep.

“1 order you, as a prefect, io slep
into  this study. Cherry!” he said.
“Disabey, and yon will take the conse:
quences,”’

With that Gerald T.oder stepped back
into the room,

Bob Cherry hesitated a moment.

He was quite resolved, as most of the
Remove were, never to fag for Loder,
or any other of the Sixth. Harry Whar-
ton & Co. had held a council of war
on that subject, and agreed upon it
fully; and where the Famous Five led
tke Remove were sure to follow.

Nevertheless, a prefect had to be
obeyed by a junior—that was one of the
strictest rules of the school.

No the point was doubtiul. Exactly at
what point lawful commands ended and
unlawful fagging began it would have
taken a lawyer to determine. Certainly
the Remove were entitled to refuse to
fag. But they were bound to obey any
order from a prefect that did not in-
volve fagging. Stepping into the study
conld not be called fagging, howsoever
doubtful a fellow might feel about what
might happen after he had stepped n.

So, after a hrief hesitation, Bob
(‘herry followed Loder in, and the new
captain of Greyfriars kicked the door
<hut after him. And Bob Cherry, once
thit np in the study with Loder, Carne,
avi] Walker., understood to the full the
feelings of Daniel when he found him-
«lf in the lions’ den with the door
closed,

e T e

THE SECOND CHAPTER.
Loder Lets Himself Go!
GiﬂI{ALI] LODER placed his back

against the door.
(‘arne and Walker, lounging by
the tireplace, grinned at Bob
‘L:]H'I'r'jh

Ilob did not need telling that this
liitle matter was cut and dried among
tho bullies of the Sixth. He had been
<ien to ecall in at Wingate's study, and
l.oder had watched for lim to emerge,
intending to cateh him alone. away from
his friends in the Remove. Loder's new
cystem was to bhe tried on Bob—and
resistance on Bob's part was to be fol-
lawed by punishment that would bo a
varning to the rest of the Lower
Fourth.

Bob Chierry felt that he was “for it "
now: but he kept ceol, 1le had been
expecting trouble with Loder; and now
it had come,

*Hand mo that cane, Cherry!” said
Loder, pointing to a canc on the table.

“Certainly,” said Bob politely.

He handed over thie cane, and Loder
g iched it in the air,

Tur Macxer Lisnary.—No. 528,

Swish, swish, swish!

It seemed quite a musical sound to
T.oder’'s ears. It was not quite 5o
pleasant to Bob Cherry’s, A caning is
one of the many things which 1t 1s more
blessed to give than to receive.

Having swished the cane a few fimes
as a warning of the wrath to come, as 1k
were, Loder lowered Iit.

“Now, you young rascal—

Bob Cherry stared out of the study
window,

In the quadrangle he could see his
chums—Harry Wharton and Frank
Nugent, Johnny DBull and Hurree
Jamset Ram Singh. They were stroll-
ing under the leafless elms. chatting
cheerily; little dreaming of the straits
that Bob was 1n at that moment. DBut
they were too far off for a shout to
reach them.

“Cherry ! Do you hear nie ?” shouted
IJH{I["'I'+

Bob glanced round at him.

“Did you speak ?”’ he asked.

“You heard me!” roared Loder,

“1 heard you =ay, ‘ Nouw, you Young
rascal ' 77 agreed Bob. “Naturally, I
supposed vou were speaking to one of
vour friends—not bheing a  rascal
myself.”

“Oh, gad!” ejaculated Carne, staring
at the selfpossessed Removite.  “lt's
about time, I think, that some of the
cheek was taken ont of these cheeky
young cads.”’

“High time!” agreed Walker.

“T'm going to take it out of him!”
said Loder grimlyv. “Cherry, you are
going fo fag for me now, to begin with.
You are going to wash up those tea-
cups, as a start.”

“T'm not!” said Bob.
Third is your fag. I'll call lnm, if yon
like. 1'll do that much for vou, Loder.”

“Wash up those tea-cups, to begin
with.”

“Not even to end with,"” said Bob.

“You refuse?”

“uessed 1! sand  Bob, “Iow
bright vou are in the Sixth! That chap
was right who saw that the Sixth Form
is the giddy Palladivm of a publie

]

“Tubb of the

school. What a braimn!” i
(‘arne and Walker chuckled again,
and their chuckles seemned to irritate

Gerald Loder more than Bob Cherry's
coolness. 1le pointed to a chair with the
cane,

“You see that chair?” he asked.

“T’'ve already told vou I'm not deaf.”
said Bob. “Now I have the honour io
mform you that I am nol bhind, 1 see
the chatr.”

“Bend aver it.”?

“T'm all right where T am, thanks!”

“Pend over that chair!”

“(Can't be done, old man! I'm not
going to fag for you, and you're not
roing to lick me for refusing. 1If you
do. I shall put up a fight.”

“Will vou?”? said Loder. “You refuse
to hend over at a prefect’s order! Very
well! T eould report vou to the Head
for a flogging! But I won’t:; 1’1l deal
with vou myself!”

And Loder advanced on 1he Removite,
his left hand outstretehed to grasp hin
bv tne collar.

Boh Cherry
gleaming.

“Hands off 1" bhe sand, " Lay a linger
on e, Loder. and T'll do my best to
rive you another eve to maftch the one
Wingate gave you!”

Loder panted with rage.

If anything was needed to rouse his
wrath to boiling-point; that allusion
wonld have done it. Loder’s late thrash-
ing at the hands of the former captain of
Greviriars was still the talk of the
school ; 1t was not likely to he forgolten,

backed away. his eves

s0 long as that dark c¢hadow lingered
rouid Loder's eyve. UGeorge Wingate
was booked to expiate severely his rash-
ne=s in thrashing the ecaptain of the
school: but that did net alter the fac
that Loder had had the thrashing of his
life, and was very sore about it; beth
mentally and physically, _

The bully of the Sixth made a jomp
at Bob, and grasped at him.

Flis grip closed on the
shoulder.

“Hands off, T tell you!"” shouted Bob.

Loder dragged Lim to the chair. Iiv
sheer force the powerful senior bent him
over it.

Whack!

The cane came down, and there was
a vell from Bob Cherry. It was a hefty
swipe, and it hurt.

The next moment there was a yell
from Loder, as Bob Cherry kicked out
furiously.

His heel hacked Loder's shin; and
Loder was the more hurt of the two.
He relcased Bob and staggered back, his
face almost white with pain.

In an instant Bob Cherry was streak-
ing for the door, Loder, staggering and
clasping his damaged shin, was m no
condition te stop him. Unfortunately
for Bob, Carne of the Sixth was on the
watch, and he grasped the Removite
before the door was reached.

Bob Cherry was swung back into the
middle of the study in Arthur Carne s
grasp.

“No, vou don’t!” grinned (‘arne.

“Let mie go, you bully ! shouted Bob.

junior’s

struggling.
“Lend me a hand here, Walker'
The little beast i1s like a wild-cat i

panted Carne.

James Walker jumped to his assisi-
ance. Kven with both the Sixth-Form
prefects grasping him, Bob Cherry stili
resisted,

That he was “for it 7 now was quir
clear; and he did his best to get his
money's worth, as it were.

There was a howl from Walker a-
Bob's ¢lenched fist was planted in h-
eye; and Carne gurgled as a jabbhing
clbow caught him under the ¢hin.

“Hold him!”" gasped Loder. *“ Don:
lett: him get away! I'll give him &
lesson! T'll skin him! TI'll &

“We've got him!”7 growled Carne.
“Byv gad, he's nearly fractured iy jav |
Bend him over!”

“laot go, you roiters!” velled Dol
“Reseue! Rescue, Remove !

But there were no Removiles noa
enough to hear the eall, Bob Cherre
was flung across the chair by main
force, and Carne and Walker held i
there, still wrigglng desperately.

“Now then, Loder!” panted Walker.

“Hold hun!?

Loder grasped the canc. The pain 1
his hacked shin was almost exernciating
and Loder was boiling with rage. A
Bob was held between Carne  and
Walker. Loder lashed wih the cane.

Lash, lash, lash!

It had been Loder’s mnlention 1o gio
the mutinons junior “six.” But he wa-
not counting the strokes now. The eans
rose and fell with terrifle forece and
celerity, and a dozen  lashes  wern
admimstered almost i as many second-

Bob Cherry rowred and velled an/
stroggled. A Head's floggmg was o
joke to a thrashing like this.

Still the cane rose and fell in Loder -
venseful hand.

“1lold oun., Loder!”
lasi. ““That’s enonugh!
the young raseal !”

“You fool, 1t's
Lhim!"”

“I tell yvou—

saitl Walker ar
You eant sk

not cnough!  IIold
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“Shut up!” .

The cane lashed down again.

“Took here——" muttered Carne,

“He's hacked my shin!" =said Loder,
livid with rage and pain. “TI'll cut the
skin off him! I'll—"

“You won't!” gaid Walker decisively.
“We're not going up before the Head to
please yvou, Loder. Chuck 1t !”

“I won't!”

Loder lashed again. Ile had for.
gotten all prudence in his rage; but
fortunately for him, as well as for Dob,
his comrades had not.

“Chuck it !” repeated Walker angrily.
And he released Bob Cherry, and pushed
Loder back, ‘

(‘arne jerked the junior off the chair,
and swuie him towards the door,

“Cut !" he snapped.

Bob staggered to the door. He was
auivering with pain from head to foot,
and his face was white. He opened the
door, and limped into the passage.
There hLe turned and looked into the
study again,

“You rotten bully, Loder! You
coward! I won't fag for you—and I'll
hack vour shins again if you touch me,
vou coward!”

Loder made a spring towards him, but
("arne pulled him back.

“Don’t be a fool ; the kid’s had enough.
(vet out of it, Cherry.”

And Bob Cherry, with a last glare of
defiance at the bully of the Sixth, limped
away down the passage.

THE THIRD CHAPTER.
To Fag or not to Fag!

6 HE estcemed Bob 1s lingering
longfully,” remarked Hurree
Jamset Ram Singh, as the
chums of the Remove strolled
under the elms.

“Yes, jolly nearly time for tea!” said
Harry Wharton. “He went in to speak
to Wingate, but he can't be jawing to
Wingate all this time. Let's go in.”

“He, he, he!”

Billy Bunter rolled up to the four
juntors, and grinned at them cheerily, as
they turned from the path under the
¢lms.

“1 say, vou fellows, Loder’s been going
it |” he said. .

“I've no doubt he has,” grunted
Johnny Dull. “Since he’s been ecaptain
of the school, he's needed a larger size
im hats every dav, Never saw such an
ass with such a swelled head.”

“The swellfulness 1s terrifie,” said
Hurree Singh, * Like the classic johnny
in  esteemed Horace, he strikefully
touches the stars with his excellent and
ridienlous head.”

“ But what's the latest 7" asked Frank
Nugent, “Ias old Wingate been called
up before the giddy prefects vet ?”

Bunter chuckled again,

“I haven't heard,” he answered.
“DBlow old Wingate, and blow voung

Wingate! 1 don’t think much of the
Wingates, anyway. I say, young Win-
sate of the Third isn’t nearly so cheeky
as he was, though. Loder gave him a
jolly good licking, and it seems to have
done him good. My mimnor Sammy says
e hasn't heard Wingate minor =aying
anything about his friend in the Sixth
lately.”

The Removites laughed.

They were by no means sorry to hear
that Jack Wingate of the Third Form
had been brought to his senses in that
respect. They were aware that Loder of
the Sixth had taken up the fag; but he
scemed to have dropped him like a hot

potato since he had become captain of
Grevirviars. There was no doubt that
that was all the better for “old Win-
vate's ” voung brother, though doubtless
it had been a painful shock to his con-
cett,

“But T sayv. vou fellows, the latest 1s
fagging ithe Remove,” pursued Billy
Bunter, blinking at the juniors through
his big spectacles. “That cad Carne of
the Sixth told me to fetch his hat this
afternoon. Of course, 1 wasn’t going to
fag for him, being a Remove man.”

“And what did vou do?"” grinned
Nugent. He could not imagine William
George Bunter delving Carne of the
Sixth, even with indubitable right on his
side, ,

“ Refused, what " asked Johnny Bull.

“Well, T didn't exactly refuse,” said
Bunter cautiouslv. “Youn see, the
beast would have licked me. 1 fetched
his hat, but 1 told him he was a rotten
bully and a cad.”

“You told Carne of the Sixth that?”
exclaimed Harry Wharton.

“Yes, rather! T jolly well told him
what I thought of him.” said Dunter.

“And what did he do?"”

“ Nothing.”

“ After vou called him a bully and a
cad ! exclaimed Nugent,

“Yes, after that.”

“Gammon !

“Honest Injun!” said Bunter. “He
just walked away, as if 1 hadn’t spoken !
Took no netice, vou know! Of course.
it's possible that he didn't hear me—I
didn't say it verv loud.”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“Now he's started
Cherry !” went on Bunter.

Harry Wharton & Co. were laughing ;
but thev ceased suddenly.

“What’s that ?"”,exclaimed the captain
of the Remove,

on poor old

Wk

-
/]

ﬁfﬂilllllllllllll -y
an e B .l.llllllr ”
ErrrrrrrrTi i L.
;ﬁﬂ----nnl'

ff e R

- " " 1
T LTI /
F T s

a i oy s
L
[ A 1
AT i ¥ AL .
F - 5 L ¥
Frr 2 r L aF
d o "
,||||.'. [ ' P
i .- s T "
II. I1 1 r
| K
- . ! 1)
; Fa
. L v,
’ i
Lk s :
" . o o
“WEN . i :
¥ F Ty
[
;

PRICE 5
TWOPENCE.

“No end of a row,” said Bunter.
“You should have heard poor old Bob
velling! They'd got him in Loder’s
study, vou know ! 1 say, you fellows, he
looked pretty sick when he got away :
Like a sick rabbit! He, he, he!”

“You fat 1diot ¥

“Oh, really, Wharton »

Wharton grasped the Owl of the
Remove by a fat shoulder, and shook
him.

“What's happened, you fat dummy?
Ilas that cad Loder been pitching into
Bob ?”

“Yarooh !”

“ Answer, you fat porker!”

“Lieggo!”

“Let's get in,” said Nugent hastily.
“That’s what's delaved Bob, I suppose—
Loder's got hold of him. Come on.”

Wharton released the Owl of the
Remove, and the four juniors started for
the House. They went at a run, anxious
about Bob. Vernon-Smith and Tom
Redwing were 1n the Ilouse doorway,
both looking grave; and Wharton called
to them in passing,

“Seen DBob?”

“Yes,” answered the Bounder, “He’s
been through it, poor chap! You’'ll find
him in his study.”

The chums of the
scudded up the staircase. They ran
along the Remove passage to Study
No. 13, which belonged to Bob Cherry,
Hurree Singh, Mark Linley, and Wun
Lung, the Chinee. A pcculiar grunting
sound greeted their ears as they arrived.
It proceeded from Bob Cherry, who was

Lower Tourth

they had done for Gerald Loder.
*“ Three cheers for old Wingate !

Wingate’s face was composed as he came along the crowded corridor, fellows
falling back to make room for him much more cheerfully and respectfully than
‘“ Now then, you chaps ! *’ shouted Bob Cherry.

Hip, hip, hooray
Wingate started, and smiled faintly.

(See Chapter 6.)

1" *“ Good old Wingate ! ”’ _l
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thus expressing his feelings after his in-
terview with Loder of the Sixth.

“Bob, old man——-"

"My esteemed Bob—'

Mark Linley and Wun Lung were in
the study with Bob, both looking deeply
sympathetic.  Pob was !ecaning on the
mantelpiece, with a white, strained face.
He gave his chums a rueful sort of grmn
as they burst mito the room.

“I've had 1t I he grunted.

“DBad " asked Nugent.

“Horrid !”

“It's a rolten szhame!” exelaimed
Mark Linley indignantly. “I've heen
telling Bob that lie ought to go to Mr.
Quelch about it.”

“1I'm jolly well not going to, though,”
said Bob. “It wouldn't be any good—
Loder knows how to look after himeelf.
He would make out somehow that I was
in the wrong. Besides, we can keep cur
ond up without dragging a Form-maeter
mto our rowes.”

“That’s =0," agreed Harry Wharton.
“But there’s a limit, all the same. Tell
us what's happened.”
~ Bob Cherry—with interludes of grunt-
img and groaning-—explained what had
occurred in Loder's study.

Wharton’s eyes gleamed as he listened,

“ So that ead means business 7’ he said.
“ They're going to take up that wheeze
of fagging the Remove, that was
dropped when old Wingate was captain.
They jolly well won't succeed.”

**No jolly fear.”

Bob Cherry made a grimace.

"I fancy a lot of fellows will give in
if Loder tries these methods,” he said.
"I've had a licking T <ha'n’t gel over for
days. And Loder’s captain of the school
now—even if a fellow appeals to the
ilead, he will alwavs be able fo make
out that he was only exercising his
authority. Suppose 1 complained about
't now—well, he would say T cheeked
him in his studyv. So T did—no end of
cheek ! It’s no good making complaints.
If we can’t stand up for ourselves, we
go down.”

“But we ean,” said Harry Wharton.
“ Loder will jolly :oon find out that the
Remove are up to his weight.”

" Shoulder to shoulder, and down with
the giddy tyrant, what?” grinned Bob.

3

}

" {h‘;! 1‘;";DW !u
" Come along to tea, old man.” :aid
Nugent.
“Ow! Right-ho! Wow!"”

The Famous Five went
No. 1 to tea. Bob Cherrv did not sit
down - to  {ea—he took it standing.
l'here was deep and indignant discussion
n Study No. 1 over tea, Bob's contribu-
tion being chiefly in the form of grunts
and proans,

A good many fellows looked in 10
hear what had happened, and to express
sympathy and indignation. One or two
fellows seemed to find something enter-
taining  in the incident, especially
Skinner of the Remove. Harold Skinner
generally  contrived {o  extract some
amusement from the disasters of others.

“ What an awful nerve!” Skinner re-
marked, shaking his head. * Of course,
Loder’s a prefect, and captain of the
school, but doesn’t he know that these
feliows are awfully importani—that
common persons mustn't lay e finger on
them? Somebody ought to explain that
to Loder. He will be always making
these mistakes if he isn't enlightened!”

Some of the juniors in the passage
grinned.

“Shut up, Skinner ! growled Johnny
Bull.

“But it's really serious, vou know,”
pursued the humorous Skinner. ‘“‘Loder
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along to Study

may begin fagging Wharton himself—
his Linormouvrs Magnificence ! What will
happen then? Will the skies fall?”

“Something will happen if you don't
cheese 1t, Skinner!"” saiwd Harry, as the
juntors i the passage chuckled.

“Anyhow, I never fagged,” said Dol
(‘herry.  “T've had an awful licking,
but I didn’t cave in. You'd have caved
m last enough, Skinner.”

Skinner shrugged lus shoulders.

“They haven’t tried fagging me, any-
how,” he said, ‘“1f they do, I chall
stand up for my rights, and appeal to
the Ilead! But I faney the Sixth will
have sense enough to let me alone.”

“Do you?” said an unpleasanl voice
behind Skinner.

Skinner spun round.

Walker of the Sixth had come up to
the Remove passage. He had a eane
under his arm.

“0Oh!" ejaculated Skinner,

“I'm looking for a fag!" said Walker
agreeably, “T think you will do,
Skinner! My football boots are in a
shocking state. It was very muddy to-
day. They've got to' be made to look
as good as new. Will you go and do
it for me, Skinner?”’

Skinner hesitated.

“The Remove don't fag, you know,”
he said feebly.

“Don’t they?" said Walker, in the
same agreeable tone. “We shall see
about that, Skinner.” Ile slid his cane
down into his hand.

All eyes in the Remove passage were
on Skinner.

Now was the time for him to stand
up for his rights and tell James Walker
that he wouldn’t fag, and that he would
appeal to the Head.

But Skinner did not. Bold words
were one thing in the Remove passage
among the juniors—quite another thing
in the presence of a towering Sixth-
Former with a cane in his hand., Skin-
ner's courage, such as it was, oozed out
at his finger-tips.

“1—I don’t mind looking aflter your
boots, Walker,” he gasped.

“I thought not!” grinned Walker.
“Uet a move on.”

Skinner drifted towards the stairs.
Walker of the Sixth followed him, and
gave him a cut from the ecane to ac-
celerate his movements. There was a
how! from Skinner, and he disappeared
down the Remove staircase, with the
grinning prefect following him.

It was sufficiently elear that Skinner,
at least, would not he one of ihe
champions of junior rights under the
new regime,

THE FOURTH CHAPTER.
Major and Minor !

ACK WINGATE, of the Third
J Form, tapped timidly at the door
of Wingate of the Sixth, his
brother, late captain of Grey-

friars School.

He entered hesitatingly.

Wingate minor would scarcely bhave
been recognised as the cheeky, impudent
young scamp he had been only a short
week Dbefore. His late experiences had
taken a great deal of the impudence out
of the svapegrace of the Third,

It was probable ithat his scapegrace
days were over. Unthinking, reckless,
perverse as he was, Jack Wingate was

‘not, without the saving grace of common

sense; and it had been made quite clear
to him that in encouraging his dingy
rascality Gerald Loder had simply been
making use of him to undermine his
brother’s position in the school.

