THE WORST FORM AT GREYFRIARS!

THIS WEEK'S GRAND SCHOOL STORY.
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(An amusing incident from the magnificent school story of FHavey Wharton & Co. inside.)



> WRITE TO YOUR EDITOR ABOUT IT!

ENCOURAGEMENT !

READER from Wales writes and
A tells me that, although he works

jolly havd, he receives no en-

conragement, either from the
firm he works for, or from hLis people.
Now there’s something wrong there.
linconragement is a fine thing, we all
kviow ; 1t helps the ambitious spirit 1o
accommphsh great thingsz, but we mustn't
sit grou-ing and warting for if, neither
miust we go lookmg for 1t. Euncourage-
et comes spontanconsly at work or at
plav.  The fellow who does everything
with the fixed idea that he 1s going to
recieive cnconrageiyent for his labours
i< a ool to hime-elf. Let him plod on
diligently, and in tinte he receives the
cnconragement that perhaps will mean
the making of huun. If he waits con-
tinually  for enconragement, s work
st undoubtedly suffer;, for lic 1s never
aiving of lis besr, Alwavs there comes
up before him that dissatisfaction which
¢laims that he is not being encouraged.
Ii my Welsh chum really is a hard
worker, T strongly advise him to do his
he~t ar all times without worrying about
whethier he is going to be encouraged.
After all, T take it he is being paid for
lhis work—ihat, in 1tself, 13 an en-
couragement.  Dees le expeet the
“bhoss 7 at his works 1o go round his
work-rooms, where there are two (hou-
cand emplovees, and say to cach one of
them everv day: “.Jolly good, old
fellow 7 Tt sounds all right in theory,
hiut the boss has got more 1mportant
things to attend to. We are all blessed
or cursed with much the same feelings,
and too much of *jolly goad, old
chap 7 would doubtless have the effect
of making us think that we were doing
too much! If my Welsh echum pegs
away at his work and doesn’t “ grousze,”

the dav will come when his chief will
say—" Jolly good, old fellow |”

CLEAN BOOIS!

A correspondent writes me to the
effect that he is constantly falling foul
of his people and his master at school
because he only cleans the toes of his
hoots. It's an old trick that has wun-
justly been claimed to have started
with the soldiers in the Ariny of pre-
war days. But to return to my reader
chum. He waxes indignant that he
should be “pulled up ” every day over
so trivial a matter. He goes on to say
that, after all, 1t's the toes that count—
nobhotly looks at the heels of his boots.
But they do—hasn’t he found that oul?
Isn't that why his master at school
“goes for him 7?7 And 1t 1s not so
irivial a matter as he thinks, either. It

13 the starting-point of a slip-shod life,

And I'm sure he's an ambitious yvoung
fellow, To my way of thinking he's a
trifle obstinate. In s heart of hearts
he knows that it isn't quite “the thing 7
to walk out of doors with a fine polish
on the toes of his boots and a thump-
ing lot of ymud on the backs of them.
Start in now, my chum, and give those
boots of yours a thorough pgood
cleaning.

THE REMOVE FORM!

Here's a letter from a reader who i1s
puzzled about the Remove. 1Is 1t, he
aszks, a distinction of honour? 1t is,
and yet not quite in the way my chum
means. 'The Remove Form was started
because the Fourth FForm was too g
for one master to handle. The Fourth
wus, therefore, split into two I‘orms,
namelv, the Upper and Lower. The
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Lower TFourth 18 the Remove, and
siands between the Fourth and the
Third., DBut the noble Removites have

won fame, and made their Form one of
the most important at Greyfriars. It
1s not a question of scholarship or
of sport, but a combination of the two.
It has undoubtedly become an honour
to belong to the Remove because of the
spirit of comradeship and humour
which distinguishes the Form. There
are backshders, as in all Forms, but the
standard is high., Of course, the name
1s just an arbitrary affair. It has no
special significance.

Next Monday’s Programme.

“REBELS OF GREYFRIARS!™
By Frank Richards,

There iz another topping story deal-
ing with the new captain at Greyfriars
in next week’s MAGNET. (ierald Loder,
captain and prefect though he is, finds
the Reinove a difficull Forin to handle.
Harry Wharton & Co. are determined
to stand up for their rights, and this
leads to open conflict between them and
Gerald Loder. Don't miss this story,
chums.

“THE MYSTERY OF LONE MANOR [ "

Next week’s instalment of (his
amazing detective story is the real
goods, We see Ilerrers Locke, Travers,

and Jack Drake fghting a desperate
battle with the, Wolves, Mind you're
in this scrap, boys !

“CONCERT ” NUMBER !

Harry Wharton & Co. have set to and
given us a special issue of the “ Herald ~
dealing with Concert life at Greyfriars.
Dicky Nugent, too, has turned in a St.
Sam's story that will send you into
“hts.” DBe:'in vour seats when the
curtain goes up !

“PORTRAITS ! ™

Tom Brown takes his place in our
Portrait Gallery next Monday, Mind
you add his cheery phiz to your collec-
tion.

Till next week, chums,

Your €ditor.

A Splendid Novel-length Story of the
Boys of St. Frank's College on a Trip
to the South Sea Islands.

By EDWY SEARLES BROOKS.

| Something
New in

Books for
Boys !

Large Clear
Type !

Magnificent
Three-colour
Cover !

“THE MONSTER LIBRARY?”

No. 1.

THE MaoneT LiIBRARY.— No. 929,

Out on Friday, November 20th.

Price One Shilling-

TOPPING
CHARLIE
CHAPLIN
NOVELTY

FREE!

Thizs e the

gilts
‘which will be given away by EKINEMA

firet of three tip-top

COMIC. You'll find it in this week's
igsne (on sale Wednesday, November 25th).
A PISTOL BANGER will be given next
wiek and a MULTI-COLOURED BUZZER
the week after that, Make gure of them
all, Give a regular order for—

KINEMA COMIG 2:

Every Wednesday.
On Sale Nov, 25th. Malke sure of a eopy.
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A HANDFUL! Gerald Loder is fond of declaring that he will bring the Remove to heel ; that he will s tame them
that they wwill eat out of his hand. Alas for Loder’'s hopes! The Remove Form is a tough proposilion to tackle
and is quite prepared to live up to its title of —

A Magnificent New Long Complete Story of Harry
Wharton & Co. at Greyfriars, dealing with Gerald
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L By FRANK RICHARDS.
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THE FIRST CHAPTER.
Wharton Does Not Go !

1 S I.X " said Bob Cherry,

Six strokes boomed out from theclock-tower of Greyfriars.

“Six ! murmured Frank Nugent,

There were five juniors in Study No. 1 in the Greyfriars Remove, They
listened, counting the chimes as they rolled out.

"Bix ! mnrmured Johnny Bull,

And Hurree Jamset Ram Singh, in his weird and wonderful English,
remarked -

“T'he sixfulness is terrific.”

Harry Wharton smiled faintly,

It was Harry Wharton, captain of the Remove, who was chiefly concerned ;
bur his loval comrades were concerned for him, if not for themselves.

I'or Wharton had been ordered by Gerald Loder, the new captain of the school,
to present himself for punishment 1 Loder's study, at half-past five that after-
noon. At half-past live Wharton was in his own study, not 1n Loder's; and his
chuwms were with him. There they sat down to tea: bnt it was rather an anxious
tea. And now it was six o'clock; and there had been, as yet, no sign fromn the
captain of Greyfriars,

“Six ! said Johnny Bull. “Loder will have giverr you up by this time,
Harry."”

Wharton shook his head.

“Lader ean’t very well lot it drop,” he said. “ He gave me his order hefore a
crowd of fellows on Big Side. Every chap in the Remove knows that I'mm ordered
to go to s study 1o take a licking., Fyery chap in the Remove will know if 1
don’t go. Loder can't let 1t deop.”

“ Bt vou're not going.”

“No fear!” sard Harry Wharton decidedly.

“If the giddy mountain doesn’t go to AMahomel.” said Boly Cherry, “ jollvy ol
Mahomet has to hike off to the gidely mountan, Which Lieing inif‘.rpr{rmd IMcans,
rhat 1f vou don’t go to Loder’'s study to ~ee Lodoer, his highness will come to your
study to see vou.”

T think so.”

Johunuy Bull gave a warlike grunt. Frank Nugoent ro-e to his feet, erossed to
the study eopboard, and sorted out an Indian club. Nngent, the least warliko
of the Yamous Five, wus prepared for war; apparently on a drastic scale,

Jobnny Bull nodded approval.

“Uood 1" he said. “I'bat will come in nseful if Lader cuts up rusty. If ho
gets that on his napper, he may nunderstaud that he can’t fag the Remove.”

“Yes, rather ! chuekled Bob Cherry.

Harvy Wharton looked very grave.

“The fact 15, vou fellows, that this is a jolly serions mateer.” he said slowly,
“It’s been established o long time that our Form don't [ag for the Sixth. Loder
is trying 1o make new rules now that he's butted info old Wingate's place, and
become captain of the school. We're not going to stand it!  DBut—there's no
sretting out of the fact that Loder is now head-prefect and captain of Greylriars.
Serapping with Loder will mean trouble—it may mcan going up before the
Hend,” o

“Wc'll all go together, then,” said Dob Cherry.

“Tt may mean a Head’s flogging.”

- - “Woll take it together.”

Hurree Singh leaves by the window “The togetherfulness will be terrifie.”
—alter fagging for Loder !

“Checse jt, Wharton!” grunted Johnny Bull. “We're all standing together
in this. Fven if we weren't your pals, it would be cominon sense, It's you
to-dav—but it might be any one of us to-morrow., We've got to keep our end up

[Copyright in the United States of America.)
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against Loder, and we can guly do thag
by sticking together.”

“Hang together, lest we hang separ-
ately, you know,” grinned Bob Cherry.

The situation was serious; and all the
chums of the Remove realised that very
clearly. But Bob Cherry could not help
taking a humorous view of it; the most
serious state of affairs never had a de-
pressing effect on Bob's exuberant
spirits.

“But I don't kuvow whether I ought
to let you fellows bntt into the trouble,
all the same,” said Wharton uncasily.

“You can’t help it, old bean,” said
Dob. “We're going to butt in, whether
vou like it or not; like a whoele family of
hilly-goats.”

‘“ Hear, heayr !”

Wharton did not argue further. He
realised, mare clearly perhaps than lus
comrades, how sevious the matter was,
and how doubtful waz ita termination.
But whatsoever the outconwe, he was
grimly resolved never to give in to the
new captain of the school. The Lower
Fourth had never fagged in Wingate’s
time, and Wingate had been a captain of
whom all Greyfriars was proud. Loder
was a captain of whom nobody was
proud; and the heroes of the Remove
were not likelv to stand from Gerald
Loder what they would never have stood
even from George Wingate. And it was
up to Wharton, as captain of the Form,
to lead the way; the post of danger
helonged to him. There were responsi-
bilities as well as honours attached to
leadership.

“I say, you fellows'!”

Billy Bunter put & grinning fat face
into the study.

He blinked at the juniors through his
big spectacles. For the moment he did
not observe Wharton, who was scated in
the big high-backed armchair.

“Hasn’t ho comie back yet:” asked
Bunter.

Nobody answered.

“I say, he’s staying a long time with
Loder,” went on DBunter. *“He had to
turn up at bhalf-past five, and it's six
now. Loder can't be laying on the ash-
plant all this time, can he? If he is,
Wharton must be feeling pretty bad.
He, he, he!”

The chums of the Remove grinned.

Evidently William George Bunter sup-
posed that Wharton had kept Ins ap-
pointment in Loder’s study, and was
there still. The captain of the Remove,
sereened froin Bunter's short range of
vision by the back of the armchair, did
not speak.

“He, he, he!” Bunter choriled. *1
gay, you fellows, it’s rather a come:
down for poor old Wharton, =0t 16?7

“What is, fathead?” asked DBob
Cherry.
“Well, he said all along that he

wouldn’t fag for Loder,” grinned Billy
Bunter. “Said it evervwhere, up and
down the passages. in the Rapg, in the
quad—everybody’s heard him. Now he's
gone to Loder’s study when he’s told,
like a little lamb. He, he, he!”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

Bunter grinned, encouraged by
laughter of the juuniors.

“Funny, ain’t it 7" he saud.

“0Oh. no end {unny,” =aid Johuny DBull
sarcastically.

“The faet is, von fellows, T knew 1t
was all gas,” said Bunter confidentially.
“1 knew Wharton wonld tee the line all
right. T knew he'd hike off to Loder’s
studv at half-past five sharp.”

“PDid you ?” sard Nugent.

“Oh, yes! In fact, T thought he'd go
early to make sure, and so be did,” said
Bunter triumphantly.

THE MAGNET LIBRARY.—No. 229,

the

— e E—

“Oh, he went early, did he?” asked
Bob. “How do you make that out, Bun-
ter 1"

“Recause I was looking out for him
at half-past five, and I didn’t see him
go,” said DBunter. “So he must have
gone carly, see?”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“ After all his gas, he's fagging for
Loder at this blessed minute,” said the
Owl of the Remove. “After all his
swank! He, he, he! Rather a come-
down for poor old Wharton! DBut I'im
bound to say that I knew it all along.
Lots of "tho fellows thought Wharton
meant business, and would tell Loder
to go and chop chips. I knew better.”

“Oh, vou knew better, did vou?” said
Johnuy Bull, staring at the fat and fatu-
ous Owl of the Remove.

“Lots better !” chuekled Buanter. “Of
course, I wouldnw’t say anything againsi
a fellow behind his back. That's not
my sort. But I never did think that
’Wharitnn had much pluck.”

If{'} .I_E.’J‘

“All gas, you know,” =aid DBunter,
nodding his head, still in blissful ignor-
ance of the fact that the captain of the
Remove was in the study, listening to
every word. “Just swank and gas!
After this, Wharton will have to «ng
small.” .

“VYou think so?” smiled Bob.

“Oh, yes! After knuckling under
like this, it won't go down, yvou know.
I certainly shall take no notice of him,”
said Bunter. “In fact, if 1 have any
mere cheek from him personally, T shall
not hesitate to give him a licking, after
he's had one from Loder.”

“You'll gzive Wharton a licking?”
ejaculated Bobh.

‘““Ag soon as
Bunter.

“0Oh, my hat!”

“Ile’s let down the Form," said the
fat junior scornfully. “Let us all vight

him ! said

look at

down! If I’d been captain of the
Remove, I should have stood up to
Loder! I should have defied him. If

he’d gone so far as to lay his paws on
me, 1 chould have knocked him spin-
ning! Who cares for prefects?” ex-
claimed Bunter valorously.

“Nobody—when they’re not in hear-
ing,” said Bob.

hOhs TE!EL”}', Clmrr}r o
“You fat idiot bogan Jobuny

Bull.

“Well, he's let us all dowwn,” said
Bunter. “The Form will [ollow where
the Form captain leads—that means lag-
ging for the Remove. 1 shall refose;
but I fancy most of the fellows won't
have mwy plick and  delermination.
Welre for it! Next time I sec Wharton
T shall tell him plainly what 1 think of
him. I shall tell him plainly that 1
dezpise him.”

The armchair creaked as ils occnpant
niieved.

1Tarry Wharton’s sturvdy ligure rose
into view. He fixed his eyes on the Owl
of the Remove.

“Go ahead !” he said.

Bunter’s fat jaw dropped. 1le hlinked
at the captain of the Remove, as if he
conld searcely believe his eves or his
epectacles.

“Oh!”  he
vou're here !”

“ Yes—uwaiting to hear what vou think
of me!”

“T—I dudn't =ce you
stuttered DBunter.

“T haven't come back, fathead. as [
haven't been to Loder’s study w ail.”

“You haven’t been

i Nﬂ !1.’

“0Oh, erumbs !”

gasped. “You-—vou—

conm  bhaels 1V

“But I'm waiting to hear what you
think of me,” said Harry. *“Go ahead
with me! You had a lot to say a
minute or two ago.”

11 I_I_l."

Bunter’s voice trailed away.

““Bunter seems to have lost his voice,”
remarked Wharton, “Perhaps 1 can
help you find it, Bunter.”

The captain of the Remove grabbed
Bunter's collar,

Bang !

Bunter's bullet head knocked against
the door of Study Neo. 1. A fiendish
yell rang along the Remove passage.

“Yaroooooh !”

“Ha, ha, ha!” roared Bob Cherry.
“He’s found his voice! 1i's not a
pretty one, or worth finding; but he’s
found it.”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“Yarooh! Leggo! I say, you fel-
fellows—I say, Harry, old chap, I-—I—1
was only j-jo-joking !” howled Bunter.
“I—I think you’ve got lots of pluck, 1
do really. I—I think—I—I say—1 mean
to say—yarooococoooop !

Bang !

“Ha, ha, ha!”

_ Billy Bunter’s fat form twivled round
in Wharton’s grasp. A boot was planted
on Bunter’s tight trousers.

Bunter flew,

THE SECOND CHAPTER.
Wingate’s Warning !

ERALD LODER, the new cap-
tain of Greyfriars, sat in his
study, with a deep frown on his
brow, and a cigarette in his

mouth.

An ashplant lay on the study table.

That official instrument of punishment
had been sclected for Harry Wharton,
and laid in readiness.

But Wharton had not come !

Loder had had many experiences with
the Famous Five of the Remove; therc
never had been any Jove lost between
the cheery juniors and the bully of the
Sixth. Loder of the Sixth had had
many powers as a prefeet, and had
exercised them unserupulously; but in
one way or another, Harry Wharton &
Co. had kept their end up fairly well
But now that Loder was head prefect
and captain of the school, all that was
¢changed—or Loder believed that it was.
His powers were now too great to be
resisted,

Even his own pals in the Sixih—
Walker aimd Carne—had remarked that
Luder seemedd to think himself a little tin
god, now that he was captain of Grey-
friars. IFellows in all the Forms
watched his newly-developed swank, and
grinned at it or frowned at 1it, or
shrugged their shoulders at it, as the
<pirtt moved them.

There was no doubt whalever that
Loder had become considerably
“windy ” in the head since he had
attained the summit of his ambition,
and was, in his own eyes, monarch of
all he surveyed. 'There was no longer
“old Winrate ” over him to keep him
iin cheek: the Lower School found
Lader the captain a much more formid-
able bully than Leoder the prefect had
been. Wingate had put the hrake on,
<y Lo speak, many a time; there was no
one to put the brake on now. Loder re-
carded Ins word as law; and in the ful-
ness of his self-coneeit, he had ordained
{hat the Remove should fag like the
Third and the Sccond Forms—uuthlessly
invading and overriding a  long-
nstablished right.  Loder had nol the
vJightest doubt of success. ,

In fact, he was rather glad to hear
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that the Remove intended resistance.
It gave him a chance he might not
otherwise have found of coming down
heavy on his old enemies in the Lower
Fourth. It was a chance to feed fat his
ancient grudges against Study No. 1.

The.Famous Five of the Remove, who
never would bow the knee to Loder,
were going to bo brought to heel. Loder
had boastfully told Walker and Carne
that in a few days the “worst Form at
Creyfriars,” as he dubbed the Remove,
would fced out of his hand.

Walker and Carne wished him luck,
but they had their doubts. Loder was
making so many enemies all over Grey-
friars, that his friends had begun to
wonder whether his ecaptainey would
last very long. Loder had no doubts:
and it did not even occur to him that in
his struggle with the Remove he might
meet his Waterloo.

Wharton had refused to fag; and
\WWharton had been ordered to come to
his study to take the punishment of dis-
obedience. That punishment was going
to be extremely severe; and then
Wharton was going to be fagged—he
was going to fag for Loder under terror
of the ashplant. Gerald Loder had it
all cut and dried; Wharton was to be
broken in, and the rest of the Lower
['ourth would follow him like sheep.
There was satisfaction in the thought.

Only Wharton had not come.

Loder was ready, the ashplant was
ready; but the captain of the Remove,
apparently, was not ready! At all
evenls, he was not there !

It was difficult for Loder to believe
that Wharton meant to defy his com-

mand. It would be all the worse for
the young rascal if he did! But he
could not think so, Only—Wharton
hadn’t come.

Tap !

Loder grinned as he heard the tap at
the door. It was the cheeky voung
sweep at last, and he should get a few
extra strokes for keceping the great man
waiting.
~ “Come in!” called out Loder, throw-
ing his cigarette into the fire.

The door opened, and Loder reached
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out for his cane. Then he dropped it
again. It was not Harry Wharton who
entered the study; it was Wingate of
the Sixth,

Loder stared at him angrily,

“What the thump do you want ?” he
asked.

“Only a few words, Loder,” said Win-
gate quietly.

“You can get on,” grunted Loder.
“Cut it short—1'm expecting a fag here
to be licked, any minute.”

“It's about that,” said the ex-captain
of Greyfriars. “I'm no longer captain,
Loder, and no longer a prefect. I have
no authority to interfere &

“I'm glad you can see that !” sneered
Loder. *I thought you would come to
vour senses 1n the long run, George
Wingate. You've had a prefects’ beat-
ing, and it's done you good, 1 can see.”

Wingate's eves gleamed for a moment.

But he went on calmly:

“We're not friends, Loder—you’ve
made vourself my enemy, though I
don’t know that T ever gave vou cause.
But vou're captain of the school mow.
and I've got the school a good deal at
heart. I don’t like to see the captain of
Greyviriars riding for a fall, and coming
a mucker.”

“So you think I'm riding for a fall #”
sheered Loder,

“1 know you are.”

“Thanks. 1s that all ?”

“You've started a new rule of fagging
the Remove,” said Wingate quietly.
“The Remove don’t fag—that was estab-
lished long ago. DMost of these kids, if
I know them, will stand up for their
rights—they will resist.”

Loder glanced at the ashplant, and
rrinned.

“TLot them!” he said ecarelessly.

“I know I should resist, if I were in
the Lower Fourth,” said Wingate.

“I daresav! And I know I should
jolly soon bring you to heel!”

“I don’t think you'll bring
Remove to heel, as you eall it.”

Loder vawned.

“You're welcome to your thoughts,”
he said. *‘*Who the thump are you to
speak to me? You were a big gun in

the

Akl an ae
e
[ & li“"ﬂ

-
-

.
111111

rrrrrr
AL E T A waewm. 20 W SRR ] s
I'l_..
-

l-:"'.p L]

==
d'"

.......

________
.............

Gerald Loder, crimson with rage,
struggled out from wunder the
table. * Will you help me in-
stead of standing there jawing ? *’.
he roared. * Help yourself !*
snapped Walker, from the door-
way. “I've never heard of a
Sixth Form man hiding under &
fag’s table before ! »’

i e

your time, and now jyou're nobody—
turned out of the football, even. You'll
never play for Greyfriars again so long
as I'm captain, You've had a prefects’
beating for punching the captain of the
school—and you'll get another if you
don't take care. Shut the door after
you, Wingate.”

Wingate did not stir.

He stood looking at the conceited
fellow, and his lip curled. He bhad never
had a high opinion of Gerald Loder;
but as captain of Greyfriars, Loder had
sunk even below the low place he had
previously held in Wingate’s estimation.
The fact was, that Loder was quite un-
suitable for first place in anything. His
authority had got into his head like
wine, and his arrogance made even his
own pals sore and resentful, Really, it
was a case of a beggar on horseback,
riding to disaster as fast as he could.

“1 didn't come here to row, Loder,”
said Wingate, at last, “There's no
love lost between us; and the less we
seco of one another the better. But
I’ve been captamn of the school, and
have had some experience that you
haven’t had vet.”

“1'll ask for some instruction when I
feel the need of 1t,” vawned Loder.

