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UNIQUE COMPLETE SCHOOL STORY OF GREYFRIARS—By FRANK

THE FIRST CHAPTER.
Whose Cake.

ILLY BUNTER inserted a fat
B face and a large pair of spec-
tacles into the doorway of

Study No. 1 in the Remove.

He blinked through the spectacles at
five juniors who were gathered round
the study table.

The expression on Bunter’s fat face
was..rather scrions when he looked in.
But what he beheld caused that serious
expression to vanish all of a sudden,
to be replaced by a beaming smile.

For in the middle of the table was
a large plate, and on the plate stood
a large cake.

The Famous Five of the Greyfriars
Remove, were gathered round it. Harry
Wharton had a knife in his
hand and was evidently about
1o carve.

The Ave juniors looked
merry and bright.

As it happened, funds were
low with the famous Co. : and
tea would have been a rather
spare meal but for the for-
tunate arrival of that large,

and luscious cake fm_m
Wharton Lﬂdgr.-. In the eir- _
cnmstances, 1t ecame like corm in

Egypt in one of the lean years; and the
chums of the Removs rejoiced accord-
ingly.

“OUbh erumbs!” gasped Bunter. “I
say, you fellows, that's a topping cake.”

The juniors glancad round.

“My only hat!” ejaculated Bob
Cherry. “1 believe Bunter has the nose
of a bloodhound for a cake!”

“0Oh, really, Cherry 4

“How the thump did you know we
had a cake, you fat ovster 7’ demanded
Frank Nugent.

“1 didn’'t—"

“Gammon !” said Johnny Bull.

“The faet is, you fellows——"
“Never mind the faects,”” said Bob.
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TALE BEARER IN CHIEF

“Just buzz off!
you.”

“The fact is -

“ Hook it !”

“The hookfulness is the proper caper,
my esteermned fat Buntor,” said Hurree
Jamset Ram Singh.

“The fact is I came here to speak to

Shut the door after

Nugent——"
“Thanks awfully 7’ said Nugent.
“But I'il tell you what, Bunier—trot

along the passage and speak to some-
body else,”

" If that’s all you've got to say to a
fellow when he's taken the trouble to
come upstairs to speak to you—"
began Bunter, indignantly.

“That’s the lot!” said Nugent.

“Then I jolly well won't tell you
now !” hooted Bunter.

‘““ Touch me, and I'll tell my
uncle ! ”’

Head prefect, rogue, sneak and

bully is Otto van Tromp ; and his
uncle is Headmaster of Greyfriars.

“Good !”

“That bully Van Tromp can pitch
into him as much as he likes, antl be
blowed to you!”’ said Bunter.

“Hallo, hallo, hallo! Van Tromp up
to something again?’ asked Bob Cherry.
And the Famous Five bestowed a little
more attention on Bunter. Van Tromp,
the new man in the Sixth Form, had
been a little more than a week at Grey-
friars; but he had already established
a reputation for bullying that was a
record 1in the school.

“That brute is always ragging some-
body,” eaid Harry Wharton, with a

frown. “If it's a Remove man we’ll
jolly well chip in. Is it a Remove man,
Bunter 1”7

“No—it’s a fag—"
“I dare say the fag asked for it,” said

RICHARDS.

Johnny Bull., “What's Van

been doing to him?”
“ Twisting his arm,”” said Bunter.
~The brute!” growled Bob Cherry.

Tromp

“They're in the Cloisters,” said
Bunter. “I don’t think the kid did
anything, really, You see, Van

Tromp’s got it up against you fellows
because you ragged him and got him
into a row with Wingate. ¥ faney that’s
why he is taking it out of Nugent
minor.”

Frank Nugent jumped.

“My minor ?” he exclaimed.

“Yes, old chap—"’

“ Was that what you came to tell
me, you fathead?’’ exclaimed Nugent.
“ Why the thump couldn’t you get it out,
instead of wagging vour chin 72

“Oh, really, Nugent &

“Fathead !”

Frank Nugent made a rush
for the door. Billy Bunter
was. 1n the way and he was
pushed aside without -cere-
mony.

In a moment Frank was
outside the study and raeing
dewn the Remove passage to
the stairs.

“Oh, my hat!” exclaimed
Beb Cherry.

“Ow!” roared Bunter. He staggered
against the wall, gasping. “Ow! The
cheeky beast! Shoving a chap over
whent a chap took all the trouble to
come up here to tell a chap—"’

“After him!” exclaimed Harry Whar-
ton.
"

“I say, you fellows .

The Co. did not heed Bunter. Whar-
ton rushed from the study followed by
Johnny Bull and Hurree Jamset Ram
Singh. Bob Cherry stayed only to grab
up a cricket stump, and then he rushed
after his comrades.

Quick as they wére, Frank Nugent
was already out of sight. He went
down the Remove staircase three at a
time. The news that his brother Picky
was in the hands of the bully of
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Greyfriars had had an exciting effect on
Frank Nugent.

“I gay, you fellows,” yelled Dunter,
“vou're forgetting the cake.”

Billy Bunter had come up to Stody
No. 1 to tell the fellows there what was
gzoing on in the Cloisters, He had ex-
pected the news to excite them—cs-
pecially Nugent., But he would hardly
have oxpected 1t to cause them to forget
a large and luscious cake,

But it had had that effect. Nugent
had rushed off to the rescue of his
minor; and Nugent's echums had rushed
after him to give him the help that he
would undoubtedly need if he came 1nto
conflict with the hefty bully of the
Sixth. The cake was utterly forgotien.

Bunter blinked out of the doorway.

“1 say, you fellows,’”” he howled.
“IWhat about the cake?”’