To his brother, Jack Wingate had

given scarcely a thought. Bul he hzd
had a rude awakeming now,- and he
begun to think.

Loder, blackguard as he was,
ashamed of havimg led a wretched fa:
mio wrongdoing; anid as soon as ti-
captain’s election was over, as soon &
he was free to aci, he had dropped t!
foolish fag, and thrashed him into t.
barguam.

Jack Wingate's “friend in the Sixth
by talking of whom he had intense =
irritated the Third Form fags, ha-
ceased to be a friend, and was nothin:
more now than a severe prefect, with 2
very keen sense of duty so far as Jacs
Wingate was concerned,

Instead of being encouraged, or per-
mitted, in “playing the pgoat,” Jac:
Wingate found himself under speciz
observation, with a thrashing all reacs
for him if he showed a sign of kicking
over the traces,

Perhaps Loder was seeking, by thos«
drastic means, to undo the harm he hac
done the foolish fag; perhaps he was
indemnifying himself for the constrain:
and trouble of his previous hypocrisy.
Certainly it never could have beer
pleasant to the lofty, swanking Loder
to play the part of friend to a cheeks
fag of the Third.

Whatever Loder's motives, which wers
perhaps mixed, there was no doub:
about his actions, and Jack Wingar«
suddenly found himself fallen from h -«
high estate of a prefect’s favourite—
spurned on the one hand by the cor-
temptuous Loder, disliked on the othe-
by the fags he had antagoniséd by | -
airs and graces.

It was not pleasant - for Winga:ts
minor; but undoubtedly it was better fo-
him than what had gone before, and 'i::
reform, though it had conme about b:
compulsion, was better than no reform
at all.

In his new subdued mood, Winga:e
minor was thinking more of his brother
than was his custom, and he was re-
morseful at the disaster he had brough:
on the late captain of Greyifriars, Hence
his timid manner and apologetic look
as he came into Lhe Sixth-Former =
study.

Wingate of the Sixth gave him a
nod. '

George Wingate had suffered & good
deal on his brother's account, but he
had taken on the burden of his own
accord, and he was not the fellow to
rrouse over the result., Much harm as
the fag had done him, he still had onls
kindness io expect from the senior.

“Hallo! Trot in, kid!"” said Wingate.
smiling cheerily, though there had been
a Dblack cloud on his brow only a
moment before. He had been thinking
of his own position, which was as bitter
and humiliating as it could be. He
was expecting to be called before =
Prefects’ Meeting presided over by lis
old enemy and successful rival, Loder.
there to receive the punishment dune for
having thrashed the captain of the
school. And that punishment was cer-
tain to be as humiliating as Geral!
Loder could make it., But he drove ihe
thought of it from his mind as his
brother came 1n,

“I—I1 say, George, can't anything be
done?” urged Jack Wingate.

“ About what?"”

“Loder—and the rest! You can’t go
up before the prefects—you who woi
captain of the school.”

“No choice about it. kid. T thrashed
Loder—I'm not sorry for it, but it's go:
to be paid for.”

“That was on my account."”

“¥es, yes. Never mind that now.”
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“Heo asked for it,” said the fag.
“ But—but it was awfully rash. The
Head was bound 1o take it up. Some

of the fellows thought you would be ex-
pelled. PPageil of the Third offered two
to one in doughnuts that it was you
for the long jump.”

Wingate laughed,

“Well, Paget of the Third +vas
wrong,” he said. “I've got to toe the
line and iake myv medicine, that's all,
It's right, too. When 1 was captain L
should not have allowed mutiny. Loder s
within fus rights in enforcing s
authority—in fact, he's got no choice 1n
the matter. Anvhow, it ecan’'t bLe
Lhielped.”

“The Head would jolly well sack him
if he kuew aboutr him, instead of
letting hiim caprain  the school!™ mut-
tered the fag,

|
:H!

“But the Head doesn't kuow =-.-'|11;1
won'tr,” said Wingale major. “ IForget
" . =, L : P ; " .irli"
it, Jack. What did vou come tor?

“I—I've gol a message.”’ Wingate
minor coloured uncomfortably. “ Loder’s
sent me with a message.” o

“Oh!" said Wingate, getting his lips.

“You're to go to the prefects’ rooni at
ceven,” said the fag. * All the prefects
will be there.”

“It's a prefeets’ meeting, then?”

“Yes."”

Wingate drew a deep breath. | |

“Well, I was expecting it,” he said.
“I've got to o through with 1t. Just
like Loder to send my hrother with such
a message. He would!”

“I'm to go back to him and say that
vou're coming.”

“Tell him I'm coming, then.”

Wingate minor hesitated.

“Tsn't there any way out, George "

19 NG‘II

“Suppose——" The fag stammered.

“Well, suppose what, kid?"” asked his
brother.

“Suppose—suppose I—TI went to the
Head —"

“What on earth for?"”

“ And—and confessed to him——

“Uonfessed ?” repeated Wingate.

“(‘onfessed to him -why vou resigned
the captaincy—because you caught me at
the Cross Kevs, and—and wouldn’t re-
port me to the Héad, and—and couldn’t
keep vour position without doing so—
that was it, George.”

“That was 1t. But ”

“Suppose I told the Head that?” mnut-
tered Wingate minor. “It would make
a lot of difference to your position,
(icorge.”

Wingate of the Sixth looked keenly at
his brother, and his expression grew
soft. He did not believe that the fag
liad the courage, or the devotion, to
make such a confession to the headmaster
—a confession that would bring the
severest punishment upon himself.

But it was something that the thought
of it bhad come into Jack Wingate’s
mind. It was something that he was no
longer thinking wholly of himself in his
accustomed wav. There was a change
for the better in Wingate minor, since
he had lost the distinction of possessing
a “friend in the Sixth.”

“I'm glad you've thought of that.
kkid,” said the Sixth-Former, after a long
pratse,

Wingate miinor trembled.

“You—you want me to do it?” he
gasped.

“"No!”

“Oh!” said the fag, and he did not
attempt to disguise his relief. The bare
thought of facing Dr., Locke with such a
confession made him shiver.

“No!” said Wingate kindly. “I'm
glad you thought of it, kid; but vou're

]
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but he was perfectly cool.

Gerald Loder pointed to a chair with his cane.
George Wingate, quietly, composedly, bent himself over the chair, as many a
fag had done at his order in his days of captaincy.
Loder stepped towards him. Whaek !
swished through the air, and came down hard with a hefty siroke that rang

through the prefects’~-room.

““Bend over ! ”’ he ordered. [

His face was pale and set,
His ashplant

(See Chapter 1.) ‘

not going to do it. I'd rather lose the
captaincy as I've done, and take a pre-
fects' beating, as I'm going to, than see
vou bunked from the school—and that’s
what it would be practically certain to

come to., No!”
“I—1 think I'd do 1it, if—if you
wanted ——"

“1 don't! On the other hand, 1 tell
vou not to do it,” said the Sixth-Former,
“We'll get through without that, Jack.
Loder won't alwavs be top dog. He's
got the upper hand now; but he's mak-
ing enemies in the school about as fast
as he can; and he will come down with
a crash one of these days. Cut off and
give him my answer.”

Wingate minor nodded, and left the
study.

George Wingate moved restlessly
about the room, when the fag had gone.
The ordeal before him was a trying one,
and he had to make up his mind to go
through with it,

He had been captain of the school, and
head prefect—the highest position a
Greyfriars man could reach, Now he
was simply a sentor fellow, under the
authority of the prefects; and the head
prefect was L.oder! He was liable to be
judged by the prefeets, and ordered a
pating ; and that was what he had to
expect now—to be ordered to bend over

in the prefects’' room, and take a licking
like some fag of the Lower School.

It was bitter knowledge, and it made
his cheeks burn. IHe needed all his self-
command to go through with it.

The Head had ordered him Lo submit
to authority, or to leave Greyfriars. He
had chosen the former alternative, DBut
it was not only the shadow of the sack
that had influenced him, As capfain
and prefect, he had becn keen on
discipline ; he had commanded, and now
that he was in a subordinate position,
he had to obey, and it was right that he
should obey. It was his duty to go
through with it, and that was what in-
fluenced him most. And if he needed
any other mfluence, it was the know-
ledge that Loder hoped, fervently hoped,
that he would desist, that he would defy
the Head's order—and thus bring about
his own expulsion from Greyfriars,
Loder had been very successful, so far,
in his plotting and scheming; but to
that extent, at least, he should never be
gratified.

But it was hard, it was bitter; and
more than once the temptation came
strong upon George Wingate to throw
all other considerations to the winds,
and defy his onemy. But that tempta-
tion passed.

At a few minutes before seven, the

Tae MagyxeET Lisrary.—No. 928,



8 LONG COMPLETE STORIES OF HARRY WHARTON & CO. EVERY WEEK!

——— . . T T p—

former captain of Grexlriars quitied his
studv, and with a guiet and composed
face. made his way eedately to the pre-
fects’' roon.

—

THE FIFTH CHAPTER.
A Surprise for Coker !

64 ODER !” _
I Jack Wingate looked 1n at

the Greyfriars captain’s study.

His face was sullen; 1t was

only with great difficulty that he could

force himself to speak civilly to the

rascally Sixth-Former who had deceived

him, fooled him, used him and thrown
him scornfully aside. _

Loder was in his_study with Carford
major. His face was very cheery, 1n
spite of the cut on his lip, the red swell-
ing on his nose, and the dark circle
round his eye. Those damages were
about to be paid for by the fellow who
had inflicted them—paid for in full; and
the prospect was a bright one to Gerald
Loder, .

He glanced round at the fag in the
dJoorway.

“Come in!"” he snapped.

Jack Wingate came 1. _

“You've taken my message 7"

i YES_:J

i “""E]l '-}?‘ ' .

“My brother will be in the prefects
room at seven,” muttered Jack Wingate
reluctantly.

loder grinned.

“That'e all right! What are
scowling about, young Wingate!”

Jack Wingate did not answer {that
question; but his expression grew more
siilky and sullen. Ide moved 1o the door.

“Stop " rapped out Loder,

The fag stopped.

“Don't you know betfer thau to scowl
like a lhittle Hlun when you come mto
your captlain’s study 77 demanded Loder.

The fag scowled more blackly.

“Haven't you learned manners yet?”
asked T.oder. “I've given vou a few
lessons lately, you cheeky young sweep.
Do you want another(”

No answer,

“Hand me that cane from the table.”

Wingate minor handed over the cane,
his eves gleaming. This was the fellow
who had been his “friend in the Sixth ™
—the fellow who had fooled him to the
top of his bent. Evidently Loder was
resolved to indemnify himself for having
had to play at friendsliup with the checky
fag.

* Bend over that chair.”

“Oh, you rotter!” muttered Wingate
nunor.

“What 7" roared Loder.

“My word!” said Carford major.
“These fags are coming to something!
It's really time something was done.”

“This young sweep is the cheeckiest of
the lot,” said Loder. “I've got a lot of
veason to believe that he's been breaking
the rules of the schogl—smoking cigar-
ettes, and getting out of bounds, and all
that. I'mi keeping an eve on the young
rascal. DBend over that chair, Wingate
pnnor,”

With bitier rage in his breast. the
wretched fag bent over, and the ecane
lached him twice.

“Now get out, and don’t scowl next
time you come to my study,” said Loder,
pointing to the door with the cane,

Wingate minor got out,

“TI've heard that that young ass has
been talking about vou being a friend of
his. Loder.”

“Looks like it, doesn't it?” sneered
Loder.
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Carford major langhed.

“Well, no; but there's been quite a
lot. of talk, all the same.”

“1 dare sav I was kind to i once or
twier, as he was the captain’s nminor, in
Wingate s time,” said Loder carelessliv.
“That's all.”

“0Oh, of course!” assented (arford;
but he gave the captain of Grexfriars a
rather curious look.

There was a thump at the door, and
(Coker of the Fifth looked in. e gave
the captain of Greyfriars a familiar nod.
Coker of the Fifth was not to be awed
by the Sixth—he made it a point never
to be awed.

“Hallo, Loder!" he said cheerily.
“1've been waiting for a chance for a
long time to speak to you abont the
footer,”

“Have vou! vawned Loder.

“1 have!"” said Coker. ‘‘There's no
time like the present, so——"
Loder rose to his feet.

“I'm afraid I haven't time to discuss
football with wvou, Coker,” he said,
“1'm due for a prefects’ meeting.”

“Oh, rot!” said Horace Coker. ““The
prefects can wait. Who the thump are
the prefects, anvhow 7"

“(Chuck that!” <aid Toder, frouwning.
“Talk of that kind won't do, Coker.
A Sixth-Former is going to get a pre-
fects’ beating to-day, and I shall not

go any easier with the Fifth, Take
care!”
“A prefects’ beating!” said Coker,

with a glare. *““I'd like to see anybody
iy to give nie one!”

“You'll see it pretty s=con if you're
Emt carefnl, my man! Now, cut off ; I'm
TEES

““About the foolball oy

“*What the thump do vou know about
football?” snapped Loder contemptu-
aisly, “Talk about something you
understand, if you must talk.”

(‘oker glared at him, almost speech-
less,  C'oker had backed Loder up in the
captain’s election tooth and nail, hand
and foot; all Horace Coker's terrific
energy had been directed to that one
rnd—tio get Loder in as captain of Grey-
friars. He had supported Loder, not
hecause he liked him—he didn’t—but
because he believed that Loder was
going in give him a chance in first
clevenn foolball. Wingate had never
been able to see that in leaving ont
IMorace Coker he was leaving out the
linest footballer ever produced by Grey-
friars or any other school. Coker had
iried agzin and again to enlighten him,
invain. From Loder he hoped for better
things—he had encouraging words from
I.oder upon which to base his hopes.
(‘oker of the Fifth was bv no means
the only fellow whom TLoder had de-
celved in one way or other into sup-
porting him in the captain's election.

(‘oker had been surprised that Loder
had not mentioned the subject since.
Now 1t was mentioned, and Loder’s
view was quite a surprise to Horace
(oker.

(‘arford major burst into a langh., The
expression on Horace Coker's face was
really entertaiming.

The great Horace seemed al a loss for
words. Indeed, Loder had taken his
breath away.

“*What—what—what did you say,
Loder?” stuttered Coker of the Fifth at
last.

“Talk about =omething you under-
stand,” said Loder coolly. “Yon don’t
know anything about football. Marbles,

I should think, was your game.”
“Mum-marbles !” stuttered (‘oker.
“Or hopscoteh ! said Loder.

‘“Ha, ha, ha!” roared Carford major.
Horace (‘oker struggled for speech.
“Why, vou—you—you cheeky ecad!”

he gasped. “Didn’t you tell me just
before the election that I'd never had
justice in football matters, and that
vou'd see that I got justice?”

“1 dare say 1 did,” wsssented Loder.
“So I will, If vou had justice done you
as a footballer yvon'd be put to play with
the fags of the Second Form. 1 can
arrange t{hat, if you like, now I'n
ITead of the Games. I'll speak to
Gatty of the Second about 1t.” .

“Ila, ha, ha!" shrieked Carforc
major. (‘oker's face was growing more
and more entertamning,

Loder waved his hand.

“Consgider it done!” he said. ' Now,
cut; I'm busy!”

“I—1—1 " stuttered Coker.

Walker and Carne came into the

study, unceremoniously pushing lorace
(‘oker out of the way.
“Time we got going,” said Walker.
“The meeting’s at seven, vou know.”
“Just coming along,” said Loder,

“Took here bawled Coker of
the ¥ifth. *

“What on earth's the matier with
(oker?” asked Carne. “What the

thump is he reoaring in vour study for,
Loder %"

“*He wants a place in the firsl eleven.”

“Oh my hat!”

“*Ha, ha, ha!”

“Come on!” said Loder. “Let's ge:
roing ! Get out of the way, Coker, will
you?"

“No!” roared the incensed Coker.
“No, 1 jolly well won't! We're going
to have this out! 1 4

“(huek if, you ass!” said the captan
of Greyfriars impatiently.

“T can jolly well tell you——

“Shift the silly ass!™ said Walker,

“Look here, 1 Hands off ! Stop
it! Oh my hat!” roared (‘oker, as the
four Sixth-Formers collared him to-
cether and pitched him into a corner of
the studv, where he sat down with =«
heavy bump, “Oh! Ow! Oh!”

Loder & (‘o. walked away, grinning.
leaving Coker of the Fifth to sort him-
sell out at his leisure,

THE SIXTH CHAPTER.
The Prefecis’ Meeling !

i SAY., vou fellows 2
I “Hook 1t, Bunter!”
“But I say—"

“Too late!” said Harry Whar
ton, lavghing. “We've finished tea long
ago, and there's nothing left. Hook
it 1"

“T'va got news, von silly ass!” hooted
Bunter, blinking indignantly into Study
No. 1 in the Remove through his big
spectacles, “ News. I tell you——"

“Has your postal-order come?’ asked
Frank Nugent. *“ That would be news—
terrific, 1n fact, as Inky wonld say.”

“Oh. really, Nugent——"

Sauiff of the Remove looked into the
study over Bunter's fat shoulder.

“You fellows heard?’ he asked.
“There’s a prefects’ meeting, and old
Wingate 1s up!”

“Oh, 1t's come at last,
Harrv.

“1 say, you fellows, that’s what I was
going to tell you!” howled Billy Bunter
indignantly, “You shut up, Field!”

“A lot of fellows are going,” said
Squiff. “You chaps coming?”

“Yes, rather!”

Wharton and Nugent were thinking of
prep, but they banished the thought of
prep now. Wingate, late captain of
Greyfriars, was up before the prefects!
It was thrilling news.

“1 say, you fellows, do vou think Fe
will take it lying down?’ asked Billy
Bunter.

then !” =aid



EVERY
MONDAY,

— = e

“He will tuke it bending over!” suid
Skinner from the passage.

“He's bound to take 1t,” said Peter
Todd, joining the crowd that was
gathering outside Study No. 1. “There
won't be a row.”

“I fancy there will!” said Vernon-
Smith. “T can't guite sce Wingate
major bending over at Loder's order.

More likely to lose his temper and
knock him spimnmng.” _
“And get bunked bv the Head?"

sneered Skinner. I don't think !”

“Let's go down!” said Bob Cherry.

Some of the Removites were already
going down. When Harry Wharton
& Co. reached the bottom of the stair-
case they found a crowd converging 1n
the direction of the prefects’ room.

Fellows of all Forms swarmed 1nto the
broad corridor upon which that apart-
ment opened.

Fifth and Sixth Form seniors were
there, though even they were not
allowed within the sacred precincts of
the prefects’ room. Shell fellows and
Fourth-Formers, Removites, and Third
and Second swarmed,

Loder probablv had taken care lo
allow the time of the meeting to be well-
known in advance.

He was not at all indisposed to allow
Wingate’s punishment and humiliation
to be witnessed by a swarm of fellows
of all Forms. The more the late captain
was humiliated in the sight of all Grey-
friars the better Loder liked it.

“Hallo, hallo. hallo! Here come the
grand panjandrums!” called out Bob
Cherryv, as Loder appeared.

Loder of the Sixth, captain of Grey-
friars, walked down the crowded corri-
dor with a lofty stride, fellows making
way for him on all sides.

Whether Gerald Loder needed a larger
size 1n hats or not, there was no doubt
that he suffered very considerably from
“swelled head " since he had become
captain of the school. Even his own
pals, Walker and Carne, were rather
pamfullv aware of it, and frequently
annoyed bv 1it. Thev were still Loder's
friends, but he gave them plainly to
understand that they had to be very
civil and tactful friends, and must take
care how they treated the great man.
Loider mm power was a very different
person from Loder plotting and schem-
ing to get power into his hands,

Loder's manuer now was very lofty,
and some of the jumors grinned as they
looked at him,

“Monarch of all he survevz, and all
that—what?" grinned Temple of the
Fourth., * He will keep his hatter busy,
at tlns rate.”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

Unfortunately  for Cecil  Reginald
Temple, Loder ovechead ithe remark,
which was intended only for Dabney

and I"ry of the Fourth.

“Temple

“Hallo, Loder !

“Step here.”

lLooder had an ashplanl under his arm,
and he slipped 1t down into his hand,
(‘ccil Reginald looked rather green as
he obeyed Loder’'s cominand.

“I think I've mentioned to vou before,
Temple, that I don’t permit any checky
unpudence  from  Lower bovs,”  said
I.oder.

Cectl Reginald erimsoned. In bis own
estimation, Cecell Reginald was a vather
important fellow, not to be talked to
like common jumiors. Loder ruthlessiy
disregarded the 1mportance of Cectl
Reginald, even if he was aware of i,

“Do you hear me, Temple "

“Ye-e-es, Loder.”

“Hold out wvour hand.”

“I—I say, lioder —-"
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“I thank I told von to hold out vour
hand, Temple.”

With a red and furious face, Ceeil
Reginald Temple held ot his hand.

Swigh !

“Ow !