“There will be trouble, if you persist
in this unfounded claim to fag the
Remove. It means a lot of trouble—
and very likely the Sixth FForm brought
into contempt. Juniors who discbey and
defy the prefects in one matter, will get
into the way of disregarding ihem in
other matters, For vour own sake,
Loder, let the thing drop before- il goes
any further. You can let it drop, and
save your face, at present. Later on,
if you let 1t drop, it will be backing
down to the juniors—and what will your
position be worth after that?”

Loder sneered.

““And vou're so anxious to make my
position safe and secure?” he said, with
a laugh.

“I'm anxious not to see the school at
sixes and sevens, and Sixth-Form pre-
fects brawling with the juniors,” said

THE MagkeET LiBrRARY.—No. 929.
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Wingate. “ Only harm can come of it,
to all concorned.”

“ Especially if the cheeky fags find
that they have support i the Sixth !
sneered Loder. 1 daresay you've put
them up to it.  You'd like 1o make all
the trouble for we you could.”

Wingate sct his lips.

“It’s useless to talk to you, Loder,”
he said. “1 felt bound to put in a
word, before things went froii bad to
worse. That's all.”

Wingato quitted the study. 1

Loder laughed snecringly, and glanced
at the clock.

Wharton had not appeared. Jt was
borne in upon Gerald Loder’'s mind at
last that Wharion was not coming!

That circumstance, taken in conjunc-
tion with Wingate's earnest warning,
might have given a more thoughtiul
fellow pausc. But it was not like Loder
to pause while he felt power in his
hands, and hLis inclination was strong 1o
use it.

He rose, and picked up the cane from
his table. With the cane under his
arm, he left his study. o

Gwynne of the Sixth was standing 1n
his study doorway, farther along the
passage, aud he glanced at ihe captam
of Greyfriars as he came along.

«@ic for somebody, what?’ he asked,
with a sarcastic glance at Loder’s cane.

“¥Yes; Wharton.”

“Oh, the kid didn't turn up, didn’t
het” said Gwynpe, with a smile. He
had heard the order given to Harry
Wharton on the football ground that
afternoon, and his impression had been
that the captain of the Remove would
disregard it. _

“No,” said Loder grimly, “I'm going
to his study to see him.”

Gwynne Jaughed.

“ Look out for a
said.

“Oh, rot!” said Loder.

And he marched on unconcernedly.
He had had plenty of trouble with the
Famous Five: but that they would dare
to lay rebellious hands on him, now
‘that he was captain of the school, he
did not believe for a moment.

Full of confidence, without a doubt in
his mind, Gerald Loder tramped up the
Remove staircase, and headed for No. 1
Study.

hornets’ nest!” he

THE THIRD CHAPTER.
No Surrender !

ETER TODD stepped into No. 1
P Study in  the Remove, and
glanced round inquiringly. Tive
cheery faces met his view—
serious faces, but quite cheery. Harry

Wharton & (Co. knew that the matter
was serious -now; but they were not
allowing it to affect their spirits. Peter
made a grimace as he noted that the
captain of the Remove was there with
his comrades,

“You haven't been to Loder’s study,
Wharton?” he asked.

*Nol”
“ Going 17
i ND '!.'.'l'
“'This study doesn’t fag!” remarked
Nugeut.

“Nunno!” agreed Peter, “The
Remove never does, and this is the lead-
mg study in the Remove—after mine,
of course.”

“Tha afterfulness is not terrific, my
esteemed Toddv.”

“But ? said Peter.

“We know it's serious,” said Harry
quietly. “Buif it’s settled that I'm not
going, We're bound to come to a
struggle with Loder sooner or later, now
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{hat he's captain of Greyfriars; and it
may as well come sooner as later.”

“The sooner the better!” grunted
Johuny Bull,

“On the subject of fagging, yes,” said
Petor. * Bnt when Loder ordered you
to his study, lLe didn't say it was for
fagping.” _

“Tt was to lJick me for refusing to
fag,” said Harry.

“Well, you know that, and T know
it.” said Peter. * But Loder didn't say
ED'-I

“What difference does (hat make,
when we all know it?” demanded Bob
Cherry.

Peter Todd smiled. As the son of a
colicitor, Peter was supposed to know
lots and lots about law, and to have &
legal mind. Certainly he had a way of
weighing up  pro and con, for and
against, and pointing out all sorts of
subtle distinctions that escdped other
fellows' notice. Apparenily Peter was
in & legal frame of mind now.

“You see, that depends,™ he said.
“The Remove don’t fag, and if we
vefuse to fag, we're within our rights.
We have to deal with Loder; but he
can hardly call in the Head in such a
dispute, Savvy?”

“That's so!” agreed Bob.

“But as captain and head-prefect,
Loder’s word 1s law,” went on Peter.
“ Head-prefect tells a junior to eome to
his study, and the junior is bound to go.
It's an end of all authority in the
school, if he doesn’t.”

“1 agree!” said Harry Wharton.

“The Head delegates some of his
authority to the Sixth-Form prefects,”
said Peter. * The system works pretty
well, so long as the prefects are decent
chaps, as they generally are; a head-
master knows how to pick out the right
sort. Every now and then he makes a
bloomer, of ecourse—even head-masters
are only human, and to err_is human. If
the Head knew Loder better, he would
cancel his prefectship fast enough, 1
faney.”

“1f he knew Lim as well as we do!”
grinned Bob.

“ Tixactly. But he doesn't—there are
black sheep in every flock, and in a
school as big as Greyfriars there's
bound to be at least one or two rotters
among the prefects.”

“That's rather against
system, isn't it?"” said Bob.

**Not at all. If there were no pre-
focts to take on some of the Head's
work, there would have to be more
under-masters,” said Peter. “There
would be black sheep in that flock as
much as in any other. A bad hat
among the masters would be as bad as

the giddy

a bad hat among the prefeets, or
worse.”

“ A Daniel comes to judgment!” said
Wharton, with a smile. “I can sec

that Toddy haz been thinking this out.”

“1 do some thinking,” admitted Pecter
modestly. “There ought to be some
done in the Form, and I'm the only
follow with the brains to do it.”

“Why, you ass——"

“But to get back to our mutton,” said
Peter. “When a real rotter like Loder
comes to the top, we see the giddy
prefect-system  at  1ts worst, In my
opinion it can’t and won't last.”

* That's good news—if vou're right.”

“Well, I'm generally right—you may
Lhhave noticed 1t.”

“Never !”

“But facts are faets. all the same,”
said Peter calmlv. “ My belief is that
Loder is riding for a fall about as fast
as he can. Sooner or latér he will come
a mucker. The trouble is, that he's still
in the saddle at present.”

“ Hence these tears!” grinncd Nugent,

3

e a————

“ At least, hence this Indian club thaé
I've got ready on the table.”

*“Ila, ha, ha!™

“But what are you driving at all this
time, Toddy 7" asked Johuny Bull

“1'm coming to the point ?

“0Oh! There's a point to come tol?™

“Yesz!” roared Peter,

“Right-ho! Get on with it,” said
Johnny amicably. “Ouly 1'd like to re-
mind vou that dorm is at half-past nine,
and it's nearly half-past =ix now.”

“Ha, ha, ha "

Peter Todd glared at Johnny, and
resumed.

“This is the point. You refuse to go
io Loder’s study because you're 1o be
licked for declining to fag. You know
it, and we know 1t; but Dr. Locke
doesn't. Loder may report you {o the
Head.”

“But he can’t report a Remove man
foir refusing to fag!” said Bob. “The
Head himself acknowledged the rule,
long ago.”

Peter gave him a compassionate smile.
_ “He won't report Whartou for refus-
ing to fag, or for refusing to take a
punishment for refusing. Ile will re-
port him for refusing to obey a prefect’s
order.”

“PBut it comes to the same thing—if
Wharton goes up before the beak, he
will say what he was ordered to Loder’s
study for.”

“And what proof will he give?”

“Prpof 1’ repeated Bob.

“Yes. Supposc Loder savs he sent
for Wharton to tell him there must be
less noise in the Remove passage——"

in Eh ?.-".?

“Or to give him some instructions
about practice grounds—Loder’s head of
the games now.”

“QOh !”

“But that would be Iying,” said
Nugent.
“Dear man! How much do you

think a whopper would cost Loder ?”

Harry Wharton nodded.

“It’s quite true,” he said. " Peter’s
right. Loder is a bad egg all through.
If he reports me to the Head for dis-
cbeying a prefect’s order, he will make
out that the order was quite a usual and
harmless one. It will look to the Head
like a junior being recklessly dis-
obedient.”

“My hat!” said Bob. “If that’s the
case—if Loder's really such an un-
scrupulous cad—he’s got you in a cleft
stick.”

“Just what I was pointing out to
yecu,” said Peter, “So long as a bad
egg like Loder is captain of the school
he’s got us all in a cleft stick. If we
refuse to fag, he will lick us—not for
refusing to fag—oh, dear no—nothing of
the kind—but for cheeking the Sixth, cr
for sliding down the banisters, or for
kicking up a row in the pessages, or be-
cause he doesn’t like the way we do our
back hair! Not for refusing to fag.”

The Famous Five grinned, but rathecr
ruefully.

The schoolboy lawyer had made ihe
pesition of affairs rather more clear to
them, and made them realise that if
was more serious than ever. But the
resolution in Study Ne. 1 did not felter.

“That’s how it stands, so long as
Loder’s top dog,” said Peter.

“That’s it,” said Harry. *But we're
backing up against Loder all the same.
I’'m not going to his study to be licked.”

“Tt may mean a Head's licking in-
stead.”

“Let 1t.”

“Hear, hear!” said Peter. “O1

course, I'm standing by you, and so, I
fancy, will most of the Remove. I'm
only pointing out just how the matter



stands—we shall be in the right, and we
s®all be made to look in the wrong all
along the line, and it will mean jolly
serious trouble, very likely with a few
Head's floggings thrown in. But my
advioe fo you iz to stick it out —and
I'm with you to the last diteh.”

“Good man !” =aid IMarry.

“If Loder has anyv sense, he will
report youn to the Head, with s=ome
plausible varn to back up the report.”
aid Peter. “But Loder hasn’t muech
sense, and he secms to have still less
<ince he's become eaptain of the school.
That's where we come in, Being a
swanking and hol-headed ass, he may
come here and kick up a shindy, and
givo his own case away.”

“That’s what wd're expecting,” said
Bol.

“We're ready for him,”  growled
Johnuv- Bull,
“Little me, too,” said Peter. Tl

tuke a scat for the proecedings, if you
don’t mind.”

“The more the meorrier,” grinned
Bob, as Peter Todd scated himself on a
cerner of the study table.

- Vernon-Suiith of the Remove looked
11},

“You haven't seen Loder, Wharton?”

it Nﬂ':”'

“I thought not,” grinned the Bounder.
“He's just coming up the Remove stair-
case with his ashplant under his arm.”

“(ood egg,” said Peter. “If he had
the sense of a bunnv rabbit, he would
recport to the Head. Lucky he hasn't.”

“You're not going to knuckle nnder,
Wharton 7"

“No fear.”

“Then it meags handling the captain
of the scheool 7 said the Bounder, with
a whisile.

“Yes, if he goes over the limit.”

“Then I'm with you.”

Herbert Vernon-Smith iounged into
tlie study, He was heart and soul with
the Jamous Five in resistance to
l.oder’s tyranny; but in any case, it was
not likely that the reckless Bounder
would have kept out of any trouble that
was going on in the Remove. Siruthy
{hrived on trouble.

“Fallo, hallo, hallo! Here’s Bunter.”

The Owl of the Remove blinked in.

“Wharton, vou beast! You kicked
r‘lE_"_",J

“Come in, and I'll kick you again.”
suid the captain of the Remove. " Kick-
ing does you good, Flunter,”

“Yah! Loder’s coming! He's poing
to lick you! Im jolly glad!” hooted
Runter,

And the Owl of the Remove rolled
away, and his place in the doorway was
tanken by Loder of the Sixth.

. The juniors in the study rose to their
vret.

The captain of Creyfriars had
arrived, and the crisis had conie!
Lader’s eyes gleamed into the study.

“Wharton !"”

“Yes, Loder.”

“*So you're here?”

“I'm here!”

“I ordered you to my studv at six.”

“7 know.”

“1It's half-past six now,”

Wharton glanced wt the stiidy elock.

“Twenty-five minutes past!” he said
gravely,

“You know what to expect if you dis
oliey a prefect’s order ?”

“Quite.”

L.oder slipped his cane into his hand.

“ Bend over the table, Wharton.”

Wharton did not move.

“You hear me, Wharton 7

“I';m not deaf.”

S == —
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“Bend over that table.”

“I won't.

And then there was a pause—a long
and a breathless pause.

THE FOURTH CHAPTER.
Something Like a Hornets' Nest !

~N ERALD LODER was swishing the
D] cane in the air, all ready to boe
laid on asg soon as the captain of
the Remove was bending over to

take his punishment,

But there was not much sign of bend-
ing about Harry Wharton, His face
was grim, his eyes wera steady; he
lookod as if he could be broken sconcr
than bent.

I'hie seven juniors gathered together.
walching Loder.  Powerful fellow as
the Sixth-1'ormer was, seven juniors
wiere gquite able to handle him; if €nee
thiy had serewed np their determination
to the point of laving hands on the head
prefect of the school. And they had!
The next move depended on Loder.

““So you set yourself up to disobey a
prefect’s orders—the orders of the cap-
tain of the school, Wharton?” said Loder
at last,

“In this case, ves,” said ITarry.
“The Remove do not fag, and you know
it. I refused to fag to-day for Carford
major, and I refuse now to he punished
for it. Is that plain enough for you,
Loder? You ecan like it or lump 1t !”

““Hear, hear!” said Bob Cherry.

Loder glanced at Bobh.

“Tako care, Cherry! You've already
had a pretty severe licking for cheek-
mg e’

“You won't get me to your study
again 1 a hurry, though,” said Bob
disdainfully. * Next time you want me
vour can look for me in the Remove
passage, where my friends will stand
by me.”

“We're all together in this, Loder,™
said the DBonnder coolly. “Isn't it
abhout time vou went?”

“Silence, Vernon-Smith!"

“Same to vou, old bean!”

“Tuke five hundred lines!”

“Not from you!” said the Dounder.

“We shall see!” said Loder, with a
isagreeable grin. ' 1 shall expect those
lines to-morrow at tea, Vernon-Smitl.”

“You can expect !” said the Bounder,
shrugging his shoulders.

Lodet of the Sixth turned to Wharton
again.

“TI've ordered you to bend over,
Wharton.”

“I heard vou.”

“I give you another chance to obey
my order.”

“Yon needn't!”

“Very good! TI'Il take some of the
cheek ont of you, you young ead!” said
Loder, between his teeth,

And he strode at the captain of the
Remove, his left hand ontstretched to
grasp him, his right swishing the cane.

“Touch me, and I shall hit out!" said
Ilarry Wharton, with a HAash in his
cyes,

Loder Jaughed. He did not believe
that statement for a mowment, The
captain of the school was much too
tremendous a personage for a junior of
the Lower Fourth to “hit out " at him!
And, 1ndeed, in Wingate's time such a
thing would have been unheard-of. Dut
things had changed very much at Grey-
frinrs in the few weeks that had elapsed
since George Wingate had resigned the
captainey,

Loder's grasp dropped on Wharton's
shoulder, and he dragged hLim over a
chair to lay on the canc.

The captain of the IRRemove was as

Ca S —

rood as his word., With all his force
he struck, and his clenched fist crashed
into Loder's ribas.

Loder gave a gasping howl and stag-
gered, and Wharton tore himself loose.
te sprang away from the bully of the
Sixth and faced hum, with his hands up
and his ¢yes ghttering over them.

“Now, come on, you bully!” he
panted.

Loder glared at him for a second,
aud then he rushed at the captain of tho
Remove, lashing out with the cane.

The lash did not reach Wharton.
Vernon-Smith put out his foot, and
l.oder stumbled over it and crashed tn
the floor, fairly at Harry Wharton's
teet,

“Man down!" gasped Bob Cherry.

“Pin him "’ shouted the Bounder,

“Yes, rather!”

“Pile on the cad!”

The di¢ was cast now! Before Toder
could get even on s kunees the seven
Jumiors wero piling on him,

He rolled and sprawled on the floor
of the study, with the Removites roll-
ing and sprawling over him,

Loder roared.

Ile had not expected this. He might
have expected 1t, knowing the heroes of
the Remove as he did, but he hadn't—
not 1n the least, I1le realised that
(Gwynne's warning of a hornets’-nest
had been well-founded as he sprawled
and struggled under the juniors, with
Peter M'odd sitting on his head, the
Bounder trampling recklessly on his legs,
Bob Cherry squatting on the small of
his back, Johnuy Bull gripping his ears,
Nugent his hair, Hurree Singh his
collar.

He was in the hands of the Philis-
tines mow with a vengeance.

“Release me, you young scoundrels !”
panted Loder.

“Bow-wow !"’

“Let go, you young villains, Int go!
Gerroff 1 S

**"Not just yet!” grinned Bob Cherry
breathlessly.

“Bump him!” shouted the Bounder.

“Oh, my hat!"”

“Rag him!” roared Johnny Bull.

“Let go!"” shricked Loder.

“I say, you fellows, they're ragging
Loder!” yelled Billy Bunter in the
passage. ‘‘T'hey’'re ragging the captain
of the school! 1 say, you fellows, they’re
slanghtering Loder! He, he, he!”

There was a rush of Remoyvites along
the passage.

The doorway was crammed with eox-
cited fellows,

Ragging the captain of the school
was a new departure even for the Re-
move, always a rather unruly Form.

“They've got him!” shouted Bolsovar
major. “Good egg! It was bound to
come! Ilere, give me-a hold of him!”

“Give a chap room!"” shouted Squiff.

“Me, too!"” chortled Tom Brown.

Fellows crowded into the study. 1i
had long been agreed among the leading
spirits of the Removo that Loder's elaun
to fag the Form was to be resisted to the
very end; it was to be a fight to a finish
if Loder persisted. There were a good
many fellows in the Form who did nol
intend to tuke part in such a desperato
kind ef dispute, but the majority of the
emove were solid  behind  Harry
Wharton.

Mare and more fellows crowded in.
till Study No. 1 was fairly swarming.

- Loder had disappeared under
juntors,

There was standing room only, so o
speak; and as Loder was on the floor
the Remove fellows stood on Loder.

He gasped and panted and gurgled,
breathless with his efforts, and untidy
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and dishevelled and dusty; his tie and
collar gone, half his buttons burst olf,
his face crimson and dusty, his hair like
a mop, his coat split up %'llﬂ back., Now
that they were “for it,” the rebels of
the Remove did not use him ceremoni-
ously.

Never had a captain of Greyfriars
been handled like that in a junior
study before. But Greyfriars had never
before had a captain of the calibre of
Gerald Loder.

There was an excited howl from Bun-
ter in the passage.
“1 say, you

Walker.”

“Let him come !” shouted Bob Cherry.

“Down with the prefects!” roared
Bolsover major,

“Hurray !”

The Remove had tasied blood, so 1o
speak. Walker of the Sixth had no
terrors for them now—at least, so long
as the excitement lasted, even had he
come backed up by the rest of the Grey-
friars Sixth.

“1 say,
him !

“Blow Carne!”

“Let 'em all come!”

“Hurray !

“We’ll handle them!"
§OVer major.

“Yes, rather!”

“Rally round, Remove!” bawled Bob
Cherry.

Skinner and Sncop, who had been
Jooking in at ithe doorway, exchanged a

lance and walked away rather quickly.

hey were not feeling disposed to rally
round in sach an excecdingly serious
affair as a row with the Sixth Form
prefects. Fisher T. Fish followed their
example, and then Stoti and one or two
other fellows. DBut most of the Removoe
stood their ground.

Loder, wriggling wildly under a crowd
of excited fellows, panted out a yell for
help.

_“Rall him under the table,” said Bob
Cherry. “Clear the decks for action,
you know!”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

Loder was volled, hustled, and kicked
nnder the study table. He was rather
glad to get into the refuge, ignominious
as it was for the captain of the school.

“Kick him if e puts so much as his
nose out,"” said the Bounder,

“What-ho!"”
a fiendish howl

fellows, here comes

vou fellows. Carne’s wilh

shouted Dol

“Yarooh!” came in
from under the table, as Bolsover major
5tﬂtmpcd on a foot that Loder had lelt
out.

The foot was instantly withdrawn into
shelter. Loder of the Sixith crouched
nnder the table, making himself as small
as possible, only too thankful to escape
the innumerable feet that surged round
him. And in that ignominious position
he was gasping and panting for breath
when his fellow-prefects of the Grey-
friars Sixth arrived at the doorway of
St“d? No. 1-.

THE FIFTH CHAPTER.
Kicked Out !

ALKER and Carne came up the
Remove passage, with their

canes under their arms, In a
rather dubious mood.

As prefects, they were bound io inter-
fere, with such an uproar raging in a
junior study; and they knew that Loder
was there, and that the authorily of the
Sixth was suffering, in hig person.

But they were not keen on it.

Loder had been so complete a ‘ beggar
on horseback ¥ since he had gained the
captaincy of the school, that hia friends
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fullv expected hiin to bite off move than
he could chew: he had made enemies
in every Formx in the school, and on
every side there was irritation and
resentment. Now lhe was mixed up in
a shindy with a crowd of fags, and
Walker and Carne did not see why they
should be dragged into it. However,
feoling that they had little choice in the
matter, they came; but if the voice of
authority feiled, they did not intend to
stir up a hornets’-nest as Loder had
done.  They did not desire in the least
a fight with a mob of excited fags.

e 1wo: big Sixth-formers filled the
doorway of No. 1 Study, as they halied
there, and stared in.

The study was erammed with juniors
—the passage was crowded-—almost all
the Lower Fourth were on the scene.
And their looks showed that. for the
moment at least, they were not afraid
of the Sixth.

“ Where's Loder?”® demanded Walker.
staring into the study with a puzzled
look, ‘I thought Loder was lLervel”

“1 heard him <houting,” said Carne.

“Well, T don't ~ee him.”

“T'in here!” reoared Loder. “Help!”

“We keep him under the table, you
chaps,” explained Bob Cherry. “He's a
bit obstreperous, and he's out of the
way there.”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“For goodness' sake, Loder, come onl
of that!” exclaimed Walker.

“You fool——"

**What1”

“How can I come ou!, through tlns
mob of fags?" yelled Loder. “Don’t he
a silly fool! Come and help e, you
idiot !’

Walker breathed hard and deep.

“Look here, vou kids, let Loder out !”
he exclaimed. “Don’t play the goat—
i3 this the way to handle the captain of
the school?”

“Yes—a caplain like Loder,” auswered
Johnny Bull

“Yes, rather.”

“We'll jolly well handle yon ‘too,
Walker, if vou butt in!" reared Bolsover
major truculently.

“ Hear, hear!”

“Kick those 8ixth-form
shouted the Bounder.

“Will you stop this?" reared Walker,
his anger rising. “ By gad, I'll thrash
the lot of vou.”

“Go ahead!”

“Pile in, Walkes."”

i Yah :!]

“Let Loder ont at oncee,” exclaimed
(‘arne. “You can't handle a prefect like
this, ILet hnn oul.”

“Can’t we?” grinned Bob. “Why,
we're going to keep jolly old Loder as
long as we like, and we'll pamnt him
blue and pink if we choose, before we let
Litrnt out.”

“Ha, ha, ha'”

“Will vou Lelp me, instead of stand-
ing there jawing 7" howled Loder. * Are
vou funky of these fags? Come in and
help me.”

“Help voorscl,” snapped Walker.
“T never heard of a Sixih-forin man
Liding under a fag's table before.”

“Blessed 1f I ever did,” sanl (arne.

Loder, erimson with rage, struggled
oul from under the tahle, Tn on mmstant
lie was a mark for a dozen boot=, Kicks
fairly rained on ihe hapless captain of
Greyfriars, and he roared with anguish.