But the Famous Five were gone.

Billy Bunter turned back into the
study. )

Ie gazed at the cake, and smiled,

Bunter was sorry for the fag who was
having his arm twisted by a bully. The
Famous Five, who wera rushing to the
rescue, had his best wishes. Dut the
groater part of Billy Bunter's fat mind
was occupied by the cake.

Wharton had left the knife sticking
in the cake. DBunter grasped 1t and
proceeded to carve.

The next moment his mouth was full.

He did not trouble to sit down. He
had no time to waste. Any minute the
juniors might return. Bunter stood to
his task; and his plump jaws worked
at a remarkable rate.

Slico after slice of the cake vanished.

“Oh, good!” gasped Bunter. *Spif-
fing! Ripping! Topping! Fine!”

The cake was a large one. But it
oeraw smaller by degrees, and beauti-
fully less, Bunter, when he started, had
no intention of bolting the whole of that
hig cake. He felt that it would be only
cricket to leave half of it for the owners
when they came back.

But when half was gone, Bunter re-
considered the matter.

If he left a quarter of it, it appeared
to Bunter that that would meet the
case. And he continued to scoff cake.

He paused when only a quarter was
left—rather a small quarter. He was
not feeling so hungry now; the keen
edge of his appetite had worn off. Hoe
paused—and hesitated.

But he who hesitates 1s lost! Bunter
took another slice—and another—and
another!

He paused again; but by that time,
so small a portion of the cake remained,
that Bunter realised that it was simply
no use to leave it to be whacked out
by five fellows

On the whole, it was evidently botter
to finish it.

So he fintshed it.

He finished it to the last crumb, and
the last plum. Then he stood for some
moments breathing hard. He un-
fastened a couple of buttons on his
waistcoat, and gasped. Then, slowly,
moving with rather an effort, DBilly
Bunter rolled out of the study. Ide was
disinelined to move; he would have pre-
ferred to sink into the armchair after
his exertions. But he rcalised that he
had better bo off the scene when tho
IF'amous Five came back. They were
certain to miss the cake, certain to be
wrathy; and it was

whether they weuld teke Dunter's word
that he hadn't touched le. Fellows
always did doubt Bunter’s word 1n such
matters, somelhow.

Bunter rolled along to his own study
—No. 7. Peter Todd end Tom Dutton
were at tea there. It was rather a thin
tea; Study No. 7 was not a land fow-
ing with milk and honey. Bunter roilod
in and sat down, and blinked at his
study-mates.

“Just in time, fatty,” said Peter.
“¥Your sardines would have been gone
in another minute.”

“(Oh, really, Toddy !
any.”

Toddy jumped.

“You don't want any teal”

“No, old chap!” gasped DBunter.
“Jt's not much I eat, as you know.”

“Ye pods!” said Toddy.

Bunter leaned back in the armchair
and closed his eyes. Sardines did not
tempt him; jam-tarts and eream-pufls
wc-ulld hardly have tempted him. What
he needed was rest. He unhooked a
third button cf his ample waistcoat and
rested. And Peter Todd, in great
astonishment, finished the sardines.

I—I don’t want

THE SECOND CHAPTER.
Handling a Bully !

4 0 W ! Leggol You rotten bully!

Leggo my arm "
Frank Nugent heard that
vell of anguish as he ran into
the Cloisters.

That secluded spot, one of the oldest
parts of Greyfriars, was at some dis-
tance from the school buildings. It was
exactly the spot that Otto van Tromp
would have erosen for his favourite
amusement of bullying scme smaller
fellow; and it was )Nugem minor’s 1ill-
luck that he had wet the bully of the
Sixth there,

Not that Dicky Nugent, cheeky young
rascal as he was, had given the bully
any special offence. The Second Form
came very little in contact with the
Sixth; and Dicky’s existence would
%rnbahlv have passed unnoticed by Van

romp had he not been Frank Nugent’s
brother. But the feud between the
Sixth Form bully and the chums of the
Remove was deep and bitter; and, as
Billy Bunter had sagely opined, the new
senior was “taking it out’ of Dicky
on his major's account.

“Ow! Leggo! Lcggo,
yelled the fag.

There was a chuckle,

Then Frank Nugent arrived on the
spol.

Van Tromp, the big, muscular Sixth-
Former, held Dicky Nugent gripped by
his left arm, and he was twisting 1t
with cruel force. There was a grin on
his face, a glitter of enjovment in his
close-set, pigey eves. Cruelty was
an amusement to his peculiar nature.
As a small boy he had stoned cats and
dogs, and tormenied 1insccts,. Now he
was finding tho same kind of entertain-
ment in tormenting the helpiess fag.

But the grin diced off his face as ho
heard Frank Nugent's hurried foot-
steps. Ho knew that he had trouble to
expect if a master or a prefect found
him thus occupied.

“You rotten brute!” roared Nugent.

And he ran straight at the big
senior, his fists clonched, and his eyes

vou beast!"”

very doubtful gleaming.

3

Van Tromp released the fag and
turned on him. Dicky Nugent stag-
gered against one of thie stone pillars,
gasping, his face contorted with pain.
Van Tromp turned quickly enough; but
lie was not in time to ward Nugent's
furious blow. The junior’s fist camo
with a crash on his heavy jaw, and tho
senior gave a yell and staggered.

The next moment he was leaping on
Nugent.

He grasped the junior in his powerful
arms, and Nugent, though he struggled
fiercely, was helpless in his grip.

“Now, you checky young
drel—" panted Van Tromp.

And he struck, and struck again, with
brutal force. His jaw was aching from
the blow Nugent had struck, and his
savage temper was quite out of control.