*Now cut.™

Temple of the Fourth backed into the
crowd, palpitating with rage. Loder
tucked the cane under his arm, and
walked on,

There were no more jeers, either aloud
or muttered. Loder was evidently mnot
a fellow to be trifled with., Temple of
the Fourth, wringing his aching hand,
thought a good mauy things, but did
not give utterance to his thoughts.

Loder walked into the prefects’-room,
followed by Carne and Walker and Car-
ford major. By his manner, he might
have been a royal monarch about to seat
himself upon his throne amid his admir-
Ing courtiers.

“Here come the rest of the happy
family !” murmured the Bounder.

Gwynne of the Sixth came along, with
North, They were looking rather grim;
both of them were friends of Wingate's,
Lawrence of the Sixth was next to come,
and then two or three more.

The meeting was now complete; it
only remained for the culprit to appear.
It was now close on seven.

“Mind, we cheer old Wingate when
he c¢omes!” whispered Bob Cherry.
“No law against cheering a chap who
gets goals for Greyfriars, 1s there?”

( B
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~ “None!"” said Harry Wharton, luughs-
ing. “"We'll jolly well give him three
titnes three, and chance 1t.”

“The cheerfulness shall be terrific.”
I say., you fellows, Wingate's coms
ing ! squeaked Billy Dunter.

“Hallo, hallo, hallo! Here he is !

Wingate of the Sixth came along the
corridor. He seemed surprised to fined
it swarming with fellows of every Form
at Greyviriars.

His face flushed.

FFrom Wingate’s point of view. the
more private the proceedings of the
prefects’ meeting were kept, the better.
Certainly, he did not want his “bending
over ” to make a juniors’ holiday !

But he gave no sign; his face was
composed as he came along the crowded
corridor, fellows falling back to make
room for him much more cheerfully and
respecifully than they had done for
Gerald Loder,

“Now, then, vou chaps!” shouted Bob
Cherry. * Three cheers for old Wingate.”

“Hurrah!”

“Hip, hip, hurrah!”

Y Good old Wingate !”

“Hurrah!”

Wingate started, and s=miled faintly,
He understood that this was a demon-
stration 1n  his favour. From the
prefects’-room  came Loder's sharp,

unpleasant voice:
““Stop that row !”
“Hurrah!” roared Bob Cherry.
[ Hipl

JUNOrs,

I

hip, hurrah!” yelled the

““ Now put up your hands.
call you a rascal,

““ You've lied and shuffled and taken me in, Loder,”” said Horace Coker fiercely.
I'm jolly well going fo lick you, you rascal ! 1
If you don't like it, here 1 am, ready to answer for it.
you got pluck enough to put up your hands ? »’
captain of Greyfriars eyed Horace Coker with a deadly gleam in his eye.

(See Chapler 9.) |

Have
Carne and Walker grinned, but the

e
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Wingate walked into the prefects
room, and the thunder of cheering died
away behind him. _

“T’m here!” he said quietly.

His hand was on the door to close
it.
“Leave that door alone, Wingate!”
snapped [Loder.

“Dash it all, Loder, we don’t want a
mob of fags staring in at us!” exclaimed
Gywnne of the Nixth, _

“That's for me to decide,” said Loder
coollv. ““Wingate, you will stand there
by the table.”

“Very well!” _

Wingate took his place quietly.

The doorway was crammed with faces,
and behind them were a myriad more
faces. ‘Most of the fellows were glad
that Loder had otglered the door to be
left open; they wanted a view of the
thrilling drama that was about to take
place in the prefects’-room.

“Look here, give a chap room!”
howled Billy BDunter. “ Lookshere, Bob,
I ain't as tall as you—give me room !”

“Don’t shove!”

“1 say, vou fellows

“Order, there!” called out Loder.
“Silence! If there's any more row, 1'll
give the lot of you detention for Satur-
dﬂj.ll

“Phew !

“1 say, let's clear!” said Harry
Wharton, in a low voice, to his com-
rades. ‘‘That rotter wants to humihate
Wingate as much as he can! Let us get
out of it, at least.”

“Let's!” agreed Bob Cherry.

But it was easier to suggest than to
do. The Famous Five were penned 1n
by the crowd behind them, and nobody
was disposed to yield an inch. Shoving
was no use; the fcllows behind shoved
back. Morc and more keen and excited
spectators were arriving, and the Grey-
friars fellows were cramimed in the corri-
dor almost like sardines in a tin,

“Order!”

" Stop shoving

“Chuck i1t!”

“Do you want me to come ount to
you ?” shouted Loder. *“Silence, I say!”

And Harry Wharton & Co. gave 1t
up, and remained where they were,

b

l.l.'l

THE SEVENTH CHAPTER.
“Bend Over!”
stood ercet,

EORGE WINGATE _
G quiet, composed, standing at

the table in the prefects’-room.

His face was a little flushed,

but that was all. He had steeled himself

to go through this bitter ordeal, and he
was quite calm,

The prefects were sitting down, two

or three of them looking very uncoms-

fortable.

Giwynne and North, Wingate's own
pals, were exceedingly discomfited. They
had no choice about attending the meet-
ing called by the head-prefect, on the
instructions of the headmaster. They
had to sit in judgment on their old
friend. It was an unhappy position for
them, especially as, in the circumstances,
there was little they could say in his
favour. "They liked Wingate, and they
disliked Loder intensely; but they could
not take up the position of supporting
a fellow who had thrashed the captain
of the school. A breach of diseipline
of that extent had to be dealt with
severely; and Wingate was, in fact, con-
demned  beforehand. The meeting
intended to ask him if he had anything
to say for himself; but no excuse he
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could offer was likely to make any differ-
ence. No pretext could be admitted as
justifying laying hands on the captain
of the school.

Loder sat with a smile on his face., It
would have been more judicious on
Loder’'s part to conceal the satisfaction
he felt. DBut Loder was too pulfed up
with suceess and self-importance to think
of what was judicious. Short as his
period of supremacy had been, so far, it
scemed to have made him almost ndif-
ferent to publiec opinion in the school,

Wingate stood waiting.

He had to wait.

Loder was speaking 1n low tones with
Walker, and seemed to have forgotten
Wingate for the moment.

As Loder was presiding at the meet-
ing, the proceedings could not proceed,
so to speak, until Loder gave his
attention.

He was in no hurry.

It pleased him to keep his old rival
standing like this, awailing his rieaﬂurp_
Wingate was nobody m particnlar now,
and that fact had to be impressed upon
him and all others. His cup of humilia-
tion was to be drunk to the very dregs.

A voice called from the eorridor:

“Get on with it !”

There was a laugh.

Loder glanced up.

“Hobson !

“Hallo !” called baeck Ilobson of the
Shell.

“Was that you?”

*Yes 1t was."

“Take five hundred lines.”

“Oh, my hat!” said Ilobson,

Hobson of the Shell did not speak
again, except to debate, 1 whispers,
with his pal Hoskins, whether he was
going to do those five hundred lines or
not. Hobson declared that he wouldn’t.
Hoskins thought that he would. Pro-
bably Iloskins was right !

There was silence again.

Gwynne of the Sixth broke it, his
brows gathering in an angry frown,

“Look here, Loder, is this a giddy
Quaker meeting, or ars we gomg to get
to business?”

“I'm about fed-up, Loder,” said Tom
North.

Loder felt, perhaps, that the exhibition
of the culprit had gone on long enough,

He stopped his cheery conversation with
Walker.

“Yes, let’'s get on,” said Carford
nmajor. “We can’t waste the whole
evening on this, Loder.”

“Quite so0,” agrecd ILoder, “ Now

X

Wig——

Gwynne crossed to the door and closed
it. There was a buzz of disappointment
in the corridor,

Loder glared at Gwynne,

“What the thumn are you
Gwynne ?”

“Closing the door.

BE)

“Open it, then!

“Rot !

Gwynne stood and leancd on the door.
There was a gleam in his eyve.

“Took here, Loder!” he said quietly.
“Wingate's up for judgment. That's all
right. T eaun’t uphold what he's done,
though he's my friend.  But prefects’
mectings never have been witnessed by
a mob of junmors, and it’s not going to
begin,”

“That's snapped
Loder,

“Nothing of the kind! Yon can hold
the meeting in publie if you like; but if
you do, I step out of the meoting.”

“Same here !” said North.

“Chuck it, Loder " whispered Walker,
“It's really too thick, you know. Draw

doing,

for me to decide!™

the line, old man,”
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Loder felt that he had beiler yield the
point.

“T1 leave that maiter {fo the meeting,
then,” he said. " Seitle 1t for your-
rgﬂl‘-‘ﬂ:ﬁ.“

There was no doubt that the opinien
of the meeting was in favour of privacy.
Even Carne and Walkey did not shave
Loder’s desire to make an exhibition of
the fallen captain of Greyfriavs., The
door remained closed, and the mob 11
the passage were redouced to the neces-
sity of listening instead of watching.
Still, as Skinner remarked, they wouldl
hear the ashplant whacking when the
prefects got to business. A remarl
that earned him a fierce jab from Peter
Todd's elbow.

Loder fixed his eyes on Wimgate
maliciously, He felt defeated. Grea
man as he now was, he could not have
everything his own way, But Wingate
was to pay for it all.

“Now, Wingate, we'll deal with you,~
savid Luder, as he might have spoken io
some fag of the Third called up for
judgment. *“You can get out of your
head any idea that you'll get specinl
trcatment here, because you used to by
a prefect yourself. You're just a Grey-
friars man who has forgotten his place.
and checks those set in authority ov
him, and the sooner you understand it
the better.”

Wingate's only reply to this exerdiimn
was a contemptuous smile.

“The Head's given you the choice of
being dealt with by the prefects, o
bunked from the school,” went on Lodc:
“You've chosen to come before u-
Now, we needn't go mto details. Tr =
known to all present that you attacke
the captain of the school, in this very
room, and struck him.”

“Thrashed bhim ! said Wingate,

Loder flushed,

“It's no good asking you if you harv.
any cxcuse to offer, because you have
none——""

“T admit it !”

“*Oh, you admit that?" ejaculated
Loder. |
“Fully 1" said Wingate. “I disre-

garded the rules of the school, which I
had always enforced when 1 was eaptai
I''n bound to take my punishment
That's why I am here; not becausze 11
afraid of being bunked from Greyfriar-
But yvou wouldn't understand that.”

“T shouldn't; and I don't believe it
now,” sneered Loder,

“Your can please yourself about that.

“Any fellow, not being a prefeet. wihe
sirikes a prefeet, 13 hable to a preleet:
beating,” went on Loder. “What 100
have done is just the same-as 1if it hal
been done by a fag of the Remove.”

“1 know that!"

“Then it only remains to pass ser
tenee,”” said Loder, looking round at i1 ¢
other prefects.

“Quite ! said Carford major,

“And the sooner the better,”
Lawrence.

A cane lay on the table,
to his feet, and picked it up.

“Hold on a minute,” said Gwynnr.

“What bave vou got to say ?”

“This. Nobody can uphold what Wi
gate did; but we'vre bound to take e
consideration the fact that only a few
days ago he was a prefect himzell, an
captain of the ﬁt‘hnﬂl. e doe< not iy
hold lis action hunself. He admits thoe
he was in the wrong. I think, therefor
that if Wingate expresses his regret (o
what he did, the matter ean dvop.”

“Hear, hear !” said North of the Sixth
at once,

“Yes,
Carlord.

“I agree!" =aid Lawrence,

&n il

Loder ro-.

something in  fthat,” agreed
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Yes! Ow !’ moaned Coker,

head cracked on Snoop’s.

**Then we’ll pile into them,’’ said Potter,
Fifth-Formers, Skinner & Co. were not of much use.
Four frantic yells blended into one in Coker’s study.

Coker leaned on the mantelpiece, gasping. ‘‘ These young rotters hnverl;.'en chipping you, what ? z asked Greene. ** D; !

Bunter’s head came

(See Chapter 10.)

Crack !
against Skinner’s, and Fisher T. Fish’s bullet-
““ Now kick them out ! ’' chuckled Potter.

Crack ! 1In the grasp of the hefty

ILoder bit his lip.

“If you fellows think that an apology
would meet the case——"" he began.

“Cut that out!” mterposed Wingate.
“1 shall not apologise, and I do not
regret what I did, 1 told you at the
time, Loder, that 1 thrashed you because
vou were a scoundrel, and had used me
like a scoundrel, and that stands. Be-
cause you happen to be captain of the
school I was in the wrong, and that 1s
all, But in the same circamstances I
should do the same again.”

“Oh, gad!” murmured Gwynne. He
had failed in lus effort to save his friend
fromn the last humiliation,

Loder shrugged his shoulders,

“That does it!" he said., *“There 1is
no question, then, of an apology, or even
an expression of regret?”

“None!” =aid Wingate quietly,

TLoder gave Gwynne a snecring look.

“Anything more to say ¥ he asked.

CGwvnne shook his head, with a dis-
'I'DIII'EI;.U'{] ]-:mk. IEI.’ !mtl r_lf,rnr_* hil-a hl"f-'u",
and he had failed. There was nothing
more to be said.

“Then we shall proceed to judgment.”
sard Gerald Loder. " Wingate 15 sen-
teneced to a prefects’ heatingeg ! Ile will
bend over a chair and take six eats from
every prefeet present.  That is the I'lll_{'I
and six 15 the maximum allowed in such
1~ OF, I think this case ealls [or the
maximnn. If anv fellow thinks differ-
ently, I'm willing 1o hear his opinion.™

“Oh. get on with it !” said Wingate,
hefore anyone else conld speak.

l.oder pointed to a ehaiy with the cane,

“Dend over ! he sala.

s face fairly gloated at Wingate as
he gave that order.

Manv a time, n the course of his
plottingr and scheming, Loder had pic-
foved homself sitbing 1o judgment on his
old rival, and giving that order. Now
lus visions had come to pass! There Lie
wis, caplam of Greyfriars, ashplant in
hund, ordering Wingate to “bend over.”
Lader's eap of terinmph was Tull to over-
floawing at this momnent,

“Boeud over ! he repeated.

Wingate quictly, composedly, bent

himself over the chair, as many a f[ag
had done at his order in his davs of
captainey.

His fuce was a little pale now, and set,
but he was perfectly cool. Loder
stepped towards hun.

The ashplant sang in the air.

Whack !

It came down, hard.

That hefty stroke rang through the
prefects’ room, it echoed in the crowded
passage without.

Fellows there stuarted. and stared at
one another. They had known that it
was coming, but now that it had come,
now that they heard the stroke of the
cane, it still seemed incredible.

Stroke after stroke rang out till the
six had been administered.

Not a sound came from Wingate.

Certainly he was hurt, for Loder was
a powerful fellow, and he put all his
“heef” into it

But Wingate might have been made
of bronze for all the sign he gave, Toder
was dizappointed as he siepped back.
Ile would have given a good deal to
draw a cry of pain from the fellow whom
he disliked intensely, and feared, for
¢ven at this moment of triumnh he was
conscions that in bis heart of hearta he
feared him. But that gratification was
dented Loder; there was no sound or
movement from the punished Sixth-
IFF'ormer.

Loder handed the ecane to Walker.

Ile accompanied it with a look which
conveyed his desire that Walker wonld
lay it on hard. and break down the com-
posure of the victim,

But Walker was very fur from sharing
Loder’s Dbitter malice. Ile laid on the
cane with an indifferent hand, heedloss
of Loder's angry looks. (‘arne came
next, and his performance did not come
up to Loder’s desire. As a matier of
fact. the vest of the punishment was a
mere form. Gwyvonne and North had to
fn_]{f* their share, but they simply flicked
with the ecane, and so it went on 1o the
end.,

Wingate's punishmenl, so far as the
caning was concerned, was merely the

[ 1]

six " he had received from Loder, the
rest was negligible. But his real punish-
ment was not the physical one; it was
the bitter humiliation of bending over
and being thrashed like a fag. From
that reflection Loder drew solace and
satisfaction.

“"You can get up!”

Wingate rose.

.‘(::'ﬂ!:’

Wingate left the prefects’ rooma..ielly.

He walked throngh a silent crowd in
the corridor. His study door closed on
him and hid him from the sight of
Greyiriars.

In the prefects’-room Gerald Loder
glanced round with a grinning face.

“I fancy that will brine him to lLis
senses,”” he said.

There was no answer.

Even Carne and Walker turned away
without heeding Loder.

The captain of Greyfriars had a
trinmph to enjoy, but he enjoved it all
alone, and he was left in the prefeets’-
room angry and irritated, and feeling
that somchow, after all, his triumph left
a bitter tasto in' his mouth.

e
-

THE EIGHTH CHAPTER.

Not to be Stood !

L M not standing it!"”

Coker of the Kifth made that
remark, the following day, in
his study, hizs hearers being

IPotter and Greene.

All that dav Coker of the Fifth had
worn a thoughtful frown.

In the Fifth Form: room Mr. Prout
had had unusual trouble with Coker.
He always had trouble with him, Coker's
powerful intellect being of the kind that
conld not deal easily with class-work.
Mr. Prout’s opinion. indeed, was that
Coker onghtnever to have got hisremoy
up from the Shell. ven in the Shell
he would not have distinguished himself
by his scholarship. There were rumours
at Greyfriars that Coker never would
have got his remove but for a certain
Trur Macxer Lisrary.—No. 928,
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Visit that his Aunt Judy had paid the
Jead, mmnella in hand.

No doubt that rumour was unfounded,
but really Coker in class was enough to
turn any master’'s hair grey. Av the
best of times Lie did not make Mr. Prout
happv. Now he had more important
matters than lessons to think of. How
was a [ellow to put his thoughts into
such pifle us Latin verse when his posi-
tion as a footballer was at stake? How
was he to bring his powerful mind down
to irregnlar verbs when it was a gues
tion whether he should or should not
take his rightful place in the Greyirars
First Eleven?

Coker couldn't and wouldu’t. Where-
forec Mr. Prout had piled impois on
Horace Coker, and openly and loudly
expressed his regret that the cane was
not used in senior Form-rooms. Coker
had more lines to write than he could
remember ; more, it was to be hoped,
than Mr. Prout would remember,

So when Coker, in the study after tea,
declared he wasn't standing 1t, Potter
and Greene felt sympathetie for once.
They were Coker’s friends, and so long
as he (did not talk football they could
stand his conversation,

“T'in not standing it!"” repeated Coker,
staring at his study-mates with a gloomy
frown.

“It's hard cheese,” agreed Greene.

“It’s bare-faced injustice and unfair-
ness, said Coker.

“Well, T don't know about that,” said
Potter with a judicial air. “ You did
rather get Proutyv's vag out. you know.”

“Prouty ! Who's  talking  about
Prouty 1"

“Eh? Weren't you!" asked DPotter
In Surprise,

“Certainly not! DBlow Prout! 1I've
got rather miore important matiers to
think of than a silly Form-master.”

o 0[1 !!l‘

“It's abont the football !

Potter and Greene groaned simulta-
neously.

It was football, after all! They really
might have guessed it. (oker was not
likely to keep off that subject long, so
long as Soccer reigned at Greyfriars.
Coker’'s football wa= ahout on a par with
his Latin verse and his irregular verhs,
It was, perhaps, a little more irregular
than his verbs., According to his faithful
chums, 1t was cnough to make a cat
langh—certainly ¥ made all Greviriars
smile. Polter and Greene cast glances
towards the door, they really dud not
want to hear ('oker on the winter game.

*That cad, Loder——"" went on Coker.

“Yes, he's a cad all right,” agreed
Potter. " Not, much of a captain for
Greyfriars. Rotten the way he handled
Wingate yesterday 2

“INoever mimmd Wingatel”

Polter was not woing to chance the
subject so easily as all that.

“He's really going it vather strong,”
said Greene,  “ 1e's revived that wheese
of faggmg the Remove. and the kids
don't like it a little Lat.”

“Tm witl bhim there,” sand Coker.
“Why shonldn't the Remove be faggod?
Cheeky young sweeps!”

“Right as rain,” aid Potter cordially.
(‘oker on fageing was more tolerable
than Coker on fooiball.

But the greal Torace was not to he
diverted.

“Still, that’s ne husiness of onrs,” he
sarel. “T's abont the foothall ——"

“Oh dear!”

“What did yon cav, Greene ?”

“N-n-nothing, olil chap.”™

“Loder practically promnsed  me  a
place in the Fiest Eleven if T hacked himn
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up at the election,” said Coler, {frown-
11 er,

“Tlem ! Beiter not ~ay <o ovtside this
study, old bean. Bribery and corrup-
tion, and all that "

“Don't be a fool, Greene!”

“Hem

“T1f Loder had offered me such a thing
as a bribe for my vote 1 shonld have
knocked him down, and he knows it [”

i Jh 17

“That wasn't the caso at all. I put
my claims  before Loder—claims that
Wingate had disrecarded all the time.
I pomted out to him that the best foot-
bhaller in Grevfriars had been consist-
ently ignored i all the matches, owing
to Wingate's obtuseness and his crass
ignorance of a man's form. 1 asked him
whether a fellow could expect a httle
more sense from him if he got in., He
answered me quite plainly that if he
became captain of Greylriars his first
step would be to sce that I got justice.”