That was too much for Walker and
Carne. They charged into the stuay
lashing ont with their canes.

There were wild yvells from the packed
juniors, as the canes lashed. But the
Famous Five closed round the two pre-
fects, backed up by Smithy, and Peter
Todd, and Redwing, and Squiff, and Tom
Brown, and Mark Linley, and every other

cads out!”

fellow who could get near enough in the
swarmmng crowd. Walker and Carne
were collared on all sides by the excited
juniors and hurled headlong out of the
study.

They crashed and rolled in the Remove
passage

“ After them!” roared Johnny Bull

“Kick them out of our passage.”

“Hurrah!”

“Teteh the HMead!” sercamed Toder,
crouching under the table again.
“Feteli Dr. Locke! Do you hear?”

Walkee and Carne heard, though they
did not  stop to  reply. A dozen
Removites were rushing them down, in
the pussage, and the two prefeets ran
for the stairz. Louvd vells and cat-calls
followed them, as they went down the
Remove staircase with more haste than
dignity.

At the foot of the staircase, they canic

on Wingate of the Sixih. Evidently
ilie terrilic din above had drawn the

ex-captain of Greyfriars to the spot. Bul
Wingate was no longer a prefeef, and
he had no official power to interfere.

“ They ve broken out,” gasped Walker.
“I'You hear them, Wingate—a whole
mob of them ”

“They've got Loder in the study, and
won't let him go!” panted Carne.

Wingate shrugged his shoulders.

“ Look here, the juniors would listen
to vou, Wingate—"

“TI'm not a prefect now,” said Win-
gate quietly. *I can’t interfere.”

“Well, I'm going to fetch the
IHead !” panted Walker breathlessly. “J
hope there will be something left of

Loder by the time he gets there.”
And James Walker rushed away.
Wingate of the Sixth walked moodil:

oul, into the guadrangle. He Ll

warned Loder, and his warning had

fallen on deaf ears. 'There was nothing
more he could do: but it was bitte.

enough to him to see the discipline ol

the school going to rags and taiters Like

thic. e had the good of Greyiriars af
heart, in a way that Gerald Loder neve:
could have understood.

“They're gone!” shouted Bolsover
major, coming back to Study No. 1. 1
cot Walker with my boot as lLe went
and &

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“1 say, vou fellows, they've gone for
the Head——"

“Shint vp, Bunter!”

“Loder, you cad, come out!” roarcd
Balsover major. “Have him out. yo
chaps. We'll sec whether the Sixth can
do anvihing for him now.”

“Have him out!” bawled Johnu
Bull.

Loder roared as he was dragged ou!
from his refuge. Excitement was at feve
heat now; the juniors had forgotten a’
about conscquences, The habit of di-
cipline was broken; Leder was now, 1t
the eyes of the Removites, only a bull
who had fallen into their hands, and
whom they could deal with as they che=
—and they were going to make hi
corry that he had ventured into 1l
Remove qnarters—eane in hand.

“Fag the Remove, will you?" jeers
Bolsover, as the hapless Loder wo
dragged out. ** You look like faggin-
anybody just at present, I don’t think.

“Ha, hLa, ha!”

“ands off ! yelled Loder
ately.

“8Sit Lim up!”

Loder was sat up, on the carpef, wit
(ho Removites swarming round hin
He gasped for breath.

Y Now, vou cad!"” said Bob Cherry.

“Now, vou bully!” shouted Nugen

“Now, yon worml!"” hooted dJohnn
Bull,

desper:
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“Are you going to fag the Remove?"
demanded Harry Wharlon.

“Grooogh !"

“That 1sn’t an answer. You've asked
for this, Loder, and you've got it, and
vou're going to get some more if you
don't draw in vour horns. Take that
fives bat, Bob, and give him. jip if he
doesn’t toe the line.”

“You bet.”

“Loder! Speak up!”

“Oh! Ow!” Loder glared apprehen-
sively at the fives bat, flourished in the
hand of Bob Cherryv. “ What—what do

vou want? QOw!”

“Do you =still claim to fag the
Remove ¥

“Yes!"” howled Loder.

Whaek!

The fives bat dezcended on Loder’s

shoulders at a sign from Wharton. and
Loder roared. 'I'here was a yell of
laughter from: the juniors swarming
round himn.
“Do you still claim to fag the Remove,
Loder " repeated Harry Wharton.
Loder glared round him. He was
helpless, outtiumbered by a swarm of
foes, all of them eager to handle hLim
and rag him, His heart failed him.
“Bpeak up, Loder!"” chuckled Sqguiff.
“ Answer me, Gerald Loder! Do vou
still elaim to fag the Remove "

“1—I1 No !

“Good !

“Ha, ha, ha!”

In Loder’s place, George Wingate

would have been cut to pieces before he
would have made such a surrender. But
Loder was not made of the same stuft
as the ex-captain of Greyfriars.

“Avre you sorry you tried to fag the
Remove ?” proceeded Wharton.

Loder hesitated, -and the fives Dat
flourished over him.

“Yes!” he gasped.

“Do you apologise to the Remove *”

“Oh! You young hound =

Whack !

“Oh! Ow!”

“Do you apologise to the Remove 9"
roared Peter Todd.

“Ow! Yes!”

*“Do you ask pardon, like a good little
boy 7" demanded Bob Cherry.

“Oh! Ow! Yes!”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

The Remove passage rang with
laughter. Loder was climbing down
now with a vengeance. Certainly he

did not mean a word that he uttered:
but his humiliation was nonc the less
complete,

“Will you promisze never to fag the
Remove again, or to attempt to do so*”
demanded Peter Todd,

i I_I 23
Whack !
“Ow! Yes! TI'll promise anything!”

howled Loder.

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“He won’t kcep his promise, but we'll
let all Greyfriars konow that he's made
6" Tn::hm:.~-kI+E=:d Peter Todd. “Some cap-
tain !

“You young scoundrel—"

Whack !

“Better language,” sald Bob, chid-
ingly. “This sort of talk will do for
the Sixth-Form studies, Loder; but
we're rather more particular in the
Remove passage.”

“Ha, ha, La!”

“Give him six!” said Tom Brown.
“Turn him over and give him gix! Ha
gave me six yesterday.”

*“Bravo !”

And that last humiliation would in-
dubitably have been inflicted on Gerald
Loder; but at that moment Hazeldene
of the Remove put a scared face into
the study.

“The Head, you fellows!”
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No. 13. —Dick Penfold (of the Remove).

As he worked in his [ather’s cobbler’s shop at Friardale Richard Penfold
used to dream ol being a scholar one day at a *‘ great publie school ** like

Greyiriars.
won a scholarship.

The chance of entering the school at last came his way, for he
But the snobs at Greyiriars were down on him—or rather

his poverty—{from the siart, and they made his life as uncomfortable as they
could. Through these troublous times, however, the spirit ol determination
that had helped Dick to win his scholarship now helped him to win popularity.
It must be recorded, too, that Harry Wharton & Co. stood by him through

thick and thin.

A clever fellow in the Form-room, a good athlete,- and,

who knows ?—a future *‘ poet laureate,”” Penfold has a great future in front

of him.

“On ™

There was a sudden silence, in the
midst of which a slow and stately tread
was heard in the passage. Like a bubble
that is burst, the wild excitement in the
Remove vanished, leaving the juniors
uneasy and dismayed. The szteady step
of the Ilead was a reminder of the
existenco of authority, which they had
gulte forgotten. All eves in the study
weroe turned to the door: and there
was a deep, dismaved silence as Dr.
Locke, the headmaster of Greyfriars,
appeared there—stately, calm, frowning,
awful !

———

THE SIXTH CHAPTER.
The Head Comes Down Haid !

R. LOCKE looked into the study.
In the deep silence, a pin
might have been heard to fall.

Loder lifted himself to his
feet, his cheeks burning, ashamed to be
seen by the Head in such ignominious
circumstances, though very glad that the
lieadmaster had arrived to the rescue.

He did not speak. For some moments
the Head did not speak, The juniors
stood silent and downecast. Iven the
cool, iron-nerved Bounder had his eves
on the floor. Wharton was troubled.
The Remove rebels had gone rather far,

Shares Study Mo. 9 with Monty Newland, Trevor, and Treluece.

-—ﬂ'

perhaps; but they were in the right.
But they knew only too well that they
would not seem to be in the right in
the Head's eyes. To the Head, what
had happened was a flagrant outrage on
constituted authority. They could see
that, in his frowning face.

Dr. Locke broke the silence at last,

“What does this mean ?”

The Head did not pause, like Brutus,
for a reply; he went on at once.

“Loder! I was informed by Walker
that you were in thisg study, seized and
mishandled by a number of Lower boys.
I eould scarcely believe that Walker was
not musinformed. Never, in the course
of my long career as a schoolmaster,
have I heard of such a thing! A cap-
tain of Greyfriars mobbed in a junior
study !™

The juniors listened in silence.

This impressive exordinm was a sign
of the wrath to come. They waited for
the thunderstorm to burst on their de-
voted heads.

“I—1 came here, sir, to speak to
Wharton " began Loder.

Dr. Locke raised his hand.

“You need not explain, Loder! I
desire to hear nothing—my eyes tell me
enough.”

**Very well, sir,” said Loder,

“You are captain of the school,

Tue MaAGNET Lisrary.—No. 929,
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ON YOUR TRAVELS, JAUNTS, AND CAPERS—

cleeted only a few weeks sgo by the
suffrages of all Greyfriara  You are
head prefect, appointed by ma 1t 1s my
duty as headmaster to uphold you with
all my authority.”

“Thank you, sir.” .

Dr. Locke turned a scathing look on
the silent Removites, o

“Who is the ringleader in this riot?”
he asked.

“] am leader, sir,”
Wharton respectfully.
allow me to explain, sir

said Harry
“If you will

13

“There is mnothing +to explain,
Wharton.”

“Loder claims—" .

“That is beside the point. If you re-

ceive injustice, or imagine that you re-
ceive injustice, from my head prefcct,
vou are at liberty to appeal to me per-
sonally, or to your Form-master, Mr.
Quelch. If Loder were utterly to blame
in this dispute, it would be no excuse
for laying violent hands on the captain
of the school. You are well aware ol
that, Wharton.”

Wharton was silent.

He could see that that was so, from
the point of view of authority. It was
a matter upon which the Head and the
Remove could not see eye to eye.

““T will hear nothing !” said the Ilead
sternly. “The time for that is past. If
Laoder commits faults, you know very
well what to do. Your Formmaster
will always give you a hearing, and’in
the last resort, you may appeal to me.
({Under no circumstances whatever could
ou be justified in laying hands on my
ﬂead prefect.”

Silence !

“ Every boy who has taken
ihia riot will be caned by Loder,” said
the Head. ‘1 shall inspect. the punish-
ment myself.”

Some of the Removites looked grim,
and Loder’s eyes gleamed with anticipa-
tion.

“The Remove will proceed to their
IForm-room at once.,” said Dr. Locke.
“Every boy in the Form will go there,
and the culprits will be identified by
Loder. Go at once.”

“But, sir "

“ Silence !”

“Loder——" began Bob Cherry.

“Not a word! Go!”

In silence the juniors eleared ount of
the study. Word was passed along the
passage that the Remove were to
assemble in their Form-room, and the
whole of the Lower Fourth procecded-to
obey the order. Dr. Locke went down
ithe staircase with his slow nnd. stately
tread; and Gerald Loder dodged away
to his study to get himself into a rather
more presentable state.

The Ilead went directly to 1he
Remove Form-room, where he stood n
chilly dignity watching the silent juniors
gather in their places,

Mr. Quelch, the master of the
Rewmove, stopped Wharton on the way to
the Form-rocom, The Remove master
had been out, and he had just come 1n,
to learn with surprise that his whole
Form was 1n disgrace.

“What has happened, Wharton 7" he
asked, stopping the ecaptain of the
Remove in the Form-room corridor.

"Wharton coloured.

o Wﬂ” had some trouble with Loder,
SIr——

“Indeed! I hear that there has been
a riot in the Remove passage,” said Mr.
Quelch coldly. “The Head has inter-
vened personally,”

“Yes, sir.”

““I should have expected better things
of you, Wharton, as head boy in my
Form.”

THe Macver LiBrary,—No. 929,
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“1 don't think we were to blame,
sir,” said Harry, uncomfortably. * Loder
came to my study with a cane B

“Loder is head prefect of the school,
Wharton, and entitled, and indeed en-
forced by his position, to administer
punishment when required.”

“Yes, sir; but when a prefect is a
bully and a cad—"" began the cap-
tain of the Remove, rather hotly.

“It 1s only a few weeks, Wharton,
since Loder was elected captain of the
school, and I beliove many boys in my
Form voted for him in the election.”

“That i1s so, sir. Bu M

“The school would not, I suppose,
have,clected, by a large majority, a
Sixth Form man who was unfit for the
position.”

“That's what happened, sir.”

“And you constitute yourself the
judge of a Sixth Form prefect’s fitness
or unfitness for his post, Wharton?”

“Well, no, sir; but =

“You had better go into your Forin-
room, Wharton,” said Mr, Quelch
dryly; and he walked away, evidently
very perturbed and annoyed.

Bob Cherry made a grimace.

“We're in the wrong, of course,” he
said. ‘" Quelchy’s got his back up now.
What a life!”

The Famous Five went on to the
Form-room. Most of the Lower Fourth
had assembled there, and the rest of
the Form came trailing mn, one or two
at a time, from various quarters, till
the whole Form was assembled.

Loder came in at last.

He was washed and brushed, and had
changed his coat, and had a newly-
swept and garnished look, though he
still showed a good many traces of the
severe ragging in Study No. 1. He had
a new cane under his arm.

Dr. Locke glanced at him.

*“You will identify the boys who took
part in the attack on you, Loder,” he
said. ““The rest will be dismissed.”

“Very well, sir.”

“The boys identified by Loder will
stand out,” said the Head.

Loder moved along, signing to
Removite after Removite to stand out
from the Form, The IFamous Five were
first, then Vernon-Smith, Redwing,
Peter Todd, Tom Brown, Mark Linley,
Bolsover major, Ogilvy, Russell,
Dutton, Penfold, and Squiff. Loder
had a good memory, and he was sure
of these. He was not sure of others,
but he did not mean to leave anything
to chance. He would have prelerred
to punish the whole Form without ex-
ception; but he had to play up to the
Head's severe sense of justice.

“You, Vivian! You, Mauleverer.”

Jimmy Vivian joined the growing
crowd of delinquents, but Lord Maule-
verer hesitated for a moment. Then he
walked out.

“Mauleverer had nothing to do with
it, sir,” said DBob Cherry, addressing
the Head. ** He wasn’t present, sir.”

“Is that the case, Mauleverer?”
asked Dr. Locke.

“Yaas, sir.”

“Then why have vou stepped out?”

“The faet 1s, sir, I feel rather in the
wrong about this, sir,”” said Lord
Mauleverer. “1I think I ought to take
it with the others. I was takin’ a
little rest on my study sofa, sir, when
the rumpus was goin’ on, and I was
too jolly lazy to turn out. I know I
ought to have, but I. didn’t.”

Some of the Removites grinned,
serious as the situation was.
“I do not understand you, Maule.

verer,” said the Head. “If you took
no part in the distwbance——"

o —

“No, sir: but I ought to have. I'm
as much up against that bullymn’ ead
Loder as the others, sir. It was just
laziness.”

“Silence, Mauleverer !
caned.”

“Yaas, sir.”

“ Are there any others, Loder " -

“1 think Bunter was there, sir—in
fact, I saw him i

“1 wasn't!” howled William George
Bunter, in great alarm. “I was in my
study all the time, sir; I was doing
Latin verbs, sir. I was putting n
some extra work, sir. Besides, 1
begged the fellows not to touch Loder
I pointed out to them how disrespectful
1t was, sir.”

“ Bunter !”’

“It's true, sir; I hope you can take
my word! I was.in my study, working
hard at Latin, sir, and never knew
anything about it till afterwards.”

You will be

“You are contradicting yourself,
Bunter, and speaking untruthfully,”
said the Head sternlv. *“You will

stand out with the others.”

“Oh lor’!” gasped Bunter.

“Bunter had nothing to do with it,
sir,”” said Wharton.

“Silence !”

“But you hear what Wharton says,
sir,” stuttered Bunter. “I had nothing

to do with it, sir, I wasn't even
there g

“You have told me that you urged
vour Form-fellows not to lay hands
upon Loder.”

“So 1 did, sir!” gasped Bunter.
“Begged them, sir, almost with tears
I my eyes, sir 2

“That will do, Bunter! I am. satis-
fied that you took no part in the riot
and-——"

“0Oh, thank you, sir!"

“But you will be caned
rest, for untruthfulness.”

“Oh crikey |”

“Silence 1V

One or two other fellows were called
out by Loder, leaving only five or six
of the Remove,

“These are all, Loder?"” asked the
Head.

1 think so, sir. I saw one or two
others in the erowd, but am not sure
that they took part in the disturbance.
1 should be sorry to risk punishing any
fellow undeservedly.”

“Quite so, Loder. The others may
gﬂ."

Skinner and |his
quitted the Form-room.

“You will now administer six strokes
to each of these boys, Loder,” said the
Head.

“Very good, sir.”

“You first, Whartan.”

Harry Wharton stood very still, as
Loder gripped his cane, and signed to
him to bend over a desk.

His eyves were. gleaming, and his
hands clenched hard. Bob éherry gave
him an anxious nudge.

“Don’t play the goat, old chap! You
can't back up against the Head!” he
whispered,

“Silence, Cherry!”

“QOh, ves, sir!” stammered Bob,

“Wharton, you will submit to your
punishment at Loder's bhands immedi-
ately. Any boy who hesitales to obey
my order will be expelled from Grey-
friars this day.”

i Oh !H‘

With a set, savage
Wharton advanced to
bent over it.
and fell.

with the

friends gladly

face, Harry
the desk and
Then Loder’s cane rose
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THE SEVENTH CHAPTER. Dr. Locke suarveved the
: : mumbling, wriggling crowd
Nothing Doing ! of Removites with a stern
HACK, whack! whack! eye. His face, usually : »

‘,‘f Any fellow passing the kindly in expression, and = - R t': o ;
Remove IForm-room just then, indeed bencvolent, w2 s o/ \& 8
might have had an impression severity irself no >

that the beating of carpets was going “¥an hive FReen Han.
on there, 80 continuous was the sound jshed. mv bovs for an o
of whacking. rageous breach of dizcipline.”
One after another, the hapless rebeols le said. 71 trust : h -
of the Remove went through if, bend- be no recurrence of /7 i
ing over the desk., and receiving six  disorderly conduet in th 1*_:_.: b
hefty strokes from ILoder's cane. lLower Fourth WY g .

- Loder was a powerful fellow, but his Form. Shonld i N < - / / /

right arm was getting a little tired recur, b will be ' W\ =X f { ¥
before ho was through. dealt with =iill A\ = R Wi

Harry Wharton & Co., being first on fiﬂ A ) [IPI:" RN /

il t R, L ; ol may go. W p=
the list, had the worst of it. Vernon- I : Gy — 2 Y/
Smith came next, and the Bounder was N gran 8 5 e gt N /
: T the Removites . —— 4/
quite pale when Loder had finished qo,¢ G W
with him. Squifi and Tom DBrown A I
wriggled painfully; Peter Todd scemed i =
to be understudying a professional con- i
tortionist as he hmped away. After - =
that the strokes fell lighter, in spite of | ‘ IR s =z .
Loder; he was getting tired. The il ( HE R i 1" The captain of
. S | . : , o captain of the
spirit was willing, but the flesh was I Bhe - . Retove looked
k, as it were. : - i : o0
weax, | .i I rrz round.
Billy Bunter, much to his satisfaction, ll | HEE 7| ( " Go to my study,
came last on the list. He was hardly Tl - i o : Wharton.™
more than flicked: but he made | M T E i f* “What "
enoiigh noise for the whole of the f i it! fa5aii FE] § “You will find a
Remove. His vyells rang far beyond L| L i volume of livy on
the Form-room. . the table. Bring it

*‘S:le;nce!” exclaimed the Head, | / I to me in the Pre-

frowning. il | ’ f{ 1 BHEER fects’ Room.”

“Yaroooh !" e I R S Wharton's eyes flashed

“Bunter——" - i at the bully of the Sixth.

“I'm hurt, sir! I'm suffer- ] |'I frt i The Remove fellows had

ing fearfully !” howled Bunter. i expected even Gerald
“Yow-ow-ow! Wow-wow-wow'! - e Loder to give them a rest,
Wow !” Xyl = after what they had just

“If yon are not immediatel | ; been: tivanigh; = Hub sviee

silent,” Bunter " % I J HiHH ently Loder bhelieved in

STy : FHEHHT striking the iron while if

e SOLLY, &, -as hot. His impression
but I can’t help it. = > —— i I
Y ow-0w-0w.om 1’ /{ = — Was 'tha_t _the Remove

T bl oate vHi . H_____/" would be in a subdued

myself., Bunter.” ! ’ T 3} moed now, and ready to fE_-g{I out of his

Bunter i cilast - _ | hand, as he had expressed it to Walker

v HAS AR f and Carne. Never had he made a

at once, He found

rhat he could en- == —
dure his sufferings g i
i i
in silence after all. “| ” | i ri | fieglcis ' i
U, e ﬁ
' \ Atk | : 7 AAZSIiIEEs
— — e —
f ' o
P { £
I
i'} >
LEE .
—— —
[ { " yf f
' P of == De. Locke de-
i” e = p-‘rll'i'f:if_f. _HHtﬂH‘ly
I - : and u:gmilmd. As
: soon  as he was
4 = & cone, Gerald
= Loder walked
down the corri-
dor, with a grin
= onn  his  face, and

lnoked round for the
Remove fellows,

The TINamous Iive
stoodd 1n a group by
the big staircase, talk-
ing m low tones.
Loder called out:

“Wharton!”

= - ——— S

Walker and Carne were collared on all sides and hurled headlong out of the study.

They raced for the stairease with a mob of Removites giving chase.
descended the stairs with far more haste than dignity.

And they
(See Chapter 5.)

e

o o — e

greater mistake; though he had made &
good many since he had become captain
of Greyfriars.

“You hear me, Wharton ?”

“1 hear you, Loder.”

“Don’t keep me waiting.”

“You'll wait long enough before you
get me to fag for you, Loder,” answered
the captain of the Remove contemptn-
ously.

“So you haven't had epough?” asked
Loder unpleasantly. " Are you obey-
ing my order or not, Wharton!"
“*Not!” said Wharton tersely.
“Come here!” said Loder, slipping his
cane down into his hand.

Wharton did not stir.

“Will vou bend over, Wharton, or
will yon be taken directly to the Head "
asked Loder. with a malicious grin.

* Netther.”

Harry Wharton walked to the door of
Mr. Quelch’s study and tapped. Loder
followed him, surprised and frowning.

Wharton entered his Form master’s
study.  Mr, Quelch looked at bhim in
surprised 1nquiry.

“What is it, Wharton?”

“T am ordered to fag, by Loder, sir,”
said Harry quietly. “The Remove do
not fag for the Sixth.”

“That is the case, Wharton, but—"

“ Loder threatens to canoe me for re-
fusing, The Head hLas ordered me to
be caned for resisting Loder. What 1a
a fellow to do, sir?”

Tut MacNET LisrAry,—No, 929,
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murmured Bob Cherry
" Quelchy

“Good man!”
ta his chums 1n the passage.
is bound to stand by us.”