It was well for I'rank that his com-
rades had followed him fast.

There was a rush of running feet, and
the Co., came on the secene; and they
tairly jumped at Van Tromp.

Blows landed on him on all sides,
almost before he knew they were there;
and the Sixth-I'ormer released Nugcent
and staggered back.

“Give him jip !"” roared Johnny Bull.

“Collar him !" yelled Bob Cherry.

Van Tromp backed swiftly away. A
fight with five angry juniors was a very
different matter from tormenting a littlo
fag; and the colour was wavering in
the bully’s face.

“Hands off I"" he panted. “Hands
off ! I'll report you to the Head [ 1'll

oh—ow—ooo0o00ogh |

Van Tromp staggered under the
attack of the juniors. He backed
away, and then fairly took to his heccels
and ran.

him !”

“ After
Wharton.

“Collar him [”

The Famous Five rushed in pursuit.
Dicky Nugent was left alone, tenderly

rubbing his aching arm.

““ Stop, you rotten funk!” roared Bob
Cherry.

Van Tromp did not heed.

It was miles beneath the dignity of
a Sixth Form man to flee before the

sCOurI-

shouted  Harry

juniors; but Van Tromp had cast
dignity to the winds.
He ran his hardest, with the fivo

juniors whooping in pursuit, close at his
heels, and emerged into the open quad.
There, scores of eyes were immediately
upon him and his pursuers.

There were shouts on all sides.

Wingate of the Sixth, who was chat-
ting ncar the House with Gwynne,
stared as i1f he could not believe hig
eyves. Nover before had the old quad
of Greylriars witnessed such a scene as o
Sixth Form man flecing with a mob of
juniors raging at his heels.

“Great pip!” gasped Wingato.

“It’s that new rotter!” said Gwynneo.
“But what the thump——"

“Go 1t " yelled Hobson of the Shell,
waving his hat in great excitement.
“Go 1t! Put 1t on, you men! You've
got him !”

“Ha, ha, hal”

“Oh gad!" ejaculated Temple of the
Fourth, “Jevver see anythin' like it,
vou fellows? A Sixth Form man run-
nin’ away from fags &

“Thev've got him |” gasped Vernon-
Smith of the Remove.

“Hurrah " )

Bob Cherry had forged ahead of his
comrades, running like a deer. Quito
ncar the House he came close enough

e
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for a spring, and he leaped at Van
Tromp and grasped him.

Over went the Sixth-Former with a
crnsh, and Bob sprawled over him,

“Got him!” panted DBob.

“Bravol”

A monient more, and Boh's coinrades
were piling on the bully of the Bixth.
Oito van LVromp struggled {rautically
a1l velled for help.

Round them a thick erowd of Grey-
fviars fellows gpathered; but nobody
oented disposed to give the bully the
help for which he yelled. He struggled
anud  roared and howled wunder the
IFamous Five., till Wingate strode on
{ye seene. The erowd reluctantly made
wav for the captain of the school.

* Stop that 1” gasped Wingate.

Bang!l Bang! Van Tromp’s head
was banging on the hard, unsym-
athetie quadrangle to the accompani-
iont of fiendish vells from its owner.

* RQtop " roared Wingate, _

But even the veice of the Greyfriars
captain wae unhceded in that moment
i wild excitement.

“Rag him!” velled Bob Cherry.

“Thump him!” q D

“ The thumpfulness is terrific! )

“Ha, ha, ha! Give him Dbeaus!
velled a score of voices.

Wingate, as his voice was nnheeded,
<lipped his ashplant into his hand and
intervencd more foreibly. He whacked
right and left, and then there were vells
from the Pamous Iive.

“Oh! Ow! Stoppit!”

“Oh, my hat1”

“Whoooop !”
The excited juniors scrambled out ol

the way of the lashing cane. Otto van
Fromp was left unassailed at last. 1o
lav on the ground, panting and gasping,
crimson with rage. .

“You young rascals!” gasped Win-
rate. “What does this meant By
Jove! Iow dare you lay hands on a
~ixth Form man——"

Van ''romp staggered up. ‘

I1e was dusty and dishevelled, his hat
was gone, liis collar and tie torn out.
I'ie Famous Iive had not given him
i1l they wanted to give; but certainly
they had not handled him gently.

He stuttered with rage.

“You—you—you sce what those
\OLNg 5mnndre‘ia have done!” he splut-
terod. “ You call yourself a prefect »

*That will do!” interrupted Wingate
cortly.  * Wharton, tell me at once what
fhig means, or I'll take yvou to the 1llecad

for a flogging !”?

“The rottenm  bully—"  began
Wharton.

Frank Nugent interposed, his eyes
loshing.

“TII tell wyou, Wingate! That

sowardly brute was bullving my minor
snd wo cditpped 1! And we'd do it
again |7

“What-ho!"" gasped Bobh Cherry.

“Where's your wpuuor?” asked Win-
pite shavply,

“In the Ulowsters.
twisting his arm—-—->"

Wingute's face set primly,

“1'1i look into this !’ he said.
Vromp, go to your studs.”

“I shall please myself about {liat!”
-narled Van Tremp.

Wingate made a step towards him,
with a look in his eyes that made the
Lully quail.

“You won't please yoursclf,” he said

tly, “You'll do as ron're told hy a
ofect ) Go to vour study at onee 1™

Vud Van Tromp, after a motirnt’s
Sosttation, obexed and, with a black

ey turned  and tramped into  tho
bleuse, A hivs from the crowd of
cavors followed hinn. Wineate turned
Cock Aoy the araens [Pive,
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That brute was

di ‘;.'ﬂn

“I shall inquire into this,”” ho said.
“aBut, however it turns out, you fags
can’t chase a Sixth Form man and
down him in the quad, as you know
very well. 1'll deal with you later.
NHEEIH,‘ go and fetch vour minor aud
bring him to my study.”