Potter  winked  surreptitiously  at
(xreenc,
“What was a [fellow 1o understand

from that, knowing that he was a first-
class footballer 7" demanded Coker,

“Hem !

“Yet, when I raised the subject yester-
day Loder simply langhed at me.”

“What a neck ! murmnred Potter,

“He said that T should have justice,”
said Coker, his voico thrilling with in-
dignation. " He said that in justice 1
should be put to play wth the fags of
the Scecond Form, and that he would see
it done!”

“Ha, ha, ha!” roared
Greene mivoluntarvily,

(‘oker glared at them.

Potter and

“What are you cackling at?” he
hooted.

Coker jumped up in a state of excite-
ment.,  and  his  comrades  suppressed
their macth, It was diliealt, but they
didd it.  Harace Coker was not to be

trifled with 1 serious matiers like this,

“T1f yon fellows are going to cackle
like a panr of silly, cackling geese
bawled Coker.

“Illem! Not at all, old chap!” said
Potter ha=tily. T say, 1t was an awful
cheek of Loder to say that! Awful!™

“Irghtful ! said Greene,

“1 should have hit him,” said Coker.
“1 was going to hit him. Buat a lot of
the Sixth were there. and they hustled
me.  Upon  the whole. thongh, 1I'm
rather glad 1 did not hit hn”

“Prefects’ beating, i xoa id!”? mur-
mured Potter,

“T'm not thinking of that, von ass!
They wouldn’t gel me to bend over as
Wingate did. T ean tell you,” said
(Coker  disdainfolly. “T'm made of
rather different stuff, T hope.”

“NYou are!” agreed Potter: thoush
whether he meant that remark as  a
compliment or not was noi elear.

"What T mican 15, that T think . Leoder
atight to be given a chanee of making

s word  pood,”  explained  Caoker.
“He's ol rather wiondy o the head

sinee he's been captain of the school,
and he may think that he ecan treat
fellows just as he likes. He ean’t!”

N0, he ecan ! assented Gireons,

“T've o right to expeet. Ivom Lodoer,
a chance to take my proper place in
school games,” said Colker, “1f  he
(hinks Le ean tlow  me over, he's
maakine o mnisteke. ' not standing
{

ok W LB |

piid
“1'in not standing "
“Noi sere-———"

“1'm onol standing 107 roared Coker,

COh, all rgnt!”

“TNoder's gomg to cive me a show 1n
the next hrst eleven mateh, now he's

(oathall captamn. 1 could mabke ollow-
ances Tor Wingate, as he was rather an
ass, and didn't understand what he was
losing in leaving me out, DBut there s

no allowance to he made for Loder.
1le knows.”
“Oh v
“Vou [fellows finished tea?” ashed
C'oker. |
“Yes, I was just going along to
b |

speak to Fitzgerald

“*Same here-——-7 |

“Never mind Fitzgerald,” said Coker.
“There's a mecting of the football coii-
mittee this evening; they're selecting
the men who are to play Rookwood.
They'll want a good tecam to medt
Bulkeley and his crowd; and for that
reason it's nmportant that my clanns
should not be overlooked. I'm going 10
see Loder and get his promise thaty he
will put in my claim,”

“Oh, my hat!”

“He's bound to do
to do it,” said Coker.
but he won’t,”

“But—bot suppose :
lated Potter, gazing at Coker in won-
der.

He was aware, though CCoker was
not, that the greaut Horace had about
as much chance of playing for School
ay Sammy DBunter of the Necond Form
had. Loder was not a good captain of
Greyfriars; but he was rather too goodl
a captain to think of putting Horace
(‘oker into a football mateh,

“Well, he can’t, alter
said,” explained Coker.

“Wasn't he just pulling your leg, 1o
get your support at the eleetion, old
chap?® hinted Greene,

“It’s barely possible,” said Coker.
“T hale to think such a thing, even ol
a rank outsider like Loder. 1'm going
to give him a chance to make his words
good, at any rate. He can’t really re-
fuse. If he does, I shall show hia
what I think of him. There's only one
thing I could do in such ciwrcmmstances
—thrash him till he howls.”

“Oh gad! Thrash the captain of the
school—the head of the Sixth!™ gasped
Greene.

“IT don't ecare twopence for rhe
Sixth! I refuse to recogmse Loder as
captain of the school, 1f 1t's the fart
that he got the job by sneaking trickery
—taking fellows in to get their votes

it. and he's going
“1f he refuses—

he does?” ejacn-

what he's

In any ecase, if he doesn’t keep lis
word 1o me, 1t's up to me to lhj*n‘y.h
hitn, T regard that as a duty.  IT'm

not the lellow, T hope, to go back on «
duty for fear of consequences.”

Ol t"

“As T said, T'm not standing ji-—it’'s

not to he stood,” said Coker. " Yoo
chaps come along with me. 1 there's
trouble, T may need your Lelp.  Lode

has alwayvs gob those eids Walker ol

(Carne  hanging  about  him, They
might interfere when 1 starvted thrash-
g him.”

Thev—they might ! gasped Dotter.
“T—T think it jolly  Jikely that the,
wonld!”

“You fellows can handle them if they
do. sec?”

“1landle Sixth Form prefeeiss”

“ Y o come ong’

(‘olor strode 1o the door.
was nade up: and Coker's
the only  wmind  that
('okor’s opinton.

Potter and Greene seomed (o Lol a
difterent opimtan.,  They did not i,

(‘oker looked back Trom the door.

“Come on ! he snapped.

biut——"

“Are vou coming *7 raaved Coker,

Potier and  Greene  exchanesd 2
olanen,

“Oh, all rightl”
cedly,

]IIH T.ili:l'l
I'Hll'n'] Wil
i ltered,

anid Totler resign-
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Aud the two Tifth-TFormers followed
Horace Coker from the study,
('uker =trode

away determinedly o
the Sixth lPorm passage.  Potter and
Circene followed him as far as the

corner of the passage. Then they sud-
denly vanmshed,

Coker strode on—alone! In hurline
down the gauntlet of deliance at the
captain of Grevfiriars, the Sixth Form
pretects, and the umverse generally,
Horace Coker had to proceed on his

own. Potter and Greene were not dis-
posed to take on so very large an
order,
THE NINTH CHAPTER,.
Coker Asks For It !
course ! said

6b INGATE, of
V\’ull{ul'.
“Of course!” said

Cerald Loder

(Carne.
looked
sullew.

“1 don't see it,” he answered.

"You may not sce 1t, old beaun.” said
James Walker aquietly. “But 1 ean
tell vou that if vou propose, in com-
mittee, to drop Wingate out of the
first eleven, vou'll have more trouble
on your hands than yvou'll know how
to deal with.”

“Who's captain®”

“You are, Loder; but even the cap-
tain of the school isn’t a little tin god.

as-vouw'll find if you go too far,” said
Walker. “Have a little sense. What
will 1t look hke? Is there anvthing

the matter with Wingate's footer? Can
we spare him from the team that's to

go over to Rookwood? Ilave a little
sense !

Loder scowled.

Whether the captain of the school

was a “little tin god ” or not, it secemed
that Gerald Loder looked upon himself
in that hght.

“Wingate dropped me out of
eleven when he was captain,” he =aid
sullenly. “ What's sauce for the goosc
15 sauce for the gander.”

“The circumstances are a bit dif-
ferent,” said Carne, “You fouled a
man and nearly lost us a mateh &

“T've heard enough of that!” snapped

I;ﬂ'd.[" r.

Arthur Carne shrugged his shoulders
impatientlyv. James Walker took up
the tale again,

“We're trving to save yvou from vour-
sclf, Loder. You've put a lot of fel-
lows’ Lacks up alreadv. [f you carry
the feud with Wingate as far as to
push him out of Sechool footer, there

the

will be trouble—and seriouns trouble.
What do wvou want, anvhow?! The
man's down—down and out! Can’{

vou leave him alone now he's at ihe

bottom 7

“Not if T don't choose.”

“Oh, do as you choose, then!"” gaid
Walker angrily. “I'm fed-up! If
you're going to set all the Sixth
against you, go ahead!”

“I expect my friends to back me up!”
said Loder, scowling.

“You won't ind us backing vou up
to the extent of leaving out the best
footballer at Greyvfriars, and chucking
awav School malches. And if that's
how we look at it, who are pally with
vou, how do vou think other fellows
will look at 1t ?” demanded Walker.

Carne nodded assent; and Loder bit
lns hip hard. He realised that there
was a point beyond which he could not
oxpect support even from his own fami-
lar friends, They had helped him all
along the line, till George Wingate
was down: but they had slacked down
after that: thev had been half-hearted
it the scene 1n the prefecls’-room,
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No. 12.—James Walker (Prefect.)

-----

Without the evil influence of his pal Loder, now captain of Greylriars,
James Walker would doubtless develop into a Sixth Former and prefect
of the ** right sort.”” As it is, he is given to bullying, playing the ** goat,"’
and generally backing up Loder in all his shady ways. A good foothaller
ond cricketer when he puts his mind to it, Walker usually manages to bag

a place in the Greyiriars First Elevens.
also a prefeet and a shallow imitation of Gerald Loder.

Is very Iriendly with Arthur Carne,
Hardly worthy

of a place in this gallery except that he is a prefect with whom Harry
Wharton & Co. have often come into violent and painful contaect.

Now thev had fairly turned on their
leader,

Loder had it borne in upon his mind
that if Wingate was to be driven harder
it would have to be by surreptitious

and underhand means, and that open
warfare was not quite practicable to the
extent he had contemplated. He

esteemed himself a “little tin god,” but
s will was not vet law at Grevfriars,
He knew that he had to give in; that
after what he had just heard from
Carne and Walker it was useless to raise
in committee the question of Wingate's
exclusion from the first eleven, But he
did not relent. Wingatle was down,
but he wa: not down low enough.

“Of ecourse, 1 shall not set myself
arainst all the fellows,” said Loder,
after a pause. * My own opinion 1s that
Wingate has been overrated as a foot-
baller, and that we can do without him
in big fixtures. Still, 1 shall be gnided
by the opinion of the committee, especi-
ally at first. I don't want to take
everything into my hands.”

“ All the better!” said Walker dryvly.

“It couldn't be done, anvhow,”
Clarne, *“(ive it a miss."

Loder gritted his teeth, and there was
an angry retort upon his lips when,
fortunatelv, perhaps, he was interrupted
by a hefty thump on his study door.

said

The door flew open. and Loder stared
round 1n great irritation, to see Horace
Coker, of the Fifth Form, looking in.

“You cheeky lout!” roared Loder.
He was in an angry mood, and his anger
iurned on Horace (Uoker at once.

“What? What's that?” enapped
Coker.
“How dare you thump my door

open ?”

“Precious few things 1 don’t dare, 1if
I choose,” answered (loker disdainfully,
“If yvou faney that I'm afraid of you,
Loder, now vou're captamn of the school,
yvou re making a mistake., Forget 1t!"”

Loder breathed hard.

This really was not proper language
to be used to the head prefect of Grey-
friars, though Coker did not seem aware
of it. Coker rather prided himsell upon
being no respecter of persons,

But Coker was as amenable to
discipline as anv other fellow at Grey-
friars, What had happoned to Wingate
shou!d have been a lesson to Coker and
all the Fifth; but Coker, evidently,
hadn't taken it to heart,.

“I've come here about the football.”
said Coker. “ You practically promised
me a place in the first eleven, Loder.”

“You silly owl!”

(Continued on page 16.)
Tur MacNer Lisrary.—No. 926.
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MY FAVOURITE
FILMS'!

QOur contributors discuss their likes
and dislikes at the Cinema.

BILLY BUNTER:

some of you might think that T like =
filmy where there's a lot of eating and drink-
ing goipg oun, but 1 don't, I can't bear it
W hat ccould be more tantalising than to
watch your faverite film artist ;::luthn" him-
self with jum-tarts, and drinking copious
drafts of jiug::rqmp? I saw a man doing
that on the sercen the {1llwr evening, and
it was so real that I shouted ont to him:

“Hi! Don't be a greedy glutten! Save a
fittle tart for me!”™ And all the people
roared with larfter—the callus beests! They

didn't know how fammished that film made
me feel, or they would have sent the choecklit.
sciler along to fortify me., My faverite films

are those in which grabhb, and feesting, and,
bankwetting are Kept well in the back-
ground !

DICEY NUGENT:

i like a good whack of bludshed and fight-
ing in my films. i like to sec hullets fAying
ubout like hale, and villens being killed off
like flies. 1 went to see “T'he Siege of
Cally *? at the Courtficld Cinema, and it was
grate! you ought to lhave seen the hrittislh
soldiers. elimbing up the walls, and bashing
the french over the head with their blunder-
buses! 1 pot so egpsited that i was shouting
historically. every time a frenchman got
spiked i shouted “that’'s got him!' and
young gatty was shouting, “On the ball,
England! Give 'em sox!
attendanls eame up, and threttened to turn
us out if we didn't behave ourselves. so we
had to sit as mum as mmice while the deadly
slawter wuas going on. those are the sort
of Ailms that appeal to me—none of your luv-
making tosh! i like to see the red decks
streeming with blud—or the battlefields, as
the case may me, one jolly good bhattle js
worth a bundred silly Kisses!

FRANK NUGEXNT:

I like the historical films bhest—but pleuse
don't infer from this that I possess my
minor's bloodthirsty temperament! The film
1 enjoved best was  The Four Horsemen of
the Thingummy-hob.”* That was a real
masterpiece, and I wasn't satisfled till I had
seen it six times!
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MR, PAUL PROUT :

The ouly films I care for are those featur-
ing big-ganfe shooting in the wild wastes of
Africa or in the Rocky Mountains. I have
often wished I could play the lead in one
of these productions. Rut for my schelastie
duties at Greyfrinrs I should certainly offer
my services, and, with due regard to modesty,
[ think I should make a mueh more lifelike
hero than many of the so-called * stars.”

WILLTAM GOSLING:

Which T ain't one of yer film fanatics. 1
wouldn't pay a shillin' of my ’ard-earned
mune:, for a seat in the Courtfield Picture-
'ouse—not if I knows it! I pets such an
‘orrible thirst in them sort of places—an’ no
means of appeasin® it, neither. Master
Wharton treated me once to a seat at the
pictures, but T won't pertend I enjoyed it.
I see a funny little man with twinklin® feet,
an' a howler-"at, an’ a stick, an' ‘e seut
everybody into fits of larfin’. But 'e never
sneeeeded  in ticklin® the funony-hone of
William Gosling, 1 jest sat an' glared at
‘im all through the performance.

(Gossy, you long-faced old pessimist! TIf
(Charlie Chaplin couldn’t make vou laugh,
thien nobody ecan!—ED.)

THE SLACKER’S
RETREAT!

By LORD MAULEVERER.

When work is finished for the day,
An' Greek an’ Latin owver,

The fellows scek the fleld of play,
An' fapey they're in clover.

My steps, however, always roam

Towards the Courtfield Picturedrome!

I do not go to see Tom Mix
With prairie bandits grapplin’;

Nor do I go to sec the tricks
Of clever Charlie Chaplin,

I «it a-snorin' in the gloam

When visitin' the Picturedrome!

I do not worship at the shrine
Of Mudolph Valentino,
ARhouegh his acting's jolly fine
An' well worth seein’, I know!
I sleep when in that “ home from home,"
The cosy Courtfleld Pieturedrome!

I pay a shillin® for my seat,

An’ stretch my legs out Iazily ;
The merry music’s mensured beat

I seem to hear hut harily,
Let lovers sigh, or villains foam—
Films bore me at the Pieturedrome!

Away from Cherry's heavy haud
1 sit an’ dream delightfally;
To sleep in peace is simply grand—
Exertion bhores me frightfully!
An' s0 does swottin’ at a tome:
That's why I seek the Picturedrome!

The seats are very soft an’ snug,
An’ every prospect’s pleasin’;
I alwavs bring a cosy rug
To keep myself from freezin’,
On cushions =oft I rest my “dome *?
When snoozin' at the Picturedrome!
Let other chappies race an’ chase,
An' live a life of action;
Let other boobies go the pace—
It hores me to distraction!
My weary steps will always roum
Towards the Courtfield Picturedrome!

rtlm
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HEN Mr, Frank Richards gave us
his screamingly funny story about

; i the Greyfriars Film Faus, it strock

me that a “ Cinema " Number oi
our merry schoolboy journal would go like
the proverbial hot cakes.

On a wet and wintry half-holiday, when
footer is out of the question, and we are ut
our wit:z’ end to know how to amuse our-
selves, the Courtfield Cinema invariably
comes 1o the rescue. If funds are im o
Rourishing state, we telephone for a taxi to
take us over to Courtfield. 1f funds aic
low, we brave the elements and wulk.

Fhe Courtfield Cinema, although it styles
itself *“the latest, greatest, and up-to-
datest ** of ||iuture—huu.=u;~.=1, is very much
behind the times. Pictures which enjoyed a
popular run in London before the War hayve
at last  found  their way to Courtfield !
Films which were produced at the time of
the Flood—or thereabouts—are advertised iu
local “rag ™ as “brand-new proedu
tions " !  Fisher T. Fish declares that th
proprietors of the Courtfleld Cinema need o
charge of dynamite to wake them up!

But, with all its shortcomings, the local
picture-honuse serves up some Vvery goosd
shows occasionally. Aund it wonld be uw-

1easonable to expect the sleepy old market-
town to be ahbead of New York and
London in the matter of picture progress,

Of course, we all have our own particula
film favourites., Donglas Fairbanks is minc,
the inimitalille Charlie Chaplin is  Bol
Cherry’s, Tomi Mix appeals to Johnny Bull
and Rndolph Valentino is idolised by Frauk
Nugent., Hurree Singh's favourite * star ™
is a eertain dusky Oriental whose pame |
will not attempt to prooounce !

Most of you, I expect, have read of our
sdventures in the film-producing line. When
Lord Mauleverer had a cinema camera nnmd
projector seut to him by his uncle he was
too lazy to find out how it worked, and he
handed it over to wus. So we promptis
converted the woodshed into the *F Super
Majestic Cinema,” and we gave some ripping
shows., * The Greyfriars Animated Gazette,”
which portraved a number of amusing every-
duy happeniugs at the old school, will not
soon  be forgotten.,  Billy Bunter featuredd
prominently in this., And it was throug.
Bunter that our moviang-picture perform-
ances were brought to an abrupt end.

I don't want my readers to get the im-
pression that we are “ potty 7 on pictures
We would rather have a fast and exciting
footer-mateh any day. But *“when the
snow is snowing, and it's murky overhead,”
a trip to the cinema makes a pleasant diver-
sion,

Some of the ambitious fellows in the
Remove uare hoping to become fillm “ stars ™
when they grow up. Billy Bunter declare-
that he has already received tempting offers
from Hollywood, the home of the film iun-
dustry; but he says that nothing short of
three-fipure salary, per week, will induce
him te sign a contract., “ As soon as I
come to years of discretion,” says Bunter,
“you'll see me st trrmg in one of the big
American produetions.” This can never be;
for the simple reasom that William George
Bunter will never arrive at years of dis-

HARRY WHARTON.
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OLLY and Merry and Bright, the heroes
of the Fourth, were looking Jollier and

Merrier and Brighter than usual. For

one of Bright's titled relations, a com-
missionaire at a London picture-pallis, had
sent him a cinema eamimnera,

The three chums eggsamined it with great
glee.

“ What luck!? chortled Jack Jolly. * We
shall he able to take action-pictures of all
the daily: doings at St. Sam's, and we’ll give
a show cvery Satterday night in the junior
Common-room."

“ Yes, rather!”

“It's a perfect peach of a cammera!™ said
Merry. * Must have cost at least eighteen-
pence !’

“ What ! roared Bright. < My titled rela-
tion wouldn't have got mueh change out of
a thowsand-pound note when he hought tlis
enmmera! Jt's a beauty! You just feed it
with films, and turn the handle, and there
you are!”’

There was a tap on the door, and Binding,
the page, looked in.

“ Master Jolly,” he said, “ you're wanted !
The "Ead says to me, * (iive my best respecks

to Master Jolly, an” arsk "im if ‘e will do
me the faver of steppin’ dlong to my
study.” ™’

“ My hat!” gasped Jack Jolly, “ Was the

old buffer sarkastie, Binding?”

“I'm afraid 'e was, Master Jolly. 'E
spoke pleasaunt enuff, but there was a narsty
gleam in ‘is eves. Without wishin® to damp
your sperrits in any way, I should say you
were booked for a hawful floggin' ™

“Oh crumbs!™

Jack Jolly thoughtfully =slipped a ecushion
into his trowsis, and rubbed some rezvin
into his palms, so as to he on the safe side.
He wasu't sure weather it was going to be
1 case of “ handers *? ar “ benders.,”” Then
he swept Binding, the page. aside like a
leaf and hurried away to the Head's study.

pr. Birchemall was looking feerce.

“ Jolly,” he said in his pollished, skollerly
tones, “ you're going to get it in the neck
good and proper! 1 have just discovercd
that you were responsible for that outrage
ot Guy Forks unight, when a  number of
masked juniors interfered with the enjoy-
ment of me and the masters! What have

you got to say for yourself 7%

H‘I_;__H

« Qilenee! Answer my question at once,
Jolly! What have you got to say for
yourself 7*°

o Sir, 1—7

“ Bilence !