Mr. Quelch looked perplexed. Gerald
Loder stepped into the doorway. IHis
eyes glittered at Wharton, but he gavo
the Remove master a respectful and
conciliatory look. _

I am sorry you should have becn dise
turbed, sir,” he said smoothly. “1t 1s
rather a new thing for a Lower boy to
appeal from a prefect to his Form
master: but 1 am more than willing to
leave the matter in your hands, sir, 1if
you so destre.” i

“What 1s the dispute?” asked Mr,
Queleh, with a troubled look.

“ Loder claims to fag the Remove, and
we refuge to be fagged, sir,” said Harry
W harton.

“ Lot Loder speak, please.
Loder.”

1 asked Wharion to feteh a book from
my study, sir. He refused in a cheeky
and impudent manner, for which I felt
it my duty to cane him. Whether the
Remove may be fagged or not I pre-
sume that any junior may be asked to
perform a trifling service for a Sixth
Form man?”

“Most certainly.”

“[However, 1 would econcede the
Pnillt," said Loder magnanimously.
‘But I cannot allow a junior to speak
to me impudently and disrespectfully 1n
the presence of other Lower boys. There
would be an end of all discipline in the

schonl.”

“Quite  so,” said Mr,  Quelch.
*“Really, Wharton, this is a trifling
matter with which to trouble me. I
see no reason whatever why you should
not perform a simple service for the cap-
tain of thie school. You cannot expect
me {o encourage idlencss and disre-
spect.”’

“The Remove do not fag
Sixth, sir.”

“That is a matter for the Head to
decide : but fagging or no fagging, you
should not be idle and disobliging,
Wharton, and, above all, you should not
answer a Sixth Form prefeet disrespect-
fully.”

“Poes that mean that T am to appeal
to the Head, sir?” )

Mr. Quelch's face set grimly at
Wharton’s tone. The captain of the
Remove, just after receiving a severo
“six,” was not in the best of tempers,
and perhaps his manner lacked respect
a little. .

“That js not the tono to take with
me, Wharton!” snapped the Remove
‘master. ‘‘You may appeal to the Head,
if you think fit; but I warn you that it
is scarcely judicious to waste your head-
master’'s time on so {rivelous a matter.”
- “Very well, sir; I will appeal to the
Head,” said Harry.

Heo left the study, and Loder closed
the door and followed him. Wharton
rejoined his comrades in the corridor.

*“ Are you fetching that book, Whar-
ton 7" asked Loder, with a grin.

“No; I'm going to the Head.”

And Wharton went. i

He tapped at the door of the Head’s
study, and Dr. Locke's voice bade him
enter,

The Head_ frowned as Wharion came
in. It +was rather an injudicious
moment for appealing to the Head;
after he had just inspected a wholesale
punishment of the Remove for insubordi-
nation, especially as Wharton had been
the leader—the ringleader, as the Head
termed it—in the riot in the Remove
passage.

“What is its Wharton?"” asked Dr.
Locke sharply. _

“Loder has ordered me to fag, sir. I
have refused.”
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“Indeed ! said the TIlead sternly.
“Have you come here to tell me that
vou are carrying on the imsubordina-
vion for which you have been punished
only ten minutes ago?”

“I'he Remove do not fag, sir.  We
did not fag 1 Wingate's time.”

“That 18 largely a matter to be
decided by the captain of the school,

Wharton, in consultation with the other
prefects.”

“Oh!”

“Tt appears to me that there is a
sSpIvit ﬂ{ mntiny abroad in the Lower
Fourtir,” said the Head sternly. “1
warn vou that 1t must not continue,
Wharton. for the results may be serions
for those concerned, Loder 1s captain
of the school, and yon are to obey his
orders,”

Wharton's face set stubbornly,

“The Remove do not fag, sir,” ho
answered., ““Wingate did not put it on
us, sir, and Loder has no right——"

“*You are not the judge of the rights
of the matter, Wharton. 1 am afraid
that you are a headstrong boy, rather
in need of a firm hand,” said t-fm Head.
“The matter you speak of 1 leave to
the discretion of the Sixth Form pre-
fects. I uphold Loder, as captain ol
ihe school and head prefect, with all my
authority. Take warning, Wharton, and
learn the lesson of respect and obedi-
cnce.”

The Head made a sign of dismissal,
and Harry Wharton left the study., It
was useless to say more. Loder was
lounging at the corner of the corridor,
It needed only a glance at Wharton's
sct, clouded face to show that his appeal
to the Head had not prospered. Loder
smiled complacently,

“Wharton!”

The junior looked at him.

“Bring that book to me in the pre-
fects'-room.”

Loder walked away without waiting
for a reply. Harry Wharton looked
after him, and then went on his way—
to the Remove passage. If Loder
waited for the book iIn the prefects’-
roomn he waited In vain,

'——-—_

THE EIGHTH CHAPTER.
Up Against It !
T HERE was deep discontent in the

Remove the following day.
Mr. Quelch, in the Form-room,
found that there was a good deal
of suppressed excitement in his Ferm.
Fellows who had been model pupils
were giving much less attention to their
Form master than was their wont.
Even Mark Linley, who was considered
rather a '"swoi ” in the Remove, had
other matters than lessons in his mind,
Even Lord Mauleverer, the laziest fellow
at Greylriars, was, as Bob Cherry ex-
pressed it, sitting up and taking notice.
On the question of fagging for the
seniors the Remove had only ene opinion
and most of them were prepared to stan
up for their opinions. Iven Billy Bunter
had a pronounced objection to fagging,
but that was not from a lofty spirit of
independence, but from a general disin-
clination for exertion of any kind:
Skinner & Co. fully agreed that they
wouldn't fag if they could help it, but
they did not mean to enter into eonflict
with the captain of the school. But the
groater part of the Remove were pre-
pared to follow Harry Wharton's lead 1n
the matter, and the captain of the
Remove had the deciding voice—all
depended on him. *
To the Remove it was a burning ques-
tion.
But it was born in upon their minds
that to the rest of Greyfriars it was a
matter of very small moment.

Iz fact, outside their own Form, the
rebels were not likely to receive mmuch
support or sympathy.

The Third and the Second fagged;
and Tubb of the Third, and Gatty of the
Second, declared that they jolly well
didn't see why the Remove shouldn’t
jolly well fag, too. Indeed, with more
fags to ba called on, things should be
casier for the Forms at present fagged;
<0 it was distinctly to the interest of the
Third and the Second that the Remove
should be drawn into the net.

The Fourth Form, headed by Cecll
Reginald Temple, took the view that tho
Removites were cheeky, and that fag-
ging would do them good, Why the
dooce shouldn't they. fag like other
dashed fags? Temple inquired. And his
pals Fry and Dabney agreed that there
was no carthly reason why they shouldn’t.
Had Loder claimed to fag the Upper
Fourth it would have been a different
proposition.  But the Lower Fourth—
what were thev?  Nothing, or rather
less than nothing, in Ceecil Reginald's
opinion—cheeky fags, who had the cheek
io beat Temple & Co. at football, amony
their other sins. 'The more they were
fagged the better it was for them, accord-
ing to Cecil Reginald Temple.

Shell fellows thought much the same,
so far as they condescended to give any
thought to the matter at all. As for
the Ififth, a good many of the Fifth—
especially Coker—considered that the
Remove ought not only to be fagged by
the Sixth, but by the Fiftlt as well!

On that subject Horace Coker held
forth at considerable length in his study,
and his friends Potter and Greene, for
once, agreed with him, Why shouldn’t
the I'ifth fag, the cheeky little sweeps?
Coker demanded; and Polter said cor-
dially, why shouldn’t they? and Greene
declared that echo answered, why?

Fortunately for the Remove, they were
sufficient unto themselves., With all the
other Forms indifferent or hostile on the
burning question of the day, it was for-
tunate for the Remove that they found
plenty of vigour within their own ranks,
and were indifferent to outside opinion.

Indifference or hostility from the other
FForms, derision from the fag Forms, did
not hurt them very much; but they were
a httle dismayed to find that the Head
and his staff were apparently in favour
of Loder and his new &ystem.

The fact was that what was a burning
topic in the Lower Fourth, was “only
another row in the Lower E{:rhﬂﬂ],” in the
estimation of elders.

Mr. Prout, the master of the Fifth.
remarked to Mr. Capper of the Fourth
that there always seemed to be some-
thing going on in Mr. Quelch’s Form.
Mr. Capper agreed that there was., Mr.
Hacker, master of the Shell, stated his
opinion quite openly in Masters’ Room
that the Remove were an unruly Form,
careless whether Mr. Quelch heavd him
or not.

Ag for the Head himself, he sailed in
lofty majesty so far above the Lower
Fourth, that really he was rather out of
touch with Lower School polities,

The tremendous gquestion of Remove
fagging seemed, to that eminent gentle-
man, of less importance than some trifling
dubious passage in Sophocles, which he
flattered himself he was elucidating in
his new edition of that great but rather
obhscure poet.

Tt was quite possible that he had even
forgotten that the Remove did not fag!
It might even have passed from his
majestic mind that there had been a dis-
pute on the subject in Wingate's time,
settled finally* in favour of the Remove,
with the concurrence of the then captain
of Greyfriars,
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Such a matter loomed large in the
mmagination of the Lower Fourth. But
1t was not very big on the Iead's
horizou.

Had George Wingate, when captain of
the school, pronounced decidedly n
favour of fagzing the Remove, there was
little doubt that the Head would have
concurred.

Loder was now captain of the school,
and the Head had confidence in him.
He gave him the same support that he
would have given Wingate.

And so it dawned on the rather dis-
maved Removites that this tremendous
question, which stirred the Remove to its
depths, was a matter of small moment to
everybody else, and regarded as abso-
lutely negligible by the Head!

“They don't seem to think that it
matters at all,” Bob Cherry remarked
in the Remove passage—‘‘they ” being

N

ul

.'rL.' ’Pi'n‘.--' -*;;f:}' , It
0 T"':;-._ll_ W, "."-.'_‘::':.l\ -;_.-r i

y
"** |

'” \;i

“ His friends< are agamst it—North and
Gwynue, It's only Loder's set in the
Sixth that are keen on it.”

“"Loder happens to bo captain of the
school, with the Head behind him,” =aid
Skinner, shruogging his shoulders. “I'm
not asking for a Head's flogging, I know
that. I'm no keener on fagging for
Sixth [Porm cads than you are; but I'm
not going to butt my head against a stone
wall.”

“Please yourself,” said Harry., “It
looks like being a risky business, as 1t
turns out. I'm not asking any fellow to
take risks unless he chooses, IFellows
can back me up if they Like.”

“We're all backing up—all of us that
matter, anvhow,” s<aid the DBounder,
“And if we have to give in aobout fag-
ging, we'll make it a feud, and keep on
till Loder gets tired of the game.”

Wharton nodded.

“It was established clearly enough
that the Remove don’t fag,” he said, “1
expected Mr. Quelch and the IHead to
put Loder in his place, as soon as they
knew hi: game. They don’t seem to
think it matters,”

“They don't know what important

(See chapter 10.)

Loder, with a erimson face and blazinz eyes,
was hammering furiously on the door of his
study, and shouting to Hurree Singh to open it.
Evidently it had not yet occurred to him that
the astute nabob had escaped by the window.
Through the keyhole, Loder had had a
of the interior of his study and it riled him.

glimpse

the rest of Greylriars, from the Head
down to the Second Form.

“Well, 1t doesn't matter to them,” said
Nugent.

“But to our esteemed selves the matter-
fulness 15 ternfie!” said Hurrce Jomset
Ram Singh.

“We're sticking 1t out!" said Bob,

“Yes, rather!”
end!” said Iarry

“To the very
Wharton grvimly. “If it comes to be

flogged, or expelled from Greyfriars, I,

for one, will never knuckle under to
Loder!”
“Hem! That's a large order, yon

know,"” said Peter Todd, a little uneasily.

“I mean t,” said Harry guietly,

“1f the Ilcad orders us to fag-—--
saul Skiuner.

“Ile hasn't.”

“Well, he's left it to the prefeets, and
it comes to the same thing.”

"“"Not at all. Wingate's against it,"

2 Wingate's not a prefect now.”

b

=

chaps we are, especially our Form cap-
tain,” suggested Skinner, and there wus
a laugh.

“Well, I'm not giving n,” said IHarry.
) '.' Talk sense!” suggested Hazeldene.

Suppose Quelchy tells a chap to fag
when he's ealled on.  Are we disobeying
our Form master ?"”

“That’s 1mpossible, of course. I
Mr. Quelch gives us an  order, we
mnst carry it out,” sand Harry, “ But

Loder and Walker, and Carne and Car-
ford major, can't always be calling on
Queleny or the Head, They'd get jolly
fod with the whole crew of thein pretty
soon. If we get a master’s order, we've
got to toe the lhine; but if we get an
order from Loder and his gang, we can
tell them to wo and cat coke. 1 shall,
unyvhow,"”

“Till  the
Skinner.

Wharton was aboul to make an angry
reply, when Billy Bunter squeaked out

tnne comes!” murmured

—— L —————— T - — =
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<hrilly from the liead of the Remove
stalrcase :
“I sav, vou fellows, here comes Carford

T M l'('l.""

Wharton looked round.

{arford major of the Sixth glanced
along the Remove passage. He signed
to the captain of the Remove.

“1 want vou, Wharton.”

“What for?” called back Harry,

“To fag:"”

“Now's vour chance, old bean,”
grinned Skinner. “7Tell him to go and
ecat coke, and let us hear you.”
ton gave him a look of contempt.
[hi: wayv, Wharten,” called out the

hl,_:n_'l- ET;'E cat ':"'.'.l"-"_* .
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“Coke !”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“Do vou want me to come and fetch
vou ?”" shouted Carford angrily.

“YXes, 1f you want to g0 down those
stairs head-first!” answered the captain
of the Remove

“Come ou'!” roared Bob Cherry bel-
ligerent!y,

Carford major stared angrily at the
juniors. The Famous Five stood in the
Remove passage, a dozen paces from
him, grimiy dehant. Half a dozen other
fellows gathered round them.

“We're wailting !” jeered
Bonnder.

Carford major made a stride towards
them, and then thought better of it,
“Handling a prefeet” was a risky feat,
followed by condign punishment, as the
Remove had already learned. But Car-
ford major had no desire to be treated
as Gerald Loder had been treated the
previons dav.  Any amount of punish-
ment for the Remove, afterwards, would
not have compensated him for that,

the
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He stopped.

I shall report this, Wharton,” he
said,

“Report, amd be hanged!”

“Oh!
Wharton

You're uot coming to fetch
now, Carford?” jeered the
Bounder. “Why not?"

Carford major, without answering
that ques<tion, turned amd went down
the Remove staircase—without a fag.
And the Remove fellows, much encour-
aged by this backing-down on the part
of one aof *Loder's gung,” sent a yell
of derision after him,

THE NINTH CHAPTER.
Fagzinz for Loder!

6 UCRREFN SINGH!

H The Nubolb of DBhanipur
stopped.
Aunother day had passed,

so far, any further friction
(Coniinued on pagr 163,
Tur Maixer Linnary.—No, 929,
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BILLY BUNTER:

I'm all in favour of dancing; but I can’t
dance ubnless 1'm well fortyfled with fuﬂ&
«« After supper, walk a mile,”” zays the o

proverb, I agree! DBut you won't catch
me waltzing before supper—unless it's to the
schgol tuckshop! Dancing is good sport, and
very enjoyable to a handsome fellow like me
who is popular with all the ladies. At the
last school dance the Cliff House girls were
tumbling over each other to bag me as a
partner,

(The only person we remember seeing
tumble over was Billy Buunter himsecll.—ED.)

ALONZO TODD:

I do not altogether approve of dancing.
A geutle fox-trot may be all right, but we
dance much too strenuously nowadays. |
once heard of a fellow who got © fox-
trotter’s feet "—a distressing malady of the
pedal extremities—through over-indulgence in
dancing. He was unable to wulk, let alone
waltz, for weeks, Another fellow, a friend
of mine, contracted * two-stepper's toe '—na
complaint which laid him on the shelf for
about six months. There was yct another
fellow—but I cannot vouch for Lhe accuracy

of this statement—who had a most alarming

cxperience. The waltz music got into his
head, and he had to undergo a special
operation to have it taken out! All things
considered, danecing is a very <dangerous
pastime. T have =aid nolhiug about the
risk of slipping on polished floors and hreak-
ing one's nase, but there is an ever-present
pisk. - FEven the *sitting-out' part of
dancing is extremely perilons. 1 onece knew
a fellow who sat out on the haleony on a
cold winter's might, and contracted inflam-
mation of the lungs, pleurisy, lumbago,
gselatica——

(Enough! We don't want to fill this issne
with a list of all the illsa which flesh is heir
to!—LEb.)

DICKY NUGENT:

people who don’t like dancing are frumps
and killjoys. dancing is ripping sport. it
warms the cockles of your hart, and it
strengthens the mussels of your legs. i'm
only a shrimp in the Second, but i'm one
of the cleverest dancers at Greyfriara. |
don't want to blow my own trumppit, how-
ever, s0 please keep as mum as an oyster
about this!

(I agree that Dicky can dance hetter than
a good many Removites, ¥ifth-Formerg, and
-—Shellfish !—ED.)

THE HEAD:

I do not deprecate dancing, as some well.
meaning folks do, because I consider that
a moderate indulgence in this delightful

Tur MagxET Lisrary.—No. 8929,
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TO DANCE—OR
NOT TO DANCE?

r

Some say ‘' Yea'’
i NH}'.”
We'll keep on dancing, anyway !

and some say

=

B

recteation i3 highly beneficial. T have no
pautlicnee, however, with those who contract
< dance-fever,” apd spend nearly all their
spate  time -and a great deal that is not
spare—ia a ballroom. My own dancing days
are over, but I still visit the school dances
oceasionatly, amd act as judge in the fancy-
dress eompetitions,

WILLIAM GOSLING:

I douw't 'old with this ‘ere dancin’ an’
prancin’, an’ waltzin' an' fox-trottin'. Wot
I save is this ‘ere—wot's the présent jennyra-
tion u-comin’ to?  They spends ‘alf their
lives in Lhe ball-rooms—brawl-rooms, I calls
‘ein—when thiey ought to be educatin’ their-
selves up to me own standard. If T "ad
spent  all my
studyvin’, 1 shiouldn't be able to speak King's
English o perfeetly as I'm a-speakin’ of it
now,

(What ecan we say to this?
astonnding remarks have left us speechless!
-—ED.)
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A DANCING SONG!
By DICK PENFOLD.
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[ ging of the dancing throng
That flocks the ball-room gay;

Aud side hy side they gaily ghde,
While the lowmd musicians play.

Whisking, whirling, twisting, twirling,
See how the pairs advance!

Swaying, swinging, laughing, singing—
On with the merry dance!

I siung of the fairy fect
Which Billy Bunter owns!

His hefty shoes canse many a hruise,
Andg his dancing-partuer groans!

How he scullles! How he shuffles,
Attracting every glance!

Blundering, harging, erashing, churzing—
On with the merry dance!

1 sing of the antics wild
Of burly Horace Coker;

Infusing ** pep ** iuto every step—
He's un amazing joker!

Learing, tramping, flerecly stamping,
Flee while you've the chance!

Every antic drives you frantic—
On with the merry dance!

I sing of the graceful girls,

" From Clitf House School they come;

And through the throng they glide ulong,
Each with a Greyfriars chum.

Dainty dancers, perfect pranecers,
Haw their ways entrance!

Gaily tripping, lightly skipping—
On with the merry dauce!

I sing of the dancing throng
That fAocks the ball-room gay:

They twist and twirl, they wheel and whirl,
They dance the night away!

Hurry and hustle, scurry and hustle,
See how the pairs advance!

Fun uproarious, grand and glorious—
On with the merry daopce!

=
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nights danein' instead of |

Gosling’s |
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¢ EDITORIAL!
E By Harry Wharton. E
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T3 N with the dance!}
unconfined.”’
Byron wrote that a hundred

yeurs ago, when dancing wasn't so
popular as it is to-day.

Practically everybody trips it on the light
fantastic toe nowadays., Doctors says that
dancing is a jolly good exercise, and keeps
you fit. Our ball-rooms are crowded, not
only with youth and beauty, but with people
who are in the prime of life, or even in
‘““the sere and yellow.”

Of course, we all dance at Greyfriars.
Billy Bunter dances with glee at the sight
of a big plum-cake; Skinner dances with
anguish when Mr. Quelch’'s cane bites into
his palm; and Loder of the Sixth dances
with rage when we ‘cheek” him from a
safe distance! |

When it comes to serious dancing, Frank
Nugent is our star performer. Beiug lithe
and graceful, Franky is a natural gancer‘
and he's very fond of it, too. Bob Cherry
also likes dancing, but, unfortunately, Hoh
wears boats instead of boots, owing to his
having an outsize in feet! Poor old Bob!
He is more at home on the footer-field thau

Let joy be

L in the ball-room.,

Coker of the Filth dances abnut as grace-
fully as an elephant, and Rilly Bunter
barges and charges through the ball-room
like a hippopotamus. Yet Billy declures he

is the champion dancer of the Remove. His
hump of conceit is colossal.
Lord Mauleverer ean he a positively

birilliant waltzer and fox-trotter when he
cares to shake himself out of his normal
«loth, But the young ladies of CLiff House
“%chool are rather chary about dancing with
Mauly., On one oceasinn, when his partner
was Marjorie Hazeldene, Mauly went to slecy
in the middle of a waltz! 1It's a faet. He
went to sleep standing up, like a horse
“ All thiz dancin® and prancin’,’”” complaiuvs
his lordehip, “saps a fellow's energy, don L
yon know!?”

The Greyfriars masters, on the whole, ars
not. very nimble on their pinz. Mr, Larrm
Lascelles dances «divinely—most athletes do
by the way-—and Mr. Wally Bunter is -
graceful as his counsin Billy is clumsy. Bu?

Mr. Prout's antics in a ball-room are akio
to those of a bull in a china-shop. Purpis
of face, and pufling and blowing like -

grampus, the master of the Fifth is a ma=x
to he feared when he is let loose in a ball
room. And if his partner happens to have
pet corn, Mr. Prout is certain to find it!

Mr. Quelch, when he dances at all, dancs
indifferently, and he can’t concentrate on [ -
steps. His brain is too busy thinking out ti-
next chapter of his “ History of Greyfriars.’
And an ahsent-minded dancer is an abomin.
tion. Neither Mr. Hacker, Mr. Twigg, nor M:
Capper can truthfully call himself a dancinz
man: but Monsieur Morny, the Frenr
master, is an excellent performer. The Hea
doesn't dance at all. He is inclincd ¢
vegard dancing as rather undignificd for
gentleman of his years. In this respeet |
ditters from the headmaster of St. Sam =
whnse weird and wonderful antics in 11-
hall-toom are deseribed hy Dicky Nugent o
this issuec. Dicky's story is ealeulated 7
make our readers dance—with merviment!

HARRY WHARTON,
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-AM the Sheek of Araby!" said the
Head,

Mr. Lickham, the master of the
Fourtlh, looked astonished.

it

““ Sir, you serprise me! I had always been
under the impression that you were the
headmaster of St. Sam’s.”

“8o0 I am, my dear Lickham, But this
evening, at the faney-dress ball, I shall be
the Sheek of Aralyy. With my long beard
and dark, sinuister face, I shall make a
topping Sheek. By the way, what do Sheeks
wear, Lickham?”

The master of the Fourth shook his head.

“I'm not well up in these matters, sir,”
he said. **I'm not sure weather they wear
coats of male or bathing-costumes. Wait a
minnit, though! I belceve a Sheek wears
flowing robes.”