. And Wingate followed Van Tromp
into the House.

THE THIRD CHAPTER.

For 1t !
b MAT votter is for it !” said Bob
Cherry.
“Looks like 1t!” agreed

Wharton.

“About time,
Smith.

There was considerable excitement in
the Lower School. A crowd of juniors
had gathered as near as they cuu{d ven-
ture to the prefects’ room.

In that apartment the great men of
the Sixth sat in conclave.

Every fellow knew the matter that was
heing discussed by the prefects, and the
general opinion was that Otto van
T'romp was for it.

Nugent minor had been taken to
Wingate's study and questioned there
by the captain of the =school; after
which Wingate had called a meeting of
tho prefects. And the news spread
swiftly through the House that the
bully of the Sixth was going to be called
(o account.

It was, ag Smithy =aid, time that Van
Tromp was called to account. Short
as had been his time at Greyfriars, he
had made bhimsclf as unpopular as a
fellow could possibly be. In the Lower
School hn was detested: in the Fifth
and the Sixth he was disliked. The few
iriends he had made, such as Loder and
Carne, were not very keen on his friend-
ship.  More than ouce Wingate had
called him to order for bullying; and
now that lie had been caught, as it were,
in the act, 1t was clear that action would
be taken. What that action would be
was a matter of keen interest to the
JUnlors,

The prefects’ meeling was hield behind
closed doors. The fellows waited
cagerly for the door to be opened.

There was a hush when it opened at
last and Gwynne of the Sixth came out.

Gwynne walked away to Van Tromp's
study.

“He's gone for
Johnny Bull.

Gwynne, taking no hiced of the sea of
rycs that followed him, proceeded to the
new senior’s study.,

Van Tromp was there. and he eyved
the Sixih-I'ormer evilly as he entered.

too!” said Vernon-

him ! murmured

“Youre wanted!” said Gwynne
laconiecally.
“Are those voung rascals up for

punishment 7" asked Van Tromp.

ok ND-!I

“Then what ain I wanted for 7’

“Prefects’ meeling.,” said Gwynne,
“You're called up for judgment. Come
alotipg 17

“ifor judzment 77
Tromp, staring at him,

“¥Yes: trot along 7

Van Trovip burst into a scofling laugh.

“1 decline to come,” he answered—
“and you can take that back to Wingalo
os 1y answer |’

Gwyvnne measired him with his eve.

“Youll come!” he answered. “I'm
heve to foteh von. I don’ want to have
to tay hands en you, Van Tromp—"'

“Youil renenvt b if vou do !’ said
the ow seniore Lietweon his teeth.

“Belror come cutelly. What's tha
cord of a f =2id Cwrnuoe, “I
vatbier think 1 conid haudle you; bt if

recpeated Van

Irl
1} -="!

THE MAGNET

not, there’s plenty of fcllows to lend me
a hand. You've got to come; so get a
move on.  You can either walk or be
ca}"rmd. Take your choice.”

Oh, T'll come if you make a point
of itP said Van Tromp, evidently
n:-:a;]lsmg that resistance was of no use.

That’s right! Come along, then.”

Van Tromp followed the prefeet from
the study,

He scowled at the crowd of fellows
gathered in the wide corridor mear thie
door of the prefects’ room.

A distinet sound of Lissing greeted his
arrival,

“Shut up,. you fags!” said Gwynne,
and he shepherded the new senior into
the prefects’ room and closed the door.

Van Tromp stared at the asscubly in
that august apartment.

All the Pruf&uts of Greyfriars were

there in full meetin%-, his friends Loder
apd Carne among the rest. Loder and
Carne did not mect his eyes as he looked
at them. The feeling against Van
I'romp was too strong for his f riends,
such as they were, to think of standing
up for him,
”The.r:a was sullen defiance in Van
i;;fl 5 lyard,fau!m btilt lsnmetlﬁug like
: ehension i1n his little pi eyes.
In the presence of the prefnitgngl;nsf of
the insolent truculence faded out of his
Imanner.

“Well, you wanted me,”” he said
snceringly, “Here I am! What's the
unportant communication 1"

Wingate looked at himn coldly and
conlemptuously.

“I'll tell you,” he answered, “You've
hfcu only a week or so at the school,
Van Tromp, and in that time you've
done all you can to disgrace the Form
you belong to. You've beea called to
order for bullying ceveral times and
warned. You've taken no notice of
warnings, and now I've called a meeting
of tho prefects to decide how to deal
with you.”

::L“{E your cheek !"” said Van Tromp.

I've questioned the fag vyou were
bullying.” went on Wingate, taking no
notice of that interjection. “If you've
';Luy_th;ng to say we will hear it.
I'wisting a kid’s arm is the sort of thing
that is barred at Greyfriars. Have you
anything to say 1"’

“Only that I shall do as I choose.

“Ts that all ?”

“The kid was checky,”” said Van
Tromp. “It may suit you to be cheeked
by fags. It doesn’t suit mne.”

“Cheeky or unot, you had no right te
torture him—and it amounted to that.
But what did he da?”

Van T'romp paused.

“He nearly ran inlo me
Cloisters,” he said at last.

“And you twisted his arm bheeause he
ncarly ran into yout"” exclaimed Win-
gate. I suppouse any excuse is better
than none, but that is the rottenest
excuse I've ever heard. Why not own
up that yon bullied the kid because you
are a beastly, cowardly bully ?”