Jack Jolly zave a snort of eggsasperation.
How could lLe possibly answer the Head's
questions when the old buffer kept roaring
“ Silence "’ ?

« Jolly,” thundered the Head, “do you
deny that you werc the ringleader of that
dasterdly outrage? Speak up, boy, and deny
it if yon dare! Be silent, sir!™

Jack Jolly hit hiz lip with vexation. Tt
was impossible for him to get a word in
edgewnys,

« Very well!?”? said the Head grimly. “ As
you have no word to say in your defense—
silence, you scamp!—you are convicted out
of your own mouth! T will at once summon
a (teneral Aszembly in Big Hall, and you
will be birched until you shreek and squeel
for mersy you will never get! 1 will give
you just one more chance to confess to your
complissity in this owtrage—— SILENCE!"

Jack Jolly had opened his mouth to speak,
but he shut it again like a rat-trap. How
~nnld he ecospect "instiss at the

hands of ¥ pieture-show,

thiz Nero—this blustering tirant who ruled
St. Sam’s with a rod of iron—or, rather, a
rod of birch-twigs?

The Hend crossed to the winder, and hel-
Jowed to Fossil, the porter, who was sweeping
up the leaves in the quad.

“ Fossil, let the sollum hell tole forth, sume-
moning all the boys into Big Hall!"

“ Werry good, sir!*

A few minnits later St. Sam's was mustard
in Big Hall. The Head came striding in, bis
cxpression sour as vinnegar. In  peppery
accents, he told of Jaek Jolly’s misdeeds.

L He stamped to and fro on the platform,

hitehing up his trowsers like an old salt.

“T have given Jully every chance to confess
to his base conduet,” conclooded the Head,
“ put he Las nothing to say! I will now
proseed to wield the merry birch! Take him
up, Fossil!"

v Rir.?? said Fossil, “the young rascal

L]

a3

L bin an® barricaded ’is trowsis!”

“What!"

Fossil plunged his hand into Jaeck Jolly's
clothing and pulled fourth a eushion.

“ Ah!*” zaid the Head grimly.  He shall
reseeve an extra twenty strokes for that
subterfuge !

Jack Jolly was hoisted on to the porter’s
.-.;Imliler.:, and the Head got busy with the
Lri?'f'l_

Swish! Swish! Swish! (Shaort paws.)

swish!' Swish! Swish! (Interval for the
Head to get his breth.)

Swish! Swish! Swish! (The hirch broke,
and the Head sent for a new one.)

Ywish! - Swish! Swish! (Another short
paws, as the vietim seemed {o be feinting.)

Swish! Swish! Swish! And so on, ad

libh., ad infinitem.
When he had laid on ninety-nine of the
best the Head was obliged to desist.

“Ruff luck for the century, sir!’™ mer-
mered Mr. Lickham, the master of the
Fourth.

The Head was pufiing and blowing like a
grampers,

“1 feel whacked!®™ he gasped.

“Not sn whacked as I feel!” walled Jack
Jolly. * You erool brute! I1've a good mind
to get my paler to persecute, you for
croolty !

The Head larfed.

“No magistrate would beleeve his story,”
he said. “ They wounld larf at the idea of
a hoy reseeving ninety-nine strokes with the
hirch. There wou'd be no proof that such
a castigation had taken place.”

But the Head spoke too soon! All the
time the flogging was in progress, Bright
had been turning the handle of his cinema
camera, and he had a complete record of the
puneful scene,

Jack Jolly heard about this afterwards,
and he chuckled gleefully, in spite of his
fizzical angwish.

«“ Good for vou, Bright!? he =aid. “ We've
oot the Head in cur power now! Let's go
and give him a fright!”

Jack Jolly & Co. strolled along to the
Head's study. They marched into that
gsacred apartment withont nocking.

The Head jumped to his feet, his face
livvid with rage.

« How dare you!” he thundered, “ How
dare you come barging into my study with
your hands in your pockets!”

Jack Jolly chuckled,

“Would you care to step along to. the
junior Common-room on Satterday evening,
<ir?”? he said. “We're giving a special

DickY NUGENT

to the screen.

Bright, here, owns a cinema |§

AWOTHER SIDE - SPLITTING STORY
e OF ST SAMTS. ———

canunera, and he's taken a film of the fearful
flogging you've just given me!”’

The Head turned dethly pail, Ho tried to
speak, but his tung seemed to be tethered
to his month.

“0f cerse, sir,” went on Jack Jolly cheer-
fully, *“we shall invite a representative of
the Sossiety for the Prevention 'of Croolty
to Children! He will be interrested in that
fiogging ilm! When he sees the bhirch rise
and fall ninety-nine times——*

“Stop!” eried the Head horsely. “If you
carry out your thret, Jolly, 1 shall be a
ruined man!”

“ Eggsaetly !

The Head blinked helplessly at the three
juniors. He was in their power, and he
knew it. If a representative of the S.P.C.C.
saw that film the Head would certainly be
persecuted in a court of law, and that would
mean losing his job as headmaster of B5t.
Sam’'s.

The only way out of his paneful predica-
ment was to pretend to be pally with Jack
Jolly & Co. It would go very much against
the grane for the lofty and diggnified Head
to have to eat humble pie to three juniors,
but it was the only way!

« \y—my dear boys,” stuttered the Head,
“would you care to do me the homnner of
dining with me this evening?"

“ Yes, rather!? said Jack Jolly.

“ Mind yon make it a four-corse dinmer!™
said Merryv. “ None of your bread-and-cheese
snacks, you kpnow!"

“1 prommis you the feed of your lives, my
dear hoys!* said the Head humbly.

“ By the way,” said Bright, “ you gave me
an impersition the other day——"

“ It is kanselled!” said the Head.

« T wish von could kansel my flogging!"
erunted Jack Jolly. 1 feel like a limp rag!
You'll have to let me off lessons to-morrow,
Birchemall !*?

“ Oh—ah! With plezzure!” stammered the
Head. “ Yon are eggscused lessons for the
remainder of the week, Joily!"

Thiz ought to have satticfied Jack Jolly.
but it didu't. He insisted on the Head
niaking a publick apology for having flogged
him. Dr. Birchemall tried to riggle aut of
{his ordeal, but he had to go through
with it.

On Satterday evening there was a grand
cinema show in the junior Common-room,
and lots of ‘St, Sam’'s scenes were flashed on
But the flogging scene Was
ent out, greatly to the releef of the Head.

The fateful film was destroyed at length,
and not until then did the Headmuster of
&t. 8am’s sleep soundly in his bed. He bhad
reseeverdl a dreadful fright, from witich bhe
wonld not recover in a hurry!

THE END.
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(Confinuwed from page 13.)

“The Rookwood mateh comes along

soott, [ want to know whether my
natiie’'s goiug up in the lis(.”
“Ha, La. ha!" roared Walker. “How

wne do vou think Loder would remain
captain of Gresfriars 1if he plaved duds
ltke vou, (loker!t"
I don't want
Walker,”
“Wha-a-at®*"”
“(heek!™
“(Check—{rom a Sixth Form prefect '™
said Walker, staring: “1 rather think
Wingate went too easy with you in lhis
time, Coker. I faney you want a lesson,
iy buck!™

any check, James

**Oh, shut up! _
“Shut up?”’ repeated Walker, quite
dazedly. " Diud you say shut up?”

“I said shut up, and I mean shut up '™
retorted Coker of the Fifth., “ Noaw.
Loder, let’'s get to business. Do I play
arainst Rookwood?"

“You howling ass!” said Loder. in
measured tones. “If we were plaving
Rookwood juniors, instead of their first

rleven. 1 shouldu't dream of plaving
vou, It would be asking for a licking!”
"I don't want any of your [lunny

“Oive a

Do I play Rook-

rigmarole!” roared Coker.
chap a plain answer,
wood 7"

“No., yvou born idiot !”

“Do I play in the first eleven at all
this season’” demanded Horace Coker
categorically.

"“Not so long as I'm captain.”

(‘oker's face set.

“Then you were fooling me before
the election—pulling my Jeg to make
me back you up?”

“(h, get out !

“I never hiked Gwynne as a candidate.
but T should have voted for him. 1
asked him what he would do for me if
e got in, and he said nothing, or less
than nothing if he could. Tt was checl.
but it was straight dealing. anvhow.
You told me I should plav in the first
eleven.”

“1I told vou nothing of the =ort!”
growled Loder.

"It amounted to that, Tl was largely
through me that you got in: T've got
A lot of influence, and T used it support-
ing vou. in the captain’s election. Now
You propose to turn me down. Do vou
think I'm the sorl of fellow {o be nsed
Like that?" demanded Coker,

Loder glanced round the study and
picked up a cane.

That action made Coker of the Fifth
snort with contempt,

“That cane won't help you much
when I begin with you!" he said.
“"You've lied and shuffied and taken
me 1n, Loder, I hear that Wingale

called vou a scoundrel the other dav
when he thrashed vou. Sconndrel's
rather strong; but I certainly consider
vou a rascal! 1 don’t allow a rascal {o
play dirty tricks on me without puiting
up his hands—see?"

Loder gripped tlie cane hard.

“Pat up your hands!" weni on Coker,
advancing into the study. “TI'm jollv
well going to lick yow, vou rascal!

LTHE Macxer LisrAry.—No, 928,

- i seoundrel,

That's the word—rascal! 1 dare say
Wingate had his reasons for calling you
I call yvou a rascal! If
vou don't like it, here I um, ready fto
answer for it!  Have vou got pluck
enough to pul up your hands?”

Carne and Walker were grinning, but
the captain of Greyfriars eyed Horace
Coker with a deadly glenm in his eyes.

“That will do, Coker!” said Loder,
between his teeth, *“Now bend over
that chair!™

aLEh-{-H

“DBend over thal chair! T'm going
to give you six for your dashed im-
]‘JHL]I_'H{'L'! 2

“Ha, ha, ha!" roared Coker.

Loder swished the cane.

“1T'm waiting!” he said.

“You'll have to wait till your hair's
grey, old bean, before T bend over!"
chuckled Coker. **You can't wallop the
Fifth, old man. IIa, ha, ha!”

Loder made a sign to the other two
prefects. It was Coker's fixed opinion
that, for some mysterious and unex-
plained reazon, he was above the law,
=0 to speak, It was quite a mistake on
(loker's parl; and he was about to dis-
cover what a mistake it was,

Walker and Clarne closed in suddenly
on Coker and pinioned his arms,

Coker resisted furionsly,

“Hanuds off, you cheeky cads!” he
bawled.

“Do you think you can talk like that
in a Sixth Form study?’ asked Carne,
with a grin. “QOver you go!”

Horace Coker was a Lefty fellow, and
he resisted desperately.  But two big
Sixth-Formers were rather too many for
even the hefty Coker,

There was a brief struggle, and then
Horace Coker was bending over the
chair Bolb Cherry had bent over,

Whack! Whack! Whack!

Gierald Loder laid on the cane with
mighty swipes. (‘oker roared and howled
and struggled,

You

“You cheeky cad! Yaroooh!

rotter!  Whooop! I'd lick any one of
vou, mman to man! Ow—ow—ow !
Leggo! I'll smash the lot of you! Oh
crikox "

Whack! Whaek! Whack!

“Yooooooop ! velled Coker,

“Now,"” said Loder coolly, “apolo-

mise !

“What?" howled Coker.

* Apologise—sharp !"

“Never !

Whack !

It was a ferrible swipe, and it make
(loker fairly squirm, Ie put up a wild
struggle; but Carme and Walker had
h'm fast,

“Cough 1t up, old man!” zaid Walker
encouragingly. “You've got to be
tanght respect for the Sixth, vou know."”

“Blow the Sixth!"

“Yarooooh !

Whack !

“I'm waiting for that apology ! zaid
Loder, poising the c¢ane for another
swipe. ‘‘I'll keep this up as long as vou
do, (‘oker.”

“Go and eat coke!"

Whack !

“Whooooooop !

(Coker made a terrvific effort and tore
himself away from Carne and Walker.
He rolled on the floor, and jumped up,
catching Loder's eane acroszs  his

e - - >
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shoulders as he did 0. Tor a seco
Coker was about to rush on Loder, |
Carne and Walker were grabbing

hiin again, and Coker decided upe
retreat, Really, he had had enough !

He made a wild jump for the doo
way.

Loder jumped after him. and let oo
with his foot as Coker rushed throug
the doorway; and there was a crasl
Coker fairly flew, and landed on hi-
hands and knees in the passage.

“*Ha, ha, ha!”

“Oh, crikey !”

[Torace Coker picked himself
dizzily and limped away, hardly awar
whether he was awake or dreaming
That he, Horace James Coker, the mos:
inportant fellow in the Fifth Form o
Greyfriars, had suffered such an ir
dignity seemed as if it must be a dream
But the pain of the castigation was rea
enough—awfully real!

He limped away in a state of mind io
which no words could have done justice
lecaving Loder & Co. roaring witl
langhter,

THE TENTH CHAPTER.
Poor Old Coker!

6 I SA’TF, vou fellows, Coker's caugh:
it !
Billy Bunter brought the news
into the Rag.

The winter dusk was thick on the
quad, and it was not yet time for prep.
A crowd of juniors had assembled v
the Rag, and the Famous Five were
chatting before the fire., They were di:
cussing football matters, the Rookwood
junior match being in the offing—a mucl
more important matter to the Remove
fellows than the Rookwood senior match
about which Loder & Co. were con
cerned, and about which Horace Coker
had concerned himself.

“Coker’s caught it!” howled Bunter.
his little round eves gleaming with
excitement behind his big spectacles.

“Caught what?” asked Wharton.
“The lu?”

“No, you ass! A licking from Loder.”

“What "

“Rats !

“(loker of the Fifth?"

“You should have heard him roar!”
chortled Billy Bunter. “They had hin
in Loder’s study, three of the prefects;
and they made him bend over and gave
him about a dozen., It sounded like
beating a carpet.”

“ Oh, my hat !” ejaculated Bob Cherry.
“Poor old Coker! I know what it's like.
I've been there myself,”

Harry Wharton whistled.

“1I dare say Coker asked for it,” he
remarked. “ He's always asking for it,
as a malter of fact. But the Fifth think
they can’t be licked.”

“That’s only Fifth-Form swank,” said
Vernon-Smith. “Even the Sixth can be
lcked by prefects. Look at Wingate !
All the same, il will make the Fifth
fellows wild.”

“He, he, he!” chortled Bunter. I
say, I heard them! It was funny'
Coker said that Loder had promised hin
a place in the first eleven for his vote
in the election——"

“IIa, ha, ha!”

“Now Loder won't play up.”

“IMa, ha, ha!” roared the juniors.

They were not surprised to hear of
Loder breaking his word, but they would
have been exceedingly suvprised to hear
of him plaving Coker at football.

“1 saw them going,” went on Bunter,
full of exciting news. *“Coker, and
Potter, and Greene, I knew there was
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comothitie up when Potter and Grecne
suddenly sendded away, and [ kept Coker
in sight. 1 say, vou fellows, he called
Loder a rascal ™
“ Not far wrong,

Y said Wharton, with
a shrug of the shonldors. " We kuow
pretty  well how  Loder  got clected.
Coker isn't the only silly ass he spoofed
at that time.”

“Not by a good many,” said Nugent.

“ And he started in 1o thrash Lodey,”
howled DBunter. * Actually told him to
put up his hauds—the captain of the
school, you know ! Then they collaved
him, and ;:i\'q_' him jip e

“What the thump did he expeet?”
said Hazeldene. = Wingate would have
done the same.”

“Phe samefnlness would have been
perrifie.” remarked 1Torree Jamset Ram
Singh. “But the worthy and ludierous
(‘oker 1s always putting his estecemed
foot in 1t.”

“(an't say I blame Loder,” remarked

Hobson, of the Shell. (oker's got to
toe the line like any other fellow.
There's too much Fifth-Form  swank

about Coker.”
“ And he limped off like a lame dog @
said DBunter. - Looked bheaten to the

wide. Scrve him jolly well right, of
course ] Coker's a swanking ass! lle
kicked me the other day.”

“Good ! said Bob Cherry.  “Let's

hope he'll kick youn again fo-morrow.
The more von are kicked the better!”
“(Oh, really, Cherry——"
“What a come-down for old Coker,
fhough,” chuckled Skinner. © He brags
about not caring a bution for the Sixth.”

“Poor old Coker.”

“1 say, vou fellows, Jet’s gpo and look
at him.” said Bunter. @1 heard him
oroaning in his studs—making no cnd
of a row.”

“TLet him alone, vou fat ass!” said
Johnny Bull.

“1 guess he's worth seeing,”  <aid
Fisher T sl “That swanking

caloot, Coker, has pulled my years. 1
ruess 1 want to sce him lieked.”

“«Same herve!” said Skinner, laugh-
ing. “If Loder’s given him beans he
won't be so dangercus as usual. Let's
wrive him a look in. Ife swanks over
us enough.”

“Let's ! saind Snoop.

“Stop ! exclaimed Harvey Wharton,
frowning. ‘“Don't be a cad, Skinner !
If Coker's down on his luck leave him
alone.”

“Rats!”

Skinner & Co. left the Rag with the
amiable infention of staring mto Horace
Coker's study o the Fifth-Form  pas-
sage and enjoving the sight of Horace's
painful discomfitiore.

Coker, of the INfth, as =«
fact, did wvot deserve mueh considoras
tion at the hands of the juniors. With
the lovwer Forms Coker had a heavy
hand. DBut most of the joniors apreed
with Wharton, that it was rather rotien
to jeer of @ follow whose preide had had
a fall, hiow <oever lofty and unfounded s
pride had beeno But Skminer & (o edid
not enre for Wharton™s opinion, and hey
e their way to the Fifth-Form pas-
sae Lo L'lljlr}.' the <eone,

miatlier of

AN B AR

There was a sound of granting. &
L 131

ine,  and  gasping  procecding
Coker's study as they approached o,
Sloaner & Co. evinned at one anotlior,

1 osav. von fellows, thar’s Coker 17
chiviek bedd Bonter,
sidiags ta bave duand ot o 2aid

Skinner,
Skinner opened ihe doar of the shudy,
withont troubline 1o bpock,  The fToue
[Removites ~tared .
ol v ot =

v deswn, e stand
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11]]1&:.1.*:”}-', feantng on the mi-i:]_‘u‘ mantel-

picce, and his rugoed face was guite
pale. Coker had been “through it”
with a vengeance, amd 1t bhad been a

shock to him. It was s=aid of old that
pride gocth before destruetion, and a
hanghty spiric before a fall,  Coker's
lofty pride had had a fall from which

it was likelv to take a long fime to
ricover. e had been **whacked ™ hke
a far. and it still <eemed almost 1n-

cradible to hium that such an awful hap-
pening had happenced.  His feclings to-
wards Loder were absolutely Hunnish.
But Coker, thongh not a pradent fellow
is a rule, was bheginning to realise that
he had hetter keep those feelings fo him-
solf. Loder wus top dog, and that eir-
cumstance  was  filtering  <slowly  but
surely into Loder’s lacklostre intellect,

ITe looked af the grinning Removites
with a lacklustre eve. (oker was feel-
ing quite spent; hie had no energy left
lo deal even with Skinner & Un.

“Tle. he, he!” chortled  Bunter,
“Faeling bad, old bean?”

et ot I sand Coker faintly,

“Tlad 1t hot?" asked Snoop. Yo
asked for it, didn't vou, Coker? Youre
always asking for it, aren’t you?”

“I guess T never knew such a galoot
for usking for it,” said Fisher 1, Fish.
“You pulled my years the other day,
vou checky mugwump., I giness I've a
hunch to come in and pull your years
now, Coker,”

“1le, he, he!”
“Let's bump him.

Horace Coker stared gloomily af the
juniors, He could not even move with-
out feeling sharp twinges of anguish,
and dealing with these cheeky young
rascals was ont of the question. For
the moment all 1he beef had been taken
out of Coker, of the Fifth,

“ You yvouug sweeps !’ he said feebly.
“Get oont, or——  Ow !”

(‘oker zave a howl as a cushion—one
of his own cushions—whizzed across the
ctudy and eaught him under the chin.

He =at down suddenly on the hearth-
rug.

“Yarooh!”

(‘oker jwnped up as if he bhad been
galvanised.  Sitting down, at present,
was painfully painful.

“Ta, ha, ha!" velled Skinner & Co.

There were fooisteps 1 the passage.
Skinner looked quickly out of the study.

“1 <av, vou fellows, let us pass!™” said
Bunter apprehensively,

chortled DBunter.

3
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“ITold on!" sand Potter pleasantly,

“Anvthing vou'd like done with the-a
cheeky faps, Coker, old man?”

Potter and Greene had given (‘oker a
wide berth while he was hurling de-
Hance at the Sixth, But now that the
alarums and exearsions, so to =poak.
were over, they were coming in o »peak
a word of svmpathy. They had heard
from other quarters Low Ceker had pot
onn with the captain of Grexfriavs; m-
decd, Coker's hapless fate was already
the talk of the senior studies,

Potter and Greene would never have
Jreamed of following (‘oker on the reck-
loss path he had marked out for hin-
<olf: but they were more than walling
to visit punishment on the fags who had
mockod him in the hour of adversiiy.
Vhat much. at least, thev conld do for

their  chum,  with  satisfaction  to
themselves.