«(Oh crumbs! It's a wash-ont, then!* said
the Head. “ 1 don't possess any robes, flow
ing or otherwise. And a Sheek never wcars
a gown and morter-board, does he?”
¢ Well, I've never heard of a Bheek doing
%0," confessed Mr, Lickham. *“ Bat, look
here, sir! Why not adopt a roll that will
suit vou better—such as one of the dubble-
died villans of histery? 1If you go as a
villan, you won't need any disguise!”

The Head looked sharply at Mr. Lickham.

“ Are you trying to be funny, Lickham?”
he demanded. * Are You having me on
toast 1"’

« Certainly not, sir! The only things I

ever have on toast are poached eggs.”’
“« What part do you suggest I should
tuke??

Mr. Lickham debated the point

“ Why not go as Guy Fox?" he suggested,
after a paws.

The Head shook his pole,

“ Guy Fox was a tretcherus Spanunyard,”
he said. ““ 1 prefer to go ns an Englishman.
It I went as Guy Fox, I should probably
he mohhed by the hoys. 1 want to be a
commanding and imposing figger—mnot  an
ohject of scorm and ridicule.”

“You're not bhroad enunflf in the heam to
ro a3 Henry the Eighth,”” said Mr. Lickham,
Inoking at the Head's spare form. * And
vou're not hansom epuff to go as Richard
(‘nr de Lion.”

The Head brissled up at this,

“Not hansom enuff?”? he ckkoed.  Find
a more hansom man than me within the
four walls of 8t, Sam’s—"'

“ Yon're talking to one now, sir!”

“ Rah! Likewise bosh! If T had a face
like yours, Lickham, T should bhe compelled
to wear a mask for very shame! On dew
consideration, 1 think I will go to the fancy-
dress ball ns Sir Walter Rally. He was a
great and noble night in his day.”’

“ But he was hagsom——"" said Mr.
Lickham,
“And so am I. T am Sir Walter Rally's

dubible, in fact. People have often remarked
on my wunderful resemhblance to him, My
stately and courtly bearing, my pollished
mianners, make me emminently fitted to take
the part of Sir Walter.”

“ Oh, can it!” said Mr. Lickham, who was
fed-up with the Tead's swank.

“Eh? Can it what?? _

« Cork it! Bottle it ' snapped the master
of the Fourth. “ Withont wishing to be in
the slightest degree disrespectful, T may say |
that you are the most. bombastick, conseated,
stuck-up swanker 1T have ever struck!”™

The Head turncd pale and pink and perple
hy turns.

“Take a monih's notiss!” he thundered.
“1 will not be insulted in this manner!
Leave my study at once, sir!”

Without a word, Mr. Lickham turned and |
stamped ount of the study.

As for the Head, he made his way to the

school museum, where he selected a soot of |

armer, such as uwsed to be worn in the days
of Good Queen Bess.

““ | ghall look top-hole in these trappings!"™
e murmured. ‘° Evervbody will think it's
the real Sir Walter Rally come back tu life
again!®?

The Head carried the heavy, clanking armer
away to his study, where he changed from
hlis] skollastic attire into that of a night of
old.,

The fancy-dress bhall at St. Sam's was
going to be a very grand affair. Everyhndy
was going, with the eggseption of Mr. Lick-
ham, who siid he couldn’t be bothered with
fancy-dress balls, and had work to do in
his study.

Burlcigh of the Sixth was going as Julius
Seizer, in a Roman toga. And Jack Jolly
of the Fourth, who had hizs arm in a sling,
and a closed eye as the result of a scrap,
was going as Nelson, '

The most daring part of all was heing
played by the Bounder of the Sixth. Beunder
had borrowed a gown, amd a morter-board,
and a false beard, and he was going to
impersonate the Head. It required plenty
of nerve to do this, espeshally as the Head
himself would he at the hall, but the
Bounder didn't falter, He knew that the
Head wouldn't recognise him in his disguise.

The fun commenced at eight o'clock, and
RBig Hall, which was the seen of the festivi
ties, was thronged with gay Crusaders, and
(Cavaliers, and pirates, and highwaymen, and
Sheeks, and Apatches. Kings aud Queens
of every perlod in histery mipgled with the
erawd.

Prezzantly there was a sensation. The
door of Big Hall was thrown open, and a
pight in armer came clanking in. He was
thie weerdest night the St. Sam’s fellows had
seen for many a day. Inztead of entering
with an upright carridge and a nightly gate,
he came shufMling in with bent knces and
howed sholders. His long, white beard swept
the floor of the ball-room.

“Oh, my giddy annt!” eggsclaimed Jack
Jollv. “ Who's this old buffer supposed
to he??

“«“ Methuselah in male!” chnckled Merry.

“Or the 0ld Man of the Mountain!® sug-
gested Bright.

There was a peel of laughter as the bent
figger came tottering io.

*“Hu, ha, hatl"

“Ho, ho, ho!"

“ What a giddy gny!"

The Head—for it was he—-halted and
elaried around.

“ Qilense!'” he thundered, I am Sir
Wilter Rally, the hansom, dashing, debon-
nare night who flurrished in the dnys of
Ginod Queen Ress!”

“0Oh, my hat!”

“ Some mnight!”

The Head was furiomz, He
wonoden property sword he carried,
flurrished it at the laaghing throng.

“ Have at thee, thou zcurvy maves!’ he
shouted.

Apnd the company fell bhack, gasping, as
the Mead danced and pranced with levelled
sword,

Then came another sensation. Again the
door of Big Hall was thrown open, and in

rew the
and
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Dicky NUGENT

Shounig lhe (Headmaster of
§h Sams ma New ldle.»

marched Bounder of the Sixth—a mAjestick.
figeer in gown and mortar-board. lis long,
white beard—a splendid imitation of the
Head’s, trailed along the ground, and in his
hand he grasped a féarsome-looking birch
rod. Pigned to the front of his gown was
+ placard with the words;

“DR. BIRCHEMALL-THE TIRANT OF
ST. SAM'SY

When the Head caught sight ofthe new.
comer, he gave { roar like that of the Ball
of Basim,

“What! Who dare to take my name in
vane—to invest himself, with my robes of
oftis? Speak! Tell me at once who you are,
you bearded buffoon!”

Bounder of the Sixth gave a chuckle,
Feeling confident that his disguise would not
be peunytrated, he waggled his birch rod at
the angry Head.

“Go and eat coke!” he said in gutteral
tones.

This was more than the Head eould stand.
Grasping his sword, he muade a furious rush
at Bounder, who fled for his life. He dodged
out of the Hall, and fairly streeked down

the passidge, with the Head—somewhat
handycapped by his armer—clanking in
pursoot,

Bounder knew that he would get no mersy
if the Head gof holl of him. He reached
the end of the passidge, and went up the
stures four at a time, and found himself
in the corridor where the masters’ studies
were situated,

Before the Mead had reached the top of
the stares, Bounder had darted into Mr.
Lickham's study.

The master of the Fourth had fallen aslcep
in his armchair. Quick as lightning Bounder
whipped off thie morter-hoard he. was wearing
and planted it on Mr. Lickham’s head. Then
he wisked off his gown and flung it over the
dozing Form-master., After which, he re-
moved his long, white beard and affixed it
to Mr. Lickham's chin. He also placed the
hiroh rod across the master's knees,

Footsteps became audible without—the
furious, clanking footsteps of the Head!

Bounder rushed to the window mmd clam-
hered throuegh ft, and disappeared down a
rainpipe. He was ounly just in time, for the
next minnit the Head stamped furiously into
Mr. Litkham's study.

“ Ilegs my sole!”™ he eggsclaimed, striding
towards the sleeping master, and wreuching
away the false beard.

“s<n jt was voun, Llekbam, all the time!?
You have had the ordassity to impersonate
me !  Donbtless it was your idea of revenge
hekawse T had given you a month’s notiss!
And now you are pretending to be aslcep!
I will deal with youn, gir, as n scoundrelly
practical joaker should be dealt with!"

Whaek, whack, whack!

The wooden property sword, wielded with

| greut vigeer by the MHead, dessended with

stunning foree upon Mr., Lickham’s sholders.

I'he master of the Fourth awoke with a
wild yell.

* Yaraoonoop !
earthquake 77’

Whack, whack, whack!

The Head desisted at last, when he was
quite ont of Lireth,

“There! That'll learn you!” he panted.

AMr. Lickham rose panefully to his feet anid
stageered towards the tellyfone, with the
intention of ringing up the nearest asylum,
for he made sure the Head had taken lcave
of his sensea,

How it all ended nobody eover knew. Bub
it will be a long, long time bhefore Mr.
Lickham forgeta his terribul eggspericnce on
thie night of the St. Sam's Maskeradc!

THE END,

What's happening? 1s it an
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THE WORST FORM AT
GREYFRIARS!

(Continued from puge 13.)

betweon the Remove and the new cap-
tain of Greyfriars. Vernon-Smith had
been asked for his lines; and, as they
were unwritten, the 1mpot had been
doubled, and the DBounder had a thou-
sand lines to write for Loder, instead of
the original five hundred. But they were
still unwritten. Harry Wharton "had
beén told to come to Loder’s study, to
answer for not having brought lLivy to
the prefect’s room as commanded. He
had not obeyed; but nothing further
had been said, so far. Some of the
Removites thought that Loder was
already getting fed-up with the dispute,
and was letting the thing slide.

Harry Wharton & Co. did not think
so, however. But Loder, in his official
position as captain of the school, had
plenty of other matters on his hands, as
well as his dispute with the -Remove;
probably he was busy. Probably, too,
he was going warily.  His ridiculous
oxperience in Study No. 1 had been
talked of all over Greyfriars; it was
known to all the school that he had
crouched under a junior study table,
that he had been kicked by Lower
School boots, that he had apologised at
the order of the captain of the Remove.

Even his own chwns, Walker and
Carne, grinned over it; the rest of the
Sixth laughed, Wingate was openly con-
temptuous. The Fifth Form fellows
laughed loudly over it, and talked of it
when they could in Loder’s hearing.
Such an episode required to be lived
down; and, in spite of the heavy pun-
ishment that had fallen on the Remove,
it was likely to be a long time before
Loder ventured into their quarters
agaln.

If the punishment had quelled the
mutinous spirit of the juniors, all would
have been well—for Loder. DBut
evidently it had not. And even the
“bunking ” of the offenders from the
school afterwards did not make Gerald
Jooder willing to repeat his painful and
humiliating experience in Study No. L
So long as the heroes of the Rlemove
were recklessly ready to face punish-
ment, 1t behoved Loder to imitate the
ancient king who *“walked delicately.”

Hurree Jamset Ram Singh had just
come inte the House with a bag from
the school shop, bringing in supplies
for tea iu the study. Loder and Walker
stopped him, and the former addressed
him, with a sarcastic grin on his face.
The Nabob aof Bhanipur regarded them
warily.

“My esteemed Loder!” he murmured.
It was clear that Loder was “hegin-
ning again,” after giving his vietims a
rest, It was equally clear that he pre-
ferred to begin at a safe distance from
the Remove passage, and with only one
member of the famous Co. at a time.

“I'm looking for a fag, Hurree
Singh,” said the captain of Greyfriars.

“I shall have great pleasure in call-
ing a fag. for you, my cxcellent and
honourable Loder,” said. the dusky
junior. “I thinkfully believe that Tubb
of the Third is youtr fag.”

“You will do, my pippin,” said Loder.
“Go to my study.”

“The esteemed Toder i3  already
acquainted with the fact that the Re-
move do not perforin fagiu! scrvices for
the honourable and ludicrous Sixth.”

“Do you want to be taken before the
Hcéad 1"

T MAGNET LiBRARY.—No. 920,

“It 1s always an honounrable pleasure
to go before the august and awful coun-
tenance of my respectable headmaster,”
purred Hurree Singh., * The delightful-
ness will be terrific.”

“Will it?” grinned Loder. * Well,
I'm not taking you to the Head! 1'in
taking you to my study. Come on!”

He grasped the dusky junior by the
shoulder,

Hurree Singh's black eves gleamed.

But he had no chance in the powerful
crasp of the Sixth-Former; and even
had resistance been possible, he realised
that it would not have done. A struggle
with a Sixth Form prefect in the hall
of the schoolhouse would have brought
a crowd to the spot—among themn his
Form master, agnd possibly the Head.
Fagging or no fagging, he knew what
view the Head would take of resist.
ance to the prefectorial authority.

The guestion of fagging the Remove
was a question of absolutely no conse-
quence to anyone outside that Form;
cven Mr. Quelch pooh-poohed the fuss
the juniors seemed bent on making about
what seemed te him a trifle hight as
air. Wingate had warned Loder to
expect serious trouble if he persisted,
and Wingate was a level-headed fellow;
but so far, at lecast, it seemed that Loder
was winning all the way.

So Hurree Singh, though his dark
eves blazed, walked meekly beside Loder
intc the Sixth IForm passage.

Ouce in that passage, out of the
general view, Lioder released the nabob’s
shoulder, and bestowed a kick upon him
that sent khim staggering along as far
as the captain’s study,

“Ow!” gasped Hurree Singh.

“That's a tip to behave yourself, and
not to argue with a Sixth Form man,”
grinned Loder.

“My esteemed blackguardly Loder

*“(et into the study.”

Hurree Jamset Ram Singh dodged a
lifted boot, and got into Loder's study.
Loder and Walker followed him in.

“1’ut that bag on the table,” said
Loder.

The nahob obeyed.

“What's 1n 1(?”

“Tuck for tea in our study in the
Remove, my csteemed and execrable
Loder.”

“Open it

Hurree Jamset Ram Singh opened
the bag. It contained an assortment of
aggs, and ham, and a cake, and a pot of
jam, and several other articles. Loder
smiled quite geniallv,

“This stuflfl will eome in useful,” he
said. “You can leave it here, Hurree
Singh, I don't approve of juniors stuff-
ing at this rate in their studies, and
this tuck 1s confiscated.”

James Walker chuckled. Walker had
had his doubts about the success of
Loder's campaign against that restive
and unruly Forin, the. Remove; but he
had to acknowledge that Loder seemed
to be “getting away with 1t,” so to
«peak.

“You hear me, Hurrce Singh?”

“To hear 1s to obey, esteemed Loder,”
said the nabob meekly.

“Now, you're to tidy up the study and
lay the table for tea, and boil the eggs,
and make the toast, and so on,” sand
Loder, in a bullying tone., “You've got
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Tubb’s job for to-day—see? I'm letting
Tubb off. A man must be just. I'm not
going to have all the fagging done by
Third Ferm kids, while the Remove
slack about with their hands in their
pockets, In my position, I'm bound to
be just and impartial.”

“Oh, my hat!” ejaculated Walker.

“Shut up, Walker! Now, get on with
1t, Hurrce Singh, and have everything
ready 1n a quarter of an hour, when I
shall be bringing a couple of friends
here to tea. Stav in the room till I
come,

The nabob's eyes glimmered.

“1 fancy the black rascal will bolt the
minute vour back 15 turned, Loder,”
remmarked Walker.

“He won’t!” said Loder coolly,
taking the key from the lock and plac-
ing it on the outside of the door. * Come
DI]-”

The two seniors left the study, and
Loder turned the key on the outside.
They walked away grinning.

Hurree Jamset Ram Singh was locked
in the study. There was no escape for
him; and if he had not fagged as com-
manded, by the time Loder arrived for
tea with Carne and Walker, it was likely
to go very hard with him. Hurree Jam-
set Ram Singh realised that very
clearly ; but it was a fixed determination
of the Famous Five never to fag for
Loder, and that determination *was as
immutable as the laws of the Medes and
the Persians.

Loder had given Hurrea Singh a
gquarter of an hour, and told him to get
on with it. The dusky nabob proceeded
to get on with 1t, though not in a way
that Loder would have liked, had he
been present to witness it.,

The usually smiling and good-tem-
pered face of the nabob was very grim.
IHe glanced round the study, and started
“tidying-up ” with the mantelpiece. He
tidied the mantelpiece by sweeping his
arm along it, and sweeping off every-
thing it contained to the floor. There
was a crashing and a smashing as
Loder’s clock, and a couple of vases, and
two or three other articles, went down.

The study table came next. It wus
up-ended, and an inkpot, a stack ot
books, and a heap of papers went into
the fender together.

The nabob's eves were gleaming now,
Loder had ordered him to fag, and he
was fagging with a vengeance.

Crash !

A teapot landed in the middle of the
mirror over Loder’s fireplace. The tea-
pot fell into the fender in fragments,
and in tho centre of the looking-glass
appeared a large gap, with cracks
rathating from it.

“The esteemed Loder will be pleased !
murmured Hurrce Singh.

He reached into Loder’s study cup-
Loard. Loder’'s  crockeryware was
shovelled out with a reckless hand.

Tubb of the Third was accustomed to
getting a cuft, or a canming, if he so much
as cracked a saucer. It was difficult to
imagine what Loder would have con-
sidered an adequate punishment for
Hurree Singh's breakages. All his cups
and saucers, his jugs and his jars, lay
in fractions on the carpet.

Another terrific  erash  resounded
through the study as Huorree Singh
swung the bookcase from the wall, and
toppled it over on the up-ended table.
There were glass doors to Loder’s hook-
case.  1The next mmoment the Joors were
minus glass, and myriads of fragments
were strewn over the sthwdy amid scat-
tered books.

The handle of the door turncd., Dut
it did not open—Loder had taken away
the key.
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“What's up here?” Tt was Gwynne
of the Sixth calling. *“Anything wrong
in this study "

“ Nothing, my esteemed Gwynne.”

“Hallo! 1s that voung Inky of the
Remove 77’

“Quitefully z0.”

“ What are you doing in Loder’s study,
you young sweep

“Fagging for the esteemed Loder.”

“QOh, my hat!”

Hurree Jamset Ram Singh dragged
the ashpan from the grate and hurled
it among the other things on the floor.
Dust rose in clouds all over the study.
Phen there was a crash as the coal-box
was flung into the air and dropped on
to the wreck of Loder’s erockery, scat-
tering its contents far and wide, Out-
side the locked door Gwynne of the
Sixth burst into a roar of laughter.

“Oh gad! Ts that what you call fag-
ging for Loder, you young rascal 7”7
“That is the Remove style of fagging
for the osteemed and disgusting Loder.”

“Ha. ha, ha!” roarcd Gwynne,

He walked away, chuckling. It was
1o business of his: the now captain of
({rovfriars was handling the Remove in
his own way. 1f he ditdl not like the
result, that was his own lonk-out. He
was pretty certain not to like it when
he saw the terrific state of his study.

Hurree Jamset Ram Singh looked
about him. He had done pretty well,
so far; in fact, not wisely but too well.
But he was warming to the work, as if,
like Alexander of old, he sighed for new
worlds to conguer. A large bottle of ink
from the study cupboard was circled 1n
the air till it was empty, and 1nk
streamed over everything in the room.
Loder’s bed in the alcove was dragged
out, blankets and sheets, pillow and
holster. added to the growing stack in
the middle of the study. The “confis-
cated »’ tuck was added; jam and broken
eggs added to the ghastly state of
Loder’s wrecked possessions.

Ten minutes had passed. Hurrec
Jamset Ram Singh bad filled in his time
well. Never in all the history of Grev-
friars, even at the time of the famous
barring-out, had so much havoe been
wrought in so short a time.

Loder was likely to return soon, but
he was not likely to obtain an easy
entrance into his study. Hurree Jamset
Ram Singh proceeded to jam wedges
under the door, making his wedges by
snapping the legs off Loder’s chairs.
One chair was left intact, to be jammed
firmly with its back under the lock, thus
effectually fastening the door from the
inside,.

By the time Hurree Singh had finished
there were footsteps in the Sixth Form
passage, and Loder’s voice was heard.

“Tea's ready now, you fellows.”

Hurree Jamset Ram Singh grinned a
dusky grin. Loder & Co. bad arrived
for tea, litile dreaming of the condition
of the study. The key grated into the
lock and was turned back.

“Hallo, this door doesn’t seem to
open,” said Loder.

He shoved at the door, but it did not
give, It was jammed and wedged too
effectually for that.

“ Has that young rascal stuck it some.
how 7"’ asked Walker.

“Hurree Singh!” shouted Loder.

“ Adsum, my esteemed, rascally
Loder!”

“"Open this door al once

1 Hﬂtﬂ I.I‘I

“What—what did you say?”

“Rats! The ratfulness is terrific

Gerald Loder breathed hard.

“'The cheeky young rotter has jammed
the door somehow,” he said. '‘Shove
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vour shoulders against it, you fellows,
I'll skin him for tius!”

The door creaked under the shove of
three powerful shoulders. But it cid
not give, -

“You young raseal, will rou unfasien
this door at on ] | Loder

'“No 1" )

.]]l .:L* +. a I' 5T - .'_‘. ZE‘..'
plant.”

“My costeemed loder. I regard ¥
with contemptible scorn.” said the Nabot
of Bhanipur. “Yon are a bully and a
coward, and I despise vou terribceal
Go and eat coke!”

“Oh, my hat ! grinned Carne. “Tha
doesn’t look as il vou've got the Reme

tn feed out of vour hand, Loder.” And
Walker of the Sixth chuckled,

Loder scowled savagely.

"I'll give him a lesson when 1 gel my
hands on him,” he said. “Shove at this
confounded door, and shut up!”

And the Sixth-Formers shove:dl
again, and again in vain. Meanuwhile
Hurrce Singh was softly opening the
study window. It was a good drop to
the ground, but the Nabob of Bhanipuor
was a light and active fellow, He
¢limbed out of the window, held to the
sill with his hands, and dropped as
actively as a cat.

While Loder & Co. were still shoving
savagely at the wedged door, Hurree

{

r:Ill_i.'-,' T;H}t .';_51_'],*'.1 a

Jamset Ram Sinch was making his way
i = -
o the Remove passage by a circuitous

-

route, having fimshed fagging for Loder.

— .

THE TENTH CHAPTER.
A Shinly in the Sixth.

HI':}_%T. yvou fellows, there 1s a row
oIl .

Billy Bunter brought that news
Rtudy No. 13 in the Remove
Possibly Bunter had selected

dv to hear the news first, be-
yusa a feast was toward in Bob Cherry’s

He herry, at the table, was slicing
- loaf for toast, Mark Linley and little
Wun Lung, the Chinee, were kneeling
efore a glowing fire, making toast.
Har Wharton and Frank Nugent,
ruyestz in the stady, were standing at
he table buttering toast. Johnny Bull,
another guest in Study No. 13, was

stacking t.:"ll'_"l"w 1 toast On a ".'.iﬂ'il 1n th‘e
to keep warm. Toast seemed to
be the order of the dav. It filled the
pleasant fragrance—
very pleasant indeed to fellows who had
come in hungry from football, But
there were more solid things to come,
when Hurree Singh returned from the
school .*-xhn[r. But he had not yet Tre-
turned when Bunter's fat face beamed
into Study No. 13,

fender

A SURPRISE FOR THE CAPTAIN
OF GREYFRIARS]
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Crash! ““ Whoop !”

double.

and crashed against an up-ended table and bookecase.
Ow !’ he yelled.

Loder emitted a loud roar as he jumped into the study,
For just inside the window was a legless chair, with the frame of a broken mirror
dangling on it, a wrecked clock, a stack of smashed crockery, and a fender bent
It was upon this collection that Loder landed—and he rolled over on it,

‘““Oh! Great gad !

(See Chapler 11.)
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“Frightful row on in the Sixth, you
fellows!” he exclaimed. *“1le, he, he !

“Frightiul row on here, too, now,”
said Bol cheerilv. “ If vou must cackle.
old fat mnan, whv cackle like a cheap
American alarm-clock

“Oh, really, Cherry— |

"Where the dickens is Inky all this
tine ¥ suid Bob., “ Scen anvthimg of
Hurree Singh, Bunter? e ought to
have been back lone aeco."

“He, he, he 7

Bunter cackled loud and long.

“That’'s the row!” he explained.
* Loder's got him !”