Van Tromp gritted his teeth.

“If you've fetched me here to listen
to that, I'll elear,”” he said.

“You won't clear just yet. You're
cansing disorder in the school by your
rotien bullying,” said the Greyfriars
cuptain.  “A mob of ]

in the

juniors have
rugeged a Sixth Form man in the quad
—an¢d they can’'t be punished for it, as
vou've provoked i1t and asked for it.
That sort of thing has got to stop.
You've heen warned before. Now we've
decided to give you a prefeets’ beating,
whieh wmay have a little more eflect on
you,”

“A prefeets’ beating !
Tromp.

it dhat )

repeated Vo
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Wingate rose and picked up a ecane.

“There's a chair!"” he said. * Bend
over 1t 1"’

Van Tromp panted.

“You—yveu dare—"" Lo gasped.

“That’s cnough ! Bend over
chair "

“You can’'t beat a Sixth Form man !
panted Van Tromp.

“Any man at Greyfriars, scnior or
jusior, can hbe given a prefects’ beat-
ing,” answered Wingate, ““There’s an
appeal to the Head, if you choose, 1If
you want the matter to go before Dr.
Locke, say so. I may as well tell you
that in that case you're more likely than
not to be sacked from the school. DBut
take your choice—and be quick aboui
i !’

Van Tromp breathed hard.

“1 don’t want the matter to go before
the Head,”' he muttered at last.

“Vary well; that leaves 1t
Bend over that chair.”

Van Tromp glared round at face after
face. Loder and Carne still avoided his
eves.

“I'm watting !’ said Wingate.

The bully of the Sixth made up lis
mind to it at last.
a look of bitter hatred, and then slowly
he bent over the chair.
stepped to him and iifted the cane,

Whaek !

The lash of the
cane  was distinet]y
heard by the crowd

(1t

to us.

cutside. The juniors
exchanged blissful
Erins.

Evidently the bulls
of the Sixth was for
5

“It's a profects
beating ! murmuored
Pcter Todd.

“Good I

“My hat! They re

laving 1t on!"’ sud
the Bounder.

The sound of
whacking came

londly from the pre-
foets' room, Win-
gato certainly  was
laving 1t on.

For a time only the
whacking of the cane
was heard. DBut at
t he fourth stroke
thero was a howl.

“He's pgiving
voice!” chuckled
Skinner. _

Van Tromp yelled and yelied again.
After the sixth stroke Wingate passed
the cane to Gwynna, Bix more strokes
fell, and evory stroke was accompaniced
by a yell from the new senior.

When a  prefects’ beating  was
administered every prefect present had
to take bhis turn with the cane, 'The
severity of the punishment depended a
rood deal on the individual views of the
prefects.  In this case Loder and Carne
lauid on their strokes very lightly. and
Walker followed their example, Dut the
other prefeets latd themw on hard.,  And
cvery time the eane fell with foree there
wias & how!l from Van Tromp. Probably
o other Sixth Form man at Greviriars
wonld have uttered a sound under the
soverest 1nfliction: but with ali Ins
insolenece and trucnlence there was a
vellow streak in Van Fromp, and it
came to the surface now. e Lowled
and velled like a fap under the biveh,

“That's the lot!" said Wingate at
last; and Van Tromp stacvercd 1o has
feot, "“let out!”

Yan dromp's eves burned at him from

cake? ”’

He gave Wingale

W iﬂg‘ﬂ. tir

The Removites heeded him not.

a face white with rage. He shook his
fist at the captain of Greyiriars.

“I'll make you pay for this,” he miut-
tered thickly. “ DMy turn will come
spon—snoner than vou think ! Wait ——5

“That will do! Get ont!”

Gwynne threw open the door.

“Travel!” he said briefly.

And Van Tromp, after another savage
clare round at the contemptuous faces
of the prefects, stamnmped out of the rooin.

A grinning crowd met him as he
emergod.

He tramped savagely through the

crowd, and hurried back to his studv,
and slamimed the door. For a long tiinc

afterwards Otto van Tromp could ©wn
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“Sir Hilton's conduct is scandalous
he repeated.

“That 1s, perhaps. too strong a word,”’
satd the Head mildly, “Dut 1 am
hound to say that it is unprecedented
I told vou, Quclch, that Sir Hilton
called on me a few days ago and sug-
gested the propricty of my sending 1in
my resignation to the DBoard”

“Impudence on his part, sir,”
Mr. Quelch.

* Doubtless his motives are good,” said
the Head. ““His opinion is that a
younger man is required heére—a man
with new methods—methods of which
Sir Hilton approves—-"

“And of which no one else would be

catd

A

A |

““1 say, you [ellows,”” howled Bunter, as the Famous Fia rushed off. ** What ahout the

Turning back into the study, the fat junior gazed

at the cake and smiled.

heard pacing his study, like a wild

beast In its cage.

THE FOURTH CHAPTER.
By Whose Hand !

by I' i1s—is—is unprecedented ! said
1 Dr. Locke.
“1t 1s said Mr.

Quelch,

'The Remove master spoke warmly.,

Dr., Locke's face was elouded and
troubled.

He was slowly pacing a sceluded walk
in lns private garden. The Remove
master paced by his side,

“1 amn greatly sarprised.” went on
the Head., 1t s true that I have
never seen eve to eve with Sie Hilron
Popper, and sinee  that  gentloman
became  chairman of the governing
board T have looked for—well peorhiaps
criticam,. But this—"

Hoe paused.