Coker  leaned on  the manielpiece
acain, gasping. Potter and Geeene had
rather  expected hot words and  re-

proaches: bnt Coker was too far gone
even for that, Really, thar hearis qinle
smote them.
“These voung rotters have heen chip-
i 3 .k 1D i
ping yon—what " asked Greene.

“Ow! Yes! Ow!” moaned Coker.

“Fags mustn't ehip the Thfth, yon
know." said Potter. " You take Bunter
and Skinner, Greene, T'll take the other
two."

“Right-lo!” =zaid Greene,

* Look here——-" hegan Skinner,

1 sav—-"" stammered Snoop.

“1 puess—— "’

“T sav, vou fellows——"

Crack, erack! In the grasp of the
hetty Fifth-Formers Skinner & (o, were
not of much use. DBunter's liead eame
against Skinner's, and Fisher 1. Fish's
bullet-head eracked on Snoop’s.

Four frantic yells blended into one in
Coker's study.

" Yarooooooh !"”

(‘rack, crack!

“Yow-ow-ow-ow !

“Now kick them out!’ said Poller,
“(hueck “em out one al a time, Greeney,
while I stand here and kick!”

“Oood ecgg!” said Greene.

Skinner & Co. were pitehed into a
corner till wanted. Billy Duanter was
selocted to go livst.  DPotter stood by {le
open  doorway, his right foor drawn
back., Greene, with a grip on Buanfer’s
collar, swung hhim forward.

T 2t e e
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“] sav, leggol!” howled Bunter., *“I
sav, vou fellows, I came here to sym-
pathise with Coker—I did, really! 1
yay Y aroaocop |”

Bunter spun into the doorway, and
Potter let out his boot,

Craszh !

The Owl of the Remove disappeared
into the passage with a frantic yell.

“Fish next!”

“Look vere!” yelled Fisher T. Fish,
as Greene grasped him. ‘I guess you
am't going to kick a free American
citizen ! 1 guess I'll make potato-scrap-
ingrs of you! I caleulate Whooop !"

Bump!

FFisher T. Fish followed Dunter.

“Now Snoop!”

Sidney James Snoop flew inte the
passage, fairly lifted there by Yotter's
boot.

“Now Skinner!”

Harold Skinner dodged Greene's
grasp, and bolted for the door. DBut he
could not dodge Potter's boot.

Crash ! _

“Yow-ow-ow!"”

Skinner sprawled in the passage.

“Anything more we can do for vou
fags?"" asked DPotter politely, looking
out of the doorway.

“Yow-ow-ow-onw-ow !

“Take a fives bat out to them!" said
Coker.

“Good !

But Skinner & (Co. did not wait for
the fives bat. They picked themselves
np and fled; and did not stop to take
breath till thev were safe back in the
Rag again. They rushed in breath-
lessly, fearful lest DPotter of the [Fifth
should be on their trail with a fives bat
in his hand.

“Hallo, hallo, hallo: you seem in
rather a hurry!” exclaimed Bob Cherry,

“Ow, ow, ow!"

“I say, you fellows,” gasped
Bunter, “we've been kicked——"

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“Blessed if I see anything to
cadkle at. Look hcere, vou fellows.
yor back me up, and let's go and
raid Coker’s study, and mop up
those Fifth Form cads!"” howled
Bunter. “'I've been kicked, [ tell
vou !

“Good ! said Bob Cherry., *“We
won't raid Coker’s studyv, Buuntoer,
and we won't mop up the FKifth:
but I'll tell vou what I'll do for
you—I'll give you another kick.”

" Yarooooh!” it
“Ha, ha, ha!”
Which was all the sympathy /8
William George Bunter received: @
and all he deserved. f-_"-:,
.:Flrf
THE ELEVENTH CHAPTER. ’.F-';
“ Bravo, Remove ! ”’ :.r’-f
13 LD Wingate's name is up.” ‘3:,
Harry Wharton made W@
that remark ay he stopped ¥

and glanced at a paper o
the notice-board.

It was a notice in Gerald Loder's
hand, which, in ordinary circum-
stances, would not have juterested
the Remove juniors at all, as it re-
ferred to a Form match belween
Fifth and Sixth.

IForin  mateches  between  the
Remove and the VFourth or the
Shell were matters of great soter-
est to Harry Wharton & Co.; but

the sentor Form matches did not
worry them very much. But on
the present occasion the matter

had interest, as they had wondered
whether Wingate's name would be
up for the Sixth Form eleven,

d: g
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Loder had made it fairly clear that
he was not satisfied vet, and that he
was carrying on the feud with his old
vival, It seemed to some of old Win-

ate’s friends in the Lower School that
oder would not be content to leave the
former captain with his football laurels;
so long as George Wingate was acknow-
ledged the finest footbuller at Grey-
friars and a man indispensable in the
school matches, he was a thorn in the
side of the new captain of the school.

So Harry Wharton & Co. would not
have been in the least ~urprised to miss
Wingate's name from the present list.

But there it was. “G. Wingate "
figured 1n the hist for the Form mateh—
Sixth v. Fifth.

“ After all, I suppose Loder knows he
can't spare him!” remarked Bob
(Cherry. ‘““The Sixth generallv beat the
Fifth; but with Wingate left out there
would be a lot of difference. Blundell's
crowd would have a jolly good chance
of wiping up the ground with Loder.”

“T1 don't suppeose Loder sees all that,”
said Harrv. “ He thinks himself quite
as good a wman as Wingate, or better.”

“That’s rot, of course!”

“Ujter rot, if Loder could see it!”
agreed the captain of the Remove.
“And I ean't help thinking that he'd
risk losing matches. to give old Win-
gate another knock, Still, there’s the
name."”’

“The Sixth won't stand it,"” said the
Bounder sapiently. *“Loder can be as
malicions u=s he likes; but the Sixth have
a say in the matter; they're not going
to lose matches to please Loder. And
the Senior KForm mateh is really a
practice match for picking out the men
for the game at Rookwood: so this
looks as if Wingate will play for school,
as usual. Rather a come-down for him
to play under Loder's captainecy, after
being captain himself!”

THE WORST
FORM AT
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By Frank Richards.
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“After {urning Loder out of the
Eleven, too,” said Frank Nugent. “I
rather expected Loder to jump at the
chance of giving him back the gsame.,”

“1 fancy he will, when the chance
comes along,” satd Johnny Bull. “ My
belief is that lie dare not drop Wingate
openly; but he will make things so jolly
uncomfortable for him that Wingate
will have to drop out. How can a fellow
play in a team with his captain down
on him all the time, looking for chances
to trip him up?”

" Dash 1t all, I hardly think Loder's
so bad as all that!” said Bob.

“Well, he is, fathead, and vou'll see!"

Arthur Carne of the Sixth came along
by the erowd of juniors who were read-
ing the list. He called out sharply:

“Fag!”

Not one of the Removites looked
round.

“Fag!” repeated Carne.

" Now, then, all together!” murmured
Bob Cherry.

There were seven or eight of the
Remove on the spot. They all turned
their backs, together and ostentatiously,
on Carne of the Sixth, and walked out
of the House.

Carne stared after them, scowling.

“¥ag!” he shouted.

Harry Wharton and
walked into the quad.

Carne made a movement to follow:
but he did not follow. It was borne in
upon his mind that the little crowd of
Remove fellows were in a humour to
handle him if he did. Fagging the
Remove was easy enough when deal-
ing with fellows like Bunter or Skinner
or Fisher T. Fish, With Harry Wharton
& Co. 1t was rather a different proposi-
tion; the lesson Bob Cherry had
recetved in Loder’s study had not
quelled his spirit in the very least, and
his comrades shared his determination.

Carne of the Sixth bit his lip,
but he decided to leave the tussle
to Loder. A struggle was coming
between the new captain of Grey-
friars and the heroes of the
Reniove; and Carne, on second
thoughts, did not want to be in the
forefront of the battle.

“Here, Vernon-Smith!"

The juntors looked round.
Carford major of the Sixth was
sitting on the railings of the Sixth
i Form green, with a book in his

his comrades

hand.  He rose from the railing
and held oul the Lok to the
Bounder.

“Take this up to my study.” he
said.

~ The eves of all the other Remov-
ites were om Smithy,

“Take that book up to your
study ¥”" repeated the Bounder.,
il-l.rl.-.:._.'lﬂ

Carford major was holding out
the book. As Vernon-Smith did
not make any movement to take it,
i/ Carford major's hand continued
/ extended, with the book in it, and
he began to look a little foolish.
The juniors smiled.
“Do vou hear
Sunth
“Oh, guite! I'd baquite glad to
oblige vou, Carford, if vou're
askin’ me to take the bhook in as

e, VY oernons

W"““‘““*ﬁfﬁ‘*" e e R ST AN, ag | f " said the B
o wrsonal favour,” said the Boun-
W’WW&&JMW%WJWM%M der pohitely.  “ You're I;D! a bhad
e soct, i vour way, and  Lmoan
','.*i's'.c'i;-‘*‘.-’,%’i r&.ﬂﬁwﬂ'—,r;’-;*'ﬂ“ AT -';"5*"""?-“,':& obligin® e¢hap. Are youw askin® it us
Y N a favour?®”

(‘arfovd major reddened.

“You cheeky young sweep! L'
elling vou.”

“Ah! That alters the case,”
smiled the Bounder., “*That's fag-
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ging! With all due

1sn’t much—allow me ‘o inform you

- =

respect—which
that

the Remove do not f[ag. Good-bye,
Clarford !”
“Tear, hhear!™ chuckled the

Removites.

And they turned their backs on Car-
ford major, as they had done with
Carne. Carford stared after them with
a very red face.

But Carford major was rather a
tougher customer than Carnc. He maae
a stride after the juniors, and caught
Herbert Vernon-Smith by the collar.

“Take this book!” he said grimiy.

The Bounder eved him. His friends
were ready to back him up, even to the
awfully serious extent of handling a
prefect of the Pixth. But Smithy’s
manner changed.

“Hand it over, as you're so press-
ing,” he said,

“I thought you'd think hetter of it,”
grinned Carford major,

“Look here, Smithy ” began Bob
Cherry hotly,” as the' Bounder meekly
received ** Titus Livius ' from the Sixth
Former.

“Oh, cheese it!” said Smithy.

He put the volume under his arm,
and walked away., But he did not head
for the House.

He headed for the founiain in the
quad. Carford major stared after him,
puzzled and surprised.

“Where are you going, Simith?” he
shouted., |
Vernon-Smith did not answer. He

reached the fountain, and tossed *Titus
Livins ” iuto the air over the big granite
basin.

Splash !

‘““Ha, ha, ha!” roared Bob Cherry.

The volume floated in the water, soak-
ing and sinking. Carford major stood
and stared as if petrified. Vernon-Smith
looked back at him with perfect cool-
NeSS.

“There's vour book, Carford,” he said.
“If you want it again, you ean swim
for it. Good-bye!”

The angry Sixth-Former was makiug
a rush at him,

“Line UPI”
Wharton.

The juniors lined up at once, and
five or six more Remove fellows came
speeding up from different directions to
lend their aid.

Carford major reached the Bounder
and grasped him. At the same moment
seven or eight pairs of hands grasped
the prefect.

Bump !

(‘arford major sat down in the qunad
with a bump that shook all the breath
out of him,

“Oh!” he gasped.

Harry Wharton & Co. walked away.
The bell was ringing for third lesson
now, and they headed for their Form-
roomn.

Mr. Quelch did wunot reeeive the
undivided attention of the juniors dur-
ing third lesson. They had handled a
prefect ; and whether the great man was
in the right or in the wrong, that was
an extremely serions matter.,  Harry
Wharton & Co. fully expected trouble
when they came ont of the Form-room.
In the circumslances, some of Mr.
Quelelh’s valuable instruction was lost
upon them. They counld not belp think-
ing of what was going to happen; and
when Mr, Queleh wanied to know the
name of the vietor in the ancient battle
of Canna, Bob Cherry replied unthink-
ingly :

rapped  out  Harry

“Carford major!”
That was an answer that nade M.
Quelch stare, as well it might, and

earncd Bob 1ifly lines,
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Vernon-Smith put

over the big granite basin. Splash !

the volume under his arm and walked away. He did not head
for the House, but headed for the fountain in the quad.
{ Smith ? ** shouted Carford major, looking puzzled and surprised. The Bounder
did not answer. He reached the fountain, and tossed Titus Livius into the air
‘“ There’s your book, Carford,”” he said.
‘“ If you want it again, you can swim for it.

‘“ Where are you going,

Good-bye ! '’ (See Chapler 11.)

i —

“Now look out for squalls!” semarked
the Dounder, as the juniors were dis-
missed.

“The squallfulness will probably be
terrific!” observed Hurrce Jamset Ram
Singh. “But the faglulness of onr
esteemed selves 1s not the proper caper,
and we shall fight it out [imishfully.”

Tubb of the Third came up to the
Removites in the quad.

“You're for it!” he told them cheer-
fullv. * Loder wants vou in his stady
after dinner, Wharton.”

“Only little me?” asked the captain
of the Remove.

“Yes, so he said.”

“¥You're supposed to be the giddy
ringleader,”  grinned  the  Bounder.
“Phat's one of the responsibilities of
being captain of the Form, Are you
going 7"

| };l_j !J.’

Tubb's eves opened wide.

“I «av, vou Remove kids bhave got
some cheek ! he saild, " You've got to
go when a prefect sends for you.”

“Loder won't get me alone in his
study, as he did vou, Pob,” saud arry.
“It's not gquile good enough.”

“No fear!” agreed Bob, " We stand
or fall together.”

“Shoulder 1o shoulder !” saud Nugent.

“Oh, <¢huck 1t!” saml Tobl of the
Third dersively, * Remove swank won't
wash, you know, lake my tip, and
do as vou're told, like a good little kid.”

The Bounder took Tubhb's ear between

a finger and thumb, that scemed like
an iron vice to the unfortunate Tubb.

“(Go back and tell Loder that he con
whistle for us, if he wants us,”" he said.
“Pell him I pulled your car for giving
us a cheeky message—"

“Ow !

“Tell him I kicked you——"

T].‘I

“Yaroool,! _
“ And that we'll do the same for him,
if he asks for it.”

Tubb of the Third
away and fled. Whether he carried the
Bounder's message back to lLoder or
not the juniors did not know, and cared
very little. If Loder waited in his study
for Wharton after dinper, he waited 11
vain. Harry Wharton and his friends
were with the erowd that gathered on
Big Side to look on at the Form match.

When ti:e senior footballers came
down to 1he ground, Loder's ¢xye roved
over the crowd, and lixed on the captain
of the Remove,

“Wharton!”

“Yes, Loder?”

“Did you receive
Tubb?”

ia \-.'_1.-:-"

“You did not come to my study.”

s _..\:f]-.j,

*Very mood,” said Loder. " 1'm busy
now, but come to my study at half-pa-t
hive, Wharton.”

e walked on withont waiting for an
answer, and Harry Wharton shrugged
s shoulders,

Tue MacyNer LiBrary.—No. 928

jerked his ear

IR
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THE TWELFTH CHAPTER.
Loder's Luck !

INGATI of the Sixth attracted

‘}‘f a good many glances, as he

appeared on Big Side with the
footballers,

As a rule, Form matches did not
attract a large erowd: but this time Big
Side was alive with fellows of all Forms.

There was & general curiosity to see
how Wingate and Loder would get on
together in the first match since Gerald
Loder had become football captain.

Some fellows had expected Loder to
leave Wingate out; others had expected
that Wingate would refuse to play under
Loder's captainey., Neither expectation
had been realised; the past and present
captaing were both there, Wingate
quiet, calm, sedate, showing no sign in
his face of the thoughts in his mind;
Loder, cool and arrogant, and a little
overbearing, in the manner the Grey-
friars fellows ‘had learned to expect
from their new captain, He took no
special notice of Wingate, and the latter
gave him as wide a berth as he could.
No doubt Wingate realised that all eyes
were upon him, and kept himself well
in hand.

Blundell, the ecaptain of the Fifth,
could not help giving Wingate a glance
as he tossed for choice of ends with
Loder. Blundell was a first-eleven man,
and he was by no means pleased by the
change 1in football captains. ©On the
present occasion, however, it gave him
a better chance of a win, as he was play-
ing against the Sixth.

Blundell won the toss, and gave the
Sixth the wind to kick-off against.

“Line up there!” said Loder. “ Now,
then, don’t dawdle about, Wingate!”

Wingate's eves flashed for a moment.

He gave no other sign of having heard
I.oder and made no reply., Gwynne of
the Sixth eyed him rather anxiously as
he took his place at outside-right, Win-
gate being inside.

“Keep vour temper, old bean!” he
whispered, pansing a wmowment. * Loder
would like to get vour rag out. Don’t
let him.”

e —

Wingate nodded.

“And  remember,” added Gwryune,
“put up your best game; the cad would
be jolly glad of a chance of leaving vou
ouf of the Rookwood match next week,”

“I know that.”

“*Well, don’t zive him a chanee.”

“T won't—if T can help 1t!”

That was not a very satisfactory reply
to Gwynne, but there was no time for
more talk.

The whistle went and the ball rolled.

Gerald Leder was at centre-forward,
and he was in great form. Only a short
time before Loder had been turned out
of the first eleven for fouling an oppo-
nent and general unfitness. There had
been a change since then. With all his
arrogance, [oder was aware that a posi-
tion like that of captain of Grevlriars
could not be upheld simply on swank.
Swank there was in plenty; but since
the successful election Loder had been
more careful than usual—cigarettes in
his study were fewer, excursions ont of
the school after lights out had been
dropped, for the present ai least. Loder
wag unusually fit. and he had put in
some hard practice, At his best Loder
was a good forward—and Le was at his
hest now.

He was conscious that it meant a good
deal to him in the way of prestige to
win the first match in which he officiated
a3 captain. In a way he was glad that
George Wingate, the best plaver in the
school, was at his side: he wanted to
win., DBut it was safe to surmise that
if Wingate won move limelight than
Loder the Greyfriars captain would for-
get all prudent considerations and give
a free rein to his malice, For the
moment, however, Loder put such
things out of his mind; he was very
!(l‘_"L‘H not to be beaten by a Lower Form
it his first essay as football captain,

“"Loder’s going strong!” Bob Cherry
remarked, as the Sixth attacked the
Fifth Form goal in great stvle. “After
all, the man's a player when he keeps
himself fit. That was a near thing."

The ball, sent in from Gerald Loder's
foot. rebounded from the crossbar,

“Hallo, hallo, hallo! Oh, ripping!”
roared B3ob Cherry the next moment.

- e— rar

b}?'ingate's head had driven in the
all.

Bland, in goeal, had not expected it,
and the leather wa: in the net before
he knew where it was.

iil}ra“ﬂ!‘ll

“Goal!”

“Good old Wingate !”

There was a roar of cheering for the
late captain of Greyiriars. Loder's eve-
blazed.

He had had bad luck. Very nearl:
he had taken that goal; but Wingate
had quite taken it, and that made &l
the difference. It was a step towards
victory for Loder’s team, but he did
not think of that. Almost he would
have preferred defeat to a victory won
for him by the fellow he had wronged
and supplanted. Ile gave Wingate a
black and bitter look.

“Loder looks pleased!” grinned the
Bounder.

‘““Ha, ha, ha!”

“Bravo, Wingate!” roared Bol
Cherry, as much for Loder's benefit as
anything else. “Goal! Goal! Good
old Wingate !”

The sides lined up again, and agair
the Sixth got away with the ball, and
the Fifth Form defence was broker.
The ball went out to Gwynne, who
slung it to Wingate as he was stopped
and Wingate rushed it on. Loder was
behind, or Wingate would have centred
to him; but he knew, without eoven
looking, that Loder was not in a pos:-
tion to take a pass. He rushed the ball
on to kick, and there was a shout from
Loder.

“To me!” he shouted.
Wingate 1"

As a footballer plaving football, Win-
gate was bound to send in the ball, wit!
a good chance before him of scoring
and knowing that that chance wounld b
lost if he sent the ball {o the centre.
But as a footballer under his captain’s
orders, he was beund to obey orders
But, as it happened, T.oder’s shout came
too late: the ball was already speeding
from Wingate's swift, sure kick as the
shout came.

Right into the goal went the spinnine
leather, and it looked like a certan
score, PBut Bland was watchful thi-
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time and he had luck. He leaped at the
ball and drove it out with his list, jus
succeeding in  saving; but the ball
dropped fairly for Wingaite to send it
in again, But there was no chance for
Wingate ; Loder, his face red with rage,
rushed up to him, and they collided,
and a Fifth Form back zent the ball
down the field. Potter of the Fifth was
on it in a flash and taking it on to the
Sixth Form goal, and there was a rush
¥ “ 5 &

to defend.  But Loder, captain of
Greviriars, seemed to have forgotien
that he was playing football at all 1n
his rage and anmimosity.