“What 7" exclaimed Harry Wharton,
looking round.

“He's faggmg for Loder!" chortled
Bunter. “1 say, voun fellows, he's in
Loder’s study, and he's fastenad the
door, and Loder’s simply raging outstde,
and he can’t get in! He, Lie, Le!”

“Oh, miy hat !” _

“Half the Sixth and the Fifth
there!"” s=said Bunter. “1 say, you
fellows, Inky will get a rough time
when they get hold of him. Loder’s
banging at the door like billy-ho!”

There was a light step behind Bunter
in the Remove passage, and a dusky
face looked over his shoulder into Study
No. 13.

It was the smiling face of the Nabob
of Bhanipur.

Bunter did not leok round, however,
and he rattled on:

“Inky can’t get ont of the study, vou
know; he's got the door jammed, and
L.oder’s outside with Carne and Walker,
raging. There's no end of a erowd.
Of course, they'll smash Inky when they

di'c

ret in. I'm rather sorry. Though
Tokv's rather a black Dblighter, 1sn't
het”

Iuky grinned serenely over Bunter's
fat shoulder at his chums. There was
a chuckle in SBtudy No. 13. )

Buhter blinked at the juniors in a
nazzled way through his big specilacles.
[le did not see what there was to
chuckle at. |

“I say, vou fellows, it's a bit unfeel-
ing to laugh, with poor old Inky shut
up in Loder’s study, and Loder raging
like a tiger outside,” he said. ‘‘lle
will be fairly scragged when they get
him. He's a bit of a rotter; he refused
to cash a postal-order for me only this

morning. But I'm reallv sorry for him
when Loder gets him. He, he, he!
A hand dropped on the back of

Bunter's collar—a dusky hand—that

gripped like a vice.

”pgjf esteemed, fatheaded Bunter N

The Owl of the Remove jumped.

“Obh! Great Scott!”

He blinked round at the Nabob of
FEhanipur.

“You!” he stuttered.

“Little esteemed me!" smiled the
nabob. “I thinkfully believe that you
were alluding to me as a rotter, my
oxcellent and execrable Bunter!”

“No—oh, no—mnot at all!” gasped
Bunter. “Leggo my collar, old chap.”
“I think you referfully mentioned me

firy

as & black blighter?

“Nothing of the kind! I—I was
peaking of—of—of "

“Of what, my esteemed, lving
Dunter?”

“Of—of The fact is I—I was—

vas using a figure of speech!” gasped
Bunter, wrigghng in Inky's grip. *1—
| really meant that T was frightfully cut
ip, you know, on your account—you
seing such a pal, Inky Ow 17
Hurree Jamset Ram Singh twirled
he fat junior out of the doorway and
at him down in the Remove passage.
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Then
No. 13.

“All serene?” asked Harry,

“The serenefulness s terrific,”

“That tat ass was sayving that you'd
been fapging for Loder, amd was shut
tp 1 his study,

*Aceudents will happen, mv edaemed
Wharten. Bunter was telling thie truth
for once,

“Where's the grubi” asked Johnny
Bull.

"1 had to leave it in Loder’s study.
The csteemed rotten Loder confiscated
it,” mxplained Hurree Singh.

“Confiscated our grub!” roared Bobh
Cherry,

“Ie will not enjov the eatfulness of
the tuck,” said Hurree Singh;  “the
egas and  the jam are smotherfully
spread over lus study,”

“Oh, my hat!”

he came cheerfully into Siudy

L

“Tell us what's happened, Inky,”
said the captain of the Remove.
Hurree Ringh cheerfully explained.

ITis comrades fairly gasped at his de-
seription of Loder's study.

“There'll be fearful trouble
this " said Mark Linley anxiously.

“The esteemed Loder will learn that
he cannot fag the Remove,” said Hurreo
Singh. “I am surefully certain that he
will not request me to fag in his study
again.’’

“Ha, ha, ha!

OVeTr

Not likely !” roared

Beob, “Oh, my hat! TLet's get along
and look at it, you chaps. You'd better
stay here, Inky; wou'll have to lie

doggo for a hit.”

“I am not yearning to meet the es-
teemed and enraged [oder,” admitted
the nabob, *“I will ‘remain here and
masticate the excellent toast.”

Hurree Jamset Ram Singh remained
in the study while the Co. hurried
downstairs, eager to see what was going
on i the Sixth Form passage. They

found crowds of Greyfriars fellows con-
verging in that dirvection. The Sixth
Formm passage, ‘ usually an extremely

quiet and select spot, rang with UpProar,
and the din drew half Greyfriars in that
direction. Harry Wharton & Co. had
to elbow their way to gel into the Sixth
Form quarters at all.

Loder, with a crimson face and blaz-
INg eyes, was hammering furiously on
the door of his study and shonting to
Hurree Singh to open it. Evident y it
had not yet occurred to him that the
astute nabob had escaped by the win-
dow. Maost of the onlookers were grin-
ning. The sight of Loder, with a
furious face, giving free rein to his
savage tomper was not edifying. He
was captain of Greyfriars, but he had
quite forgotten that a captain of Grey-
friars was supposed to exhibit self-
control, and to kecep a steady head in
the most trying emergencies. Some of
the Sixth were openly sncering as they
looked at Loder.

Loder was quite regardless of their
opwion, however. He was fairly besido
himself with rage.

Through the keyhole hLe had had a
glimpse of the interior of his study. He
could not see a tenth part of the havoc
from that coign of vantage, but he had
seen enough to put the lid on, so 1o
speak. He hammered at the door with
clenched fists and roared at the supposed
occupant of the study—who was far
away in the Remove passage now,

“Hallo, hallo, hallo! Here comes old
Wingate!” murmured Bob Cherry.
“Nothing like this in Wingate’s time,
you chapsz! The jolly old Sixth is on
the wane!"

Wingate, with & frowning brow, camo

striding along the Sixth Form passage,
the fellows making way for him.

“What's  this  fearful  row?’ he
exclaimed.

Leader glared round at Lim.

“Mind  your own  busines=!" he
snapped,

L.ook here, Loder
“Do you think you're siill captain of
Greyfriars?” hooted Loder. “Don't
give me any of your lip, Wingate ! Get
back to your study and stay there !”

Wingate Inoked at him steadily.

“This 1sn’t the kind of thing to wo
on in the Sixzth, Loder,” he said aquietly.
“Can't you keep wvour temper a littlo
better than this? = You're making an
cxhibition of yourself and disgracing
yYour Form!”

“Hear,
the Fifth,

"I've ordered you back to vour study,
Wingate!” roared Loder. “Are you
asking fer another prefects’ beating 7"

“Oh, can it!” broke in Gwynne of
the Sixth. “Look here, L.oder, there's
enough of this! If you can't manage
the fags in any better way fhan this
it's tune you chucked up playing at
captain of the school.”

“Yes, rather!” said Hobson of the
Shell.

“Some captain!” jeered Coker. *Shut
out of his own studv by a fag of the
Lower Fourth! I'd like to seo any fag
shut me out of my study !

“This has got to stop!” said Wingate.

“Why, you cheeky cad " shouted
Loder. “How dare you interfere !”

_As a Sixth Form man. I won't allow
this jo go on,” said Wingate coolly.
the Bixth Form pas-

BE)

hear!” murmured Coker of

“You ean’t turn
sage into a bear-garden, Loder. with
your -rowing with Lower School fags.
If you keep up that din I shall fetch
Dr. Locke here.”

“Better chuck it, Loder.”
Carne uneasily. *“You ecan’t burst in
the door with your fist, you know.
What's the good of a shindy?”

“Go it, Loder!"” shouted a fag, safe
behind the crowd. “This is as good as
a circus!”

“Ha, ha, ha!"

“Fetch old Quelch here, Walker!”
panted Loder. “He's that black
scoundrel’s Form 1master, and will order
him to open the door.”

“Some captain!”  jeered Coker.
“Can’t get his orders carried out with.
out calling on a Form master!"

Walker hurried away. and returned
in a few minutes with Mr. Quelch, who
looked very disturbed and angry.

“What is all this, Loder? 1 heard
the noise in my study! Cannot you
keep better order than this in the
school? Why am I brought here?”

“A boy of your Form has fastened
himself up in my study, sir, and refuses
to let me in!" gasped Loder in a chok
Ing voice.

“Absurd!" snapped Mr. Quelch.

“That’s how it is, sir,” said Walker
“Hurree Singh——»

“If Hurree Singh
Loder,
door.,”

Mr. Quelch stepped to the door and
fapped.,

“ Hurree Singh!”

There was no reply from within.

“Hurree Singh! If you are there,
answer me at once!” exclaimed the
Remove master.

Silence! Not a sound came from the
atudy, and the Remove master turned
from the door with an angry sniff.

“The boy is not there, Loder! You
are mistaken! He would not venture
to leave me unanswered.”

‘““He 1s there, sir =

“Nonsense |”

“I tell you he is there! ¥e answered

muttered

1S in your study,
I will order him to open the
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me only a few minutes ago—besides, I
left him in the study——"

“Wharton ! called out Mr. Quelel.

“Yes, sir.”

_ ‘:"DD you know where Hurree Singh
18 ¥’

“Yes, sir.”

“Is he in Loder’'s study?”

“No, sir.”

“TIt’s a lie!” roared Loder furiously.

“What, what! How dare you nse such
language in my preseace, Loder?’ ex-
claimed Mr. Queleh angrily. *“How
dare yvou, 1 =ay?”

“Wharton is not telling the truth!”
hooted Loder. “1 am perfeetly well
aware that Hurree Singh is in my study,
and Wharton knows it well enough.”

““ Nonsense !”

Mr. Quelch rustled away, with a very
angry face. He stopped to glance back
at Gerald Loder.

“This uproar must cease, Loder. If
there is any continuance of it, I shall
complain to the Head.”

And with that the Remove master
whisked away, leavipg Gerald Loder
choking with rage.

THE ELEVENTH CHAPTER.

Pleasant for Loder !

URREE JAMSET RAM SINGH
H glanced inq]uiring]y at  his
as t

friends, ey ecame back to

Study No. 13 in the Remove..

The dusky junior was sitting at the
table with Wun Lung, disposing of toast
and tea. Owing to Loder’s intervention,
that was all there was for tea in No. 13
after all. The nabob looked quite cool
and unconcerned, ‘but his comrades were
very grave as they came in. The uproar
in the sacred quarters of the Sixth had
its entertaining side; but all the juniors
knew that the result would be serious
for the fellow who had ragged Loder’s
study. _

“Is the esteemed Loder still going it
strongfully?®" asked Hurree Singh
cheerily.

““Quelchy's put a stopper on the row,”
said Bob. “But Loder’s still at his
door, saying things to you through the
kevhole.”

The nabob chuckled.

“He does not guessfully spot that I
have e¢loped through the excellent
window,” he remarked. “ But sooner-
fully or laterfully the wheezy idea will
oceur to his feeble brain, and he will
come looking for me searchfully. The
dodgefulness will be the proper ecaper.”

“PBut vou can't dodge after call-
over,” sald Harry. *You will have to
turn up in hall for roll.”

“71 shall cut call-over missfully.”

“You can’t put trouble off too long,”
agreed Johnny Bull. *It will be better
for the matter to come before the Head
than Loder—a Head's flogging isi’t so
bad as what Loder wants to hand out.”

“That’s so!” said Bob.

Hurrce Jamset Ram Singh nodded his
dusky head cheerfully.

“Just what I swas thinkfully reflect-
ing,” he said.

And it was agreed that the mabob of
Bhanipur should lie ““doggo ™ as long
as he could.

Along the Remove passage there was
much chuckling; all the fellows knew
that Hurree Jamset Ram Singh was in
his study, while lLoder remained con-
vinced that he was in the Sixth-form
gquarters. Not a fellow said a syllable
about it, outside the Remove passage;
even Skianer and Snoop, even Billy
Bunter, plaved up loyally. They had
no desire to help Loder in his campaign
against their own Form; and so,
although all the Remove knew that Inky
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was in Study No. 13. no one outside
the Remove had the slightest suspicion
of it.

Roll-call was early in the November
days, and at the due time the chums ot
the Remove went down to Hall, leaving
Hurree Jamset Ram Singh in the study.

Missing call-over meant lines; but 1
the circumstances, lines wcere not very
serious. Besides, Loder handed out <o
many lines to his old enemies 1n 1he
Remove, that a few more or less mat-
tered little. Hurree Singh did not worry
about the prospect of a few miore hines.

There were many grinning faces
among the Greyfriars fellows who took
thieir places in hall, Mr. Queleh, who
was to take the roll, was frowning.
Loder of the Sixth stood talking with
Walker and Carne, with a seowling
hrow; but there were lurking smiles on
the faces of Carne and Walker. The
cynical philosopher has told wus that
there is always something not displeas-
ing in the misfortunes of our friends;
and that was true, at least, of fellows
Jlike l.oder and his set.

Walker and Carne found not a little
secret  entertainment in  the stormy
carecer of their pal as captain of Grey-
friars. Morepver, Loder had displayed
so many airs and graces since he had
reached that eminent position, that
every fellow in the Sixth, friend or foe,
liked to see him taken down a peg or
two. And a Sixth-form prefect who was
shut out of his own study by a cheeky
junior was undoubtedly being taken
down a considerable number of pegs..

“After dark, yes,” Loder was mutter-
ing, in response to a suggestion from
Walker. “How the deuce can a man
be seen climbing into his own study
window in open quad, by all Greyfriars?
Too ridiculous!”

Harry Wharton & Co. caught
words, as they passed
seniors, and they grinned to one an-
other. Apparently, Walker had sug-
gested entering the barred study by the
window.

Certainly the sight of the captain of
the school clambering up to his study
window from the quad would have made
all Greyfriars stare. Loder had already
made a preity exhibition of himself;
but he was not quite prepared for that.

“Too ridiculous!” agreed Carne, clo-
sing one eye at Walker. ‘“The fact is,
the whole thing's rather ridiculous.”

“There’'s a lot of cackling going on
about it,” assented James Walker.
“This really isn't doing you any good,
T.oder. Lots of fellows are saying that
yvoin'd have done better to let the Remove
alone.”

Gerald Loder gritted his teeth.

“I'll bring the checky young cads to
heel vet,” he said.

“Well, you were tellin' us that you'd
soon have them feeding from your
hm]d{",’ said Walker blandly. “I hope
so, I'm sure. But it seems rather a long
time coming about.”

“Tt does,” said Carne.

“T.ook here " began Loder fiercely.

“Rilence!” called out Gwynne of the
Sixth, as Mr. Quelch prepared to take
the roll; and Loder gave Gwynne a
savage look, and relapsed into silence.

Mr. Quelch, with a grim face, called
the roll: and his face grew grimmer,
as one member of the Remove failed to
answer “adsum.”

the
the group of

“Huwrree Jamset Ram Singh!” he
repeated.
No answer—though there were grins

and winks among the Remove fellows.

The nabob of Bhanipur was marked
down as absent. Loder knew where he
was—or thought that he knew. Loder
had “tea’d” in Walker’s study; and
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he was still under the imipressiop that
his own study was occupied by the rebel
of the Remove. He had, in fact, locked
the door again on the outside, so that
Hurree Singh should not escape unseen.
Loder did not intend to report that
calprit, to the Head ; he intended to deal
with him himself ; in fact, he was yearn-
ing to deal with him himself, with his
stoutest ashplant.

As soon as roll-call was over, Loder
hurried away to the Sixth-form passage.

He thumped on the door of his study.

“ Hurree Singh!” he called out.

No answer,

“You black scoundrel!” Treathed
Loder. “Do you hear? If you don’t
wpen this door at once, I'm coming in

at the window, and then I')l skin you'!

I'l} cut your black skin off your back!
Do you hear?”
Silence,

TLoder set his teeth. Darkness had
fallen, and he made up his mind at last
to try the window. It really seemed
that there was nothing else to be done;
he ecould not he shut out of his quarters
all the evening. His belief was that the
funior was too frightened by what he
Lad done, to venture out—the fact that
Lo had ent call-over was a proof of that,
from Loder's point of view. He was
going to show him that his fright was
well-grounded.

He called Walker and Carne and Car-
ford major to his assistance, and the
four seniors left the House together, to
walk raund to Loder’s study window.
They passed a crowd of grinning faces
as they went.

It was known far and wide that Loder
was going to ‘“burgle” his own study,
as Temple of the Fourth had termed it;
and the peculiar situation was the ene
topie in the House now, and evoked end-
less laughter. Such a situation in Win-
gate's time as captain of Greyfriars was
unthinkable; and a great many fellows
were thinking that a ocaptain of the
school who could not enforce his
authority more effectively than this was
not likely to retain his eminent position
long. It had not crossed Loder's mind
that he was unfit to hold the position he
had gained by trickery; but certainly
it had crossed every other mind at
Greviriars.

(Coker of the Fifth, standing in the
doorway with his friends Potter and
Greene, was openly jeering. Coker had
had his own troubles with the new cap-
tain of the school. Fifth-Former as he
was, he bhad had the ashplant, and his
feelings towards Loder were Hunnish
and implacable.

“Some captainl!” jeered Loder.
“Who ever heard of a captain of Grey-
friars barred out of his study and sneak-

ing in at the window? Did you,
Potter ¥

“Never!” grinned Potter.

“Did you, Greeney "

“Well, hardly ever!” chuckled
Greene.

Loder affected not to hear those re-
marks as he passed, though his eyes
gleamed. His fellow-prefects looked
very uncomfortable, and were glad to
oot out of the general observation of
Greyfriars into the shadows of the quad.

Loder had hoped to scale his study
window wunseen and unnoticed; but he
found that the windows on either side
of his own were brightly lighted. The
two adjoining studies belonged to
Gwynne and Tom North; and both of
them had their light on, and were stand-
ing at the open windows, with smiling
faces. Gwynne had two or three friends
in his study, too, and they all looked
out and smiled at Loder & Co,
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“Go it, Loder!” s shout
from the shadows.

Loder glared r::nmd

“Who's that?" he called out.

“Find out!” shouted back the voice,
e owner thereof being safe in cover
of the darkness.

“That's a

c¢alne a junior

Remove fag!”  hissed

Loder. “He's out of his Illouse after
dark! That's a licking for him "
He made a stride in the direction of
the moeking voice. Carford major
canght him by the arm.
“Tor goodness’ sake, Loder, chuck

11! Let's get through with this before
we're laughed to death by all Grey-
friars.”

“Look here, Carford——

“Get on with it, I' tell you!”

“Yes, for goodness’ sake get on with
it. Loder!"” said Walker, *“ Suppose the
i{ecad should look out of his window!
What the thump 1s he going to think of
n captain of the school who has to get
i:a#u:‘r Liis study in this way?"”

“How cun I help it, when that cheeky
voung cad has barred mv door ?"" hissed
Loder. *““Dou't be a fool!”

“Wingate would have helped it,
somehow ! satd Walker tarily. “This
kind of thing never happened in Win-
cafe's time, Loder: and T can jolly well
(el vou that all Greyfriars 1s thinking
the sane, too!”

“(ro it, Loder!” yelled a voice from
the gloom. **We're watching you!”
“Ha, ha, ha!”

“Show him the way to go home!"
roared another voice. “ He's tired, and
lie wants to go to bed!”

“¥la, ha, ha!” yelled the unseen
juniors in the shadows.
Loder glared round furiously. Where

he siood, he was well lighted from
Gwynne's and North's study windows,
but at a little distance the misty dark-
iess was impenetrable. Undoubtedly a
good many juniors were out of their
House, which was against the rules,

after dark: but even Loder realised that
it was futile to chasze them in the deep
gloom. FEvidently his wisest conrse was
to get into his study as quickly as hLe
could and end this extraordinary scene.

“Bunk me up, vou fellows!” mutteved
L.oder, husky with rage.

“Bunk him up, you fellows!”
mimicked the voice from the darkness.
“8how him the way to go home!"”

“Ha, ha, ha?
Walker and Clarne “bunked” Loder
upon the window-sill. He found the

lower sash of his window partly open—
as 1t had been left, as a matter of fact,
by the nabob 1n making his escape., It
was casy for Loder to shove the sash up
and jump into the study,

(.rash!

“Whoop!"
Loder.

In ordinery circumstances, 1t was easy
enough to jump 1nto the study from the
window withont accident. In  fact,
Loder had done =0 a gcod many
times at a late hour of night, after some
of his sceret nocturnal excursions to the
Uross Ku}.ﬂ. But the eireumstances in
Loder's stndy were not ordinary now.

Just inside the window was a legless
chair, with the frame of a broken
mirror dangling on if. a wrecked clock,

came Iin a roar from

a stack of smashed crockery, and a
fender bent double. It was upon that
collection that Loder  landed, and he

rolled over on it, and crashed against an
up-ended table and bookease.

“Oh! Great gad! Ow!”

“What on eart's the matter?’ called
out Walker.

“Oh! Oh, gad! Tl skin him!"

velled Loder. “Mind he doesn't dodge
out of the window before I get a light.”

“We're walching!”

Loder groped his wav about his
wrecked study and put on the light.
He glared round for Hurree Jamset
Ram bmp:h The dusky nabob was not
to be seen: but the fearful state of his
study struck Loder’s eyves at once, and
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he fairly gasped. If tuo or thiree earth-
quakes had occurred all abt once they
could scarcely have done more havoc
than Hurree Jamset Ram Singh in
“fagging ¥ for Loder.

“Good heavens!”
aghast,

Walker pulled himself up on the sill
unri looked 1n.

“Got him?” lLe asked. *Oh, great
Christopher Columbus! What on earth's
happened to your study, Loder?”

Loder looked almost dumhfnunded

gasped Loder,

““He—he—he's done this!” he stut-
tered at last. “T knew he'd done some
damage, but—bhut—but " Words

failed Loder.

“Great gad! T say, take a friend’s
advice and give up fagging the Re-
move,”” said Walker, ** IL s not a paying
game, it isn’t, really

“Rhut up, vou fﬂnl" Looted Loder.

“Polite, I must say!” 'said Walker.
“As you're so jolly gnnd—h-mpered, I'll
leave you to it, old man.”

James Walker dropped from the sill
again, and walked away to the door.-
way of the House. Carne and Carford
major followed him.

Loder, 1in his study, gresped a cane,
and rooted about the room for Hurree
Jamset Ram Sipgh. His supposition
was that the dusky junior was hiding
somewhere amid the wreckage he had
made. But he soon discovered that the
Removite was not 1n the study.

“The—the voung scoundrel!”
Loder, comprehending at last. “He
must bave cleared by the window.
Why, lots of fellows must have seen
him, and nobady's said a word to me!
I—I—I-TI'll skin him! I—I-T'll—"

The captain of Greyfriars unwedged
his study door. and opened it. He
could hear sounds of laughter from the
other studies along the Sixth Ferm pas-
sage. But he did not heed. Cane in
hand and fury in his face he rushed
away in search of Hurree Jamset Rani
Singh.

hissed

—— g —

THE TWELFTH
CHAPTIER.

Baifling a Bully !

“ E'I_'] 111
B lLoder of 1{ne
Sivih looked into

the Rag with a

scowling face. It was a few
matnntes to half-past nine
whichi was bedtime for the
Ioower Rchonl at Greyv-
friars.
. Loder’s eves roved over
the crowded room, full o
jnntors of the Fourth and
l.ower I ourth. But he
did not zee the dusky face
he sought.
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For mosi of that evening

Loder had been seeking
Hurrce Jamset Ran
Singh: but he had not

|mmd himn.

In the Rag, in the pass-
ages, in the Remove
studies, everywhere ke
could think of, even to the
box-rooms, he had sounght
ihe elusive nabob, and had
found him not.

His search for Hurres
Jamset Ram Singh was
quile a jest i the House.
I'ellows gathered 1n group:s
to watch Loder rooting
about, cane in hand.