Mr., Queleh's pimlet eve gleamed in
a way that lhis Form well knew.

scandalous !

ltkely 1o approve !” tho
Remove master,

* But assuredly,” went on the Head—
“assuredly 1 had no 1dea until I heard
recontly from a member of the Board
that Sir Hilton had actually gone to
the length of sclecting a successor for
e,

s face elouded deeply.

“That 1s really an nsult,” he said.
“Dut it appears that Sir Hilten has
sclectod a My, Drander as a suitable
suceessor for me here, and has intro-
duced  this  gentleman  fo  various
members of the DBoard in the hope of
otbtaining thelr support.”

Corant From Mr. Queleh,

“Sir Hilton appears to have taken it
for granted that a lant from hiun would
be  sullicient 1o bring  about my
restenation,” sand the Head, colouring
a hittle, ““He scemed both surprised
nnd angry when I told im that I had
no ntention whatever of resigning.”

“No deabt”

“Bat 1 did not svepect at that fime
the mecasures he had been taking or I

Tiue Macyrer Lisnany.—No. 1,170.
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eliould certainly have spoken to him
very planly,” said the Head. *“It is
very awkward to be placed in opposi-
tion of the Chairman of the Board in
this way——"

“DBnut it 1s necessary to be firm, sir,”
satd Mr. Quelch.

“Quite so; I shall bo very firm,” eaid
thie Head., “Certainly I shall not resign
my pest. Tlias Mr, Brander appears to
be ready 1o step into my shoes as soon
s they are vacant, ‘That gives me a
far from favourable impression of the
man. A sclf-respeeting man would
over tuke up such an attitude,”

lj“I have heard of {lus Mr., Drander,
" suid the Remove master, “and
nething to his credit, iIn my opinion—
throurh doubtiess Sir ITilton Popper’s
cpinion 1s otherwize. e 1s certanly
.+ capable s=choclmaster, but I have
learned that Lo resigned a headmaster-
«hiip some time ago, under pressure.
His mecthods were those of excessive
soverpty——"

" Probabiy Sir Hilton Popper would
ot think less of him on that account.”

“"Vory probably.”

“His name was quite unknown to me
till to-day,” said the Head, *so {far
ug this matter was concerned. It was
funuhar to me on auother account.”

“Indeed ?”

“IIe is rclated to Van Tromp, the
new boy in the Sixth Form,” said the
[Teald,

“Indecd,” repecated Mr. Quelch, rais-
my hius eyebrows.

"1 have no doubt that it is the same
man,” said Dr. Locke., “ Van Tromp’s
vnele, My, Drander, is, I understand, a
svinoolmaster,”

“I was not aware of this,” said Mr.
Gueleh,  “In the circumstances, it is in
oxtremelv bad taste for Mr. Braunder
to send his nephew to Greylriars.”

“I1 agree with you, I have not met
ihie eentleman,” said Dr. Locke., It
wis S Hilton Popper who arranged
for the boy to come liere, and, of course,
1 snch a matter the word of the Chair-
tian of the Board is final, I understood
that Mr, Brander was to bring the boy
{» the school, but for some reason he
cianged s intention and did not come
with him.”

1he Head paced in silence for a few
1 ntes.

Ay, Quelel paced by Lis side, with a
frowning brow,

Henry Samuel Queleh was not only a
momber of the staff, but he was an old
aind attached friend of the headmaster;
atd he felt deeply the slight that was
put upon  lus clinel by Sir Hilton
Lopper’s procecdings.

“1 gather from what I have now
heard,” wenb on the Head, *“that Sir
Hilton Las secured the support of a
w jority of the Board for his eandidate,
1) case ol iy resignation or retirement,”

"1 do net think that Major Cherry
will  support him, sir—or Colonel
Waarlon; though the latter gentleman
15 unfortunately abroad at the present
tinie,”

“The ecase will not arige,” said the
Head, " {or T certamly shall not resign
vnless requested to do so by the Doard.
Me. Brander must look elsewhere [or an
appointment.”

“The Board may be agreed on the
sibject of your suceessor, siv, but it is
cbeolutely certain that they will not
dispenso with your services,” said Mr.
Cavleh, " Ounly your veluntary resigna.
o can leave the way open for this

Moo Brander—a  pushing  and  un.
sordptilons man, I should judge by his
condiud”

“But the whola cireumstances are
4 e Masxvr Lisrany,—No, 1,170,

very pamnful,” said the ITead. “It is
very distressing to me.”
“Nevertheless, sir, firmness is re-
quired,” said Mr. Ouelch, “I am
convinced that it would be an ill day
for this school, sir, if the person selected
by Sir Hilton Popper should assume

authority here.”

“I have little doubt of that,” said Dr.
Locke, “and, distressing as the situation
15, nothing will induce me to tender iny
resignation.,

“I am glad to hecar it, sir.”

And after a little further talk Mr.
Queleh took his leave of the Head and
left the garden, He walked back into
the quad, and returned to the House
with 2 grim frown on his brow. Henry
Samuel Quelch would have been very
glad to tell Sir Hilton Popper what he
thought of him and his proceedings had
that been practicable.

The Head, left alone., resumed his
pacing en the shady walk between the
thick shrubberies,

Mis kind old face was clouded.

He could lock back on many years of
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faithful service to the old school; and
it wounded lim deeply to learn that a
movement was on foot against him,
among the governing board.

It was true that theve was no chance
whatever of his resignation being re-
quested; but it wus clear that, in case
of his rctirement, his successor was
already sclected.  Sir IHilton Popper’s
influence on the Board was strong; and
to that exteiit the dictatorial old baronet
was successiul.