“Wingate ! You checky cad, how
dare vou disobey orders!”™ he shouted 1n
a voice that rang across the field and
made tho Greyfriars fellows stare at one
another.

Wingate gave his captain a quiet look.

“You called too late——"

“It's a lie!”

“What !’

“Don’t give me any back-chat!”
snarled Loder. “I'm not standing any
swank from you, Wingate, because you
were captain of Greyfriars once npon a
fime. If wvou're going to play in my
team yvou're going to obey orders!”

Wingate set his lipe.

“No captain worth his salt would
have given that order!” he said tersely.
“I’'m not sure I should have given you
the ball if vou'd called in time.”

“What?" howled Loder.

“Play up, the Sixth!” yelled Hobson
of the Shell. ““Is this a football match,
or a meeting of the Rixth Form Debat-
mg Society #”

**Tla, ha, ha!”

“Loder ! velled Walker.

Gerald T.oder, recalled to himself,
rushed into the game again, amid shouls

of laughter froem the onlookers. DBut
the TIifth Form forwards were going
strong now, and the Sixth goal was

hotlv attacked. North did his best, but
the ball went in from Potter’s foot.

“(i:-'ﬁﬂi [.1!

“Some football ecaptain!” said Coker
of the Fifth, in the crowd, derisively.
“There’ll be a scrap on Big Side bhefore
this match 18 aver! We've got a top-
hole football captain in Loder—I don’t
think !”

And, for once, ITorace Coker’s hearers
were in agreement with hin on the sub-
ject of football—a thing that had cer-
tainly never happened before!

At half-time the score was goal f{o
goal; and when the whistle went for the
mmterval Loder strode up fo the ex-
captain of Greyfriars. The other fellows
gathered round with uneasy looks.

“Look here, Wingate,” rapped out
Loder, “I want to know where we
stand. If vou're going to play the game
on vour own there's no roomm for you
in my fteam; a footballer’'s expeclted to
hack up his captain. I fancy that was
your riule when you were captain.”

“Tt was,” said Wingate quietly,
“And I shall back you up, Loder, so
long as yon're my captain, even when
vou give sillv ordere. But I've already
told vou that your silly order came too
Jate.”

“That’s enough,” he said.

“Quite, T think,” assented Wingate.

“You'll play out this game. And
you'll tender an apology and a promise
of better behaviour in the future before
you play for Greyfriars again.”

“T <hall do nothing of the sort.™

“That will do!”’

Loder turned his back on Wingate.
He moved awayv and did not even look
at the ex-captain of Greyfriars again.

“Well, the game’s up now, George,
old man,” szaid Gwynne dismally.
“T.oder was looking for a chance, and
he got it »
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he knew where he was.

'_As the ball rebounded from the cross-bar Wingate dashed in and got his head
to it. Bland, in goal, had not expeeted it, and the leather was in the net before
‘“Bravo ! " “Goal!”
was a roar of cheering for the late captain!of Greyfriars.

‘“ Good old Wingate ! > There
(See Chapter 12.)

Wingate smiled faintly.
“Tt's a case of the wolf and the lamb

over again,’ he said. “There’'s not
room for Loder and me in the same
team. T knew it from the start, but I

wouldn’t be the one to make the break.
Can’t be helped.”

“But—" muttered
l]i:-llli:l}’.

The whistle went, and Gwynne had
no time to say more. The second bhalf
began, and for a time the Fifth had 1t
all their own way; the trouble in the
Sixth Form cleven had its natural effect.
But after Blundell had put in the ball,
the senior Form pulled themselves to-
pether, and a goal came from Gwynne
to equalise.

Bob Cherry looked up at the clock-
tower.

“Tive minutes to go, and anybody's
came!” he said. “My 1dea 15 that
Greyfriars haven’t a very bright look-
out for the first eleven matches this
season,’

“The hrightfulness of the lock-out is
not terrific,”” assented Hurree Jamezet
Ram Singh.

“Tlallo. hallo, hallo!
Wingate !”

The Sixth Form forwards swept down
on goal. Wingate had the ball, and he
centred to Loder just in time, and
Loder, almost too surprised to take the
kick, sent the leather whizzing 1n, beat-
ing Bland to the wide. Wingate had
given him the goal; he was playing foot-
ball, not thinking of personal animosi-
ties. And it proved the winning goal,
for the whistle <hrilled oot and the
game was over,

Gwvnne, 1n

There goes old

“Well, I'm surprised!” said Coker of
the Fifth., *“With Loder as captain, a
team oughtn't to win, But I know the
cause of it—that idiot Blundell left me
out! I was willing {o play for the
TFifth—offered, in fact! There's nothing
to cackle at, you cheeky fags!”

But the cheeky fags seemed to think
that there was, for they persisted 1n
cackling.

The footballers came off the field.
Loder wore a satizfied look. He had
wont his first match as football eap-
tain, and he had kicked the winning
coal. It did not suit him to remember
how much he owed to Wingate.

e turned and faced the ex-captain
of Greyfriars.

“You will remember what I've told
vou, Wingate,” he said in his most un-
pleasant tone. “1 don’t want to be hard
on you, but——"

“PDon't worry, Loder,”” said Wingate
quietly. *“I shall not play football for
(rreyfriars again so long as you are
captain.”

And Wingate turned his back on the
captain of Greyfriars and walked away.

(Gerald Loder tries his hand again
with the Removites next week, but he
finds that he has bitien off more than
he can chew. He can ovder the
Removites to fag for him as much as
he likes, but Harry Wharton & Co.
care little for orders from Loder, and
they say so pretty plainly. Mind you
read the next story in this remarkable
series, entitled: “THE WORST
FORM AT GREYFRIARS!"” By
Franle Richards.)
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PRINCE OF DETECTIVES—BELOW!

THE INGREDIENTS! An old-world house, complete with drawbridge and moat, the mysterious disappearancs
of the owner and his servonts, and a secret that has get to be discovered.
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These, combined, provide the baffling

Featuring Ferrers Locke and Jack Drake in a case that undoubtedly ranks
as the most mysterious they have ever

In the Night!

S IFerrers Locke. Jack Drake, and
A Travers hurried out of the big
front door the yellow lamp-
light seemed pale and wan
against the dawn, A pgrey light was
flooding over the marches, and a white.
ghr}n‘tl}' mist hung over the flat counlry-
=side, with 1ts winding ereeks, up which
the tide was stealing from the distant
sea, and 1ts de<olate stretches of mud
and rushes. Jack shivered in the chill
air.

“Of all the dreary places I've struck,
ihis takes a good deal of Dbeating'!”
thonght the youngster. “Ilang it, any-
thing might happen in these marshes !

There was an old, tumbledown boat-
liouse against one corner of the house,
with a rotting punt inside. But the
bottom was sound, and a minute later
they were paddling through the weeds
of the moat towards the spot where that
floating box had heen seen,

They passed under the drawbridge and
vound a twist in the moat. 'Lravers
wanceuvred the punt so that Jack could
virasp the mysterious objeet,

“A  cigaretre-box  of carved sandal-
wood.” said Locke. “ Jlwet's have a look
1esicle, voung 'un !”

Jack raised the lid.

“Therve's a piece of paper theve,
gy ' nor—something written on it !”

“Why, it's a message addressed to
vou, Lravers!” eried Locke,

Travers unfolded the torn sheet.

““To my nephew, Thomas T'ravers, If
anvthing should happen to me, vou must

carry on at Lone Manor in myv stead,
Cluard its secret. Where the stone
fingers point &

“Yes?'" eried Jack.
I'ravers shook his head.
“That’s all.,” he said.
vas never finished !
“Unfinished ! breathed Locke, “Maxy
I look? My heavens, how his hand was
shaking! When he wrote this, he was
face to face with——" He broke off. and
added slowly : ““ Whatever it was!'”
THE MacxrT LiBrary.—No. 928.

“The message

Locke staved up at the window of the
room overlooking the moat.

“That window was open,” murmured
the detective, *“It’'s pretty clear what
happened. Adam Guelph was scribbling
this message when he saw that he could
not [inish, Afraid lest it should be seen
and possibly destroved—or was it that he
was afraid of revealing some secret?
It’s queer, that last, unfinished phrase—
anyway, he slipped what he had written
into this cigarette-box, and tossed it out
mto the moat, hoping vou would find it.”

Travers was poring over the scrawled
sentencoes.

“The first part is clear,” lie muttered.
“He wants me to look after this house
for him—he knew that something was
going to happen to him. But then—
"Guard 1ts secret I' What seeret? What
did he mean bv that ?”

“ Looks to me as if he was roing to
tell vou in the rest of the message if he
had had ball a chance,” put in Jack
Drake quickly. ** Where the stone fingers
potut !” That's a clue to the seeret of
Lone Manor, T'll bet! Eh, guv'nor®”

“heems so to me, Jack,” agreed ihe
detective. “But you know this house,
Travers, Doesn’'t that queer phrase
convey anything to vou? Think, man !”

But the voung footballer shook his
head hopelessly,

" Nothing at all,” he said.

The paper slipped from his fingoers,
and he sat with his head in his hands.
Locke touched him sympathetically on
the shoulder,

“Cheer up! Things aren't as bad as
they might be. We might have found
vour uncle lving dead; but there seems
every chance of his being alive. If he's
to be found, trust the voung ’un here
and myself to find him for vou!”

sack 1in the house, Locke made his
decision.

“If you are willing to leave this affair
in my hands, Travers, 1'll throw up
everyvthing at the moment to carrv it
through. Jack, we can do that all right,
can't we?"”

“Well,

there's the case of Colonel

undertaken.

Warr's polo pony, and that business o
the Edinburgh forgerv: but, of eourse
we can give 'em the miss, guv'nor, and
let the C.I.D. bhave their head.” said
Jack Drake cheerfully. “ Personally, 1'¢
like to concentrate on this gidd:
mystery !

“"Then that's setiled,” said Locke, 1
shall have to slip back to ILeondon t
arrange one or two things, of course:
but I'll be back as soon as poss, ana
vou'll have Jack down here in the mean-
time, But what about yourself #”

“1t's diffieult for me,” said Travers
frowning. “ My manager will want me.
If I break my contract, I should get i
in the mneck, and very properly. I'm
wanted next Saturday, of course; the
Larks are playing the Spurs; but I gav:
the manager an idea that my dashing off
like that was important, and I can sta:
down here a few days.”

“Good! I faney it won't be long
before something happens down here
Judging by that broken message from
vour uncle, there’s some secret about
this house that we don't understand, 1
fancy we may have some queer bird-
swooping around before long !

The bright light of early morning was
flooding in through the big windows
now, and they furned out the lights.
Locke made a swift examination of the
drive and garden, but, as he had ex-
pected, without result. Jack made for
the kitchen quarters, and soon had some
appetising rashers of bacon frying with
half a dozen eggs: even if the servants
had all vanished, the food in the larder
hadn't,

The youngster was a good hand with
the frying-pan, and it was an appetising
meal that he prepared and laid out i
the kitchen. Then he went in search of
Travers and Locke. The detective lLie
found lying back on a leather sofa in the
library, his hands clasped behind his
head, pulling at a pipe that had long
since burnt out. Locke was deep in
thought. Jack moved eilently away
again,

“I'll cook him some fresh grub when
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ke wants it,” he told Travers. “But
whei the guv'nor’s got that brain-pan of
his gomg, he doesu’t like to be mter-
rupted—not even for a spot of grub !V

It was eight o'clock belore Ferrvers
Locke motored away lrom Lone Manor
on hie way to London. On the way, he
stopped at Sharn, the nearest village,
four miles from the old manor, to in-
form the local police of the disappear-
ance of Adam Guelph and his three
gervants.

The local policeman, however, did not
seem particularly interested. In his
heart he could not get rid of the idea
that Guelph had gone off for a holiday
unexpectedly, taking his servants with
him.

“Much ado about nothin’,” grumbled
the local policeman, watching Locke’s
car vanish down the road, “ Still, I may
as well go along to this here house to-
day an’ make a note or two. An’ that
moat ought to be dragged. Wunner
who that gent was? Nice feller, but
don’t know mnothin’ o' police work, o
course !

And he went back into the “police-
station —in other words, his little cot-
tage—without the faintest idea that he
had been in conversation with none
other than Ferrers Locke, the world-
famous sleuth.

The policeman turned up at Lone
Manor . that afternoon, and Jack Drake
had a good deal of fun in quietly pulling
the unsuspecting man's leg. The drag-
ging of the moat revealed nothing, and
the arim of the law went back to the
village on his bicyele, confirmed in his
opinion that it was a lot of fuss about
nothing.

Jack Drake, standing at the edge of
the drawbridge, watched him go with a
grin.

“Lood chaps, these country coppers,”
he said to Travers. “And a lot of 'em
are clever at their jobs. Bui that one’s
a pompous ass, I'm afraid. Still, p'r’aps
it's all to the good. We don't want the
police for ever nosing round here,
getting in the guv'nor's way.”

The twilight was deeping swiftly into
dusk. The mists were beginning to rise,
white and ghostly, round the moated
house, and to the youngster the marsh-
lands seemed more dreary and forlorn
than ever, with only the ocecasional wail-
g cry of a curlew to break the vast
silence.

“Well, the guv'nor said he'd get back
from London-*as soon as poss, Tom, so
let’s hope that'll be soon !” said Jack, as

he and Travers {(urned towards the
house. Their feet rang hollow on the
drawbridge, and Jack’s eyes roamed

over the great straggling building, and
along the damp walls of the moat. “ You
know, this place would give me the
hump pretty soon, without the guv'nor !”

Both were feeling dog-tired, and they
turned in early. Though a small petrol
engine had been installed by Adam
Guelph for the purpose of raising the
bridge at nights, and the old mechanism
had been got into thorough working
order, they agreed to leave the draw-
bridge down, in case Ferrers Locke re-
turned in the middle of the night.

Jack's room was in the front of the
house, Travers’ at the back. The
voungster fell asleep almost instantly.

But it seemed that he had scarcely
closed his eves before he was awake
again. lIle sat up quickly in the dark-
ne-s, all his senses on the alert. A
mowment later, somewhere below, a clock
struck two. )

There was a stealthy movement by his
bedside,

“Who's there:” eried Jack sharply.

i

“It's all right—it’s Travers !”- eame
the muttered veply. A hand came
through the darkness and gripped Jack’s
choulder. " Quick—get up !”

In an mstant the youngster was ont of
bed.

“What's up?” he whispered.

“1 don't know what it means,”
answered the footballer grimly, *“but
there’s someone swimming the moat !

The Open Sluice !
MINUTE later the two werz in

Travers’ room, peering down
through the broken moonlight at,
the broad stretch of dark water

A

below.

A head could be zeen driving through
the water, and the faint splash of the
swimmer came faintly to their ears, The
long ripples glinted as they ran over the
glassy surface of the moat,

“What's the game?” muttered Jack,
in bewilderment. “‘If he wanted to get
into the house, why didn't he try the
drawbridge—whoever he is?"

“That only leads him to the front
door,” answered Travers, in a low tone.
“He expects to get a better chance at
one of these windows round here "

He broke off. 'The swimmer had
vanished from their zight. But they
heard the faint scraping as he hauled
himself up on to the stone ledge below
one of the windows. There came the
tinkle of glass.

“IHe’s in ! Travers miutrered, © He's
broken the window of the library and
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got 1n there!

As though by one impulse., the two
turned and made silently for the door,
Along the black passage they stele to
the head of the stairs. Jack Drake's

heart was beating swifily with
cxcitement.
What did it mean—this myvsterions

midnight visit to the old moated manor
house from which Adam Guelph had

INTRODUCTION.

TOM TRAVERS, a young goallceper of greal
promize, playing for Larkham City.

ADAM GUELIPH, an old miser, and Travers'
uncle,

FERRERS LOCKE, the world-famous private
detective of Baker Street, and

JACK DRAKE, his clever boy assistant,

Durilg "« hwrd-ard-ja<t  guawe  between
Larkhww and Cardiff City, Travers, who i
putting wup a splendid game between the
“sticks," recetves an urgent message—""* Come
at onece "—from his wuncle. Put off his gaine
—for he fears something has happened to his
miserly relative—Tom lets hiz side down
badly. Ajter the wmatch, a faction of the
crowd advances threateningly wpon Travers,
but Ferrers Locke and Jack Drake, who had
heen interested spectators of the match, rush
to the goalkeeper’s aid. Travers thanks his
rescuers, and informs themn that something
untoward has happened at Loune Manor,

The detective and his assistant readily
offer their aid, and, in company with Trarvers,
they journey to Lone Manor, a gloomy house
of a bygone period, complete with moat and
drawbridge. The house is found to be emnpty.
The remains of a half-finished meal in the
dining-room sets Locke thinking, and, in look-
ing for clues, he finds a playing-card, tihe
jack of diamonds, on which the words, ** Los
lobos '—a  Spanish  term, meaning *' the
wolrves P—are pricked out. Suddenly Drake
calls the sleuth's attention to a small box
which is floating n the moat immediately
wnder the window.

v Come on!"' said Locke. hurrying out of
the house. ** We'll soon fish that out., It
meay be a eluc!™?

t Now read on.)
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vanished the night
belore ¥

Down the broad stainrs they eérvept, A
pale grey lLight glimmerved in through
the great windews ol the hall, vaguely
revealing the dark outlines of the fur-
niture. Qutside the door of the library
they came to a halt, listening.

I'aint movements could be heard from
behind the closed door., Travers' hand
stole to the knob.

“Ready, Jack? We'll surprise the
veggar!  Collar him before he knows
what's happening |

The footballer crashed the door open
and leapt into the room, Jack Drake at
his heels.

There was a startled ejaculation from
the intruder. For a moment his dark
outline passed across the window—that
of a big, powerful man, Then Jack saw

the figure of Travers hurtle forward,

Powerful though the mysterious night-
raider obviously was, he could not throw
oft the strong, athletic Larkham City
footballer. The two men rocked past
the square of grey window, bhreathing
hard and fast, gripped together. Jack
Drake, about to spring forward to
Travers’ aid, hesitated. In the darkness,
how could he tell friend from foe?

The trampling feet echoed noisil
through the lofty room. Came the dull
sound of a fist crashing home on some-
one’s jaw, and the click of teeth. Then
a ztaggering form was outlined against
the window, and 1t was not Travers.
The intruder recovered himself, and
sprang for his attacker,

Travers tried to guard, but in the dark
it was next to impossible. A heavy fist
crashed sickeningly between his eyes,
and he reeled back blinded. Jack
heard him fall, saw his assailant spring
for the window. But in a flash the
voungster had mmtevcepted him.

“No, you don't!” snapped Jack
grimly.

His back was to the window, his fists
were ready.  T'he man was not gomg to
escape so easily if Jack Drake knew
anything about it !

Already Travers was on his fect again.

“Leave him to me, Jack!"” snapped
Tom Travers, and he rushed .

Again the trampling feet, the swaying
bodies in the gloom, and then Travers
caught his foot in an overtned chair,
slipped, and was flung off. He stoggered
up, and Jack Drake, tired of being an
onlooker, jumped in. But their cnemy
was not waiting. He vanished {hrongh
the door, with Jack in hot purswt,

Whoever it was, he seemed o kunow
his way about the hounse. They heard
the great front door dragged open.

The drawbridge was down—the way of
escape lay clear. The fugmitive's feet
rang out on the bridge as he raced
away; but a moment later the swift.
light footsteps of the youngster in pur-
suit rang hollow on the drawbridge, too.
The man turned, with a snarl,

A heavy fist flashed through the
eloom, but Jack sprang aside, and the
blow found nothing but the air.

“J don’t know who you are, but I'm
going to find out!" panted Jack grimly.

He knew a trick or two of wresthing,
and the lithe arms that gripped the man
round the waist, and the leg that came
twisting between the fugitive's sent him
crashing down, with Jack Drake on top
of him. With a knee on the other’s
chest, Jack grinned breathlessly and
velled to Travers.

s0  bewilderingly

*“*A light, man! Quick! Lel's have a
look at him !”
But the man underneath was too

strong to be held, even thongh the
TeE Macner LiBrary.—No. 926.
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youngster had managed to get him
clow 1.

Jack held on gamely as his prisoner
slruggled, but th2 weights were too

ubequal. He was flung off, and as he
«prang in again a blow on the point of
the chin sent himn erashing back,

Traver: came racing to his aid; but
Jack was up again in a moment, return-
ing doggedly to the attack. IHe shpped
past the blow that was aimed at him,
and gripped the intruder in a second
attempt to bring him down.  But a
short-arm blow came driving up into s
fnce, and, with a dazed ery the youngster
veeled away.  Ilis feet went over the
edge of the drawbridge. A mowment
later he was in the moat !

The iey water closing over his head
swept the dizziness from his brain, Hoe
s{iruck out.

He glimpsed. the dark figure of the
man on the drawbridge siaring down for
an instant before he turned and raced
away into the darkness. Then Travers
voice came out of the gloom:

“Jack! Jack!"”

“T'm all right !" eried the voungster,
treading water.  ““Don't worry about
me ! Follow that rotter!”