Never had a captain o!
Greyfriars cut so ridiculous
a fignre ; but Loder was too
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When the door closed behind Loder,

to the door and turned the key.
hallo, hallo !’ called out Bob.

Harry

Bob Cherry rolled out of bed and crossed |
Wharton lighted 2 candle-end.
“ You can show up, Inky ! "™’
bed at the end of the dormitory emerged the smiling face of Hurree Jamset Ram
** ¥ou can turn in now, Inky, old man,”’ said Harry Wharton, laughing.

‘* Hallo,
From under a

(Nee Chapter 12.)

Singh.

“« All serene until to-morrow, at any rate.”
envaged 1o think of that, He ecared
for nothing but to infliet the most

condign punishment upon the Removite
who had ragged his study. Bul he was
disappointed; Hurree Singh was lying
Jow—very low.

But al bed-time Loder felt sure of
his prey. 'The nabob would have to
come out of his hiding-place, wherever
it was to go to the Remove dormitory.
Then he would be at Loder's miercy.

Loder had guessed, by this time, that
{ho study-raggers desired the matter to
como before the Head. If fagging the
Remove meant continnal trouble to the
Head, fagging the Remove was nob
likely to continne long, as Peler Todd
had sagely pointed out to his [riends.
And though tho Head was certain to
flog the junior who had ragged the
captain’s study, a Iead's Hogging,
gevere as it was, was preferable to a
thrashing {rom: Loder in his present
mood. Krom every point of view, 1
suited Harry Wharton & Co. for the
ITead to be dragged iuto the row,

But it Jdid not suit Loder.

So aflter a long and fruitless search
{or the nabob, he bided his time till
half-past nine. 1t was Gwynne's duty
(o see lights out for the Lower Fourth;
but Loder, as head prefect, had power
to take over that duty if he liked—and
he did so0. So it was Loder who camo
along to the Rag, with an ashplant
under Lis arm, to shepherd the Remove
off to their dormitory.

But Hurree Jamset Ram Singh was
not in the Rag : and he did not join the
procession of Remove [fellows to tho
dormitory.

*Wharton 1" rapped out Loder,.

“Yes, Loder,” said Wharton, quite
meeckly,

“Where 1s Hurree Singh?”

“1 haven't seen him for some time.”

Loder gritted his teeth.

1f a junior was absent fromn dormi-
tory, he was bound to report the
matter to the headmaster. But he did

not intend to do so. He was fairly
certain  that ITurree Jamset “Ram
Singh was lurking m  some hiding-

place, ready to dodge into the dormi-
tory when lights were out. Aifter that,
Loder would be able to deal with him,

“Purn in!” he snapped.

The Removites turned in.

Loder put out the lights, and left the
dormitory, making no further reference

to the absence of the Nabob of
Bhanipur.

But he did not go far. He went
as far as the end of the dormitory

corridor, where he leaned on the wall
and waited. If Hurree Jamset Ram
Singh came sneaking. up to the dormi.

tory in the dark, Lodir was ready to
coliar him as soon as he came. If he
reached the dormitory by a more
cireuilous route, a visit to the
dormitory wonld unearth him. It was
cortain ihat he had to go 1o bed
sooner or later; Loder had ouly to
wait. Qo he waited, with what
patience he could muster.

There was a soft chnekle 1n  the

Remove dormitory when the door closed
behind Loder,

Bob Cherry rolled out of bed and
erossed to the door and turned the key,
Harry Wharton lighted a candle-end.

“1fallo, hallo, hallo!
up, Inky ! called out Bob,
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From under a bed at the end of the
dormitory emerged the smiling face of
Hurree Jamset Ram Singh,

“1 sav, vou fellows, Loder will come
back, vou know,” said Billy Bunter.
“You'd better go and take your lick-
ing, Inky. Loder’s just the sort of
beast to pitch into other fellows when
vou make him waxy. You've got fo
have it, wou know, and I think
Yarooooh! DBob Cherry’s pillow cut
off the rest of Bunier's remarks.

“Tarn in, Inky, old man,” said
Harry Wharton, laughing. ** All serene
until to-morrow, at any rate.”

“The serenefulness is terrifie.”

And Hurreo Jamset Ram
turne:d mto bed.

Billy Bunter's deep snore was soon
Lheard: but he was the only Remove
fellow who went to sleep. The
Removites expected Loder to return;
and they waited for him. In about a
quarter of an hour they heard the door-
handle turn. Then Loder’'s voice was
heard.

“Open this door! Have yon locked
ihis door? Open it at once.”

“Not a word!” whispered Wharton.

There was a faint chuckle in the dor-
mitory ; otherwise, silence. Loder
knocked loudly at the door,

“Wharton !

No answer.

“Open this door! I know Ilurree
Singh is there! Iurree Singh, come
and open this door at onee.”

Silence,

“ Do you hear me, Hurree Singh?”

Loder was quite well aware thaf
Hurree Singh was there, and that he
heard. But there came no reply from
the Nabob of Bhanipur.

Only Billy Bunter’s
answered Loder.

Theroe was another pause; snd then
Loder's rotreating footsteps werd heard
in the corridor, and they died away
towards the stairs. The new captain of
the school had given up, temporarily,
his tussle with the worst Form at
Greyfriars !

Singh

deep snore

THE END.

{.1!:’;;;! you read the next story in thia
vemarkable series, boys, The title alone
— Rehels of Greufriars!"—gives you en
idea of this treat in store. Order your

You can show NIAGNET cariy.)
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'NOT MET FERRERS LOCKE . . . . .?

WOLVES v. TIGER !

- O —

A gecret society, the Wolrves, declares war upon Ferrers Locke ; but in the celebrated detective

they meet a tiger, and a tiger is the master of a wolf, or a pack of wolves, any day !
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The MYSTERY
1,0

of

.

A Baffling Mystery Story, featuring Ferrers Locke, the famous detective, and Jack Drake, his boy assistant,

A Tight Corner !

N a moment Jack Drake had
I dragged the heavy tablecloth from
the table in the centre of the room.
Locke wound it round Drood's
mouth and limbs, leaving him helpless,
glaring up with his dreadful, unseecing
eyes,

Locke and Jack stood listening.
There was not a sound. It scemed as
though Silva was upstairs with the rest
of the gang who were in the house, pre-
paring Adam Guelph for his removal by
the aeroplane,

“Wonderful luck!” muttered Ferrvers
Locke grimiy. * Young 'un, take this!"
He held out & snub-nosed automatie,
“You may need it. Stand by in case of
trouble, though don’t betray the fact
we aren't all that we seem if things go
all right.”

DBetween them they dragped Drood
across the room, councealing the helpless
man behind a screen,

Jack shuddercd.

“It's rotten, fightine a blind man!”
he whispered. *“*But there's something
uncanny aboul Droeod, guv'nor! e
gives me the creeps somehow——

“Had to be done.” said Locke.
“Look here, the plane’s in the field
beyond the garden, behind that line of
willows. You have to cross the dyke
and the diteh by a plank bridee. (ot
olt and hide vourself among the bushes
overlooking the field—I want you ready
to hand if you're wanted! I'll tell
Silva you've cleared off, Sharp's the
word !’

“Right, guv'nor!”

Jack shipped the antomatic into his
pocket and walked out iuto the garden.

There was the chance that he was
being watched from an upstairs win-
dow, =0 he made his way leisurely down
the path to the gate. As soon as ho
was outside the garden he scouted back,
making his way to the line of willows
Ly the dyke.

The plank bridge was out of sight of
the house, and he ran across the ficld
beyond. 'The plane was lying with her
tall towards the house. A few moments
Jater the youngster was concealed in a
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clump of bushes fifty yards from the
machine, at the foot of the dyke.
Before long Silva appeared through
the trees, followed by Locke in his air-
man's kit, and two men carryving an
inert forin—Adam Guelph, the man who
m

INTRODUCTION.
TOM TRAVERS, a young goalkeeper of
great  promise, ploying  for Larkham

City, receives an urgent message—** Come
at once ''—from

ADAM GUELPH, his uncle, an old miser,
who resides at Lewe Manor, a gloomy
old house, complete with moat and draw-
bridge. Feaving that something $has
huppened Travers confides in

FERRERS LOCKE, the world-famous delce-
tive of Baker Street, and

JACK DRAKE, his clever boy assistant.

In company with Travers, the delective
aud his assistant journey to Lone Manor. On
their arrival they find the house emply,
although ample traces remain of an inter-
rupted wmiecal. Even the servants have dis-
appeared. Locle discorers a playing-card,
tite Jack of Dimmonds, lying at the foot of

fhe stwirs. DPricked out on this card are
tne words, " Los lobos,"" a Spanish term
meaning *Cthe wolves.””  Further investiga-

tions bring to light a box floating in the
moat, Inside thiz box is an wunfinished
message addressed to Travers. Locke malkes
a sudden depavture from the Manor, and
during his absence the old house is vigited
by a stranger. Travers and Drake engage
this antruder, and in the struggle Drale is
pitched into the moat. ’ The sluice-gate being
open, the plucky lad is swept through a
tunnel for some considerable distance, but at
last he manages to clamber out of the water.
e ts unable to find hin way, however, on
aceount of the hewry mist overhanging the
nearshiand, but, sighting a house, he aslhs
the inhabitants to direct him to Lone Manor.
At mention of the Manor the occupants 6f
the house—S8ileu, and Drood, a blind man—
show some signs of interest. Nrake’s
curtogity is aroused. Then., to cap it all,
he discovers that a third man at the house,
dressed as an aivman, and passing under the
name of MHarvison, i8¢ noune other than
Ferrers Locke., And in the house is the
nmigsing wman, Adam Guelph! While Drale
und Locke are swiftly ecxplaining matters
Drood, the blind wan, comés upon them. He
kns overheard all. With a ery of rage, he
springs ai the detective, but Ferrers Loclke
brings hint to the floor,
(Now read on.)

so mysteriously had vanished from Lone
Maner!

He was a good-looking old man, Jack
could see, though his face was white as
death and the eyes were closed—
drugged, as Locke had said.

The little knot of fipures hurried to-
wards the waiting aeroplane, and i the
drugged man was put into the little
cabin behind the pilot’s seat. One of
the two men who had been ecarrying
him climbed in, too.

“That’'s a nuisance for the guv’nor,”
thought Jack., * Still—”

The youngster broke off.

Locke and Silva bhad been sianding
by the plane, talking earnestly together.
No doubt Silva was giving the man he
believed to be Harrison his last in-
structions. Dut now Silva swung round,
startled, as a sudden cry rang out some-
whera behind him.

A staggering figure was crossing the
plank bridge—a man who reeled and
swayed as he ecame. One arm was out-
flung, pointing to Ferrers Locke.

A wild, high-pitched voice came fto
Jack Drake's cars:

“That man—that’s not Harrison!”

Consternation flashed into  Silva's
face. He swung round to Locke, with
a startled cry.

The staggering figure came on, and
even before the newecomer spoke again a
Hash of intuition had told Jack Drake
who this man was,

“That's not Harrtson! I—1'm ITarri-

son—-—-'
Locke had told Jack that he had
“collared " Harrison. The detective.

Jack realised, had stripped the man of
his flying kit and left him trussed up
somewhere among the bushes not far
from the house, as they had leflt Drood
trussed up 1 the house itself. Bul
Harrison had managed to get free.

The airman had come in time to tell
Silva the truth—in time, it scemed, to
foil Ferrers Locke utterly!

“Stop him! That's not Iarrison!"

As the wild cry rang out again, Silva
sprang with a shout at I'errers Locke.

There came a gleam of steel in the
morning sunlight., TFerrers Locke was
standing his ground coolly, an automatic
held carelessly in his hand,
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At sight of it Silva halted dead.

“That's right,” murmured Loeke.
“ Best keep vour distance, Mr. Silva.”

The detective backed towards the
acroplane,

“Get out!” he ordered curlly to the
man in the cabin, and with {hal
menacing steel-blue bariel hoveriig 1n
his direction, the man hastened to obey.
From Silva came an uuexpected cool
laugh.

“Fooled!” he said silkily., * Fooled,
by gud! I don't know who you are,
but you're a clever specimen.”

The real Harrison was at Silva's side
now. his eyes burning resentfully at Lthe
man who had borrowed his name. The
four men were in a little group, eyes
on Locke. watching eves that walted
absorbed!y for an opperiunity to rush
1.

Ferrers Locke mioved backwards to-
wards the pilot's secal,

He was wondering—could he geot
aboard and fly off without ealling 1n
the aid of Jack Drake? He wanted to
if he could. so that Jack could stay to
observe the movements of Silva  and
Drood.

But Silva was no coward. Locke was
not going to cscape with Adam Guelph
without an effort on his part. Agan
he gave that disarming laugh,

“ I congratulate yvou, sir! A very neat
little impersonation. But I am afraid
it is rather dangerous to interfere with
the Wolves. In the end, of course,
we shall be revenged. But, mean-
while, I am willing to adunt that you
score!”  Then suddenly the sitky voice
hardened. Two quick, incisive words:
“Rush him!”

As one man, the four sprang at Ier-
rers Lincke.

Crack! ,

The antomatic spat fiercely, and
one of Silva’s companions clapped a
hand to his arm with a crv; in cold
blood the detective conld not bring him-
solf to shoot with deadly effect.  But
the other three were on Ferrers Locke,
dragging him down. The weapon was
wrenched from his hand.

Qilva reeled back from a smashing
blow hetween the eves. And then from
behind came s sudden sharp command :

“Tlands up!”’

PRILZ 23
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Silva gave a \‘.]'.'1::1;_']:.'_ ry. and turne
liis head. Tack Drake was standing
with antomatic raised, and slowly the
man's hands roze above his shoulders
''he others followed his example. Xe
vers Locke picked up his own weapo:
with a httle laugh,

“(Good for vou. voung ur

With a desperate, passionate g '
]Ii?-i eyes, ~niiva clancea (rom ,T:—_-.‘
]-JI."H'_"I_{L'. IT! was IIK¢ an aniisiaat: a
le_ll_+ Covered a< they nNow werce oa 1wo
sides. the four crooks saw that the gans
was U

Again the wonderful coolne~s of Silva
azserted itself. With a spirit that Jack
could not help but grudgingly adnure,

he laughed =oftly.
“Checkmate ! he murmured.
“Glad you've noticed that ! answered

Locke pleasantly. He moved towairds
the head of the plane. "“"Keep em
covered, Jack. And if they Gy au:

more games, shoot to hit ™
Locke dragged the great propelier
round, and the engines staried,
“In you get, Jack,” he said,
em covered from the cabin.”

“Right, guv'nor,” answered Dralke
cheerfully. ““Now then, keep “emn up!
And ret back—quick !

Before that threaiening barrvel the
four men moved slowly away from the
plane, their arms raised. While Locke
covered them, Jack climbed into the
cabin beside the drugged man,

“ Right, guv nor !”

With Jack covering them f{rom the
cabin, Silva and his companions
watched impotently while Locke swung
hiniself up into the pilot’s seat behind
the great engine, slowly ticking over.
Iie moved the ithrottle, and they roared
ont, the propeller thrashing the air.
The plane began to move, and swiftly
gathered speed.

Jack had a glimpse of Silva racing
instinctively forward. Down the field
the plane iaxied, bumping over the
rongh grass. The long dyke at the
farther side seemed to come rtushing
towards them, and for an instant 1t
woemed to Jack that they would foul it.
But the machine took th& air in fine

“ Keep

style, soaring above the dyke with yards
Up into the crisp, cool air,

to spare,

round in 2 sweeping half-circle—away
over the great expanse of flat marsh-
and, with water gleaming below them,
avay towards-the distant hills.
Alreadv Ferrers Locke had succeeded
n lecating and rescuing Adam Guelph,
the: missing man from Lone Manor!
The Weolves had been outwitted by the
wizard detective!  DBut in them Locke
| a foe cunning and ruthless;
them was not over yet
—the rea=on of it all, the secret oif Lone
Alano? 1 vet to be discovered.

Tt
2w - - i gl
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~ The plane dromed on, higher and
Liigher into the clouds, swerving north-
sards 111l to the watching, smouldering

was 8 merc dot n the

-
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A Set Back !
:[JL was soon after eight o'clock that

the biplane came dropping out of

kv into a
=

the bread meadow on
the outskirts of Birmingham. The
hig red-brick house close by was that of
Ferrers Locke's old friend, D, Grieve.

Jack Dreke was pacing restlessly up
and down the terrace behind this house
twenty minutes later, when Locke ap-
peared from the doctor's study and
came towards him.

“Well, my lad,” said the detective,
clapping his young assistant on the
back, “1 suppose you're bursting with
(uestions ¥

Jack nodded.

“That’s the truth, guv'nor! There’s
one thing, anyway. I've just discovered
that the automatic you gave to me this
morning wasn't loaded.”

[.ocke chuckled.

“You've found out that, eh? 1 didn't
tell vou then because I wanted you to
look convincing if vou had to tell our
Spanish friends to put 'em up! Saved
vou the bother of having to act, didn’t
it ¥

“PBut suppose I'd needed to shoot,
guv'nor 7’ exclaimed Jack. I should
have been in the soup then! You were
loaded—there’d have been time to slip
me a round or two—"

The detective shook his head. There
was an odd twinkle in his eyes,

“That's where you're wrong, young
'un. Do you know, I had only one

=

o by "I -1"l.'r e

| While

Jack Drake covered the four men Ferrers ,
propeller was thrashing the air and the plane began to move off.

Locke swung himself into the pilot’s seat.

The next moment the
(See this page.)
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round with me? And I fired that, you
cmember.  When that was gone we
vere unarmed ! If they'd liked, they
ould have collared us easy! But they
over dreamed: 1t was all a big game
¢ bluff—a real leg-pull, Jack! That’s
‘hy we had to get away, of course,
D'yon think 1f we'd been loaded that I
uuhl Lave cleared off like that? Good
cavens, no! I should have rounded
e lot up there and then and brought
he police alm:g and seen ‘em =afe 1n
wfl by now !’
Jur lk Drake {ln woa deep breath,
“Crumbs, guv'nor ! What a wonder-
| .I lep-pull ! IF Silva knew !™
a1 ht"- knew,” laughed Locke,
- kicking humzelf still 1"
“Iow's Mr. Guelph?” put in Jack.
“The effects of the drug haven't
ot worn off. When they do, we should
carn a good deal! TIe'll be able to tell
< a lot we want to know badly.”

As the two paced up the terrace,
Locke explained to the 1.Dun,g.-;ﬂh:~r how
¢ game to be impersonating Harrisou
it the house on the marshes.

“T was coming back from London
carly last night,” he said. “On my way
o Lone Manor I spotted that house, and,
cing so lonely, and about the nearest
| utntatmn to Guelph's place I decided
 have a look round, I did a It ol
-nutll’]{Z—-Wﬂa nearly pinched, too!—
hinned up drain-pipes and thlngq,, Jack,
ke a civceus star, and ultng{:t!ler made
ivself thmnur:rhh nosy ! It was worth
hile. I overheard thmgn—learnt that
ul&m (Guelph was a prisoner in the
wuse, and learnt something about the
W uhl: v
Locke was filling a
mateh and™hit it.
“Thev're a secret society from Spain
+ South America; that's why we [irst
came across their name in Spanish—los
LLobos. They are, however, more or
sz international, both in.their activities
nd their members. There are several
“paniards, and several English—Silva 1s
half  and  half. There's a Greek
nember, a German, an American, and
cven a Japanese as well, Adam Guelph
as got HUI‘I]E[‘.hiI’Ig they are after. They
wre all of 'em out-and-out crooks; thoe
iigh-class E"llﬂ]lllﬂl business 1s what they
g0 in for.’

“he'd

pipe. He struek a

“Where does Harrison come in?”
asked Jack.
“0Oh, he’s not a member, but he's

dono work for the rang once or twice
since they've been in England, I over-
heard delails of his coming; learnt, too,
that Silva didu’t know the fellow h}'
sight, They were unsing him, as you
know, to get old Guelph away to a safer
vlace, for they dared not use the roads
in case the police were watching the
roads in that part of the world.

“Well, young 'un, 1 waited around,
and when Harrison landed just before
dawn, I was on the spot first, and
collarved him, left him trussed up not far
away, and impersonated ‘him up at the
house. If I'd had more time, I would
have been more careful tying him up,
and he'd never have got loose, nearly to
upset my plans at the last moment.”

“Yes, it was a near shave,” ‘grinned
Jack. “Jove, guv'nor, you've been
pretty slick in ]\PE[JHIE' your promise to
Tom T'ravers about finding his uncle
for himn,”

“There are still a lot of points that
are puzzling me, though,” =aid the
sleuth thoughtfully, “Where aro the
three servants who disappeared with
Adam Guelph? And what's the mean-
ing of that Jack of Diamonds we found
at Lone Manor, with °¢Los Lnbm
pr icked on it? And you say someone's
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been trying to empty the moat? Why?
U]I, there's a lot we don’t lcnmv'”

“Yoes, and the chief thing I want to
find out is what’s hidden at Lone Manor
that the Wolves are such dead nuts on
getting their claws on,” nodded the
youngster, “ D'you remember that rum
messaga we found in the box 1in the
moat, guvnor? *Guard the sccret of
Lone Manor! Where the stone [lingers
point——"  Something like that, wasn't
it 7"

“That's a mystery we shall solve
with the rest, I suppose, when the old
man comes to Inmself,” said Foerrers
ILocke, drawing at his pipe. * llallo,
lhere. is Dr. Grieve !”

A figure had appeared down the
terrace. Dr. Grieve was a tall, good-
looking man, with an iron-grey
monstache, at which he was pulling
thoughtfully as he strode towards them,

“He's come round!” cried Locke.

Dr., Grieve nodded gravely.

" Yes, Locke, he's come round,”

The detective had told his friend the
wholo story, knowing that ke could
rely implicitly on his secrecy.

“Can I sce him? Question him?”
asked the sleuth.

Dut the medical man shook his head,

“I am alraid not. I fear it will be
a long time before he can help you in
By way to solving this mystery.”

“Why? Iow's that?” cried the
stELtLTE
“He 1s an old man., Locke. ITe has

had a terrible experience, resulting in
great shock. IHe 1s now quite un-
balanced, in raving delirium, and until
that ]msbm it 18, of course, quite 1m-
possible to learn anyvthing from him,
And even when the,delirium has gone,
if his hife 1s to be saved we 1nust not
worry him in any way. 7To get him
to talk of what he has been through
would be fatal. You have asked me
to take him in and look after him. If
I do that, it can only be on the con-
difion that his health is put before
everything else, of course. I have no
wish to mmipede youn In your necessarv

investigations, but as a medical man
I 1p

“Of course, of course!” put in Locke
swiftly, “He is in your hands entirely.
But lt is very disappointing. How
long will it be before I may question
him ?”

The doctor shrugged his shoulders.

“Impossible to say. Days, at least,
Perhaps even weeks.”
“Crumbs,” muttered Jack Drake,

| R

“what a sell!
“Yes, youug ’'un,” agreed Ferrers
Locke. “We had hn ped to learn a lot
to-day from Adam {xl.lel[:-h Well, we
can't wait for him, for I'm afraid the
Wolves won't wait for us! It means
that we've got to get back to Lone
Manor and fight "em as we stand !”
“That’s 1t, guv'nor!” eried Jack
grimly. "I dunno what the secret of
Lone Manor 1s—what's hidden there,
or why the Wolves want it. But we'll
find out, and—well, they’re jolly well
not gomg to get it !”
And Jack Drake
of Ferrers Locke,

Besieged !
BEFDRE midday, Locke and Jack

volced the opinion

Drake were in London, having

flown down from Blrnnnghﬂ.m

in Ilarrison’s biplane. Locke
was an expert pilot, and with his
fingers nursing the throttle of the big,
four hundred horse-power Deaulivard
engine, 1t did not take them long to
rmer the intervening miles. In Lon-
don he got into immediate touch with
Scotland Yard.