It was not pleasant to the Head to
think of o pushing man waiting ex-
pectantly to step into his shoes; neither
was Sir Hilton’s plainly-expressed wish
that he should retire agreeable to him.

But kind and gentle as he was, the
Head could be as firm as adamant. So
far as lie was concerned, Sir Hilton
Popper would be disappointed: and the
pushing Mr. Brander had long to wait.

That the unknown AMr., Brander was
anything but a puzhing and ambitious
man, did net occur to the Ilead: and
he did not droamm that other niethods
might be emploved now that Sir Hilton’s
intervention had railed to clear tho
Way.

So far ns
tlho Laaiter

Sir Iilten was eoncerned,
wits at an cud for the
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present; Dr. Locke's refusal to resign
had finished it.

But Meyer Brander, if the ITead had
only known it, was a man of a very
different stamp, and it was not merely
bad taste, but much more cogent reasons,
that had caused lim to send his nephow
Van Tromp to Greyfriars.

No such suspicion was likely to occur
to the mind of Dr. Locke.

Ile paced the garden walk in the
shadow of the high shrubberies, and his
face gradually cleared. It was a painful
matter, but, alter all, he nceded only to
be firm and there was an end,

In his preoceupation the Head did net
Lear or heed a faint rustle in the thick
shrubbery. He did not dream that eyes
were watching him, keenly, intently.
The thought of danger never oceurrcd
to him. The sudden whiz of a heavy
missile in the air caused him to start—
but it was too late.

Crash!

A heavy oaken cudgel whizzed
through tho air and as the Head Lalf-
turned 1t struck him on the forehead.

One faint ery came from the stricken
man as he fell.

He fell heavily and lay where he had
fullf-q; without sense or motion. The
crashing blow had stunned him.

There was a faint rustle in the shrub-
beries; the sound of his assailant in
hasty retrcat. But the Head did not
hear it. IHe lay still, his eyes closed,
a trickle of crimson on the white up-
turned faco.

T — —

THE FIFTH CHAPTER.
Startling News !

‘¢ cAY, you fellows!”

E Billy Bunter fairly yelled.

He burst into the Rag, Lis fat

_ face crimson with excitement,
his eyes almost bulging through his big
spectacles.

“I—I say——"" he stuttered.

“Hallo, hallo, hallo! What's the jolly
old news?’ asked Bob Cherry.

11 say " Bunter sccmed too ex-
cited to get it out. “Oh dear! I—I
say, vou fellows "
“House on fire?” asked ITarry Whar-
ton.
“'Nunno |

Worse than that!” gasped

Bunter.
“My hat! What on caril’s hap-
pencd 7 exclaimed Bob Cherry., “Ilas

your postal order come ?”

“Ha, ha, hal*

“Oh, really, Cherry—"

“Well, get 1t out, faity!” said ihe
Bounder.

The juniors gathered round DBuuter.
Billy Bunter’s ncews was not always
worth hearing; but 1t was evident thug
something unusual had happened now.

“The—the—Head—" gasped Bunter.

“Anything happened to the Beak?”
asked Skinner.

“Yes! He's killed—"

“What?’ yelled all the Rag.

“Well, not exactly killed——" gazped
Bunter.

“You fat chump

“0Oh, really, Wharton—"

“What's happened, you fatlicad?i”
roared Johnny Bull, “Ilas the Head
had an accident?”

“Worse than
Bunter.

“You frahjous chump, get it out!”
exclaimed Harry Wharton, “What's
happened to Dr. Locke—if anything
nas?’

“He's been knocked vn the Lead

“Rot!” said Scuilf,

i

that—="" stuttercd
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“ Stunned——"

[ 11 Rubbish !II -

“It's true!” yelled Bunter. “I've just
seen them carrying him into his house.
He was found in the garden lying in his
gore "

“Cheese it!”

“I tell you he's becn hanged on the
head and—and fearfully i1njured,”
howled DBunter. “He was iasensible
when they found him——"'

“Good heavens!" exclaimed Wharton,

“Let's go and sce!” said Nugent.

““The seefulness is the proper caper,”
sald Hurree Jamset Ram Singh.

“Rather |”

And there was a rush from the Rag.

Other fellows had the news already.
It was spreading far and wide, thrilling
the school with excitement.
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T.ocke: that was certain. PDetails were
not yet known. _ _
T"he Head, it appeared, was in his

Lhowse now, and the doector had been

sent for. Coker of the IMfth was telling
what he knew in a loud vnice,

“T saw him,” said Coker. “He
looked awful! White as a sheect! He'd

had a fearful knock on the head.”

“But who——"" exclaimed Potter of
the Fifth.

“Some awful brute,” said Coker. “I
jolly ®welt wish I knew who! I'd smash
him.” Coker brandished his big fist.
“I'd smash him into little pieces.”

“Here's Wingate!” exclaimed Bob
Cherry. “Let’s ask Wingate.”” The
captain of Greyfriars came into the
House with a set face.

“Is it true, Wingate 7"’

“What's happened to the Head ?"”

gate. _
police have becn telephoned ior.

“Ts he hurt?

Wingate nodded.

“Mimble, tho gardener, found him
lying in his garden,” he said. “ Good-
ness knows what awful brute can have
done 1t. He was lying stunned; and
there was a cudgel lying beside him—

she sort of cudgel that a tramp might

carry. Somcbody had struck him on
the head with it, and stunned him.”
“Did Mimble see anybody o
“Nothine's known so far,” said Win-
“The doctor's coming; and the
That’s

ull.”

“The police?"” exclaimed Bob.
“Then—then they don't think it con
have been a Greyfriars man?”’ aske.