Travers did not hesitate ; he knew that
Jack Drake could swimn like a fish. He
vanished in pursuit of their mysterious
enemy, while Jack started off swimming
for the steps.

The moat was wide, and it was some
while before Jack realised an odd fact—
that though he was nearer the wall, he
scemed farther from the drawbridge than
lie should have been, He stopped swim-
ming and trod water, .

“Hang it, I'm being carried along !’
he gasped in bewilderment.

There was no doubt of it. Though he
had ceased (o swim, the wall of the
moat scemed to be slipping past him,
faster and faster.

It was like some absurd dream! How
could there be a current running in the
moat—a strong current. too?

“Am I going dippy?" nmttered the

voungster, hitling out agamst the
strealn., _
But the ecurrent dragged him  on

desprie his efforts. Out of the darkness
ahead came the sound of roaring wateir,
aridd, peering through the broken moon-

light in startled apprechension, Jack
Drake gave a sndden cry.
Ile straggled desperately, fighting

with all s strongth agam=t the rush of
vwater that was sweeping him on, But the
cirrent liad hum in its grip. With staring
cyes the voungster glaneed again over
liis shoulder, at where the dark waters of
(he mwoat seemed to be pourmg them-
selves i a mad torvent inte a vawning
opening in the wall of the moat.

It was: the tunnel. he knew, by which
the moat could be filled or emptied; 1t
vwas counected with one of the winding
ridal creeks that ran evervwhere throreh
the fens from the distant sea. And the
sluice-gate at the mouth of the tunnel
had been raised.

Whirled helplessly round in the foam-
ing torrent, Jack Drake strugeled vainly,
The roar of the water was verv loud
now, cchoing out of the tunnel-mouth in
a hollow boon,

Who could have opened the sluice—and
why?  But that was a question that
scarcelv occurred to him then.

“If I'm caught in the tunnel I'm
done for!” he gasped.

The rushing waters dragged him down,
and closed above his head, Had anvone
been watching from the lkank they
uight have seen a white hand appear
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for a moment through the bubbling
maelstrom. and then 1t was swallowed
in the tunnel mouth.

“Mr. Harrison?” !

HE thunderous echoes drummed in

I Jack Drake's earsas he was tossed

mto the piteh blackness,  His

shouwlder was crashed against the
stonework, and a stab of pain came, (o
be forgotten in an instant as he fought
wildly for breath.

But his nostrils were below the water,
ITe must hold his breath at all costs; but
already the blood was pulsing in lbis
temples, and his head felt as though it
would split. He kicked upward; knew
that unless he could breathe now he
would choke his lungs with water, for he
could not hold out longer.

The foaming eddies strove to drag hin
down, But somehow he fought his way
to the surface, and, with a wild gasp, the
voungster filled his lungs with the wet,
cold air. The spray dashed into his eves
blindingly,

He was far down the {unnel now,
being carried on at Dbreathless speed.
There was scarcely a fool of space be-
tween the surface of the torrent and the
stonevwork that arched above it; he felt
his matied hair brush the roof of the
tunnel as a whirl of waler tossed him a
few inches higher. And then, as though
very far away, a faint gleam of moon-
light flashed into view.

The far mouth of the tunnel!

It was a miracle that he had not been
stlunned against the stonework as he
was swept into the tunnel through the
open sluice-gate; a miracle, too, that he
had been able to keep his breath in the
tunnel!  Dazed though he was, Jack's
chief thought was one of amazement to
find himself still with his senses as he
was borne out of the farther mouth into
the moonlit ¢reek beyvond.

He struggled feebly. DBut all the
strenglh seemed to have left him. It
was all he could de to keep his head
above water as he was carried away
down the wide creek, with the high mud-
banks on either side.

“I'm done!™ he told himself.

But he wasn’t done—not by long
chalks: and in his heart he knew it.

The creck was growing wider, deeper,
The mud-banks seemed to slide by end-
lessly. He was swimming now, with his
strength gradually returning, content at
first to keep hiniself afloat, then working
his way by inches nearer and nearer to
Lhe bhank,

It was on the misty saltings, far from
the moated house, that Jack Drake
hauled himself after what seemed an
cternity of time. Ile lay face down for
niany minttes bhefore he struggled to
lius feet and looked about him.

The great waste of marsh stretehed
awav on all sides, Tone Manor was lost
in the mist. He had only a vague idea
of direclion to work upon, and, as he
foiind out later, that was wrong., DBut
he set off. eliulled to the bone, in the
direction 1n which he  believed Lone
Manor to lie. Useless to follow the
creek—the numerons side-channels were
too confusing.

It was a slow job, picking his way
over the saltings, splashing his way
through crecks where the rising tide was
stealing Ingher, through dark mud-
flats and beds of reeds. The grey mists
hemmed in him. Jack shivered.

“Crumbs, this is a go!"” muttered the
voungsier, with a rueful grin. “Wet to
the skin, covered in mud, and goodness
:-;'nm:'j if I'm going in the right direc-
on !

He soon realised definitely that he was

not. He made away lo the right, onls
to be brought up short by a broad creek
of dark water. He turned back.

“Lost I he muttered. “Lost in the:=
giddy marshes! Of all the luck!”

It was nol a cheery spot to be lost in
At high tide, he knew, the salting-
would be covered with six feet of wale:
And the tide was creeping swiftls
higher, as lie could tell in the winding
crecks that bafiled him at every turn,

Dawn began to break, grey in the
cast. The light increased rapidly, and
a golden bar of sunlight eut across the
marshes. And by the light of the
coming day he caught sight of some-
thing that brought a quick cry of delight
to his lips.

A house lay awav o the lefi, and =
minute later he came upon a rough roac
banked above t{he saltings. A few
minutes more and he was at the gat:
of a garden,

“Iine ! grinned Jack, all his cheers
spirits returning with a rush., *“If I car
get a cup of something hot, an' the:
can tell me how to get to Lons
Manor——"

He broke off at the sound of heavs
footsteps on the gravel. The nex:
moment a man came into view round the
corner of the house, leading a doz
Jack opened the gate and stepped into
ithe garden.

He was welcomed by a menacin
from the dog. It was a big, ugly gre:
amimal, with fangs that looked un
pleasantly dangerous. Jack glanced at
its owner, glad to see that the hand hold
ing the dog's chain was tightly grasped.
But though only a few yards separated
them now, the youngster was puzzled i«
see that the man’s gaze was directec
past him.

“Hallo!” exclaimed the man, haltinz
“Who's there?”

It was an odd question, with the
youngster in full view. Jack wallked
forward, and again the dog bared its
teeth, with a savage note of warninz
quivering 1n its throat. At the
voungsler's movement the man hali-
turned towards him; but still his eve:
—queer, greenish eves—stared past him.

And in that moment a queer feeling
came to Jack Drake that he and the
olher had met -before. There seemed tc
be something vaguely familiar in the
big, powerful figure with the square
heavy-jowled face. Ile caught his
breath sharply.

“Crumbs!” muttered Jack Drake.

Could this be the man with whom he
had struggled on the drawbridge on!-
a few hours since?

“Who's there?” eried ilie other agair

And in that instant the youngste:
understood.

This man was blind!

S0 Ins sudden vague sense of recoz:
nition had been mistaken, For ih:
mysterions intruder at Lone Manor couls
not have been a blind man.

“Sorry to frouble vou. sir,” said tle
voungster, “but I've lost my way. I
want to gelt to a house called Lone
Manor 2

Zrow.

“Lone DManor?” echoed the blind
matn; amnd 1t seemed to Jack that there
was an odd noile in his voice. H.

moved suddenly forward, and his hand
fell on the youngster's shoulder. “ Why,
you're soaked to the skin, boy!”

““Been lost in the marshes,” explained
Jack. “Had to swim a creek. T -

He broke off at the sound of footsteps.
and furned to see a yvonng man stride
round the corner of the house.

The newcomer was rather sirikingly
handsome., with smooth-brushed black
hair and dark eyes that gleamed swiftly
from the blind man to Jack, He came
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forward with almost noiseless sleps;
there was an odd pantherlike grace
about him. He stuiled., and his long,

slim fingers touched the blind man on
the aim.

“Didn’t know yeou had a pul here,
Drood !”" he langhed.

But despite lis casy manner and his
low, pleasant laugh, Jack Drake did not
like the man with the durk eyes. The
yonngster was a keen judge ol character,
and some instinet warned him—told him
of the Lliger-streak of cruelty bhencath
the pleasant surface. He noticed, too,
that the dog seemed to cower away a
little from the neweomer.

S Sameone who wants Lone Manor,
Silva,” answered Drood, the blind man,
slowly.

The man addressed as Silva seemed 1o

Jack to give an almo-t imperceptible
slart.

“Lone Manor?' he ervied., ' Why
that's the house, sarely, where My

Guelph lives?”

Jack nodded silently. e was sud-
denly on his guard. Who were these
men that by ek he had stumbled npon?

“J1 ihink we ecan put you on the road

THE MAGNET LIBRARY.

for Lone Manor,” murmured Silva, an
almost silky tone in his voice. He turned
(o the blind man: * Drood, Harrison's
here—inside. Get in and explamn things
(o6 him as far as is necessary, will you®"

Diood nodded and turned away, the
«tick he carried tapping along the wall
of the hanse, Silva moved towards the

gate.
ST tell von how 1o oo to TLone
Manor,” he sawd in his <leck voiee,

Jacle grunted inwardly as he hstened

io the man's directions. 1le was frozen
to the hone, shivering, but there had
been no offer of hospitality.

“hanks.” he said shorily. T =ee.”

Qilva elosed the gate hehind the young
stor, and instantly sirode off noiselessly
round the corner of the house aflter
Drood. Jack halted and turned back.

“ Nice, hospitable crowd, T must say,”
be told Inmself. " Scemed uncommon
taken aback when 1 asked for Lone
Manor, too. Hanged if L don't get
nosy here.”

With set lips the youngsier
open the male and strode throngh,

Sonie instinel told him that these men
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were crooks. What did they know of
lL.one Manor?

Without attempt at concealment Jaclk
Drake strode down the path and round
the corner of the house. 'There canie a

qoick exclamation in Silva’s voice.

Three men were standimg  on the
cravel outside an open french window —
Silva and the blind man, and a fall

Lgure 11 leather coat and helmet, appar-
ently a flving man. This, Jack realised
instantly, must be the man Harrison ot
whom Silva had spoken.

The thiece men had been speaking
low tones, But at the youngsters ap-
pearance there came an abrupt silenee,
Silva’s eyes gloamaed,

“What do you want?" he eried. a
havsh riig in his vowee.
“ Look here, sar,” said Jack coelly,

“T i =oaked 1o the bhone,
me dry my togs 77

“(et out!” rasped the airman. Ths
face was almost ludden by the tar hned
Aving helmet, but Jack saw the ugly
twist of the lips as he spoke. " Ulear
out. before yon get kicked out? Heei”
He turned to Silvi. " What does this
voungster want nosing round here?  Set
that dog on him if he won't go.”

The dog, vhose chain the blind man
was  holding, snarled savagely anid
«trained on the leash. Jack got ready
to give 1t his boot if it was allowed to
By at him, But Silva's silky laugh broke
1)

“Oh, we'll Tet him dry himself.
iside.”

* Better sling him out!” growled the
airman. He picked up a long stick that
was lying at the edge of the flower-hed,
“ Let me tickle him up with this.”

*“ No, leave him alone,” laughed Silva,
“This way, my boy.”

“Have it your own way,” grunted
Jlarrison. ldly he seratched the gravel
with his stick. Jack, keeping a wary
¢ve on the blind man’s dog, moved for-
ward fo follow Silva into the house,

ITis heart was heating quickly,

tHe felt convinced that these men were
wrong ‘uns. Could he hope to find n
{his house among the marshes something
that would help Ferrers Locke solve the
mystery of Lone Manor? Silva amd the
blind man had both looked odd at the
mention of l.one Manor. They know
Lomething.

(‘an't yonu let

C'ome

Jack Drake and Travers peered down through
could be seen driving through the water, and th

the broken mnﬂnnlignh;at the broad stretch of dark water below. A hea;d_
e faint splash of the swimmer came faintly to their ears.

(Nee page 23.)
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And then a quick cry rose in the
youngster’s throat, to be checked before
it reacned his lips.

His eyes had fallen to the gravel, to
those apparently idle marks scratched
there by the man in flying kit.

Two strange hieroglyphics stared up
at him for a moment before they werc
ergsed by the stick that had made them.
Two marks utterly meaningless to Silva.,
To Jack Drake, however, they meant a
great deal, even more than the message
alone that he had read there, seratched
on the soft gravel in the secret shorthand
known only to himself and Ferrers
I_JU{"I{'E!:

“ Danger—watch out !

That was the message that had been
scratched in the gravel. For an instant
the eyes of the airman met those of the
youngster.

And in that amazing moment Jack
Drake realised the truth, despite the
wonderful disguise,

Harrison, the airman, was Ferrers
Locke himself !

A Grim Game !

4 HIZ guv’'nor!”
Ferrers Locke lumself ! Jack

Drake knew mnow, without a

thadow of doubt. This man in

flying kit whom Silva and Drood, the

hlind man, called Iarrison, was Locke
in disguise !

Concealed as the face was with its fur-

lined flying-helmet, Jack could recog-

nise “ Harrison ” now. That he had not
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done so before did not surprise him.
T'he voice, the manner, evervthing had
been altered by the detective's amazing
skill,

*Danger—watch ont !

So his suspicions had been right.
Silva aud Drood were crooks, doubtless
were counected with the strange dis-
appearance of Adam Guelph and his ser-
vants from Lone Manor. And Locke
was on the trail.

Just what game the guv’'nor was play-
ing, Jack Drake could not imagine. But
In some way, it seemed, he was “well
in = with Silva and Drood; they trusted
hun, believing him to be someone else,
little dreaming that this man they
seemed to have taken to some extent
into their confidence was Ferrers Locke,
the famous detective,

Locke had turned away now, tossing
down the stick with which he had
scratched that warning message in the
gravel. With scarcely a pause in his
stride, the youngster followed on after

Silva into the house, his brain in a
whirl.
There was a fire in the room from

which the french windows opened on to
the garden. It had burnt low, was
scarcely more than a handful of glowing
cinders. Silva nodded towards it.

" If you can coax that into a blaze, you
can dry yourself,” he said, and went
back into the garden. Jack heard the
voice of “ Harrison ”: “Ought to have
sent the liftle beast off with a flea in his
ear, Mr. Silva!” And the youngster

chuckled helow his breath.

1 ]

“ Wonderful actor, the guv'nér!” hea

told himself. “But what the thump is
his game ? How has he got in with this
bunech of rotters? Anyway, Silva and

the blind man must be connected some-

how or other with this affair at Lone
Manor. And why’s the guv'nor in flying
kg 2"

There were endless questions hammer-
ing in Jack Drake's brain.
He crept back to the window. The
voices of the three men came to his ears,
Their talk was puzzling.
“Then the patient 1s all, ready, Mr.
Silva?” The disguised detective was
speaking.
* All ready, Harrison. And the plane
is ready, too?! Plenty of juice and all
that? Won't do to have a forced land-
ing on this trip |’
“You trust me!” came the answer.
“If you do have any mishaps,
Harrison,” came the voice of the blind
man harshlyv, ‘“it'll be pretty serious
for you, 1 fancy, with the passenger you
are carrying. You understand that?
Good! There must be no mishap.”
“There won't be !
Silva’s voice broke in impatiently.
“We're wasting time. The sooner you
get off, the better,”
Jack crept away from the window as
he heard them make a move. _
“The guv'nor's taking a plane trip, is
he?” he muttered, raking at the fire.
“With a giddy mysterious passenger.
Wish I knew what it all meant.”
A step at the window turned Jack's
head. Ferrers l.ocke was standing
there. staring into the room.
“About time you'd finished and
cleared off !I” he eoxclaimed londly, step-
ping into the room. In an instant he
was at the voungster’s side.
“*Guv'nor
“What 1in Dblazes brought youn here.
{Continued on page 28.)

N,
NG
VAN

b B T h
e s
aY

—

=
ey

- i,
1‘-
- i
o

5= ".".-_l."l,

———

=

X! .

"‘u“.
-l-'-" ‘.._“:.".'l"'
-
-

L

ot
=

= DNy

e ".

A short-arm blow came driving up into his face, and with a dazed cry Jack Drake reeled away.
edge of the drawbridge, and a moment later he was in the moat.

His feet went over the
(See puge 24.)
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il iz a human panther for cruelty and word which came as a sudden warninz
THE, MYST“EI;_:;ROF cunning. And the blind man, ll}ude anr_LE- le]apt‘ bm‘kaHEt}ﬂE Drnndl 'ﬂi“‘
FONE M has him  beat!  There's FDﬁ'iE‘f 1nng s stick  and rought 1% whisting
LOMNE can't understand about Drood. Hrt's savagety rhrough the air. He was oni
Contéinned from page 26.) blind without a doubt, yet he seems to just in time.
f ! vy have eyes in his hngﬂrt:p&' It’s un- *‘bmr " shriecked Drood. “I 119'”
Tuilev™ ‘Lroathed the dlepuised sledth, canny sometimes—in the dark, for vou! Yoiu're not Harrison—you
i reatae = sEUIseR . R 33 ™ _
“ But don't waste {ime telling.me now ! Instance ‘He came farward with a blind rus!

Young ml, I'ni on th_l_-_ tratl—hot andl off
”!IIL"!?'I‘J These men, Stlva and Drood \ Bradow
—Hw, arc nmemhbers of the Wolves, a anitl sHado

nivsteriouws, seered association that's kia-

Tiocke's low muttered - worlls ysnapped

had fallen :
swinging round, Jack saw the hig

claw-like -hands thrust out. It was, a
I.oeke himself had said,  -as theugh -th
blind man had eves in his finger-tip-
iz hands clesed round the detective -

into the rocm,

figure of the blind man standing at the {Lroat
napped Adard Guelph from Lone Manor. k woal. -
W ;13: < lranpe niui Itn the three missing ﬂ]“illl f”“\;”"l!' windows, head half turned, “Bpy!” he IEFEﬂt&ed hoarsely. * Spic:
Ay g r tening. both of = =
corvants 1 don’t know, but Adam {_.nt_]ph &y _Louga 114 : T oth of you
1= L e ll.E.-.- hotise, a prisoner, They Instantly Ferrers Locke spoke, in the  jack’ sprang forward, and his ha:
witit to got bim away a ‘ utterly different veice that he used I ghot out from behind Drood, closing

“ And you arve taking him off for them
inoa plane?” gasped Drake. “ Guvnor,
vou're a giddy wonder! How've you
fooled them? How——"

“Hurry up, you !

five mmutf:

but I found

part as Harrison TlIE airman,

drying your filthy clothes!
and if you ain't out then,
you 11 ff"L"‘J my boot !

over the man's mouth, choking back the
torrent of words.

Locke wrenched free, and Jack Drax=
dragged the blind man backwards
Drood’s stick lashed the air venomous!s

Don’t take all day
I'll give you

Get that?”

“Can’t explain all ”m'l"rl' il o1 “Sha'n’t be long now, sir!” said Jack, crashing down en - the detective
out i-}’;'l“' scheme. iI collared | 'E!.;g"r with a cleverly imitated tremor of fear ghoulder with an ugly sound. -Then T}.
: grrison, and am IMEESonatME = 3. ot T Yot dom ik 5 _ |
i:??ﬁh ﬂ“:li ,F all goes well i chall H{_FE, in-his voice. " Just two minutes detective’s steel-like arms were wous

Adam Guelph off in Harrison’s plane.

* PDrood came stepping into the room,

round the struggling man, bearing hin

his stick tapping as bhe felt his way. to th s W W hund e GE
E : ho's being e I : o B o the greun ack's
],I;::[[ I“f,’;]li I:ﬂ l,;}lnl T:,Lhil L“;z;h ;\“:1 ;mt uqi: “That’s right, Harrison,” he said, n]] a from his mouth, and again Drood -
E;umtmnu Silva and Drood think old Vvoice cold as ice, which l'.":'t!'“-""f’d the 101&& rang out in &Eﬂﬂﬂ
l_tm Iph 1s gmn}g off to the custody of malignant, ruthless mind within. .% Silva “ Bpies! BSilva—S8ilva
¥ . ' . "
sorhie other members of the ‘Wetves, but i*:;‘:n:”fgﬂi to allow the little rat “in ‘the Lm‘ke s .handkerchief- was Crarmme:

thdt’s where they’ve made a sHght mis-
fako, . I'm going to fly to’ Biffhingham

anil pnf the old man in charge of my old The powerful

friend D, Grieve. Guelph's in a bﬂd

wayv. They're drugging him now “T am sure you
The detective's face hardened. Harrison [
“\We're up against fiends, Jack ! Silva

He groped nearer
right hand
gripping the detective's shoulder.

There was a bitter accent on the last

etective knelt on the man's chest.

% Quick, Jack'!" he -whispered. “Thas?
cloth i

to Ferrers T.ocke.

_gmtn Drood’s mouth, silencing him. " The
came olit,

agree with nie—
(Mind you re@d next week’s instol-
ment of this grand serial, chums.)
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