“No good going to that house in the
marshes where we found Silva and
Drood; the birds will have flown by
now, of course. Still, the C.1.D. may
like to have a look round the place.
And though I don’t want 'em around
Lone Manor,” Loeke said to Jack on
their way to the Yard, “we can't keep
all the fun to ourselves! They’d better
know what’s going on. Later on they
may be useful to us.’

So, leaving the biplaue at the
North London aerodrome, where they
had landed, in charge of Scotland
Yard, Locke motored off into Kent
that afternoon, accompanied by three

men of the C.I.D., as well as Jack
Drake. One¢ of the three Yard men
was Locke's old friend, Inspector
Pyecroft.

As the private detective had known
would be the case, when they reached
the house where Adam Guelph had
been kept prisoner after having been
kidnapped from Lone Manor, the birds
had flown.

Locke loft Pyecroft and his two
sibordinates searching the house for
anything that might prove of use in
the case. If they found anything, it
was ugreed that thev were to com-
municaie with Ferrers ankF

“Good-bye, then, Locke,” said In-
spector Pw:cmft glancing ﬁhrendlv at
the detective. I -take it you don’t
want me at Lone Manor yet awhile?”

“You've said it !” laughed the detec-
tive. “You don't mind? But too
many cooks spoil the broth, as you
know well.”

Pyecroft nodded with a laugh.

“That’s so—and 1t's your case, anjy-
way.”

Locke and Jack sped in the detec-
five's car along the lonely road. Before
long the chimneys of Lone Manor rose
above the belt of trees ahead, and =
little later they had arrived at the
moated house, and Tom Travers was
qquestioning them excitedly.

“I spent a ghastly day,” he said,

“wondering what on earth had hap-
pened to you, Jack! DBut thank
[Teaven my uncle has been rescued
fromn those villains! It's great to know
that !

Locke told the young f{ootballer all
that had taken place. When he had
finished, T'ravers nodded.

“Wish I'd been there,” he said
grimly, ‘‘instead of missing all the
fun! DBut there’'ll be lots more fun
vet, I'm thinking! ‘The Wolves won't
leave ns 1n peace here for long. They
have left that house. DBut they'll be
«till 1n the ncighbourhood, 1 suppose,
Mr. Locke?” '

“Sure enough,” said Locke laconic-
ally. “Oh, they Il be paying us a visit
before lnng‘”

Travers told them that he had closed
the sluice of the moat, and at high
tide that morning had refilled it.

“Why they tried to empty the moat
beats me!” said Jaek. “What was
their giddy game? They——"

He broke off.

The three were in the dining-room at
the front of the house, and suddenly a
loud call had come ringing across the
moat. Jack crossed to the window, and
a startled ery broke from him, bringing
the others swiftly to his side.

“My hat! Look!”

Startled bewilderment in his eyes,
the youngster was staring across the
moat at a fhigure standmg by the end
of the lowered drawhridge.

“Silva !”

The dark, handsome Spanish-English
scoundrel had seen them at the window
and he bowed mockingly. He was
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{ The dark, handsome Spanish-English scoundrel had
He was carrying a stick to which a white handkerchief had been tied, an
‘“ Welcome back to these marshes, Mr, Ferrers Loeke !”’

Ferrers Locke.

seen Locke and Drake at the wl:;dnw, and E; 'bo;md m;l:kingi;'
d his smooth volee came clearly to Drake and !

(See this page.)

carrying a stick to which a whito
handkerchief had been tied, and his
smooth voice came clearly to their ears
as he cried:

“Welcome back to these marshes, Mr,
Ferrers Locke !”

“IHe's learnt who I am!” muttered
the detective.

“May I come in?” Silva went on In
the same careless, mocking tones.
“You sce, 1 bear a flag of truce! 1
know you to be a man of honour, Mr.
Locke, so I am relying upon the white
flag to have a few words with you!”

“We shall be honoured, Mr. Silva!”
retorted Locke, answering in the samo
tone that Silva had adopted.

Jack chuckled. But Silva, quite un.
perturbed, bowed again and  slipped
the handkerchief into his pocket, 1lis
feet. rang out on the drawbridge as be
strode across it with his easy, panther-

like grace.
“This takes the biseuit!” murmured
Locke. “Of all the cool blackguards

it’s been my luck to meet, he's got first
prize casy for sheer unadulterated
cheek !

Jack Drake went to the big front door

and opened it.  Silva's silky  smile
grocted him.
“*Ah, my voung friend of the wet

clothes! Delighted to meel yoir once
mare.  Drake, T faney, 1 the name?”

“Right fivst time.” said Jack coolly,
“This way, please, My, Silval” |

ITc led their amazing visitor into the
big library, where Locke and Travers
joined them, Silva held out Ins hand,
which Ferrers Locke ignoved,  The other
shrugged his shoulders,

“As you like,” he pmred.  “T have
come, rentlemen, as an ennssary from a
certain sociely, u powerful society, which

in Spain has long been used to having
its own way——"

*This is not Spain,” murmured Locke;
and for a moment Silva's eyes flashed.

“No!” he rasped; ' but here, too, the
Wolves mecan to have their own way! 1
come from them, as 1 say, as an emis-
sary—an emissary of war!”

“War ?” repeated Locke coolly.

“War!” echoed Silva cheerfully, his
sinile at its silkiest. ** You sev, we have
not left the neighbourhood, Mr. Ferrers
Locke. Woe shall not do =0 nntil we have
in our hands what we came into this part

i

of the world for—that which 15 hidden .

here i this house !” o
“Suppose we come to the powt,” put

in Locke. “My time is valuable. What
do you wish to say to me?”
“Simply this. The Wolves have

watched your arrival. We kunow that
you three are alone in this house. It i3
a very lonely house, Mr., Locke—ex-
{remnely lonely, and that 1s very com-
venient for us.,  The Wolves wish to
soarch this house for something-—possi-
bly you know what. We mean to scarch
it, in fact. Either we do so with youv
perinission ’

IFerrers Liocke broke in with a grun
langh. Silva's eyes gleamed.
“Yes!” he eried. “You would bhe

wise, too, T warn vou, to stand aside and
lot us come undelied. But if you are
fools enough to defy us, we shall take the
law into our own hands!”

“You are rather foud of doing that, I
believe,” smiled Locke. “But fell me,
since we are being so frank, why did you
not attack the honse carlier to-day, when
{here was only one man to defend at, af
yvou mean to take the place by storm, as
yon seem to be proposing 7

“Obviously,” purred Silva, “we waited

to see il you were hringing large
numbers of police with you when you
returned. If you had bheen, it would
have been swkward for us to have been
hero. Now we know thal vou are rely-
iNg on your own powers———°

He shrugged his shounlders,
thoughtfully filled his ppe.

“It’s an ultimatwin, then?” he said.
“Unless we knuckle under, you are
going to—or—attack in force, und take
the place by storma?”

“Exactly I said Silva mockingly. " Wa
have an odd dozen men ready to attack
Lone Manor. ‘They are surrounding the
honse now. I should think well belore
vou answer. 1 you defy the Wolves,
you will leurn that they make unpleasani
cneinies!”

"h{ﬁﬁf

I.ocke

nnpleasant, 1 am sure,”
answered Locke, “ Mr. Silva, yvou came
here under a flag of truce. Thank you
for the compliment, But now, please,
get ong before I forget mysell!”

Silva’s jaw dvopped,  ‘Then his easy
nonchalance returned, and he swang on
his heel with a light lau;.:h.

“You are a fool!” he said coolly,

“You. too, are a fool!” said Locke. i
wonder which is the bigger. Tl give
yvou Ltwenty seconds to get to the far end
of that drawbridge.”

The moment Silva had ecrossed ihe
drawbridee  Locke  sprang  to  the
wachinery for raising i, e dragged
round the starting-handle of the petrol-
engine, and put over the big lever con-
necting it with the great chains.

Slowly, ecreaking and groaning, the
ﬂr'u‘.vln'ith.':r' l:u:-gun to rise. I'rom Jack
Drake, staring ont through the window
into the fulling twilight, came a quick
Crys
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“My hat! Not a moment too soon!”

A knot.of men had come racing out of
the trees in answer to a sign from Silva.
Cries of cgnsternation had broken from
them at the sight of the rising draw-
bridge. Bilva himseélf had leapt for the
foot of it as the gap slowly widened, his
hands catching the ironshod end of the
bridge.

Already the Wolves were besieging the
old moated house, while clinging to the
vising drawbridge as if swung slowly
higher was the ledn figure of Silva, out-
lined against the sky!

Open Waﬂ-arﬂ !

ACK DRAKE stared breathlessly
through thé great window at the
figure clinging to the rising draw-

 bridgsé.

Silva was already regretting his rash
Ieap. He had acted on an impulse. But
now he saw that unless he jumped soon
he would be EEF&I‘E.‘JE{I from his followers
by the width of the broad moat.

He dropped, splashing, into the dark
wafer, and struck out for the bank, With
the drawbridge fully raised, Verrers
Locke cut off the little engine. Tom
Travers laughed grimly.

——

= m——

“Besieged, by gnm! Makes you think
of the olden days, doesn't it, this being
i a moated house, with the drawbridge
rased, surrounded by enemies 7"

Ferrers Locke smiled; but his
were like steel.

“It'll seem more than ever like it
before to-night's out!” he said coolly.
“There’s going to be hot work, The
Wolves are here in foree, and they mean
business. Whatever it is that is hidden
in this house they meane to get, and
they aren't sticking at much, it seems!
-"VE s

The detective's words snapped off.

A sharp report had come from the far
side of the moat, and a pane of the big
window through which Jack had been
staring shivered with a sudden startling
crash. The youngster leapt back with a

cry.
But Locke

eyes

Travers’ fists clenched.
laughed,

“The odd part of the whole business,”
he murmured, “is the amazing cheek of
it! In England, while it's still davlight,
for these men to attack this house as they
are doing—why, it's the most glorious
nerve I've come across! DBut what's to
stop them, after all? Here we are, in
the heart of the marshes, miles from the
nearest village——"

He broke off and shrugged his
shoulders. His hand went to his pocket,
drawing out a heavy automatic. Cross-
mg to the window, Locke peered out
cautiously, Instantly a bullet came hum-
ming within an inch of his head, to bury
itself in the wall behind him. Coolly
Elmdrletective raised his own weapon and

red.

That the bullet had found its mark was

obvious from the sharp ecry that came to

them across the moat. Another bullet
crashed into the hall theough the broken
window, and Locke drew back with a
grimi smile.

“Winged one of ’em,” he murmured
easily, *“Made the chap drop his gun,
anywav—then a second nearly potted

me! They seem to have posted snipers
among the bushes, wno know their
ioh 1"

J it B a

“They'll be swimming the moat, or
getting a boat of sorts before long,’

muttered Travers. “What's the pro-
gramme, Mr. Locke?”
“We must barricade every window

and doer on the ground floor,” rasped
Locke. “Then we'll get up on to the
roof and try an’ dislodge their snipers!”

Before long the barricades had been
dragged into place; heavy furniture
backed every shutter and the outer
doors. When they had f[inished, Jack
Drake chuckled gaily.

“It's like a. giddy fort!”

““And now the garrison is going to
show 1ts teeth,” murmured Locke. H=
turned to Travers. *“You know this
house. Where's the best point on the
roof for us to take up? We've got to
defend on all sides, mind—and there
are only three of us!”

“The tower!” answered the footballer
promptly, “With a couple of us up
there, and another near by on the north
wing, we could command pretty we!ll
every point of the moat!”

The slanting rays of the setting sun
were bathing the maze of old tiled
riddges of roof as the three crept out of
a skylight on to the leads of the moate
house

A square stone tower—one of the
oldest parts of the house—rose at one
cerner overlooking two stretches of the
moat below.

But to get to 1t they had to cross a
riddge of roof 1n full view of those below

(Wl Locke and his companion:
manage to reaeh the old tower 1
safety? Mind wou read the next tnstul-

ment of this fine seriul, boys.)

Finging to the rising drawbridge as it swung slowly higher was the lean figure of Silva, outlined against the sky. |

(Sce this page.)
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Send for this
Hornby Book of Trains

This year the Centenary of the :

Railway is being celebrated. The !
: Hornby Book of Trains tells all :
. about George Stephenson, the famous :
. engineer, and about many other :
. things intéresting to railway enthu- :
. siasts. It also contains splendid :
. illustrations, in colour, of the :
. Hornby Trains, etc,
. The price of the book is 3d., and :
| it will be sent post free on receipt :
|| | of stamps for this amount. Address :
. your letter to Dept. U, Meccano |
. Limited, Binns Road, Liverpool, :

MECCANO LIMITED

T he lalest Hérnby thvill/
-the Hornby Electric Irain

Just look at it ! The new Hornby Electric Train is the train
vou have dreamed of! You start, stop,and control it entirely
by moving a lever on the switchboard at the side of the track.
The Loco will pull a heavy load up a gradient of one in
eight—and make no fuss about it! It picks up the current
from a third rail, which is connected through a trans-
former to a lamp-socket of the house electric light.

The Hornby Electric Train is beautifully finished and
strongly built. A controlling switchboard is provided and
the price, complete in strong box, is £5 10s. 0d.

This
Train, a splendid 1moc
London Mctropolitan trains, The
peweriul Loco is fitted with re-
versing switch, and the
train is lighted electrically.

MANUFACTURED BY

BINNS ROAD

British and Guaranteed

the

Electrie
of the

is Hor n'h}l,r
el

whole

»

LIVERPOOL

buys a superbly made No.501 M;a&! b f ' l :.“
J

Hornless Gramophone with loud sound-box §

and massive oak case, or for &'- weekly you
can have an Upright Cabinet model. Carriage
paid. 10 Days' Trial., Maznificent Table
Grands and Carved Mahogany Floor-Cabinet
Modelsat Factory prices. Writeforcata'ogue.

M ﬁﬂﬂmp&ny (Dept. Q.2),
’ e oparkbrook, Birmingham,

ACCESSBORIES FOR STAMP
COLLECTORS E E EE!
Hequest Approvals.

aleo 62 different stamps and tweegers.
LISBURN & TOWNSEND, London Rpad, Liverpcol.

TRICKS! L
GREAT FREE OFFER

of specimen eopies of the Guide Book,

“INDOOR RECREATIONS,”

comprising 32 illustrated pages of articles on Light Woodwork,
Fretwerk, Tey Making, Stencilling, Strip Woodwork, Leatherette
Work, Making Tie Presses, Colonred Calendars, ete. Two splendid
Fretwork - Designs given free. Send a  postcard for your copy
to-night, as there will be an enormous demand.
HANDICRAFTS LTD., G Dept., Weedington II=Itl., London, N.W.5.

A FREE GIFT

Two of theea splendid Pistols will be senb 1
for the price of one to the boy whoze Pal. Appln.
letter i¢ opened first from each school, No.23905/25,

THE PELTIC PISTOL

will fire a rubber ring with absolute accuracy and 1s quite harmless,
Every boy will want one, so send for yours now and try to be the first
boy from ¥your scheol, and so obtain a free Pistol for your friend.

Prive 2/6, post free, including six rings. —RADIOR CO., LTD.,
0ld ®uebec Street, London, W.1.

£2 00 WORTH CHEAP PHOTO MATERIAL. — Samples
catalogue free; 12 by 10 Enlargement, any photo, 8d.—

HACKETT'S WOHRKS, July Road, LIVERPOOL.

WHEN ANSWERING ADVERTISEMENTS
 PLEASE MENTION THIS PAPER .

Send at once for one of our wonderful
boxes of conjuring tricks, prices, 1/-, 2/0,
5/, 10/-, £1, post 3d—P. TAYLOR,
134, Fleet Street, E.C.4.

]

|

YOURS for

GENT’S LEVER
WRISTLET WATCH

A8 JTLLUSTRATELD.

Handsome Gent's size
Lever Wristlet Wateh,
complete with leather
strap Besl qualily

Depasit.

polished Nickel Bilver-finished Casc.
Luminous Hands and Dial 1o sce
timein the dark,  Carefully adjustcd

Lever Movement., Jewelled Bal-
warranted for &
"OUR UNEQUALLED TERMBE.
Weo send this handsome Watch
upon reccipt of 6d. only. Alter
receipt you send 16 more, balance

A Won-

d .l: I by instaknents of 2/- per month until
ertu only 16- iz paid. Price, full cash
B , with order, or balance within 7 days of

ﬂl‘gﬂln- teceipt, 15/« only. Reduced from 25/-.

Cash returned if dissalisfied and Watch g returned within 7 days. Send P.O.

or stamps at onee 1o—SIMPSONS (BRIGHTON), Ltd. (Dept, 1693),
84, Queen’'s Road, Brighton. Bussex,

JOIN THE ROYAL NAVY
AND SEE THE WORLD.

THE FINEST CAREER FOR BRITISH BOYS.

Boys are wanfed for the Seaman Clas$ (from which
selections are made for the Wireless Telegraphy
«and signalling Branches)., Age 153 to 16§ yedrs.
Men also are required for
STORERS -

= - - - Age I8 flo 25
ROYAL MARINE FORCES - Age 17 o 23
GOOD PAY. - ~ ALL FOUND.

EXCELLENT CHANCES FOR PROMOTION.

Apply by lelter to the Recruiting Staff Officer, RE.N. and R. M.
5. Suffolk Street, BRBirmingham : 121, Victoria BStreet, Bristol ;
30. Canning Place, Liverpoal; 55, Whitehall, London, S.W.1;
289, Deansgate, Manchester; 116, Rye Hill, Newcast]e-on-Tyne; or
6, Washington Terrace, Queen's Park, Southawmpton. s
ote.—Parcels, 26, 5'6. Ventriloqulst's

MAGIG TRIGKS; Instrument, Invisible, Imitate Birds,

Pricetd. each.4forl/-—T. W.Harrison,239, Pentonville Rd.,London, N.1.

FREE—Choice 100 stamps from large packet, packet beet hinges,
pocket - folder—ito applicants for approvals Ko. 102, BStamp.—
B, L. CORYN, 5%t Viacent, Lr. Isl. Wall, Whitstable.
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New parls - bigger and belter models

|| se-clear; that it-is gow quite easy to
|| that illastrated below, for instance—a wonderful
|| ever-so-stmple to build. This is only one of the

| there are hundreds of others illustrated in the Manuals of Ins
| haven’t a Meccano Outfit see that you get one this

MECCANO
OUTFITS
FROM
3/6 TO 370/-

So'many new pasts-have been added to the Mecmmﬁysm;w-wmn ‘been. made
tackle the largest model.

|

A splendid: Revolving Crane like

m— . —

structure of shining steel and polished brass—
models you can build with Meccano, hnwever,‘;
tructions and they all work. If you ||

Christmas. Talk to Dad about it to-night. |}

This model of a Re- 1 l bo , |

i‘niﬂf-ujrr Crane 18 wmade : e 0 y S‘ B

entirely with Meccano. -

The sectional illustra- A b_?ogshﬂwlng

tions  show (top) the |

screiww  mechanisni b;; mer4~ 1

“The Magic Car.- -
. pet” is the'name
. of a fine book we
. willsend youfree,  J; 1
i It contains illus. A ¢
~ trations of a large fiiih =™~ 2

ﬂumbgr nf .ME.C" :::.“l..‘.. .'_-:rl:-."__,.';'.-:
cano models, and “=&zey
full particulars of |
Meccano Ouitfits, etc. Sendus the
names-and addresses. of three of
your friends—and include }-:pu;rm{
ownlast—on " a postcard, ¥ouH
get the book by return of post,
Write to-night and address’ your
postcard to

MECCANO -LIMITED |

wwhich the §ib 18 raised
and lowered, and (bot-
tom) the ecireulur wheel-
base on which the
Crane revolrves,

(Dept. ‘35_]'.
o BINNS RD. LIVERPOOL |

SELF PROTECTION!
NO. LICENCE °REQU IRED.

SAFETY REVOLVER 9/

]_-::-r:m'f; -1-r_-pliez'=: of roal revolver converted, {o fire blank. eartridges
oily. Bile and harmloss - Uselul for theatricalg, race starting,
ete. .Can easily be carried in pocket. -

6-Chamber, NICKEL or BLUE
’::-_ B
1 -

spectal loud Car
[

- _"_--l-.-“:

98 post free.
"-,12 - i ¥
ATI6 .. ...

Ca-n:mg& on

28 post free.

Cowboy Pattern.. Length 10 ins.
Lridges - fhr . abdvd,* 1/6, Per 100.
s cartridges, 84 apy quantity. . .
Ringle Chamber Pistol . L - - - i
Iuetrated Catalogue, Cluewmas, Cameras,- Cyceles, eic., post free.

- JAMES MANSFIELD . & CD., LTD.,
. 71, HIGH HOLBORN,LONDON, W.C.1.

. - : it :

HAVE YOU A RED NOSE?

Sefid.a:starp .to pay._ postage, and.you will learn how |
toTidr youreet of-such a terriblesaffliction free of charge.
— . Enclose stamp,

Address. in confidence *___ #{JTEBMPLE, Specialist, !
'“PALACE HOUSE,” 128, SHAFTESBURY. AVE., LONDON, W.1.

. ' - = (ollestion - of - 300 Forejen “and Oolonial |
3“;‘ SL,IPEN-GE' - Ei'f‘.ﬂv[F'H.ﬁaq.-.q:uu-m]zm;aﬂ sihee 1890, Price 6.
.-'L]u'u:mtl,f_-:l;_—'_u'*ijj. A, ".'LFHITE,_-I_‘EI», H}ﬁ'nf':‘hriﬂgnj Road, LYE, E’IDURHH‘.IDE:E.

- i . . . !
14CT. GOLD NIB BRITISH MADE.'|

Lever Self-filling Safety Screw Dap
Over 200,000 in use the World over, =

The Famous FLEET PEN!

The World's ‘Best  YVaJue in Fountain Pens,
“MAGNET > PEN. COUPON, VALUE  gd. =
Five ol-tkase Ooupons will be accoplod in part paymant for one of Lhe-above
hiapdsome FPLEET FOUNTAIN PENS, wsnal value 12 /6. ¥leot-price T4, or,
with o Uonpons, only 4,6 net cash, Ask for Fine, Medium, or,
Broad Nib. &oud divesl (o
FLEET PEN CO., 119, Fleet Street, LONDON, &.C.4.-
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Look ghr.tfgil

Brand ‘Mavk

mn all Metal
Toys.

FREE.
for fr.:: Bg:,

HE'I-_S"I'.‘:
clockwork amd

--- LT = e P
L

Ask

engines, mayic
lamterns and

b~ .
| ) -— CIDemas, =~ o,
y L7 ""H.'_-f.._ :_j._!i_ﬁ"‘-"t‘!? \ H_ﬂ:f %“E:{ m‘

table railway sets.

= -
Bing are Best
- You can buy complete systems with finest Clock-
work; Electric or Steam-driven Locos, Yolling ‘stock,
tracks, stations, tunmnels,” buffers, ?’:igiﬁls;‘*qtg.;‘?s@’;
build up from ﬁ:pnrgtc:pml. . Ask "at ‘any toy shop

i

—

to see Biwg Models, including - stationary ~Steam
Engines, ‘Magic bailtérns, Cinemas, “etc., etc. ~All

Bing Toys are mtq," scale-biilt - médels “selling
at surprisingly low prices, See them to-day.

Bing Scalg model buffer
stops wilh spring fo
imilale hydraulic action,

‘

“Keep Boys Busy.” ®
| Bing Toys are distinctively boxed in yellow boxes with black edges.
28-11-25