Potter of the Fifth.
Wingate stared at him,
(Continucd on mext page.)
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“How could it have been a Greyiriars
nan, fathead? We haven't a murder-
ous hooligan in the school, I suppose?”

" But who——"

“It looked hke a tramp’s cudgel that
was found Iying beside him. Some
brute may have tried to rob him—
goodness knows. I dare say he will be
able to tcll, when he comes to.”

" This 1s terrible news.” It was Mr.
Prout the master of the Fifth. “This
1s—1s terrible—unnerving! No one
should suggest that a Greyfriars boy
has been capable of this dreadful out-
rage. Some lawless ruffian—or perhaps
an escaped lunatic——""

"It couldn’t be a Greyfriars man, of
course,” said Coker, as Mr. Prout
passed on. ** You're an ass. Potter.”

“Well,” said Potter. “We know that
somebody chucked a big stone at the
Head the other day, only it missed.
T'his looks like the same game——"

" Well, that wasn’t a Greyfriars man
either,” said Coker.

“ Blessed if it doesn’t look——" said
Dob Cherry.

“Don’t you be a young ass, Cherry,”
snapped Coker, “There will be row
enough about this, without suggesting
that a Greyfriars man could have
bunged his own headmaster on the
napper with a elub——"*

“It’s impossible,” said Harry Whar-
ton. “But 1t’s jolly queer all the same.”

“'T'he queerfulness is terrific.”

“1 say, you fellows——"

“Shut up, Bunter.”

“Here comes the doctor!” called out
Greene of the Fifth, as there was a
sound of a car on the drive.

There was a rush to see Dr. Pillbury
go into the Head’s house. Tho school
doctor had not been long in arriving.

Many fellows waited to sce the
medical gentleman leave. It was long
before he emerged; and his face was
very grave as he drove away in his car.

There was little attention given to

rep that evening in any study at Grey-

riars.

The mysterious attack on the Head
was the one absorbing topic.

It was learncd that Inspector Grimes,
of Courtfield, had called at the school,
and that he had seen several of the
masters, though the Head was not yet
silliciently recovered to see him.

What Mr. Grimes’ view of the outrage
might be nobody knew: but it was
probable that he was very puzzled.

The matter was not only mysterious,
it was tnexplicable.

That the Dbrutal assault could have
been carried out by anyone belonging
to the school seemed ineredible. Yet
that some intruder or trespasser had
struck down the Head so cruelly was
amazing, if true.

Every fellow at Greyfriars discussed
the matter, and the surmises were end-
less,

Before bed-time Mr. Quelch made an
announcement that was heard with
cagerness. Dr. Locke had recovered
consciousness at last; his injury was
serious, but probably not permanent;
and he had Ec-un able to give no in-
formation whatever with regard to his
assailant. lle was in the doctor’s hands,
and would remain in them for a very
considerable time. In the meantime
Mr. Prout, the TFifth Form master,
would act as headmaster pro tem.

After lights out it was long before
the Greyfriars fellows slept; in every
dormitory the talk ran on to a late hour.

In a Sixth Form-room was one fellow
who remained awake latest of all. Otto
van Tromp found it very diflicult to
slcep that night.

J1e Maeyer Linpary.—No. 1,170.

THE SIXTH CHAPTER.
Mr. Prout Sees a Silver Lining !

er R. "ROUT smiled.

He walked in the quad
rangle, in the morning sun-
shine, and smiled.

Mr. Prout was sorry for the Head.
He was expressibly shocked by the
outrage. DBut

Long, long had Mr. Prout believed
that he possessed the qualities requisite
to the headmaster of such a school as
Greyfriars. Long, long had he com-
Fared himself with Dr. Locke, to the
atter's diradvantage.

He respected his Chief. Now he com-
passionated him with all his heart. But
he could not help feeling that there was
a silver lining to the cloud.

He had visited the stricken old gentle-
man that morning. He had seen the
doctor. It was no sceret that Dr. Locke
was booked for a long and serious ill-
ness; and that, as soon as he could be
moved, he would have to be taken away
from Greyfriars. Not that term, pro-
bahly, not the next, would he be able
to resume his duties as headmaster.

Surely, in the ecircumstances, the
Governing Board would sce fit to con-
firm Mr. Prout, a master of long and
tried service, as temporary hcadmaster
—probably with a permanency in view ?

It seemed probable to Mr. Prout.

Hence his smile.

If Greyfriars remained under his com-
mands for a term Mr. Prout had no
doubt that the governors would sce how
very suitable he was to the post, and
would agree that the best interests of
the school required that he should be
continued in it.

Mr. Prout would have been shocked
had anyone supposed him capable of
what 1s vulgarly known as bagging
another man’s job., But it did seem to
Mr. Prout that the Head’s temporary
retirement might well become perma-
nent, with so efllicicnt a gentleman as
Mr. Prout all ready on the spot to take
his place.

Headmaster of Greyfriars!

The words were very pleasant in the
plunp ears of Mr. Prout. He felt an
inch taller as he thought of it.

He walked and smiled.

It really was not a time for smiling.
Most faces at Greyfriars were grave—
even fags of the Tnird and Second
looked unusually serious. DBut Mr.
Prout smiled unconsciously at gratify-
ing thoughts.

“What's that old guy grinning at?”
asked Coker, as he passed at a distance
from his Form master with Potter and
Ureenc.

Potter shrugged his shoulders.

" Fancying himself as Deak, pro
tem!” he answered. “Prout’s in the
saddle till the Head’s up again.”

Coker looked thoughtful.

“Of course, he’s an pld ass ! he
remarked. “ But hu’s senlor master. If
the Beak goes, it would be rather

decent to have our Form masier Head.
I'm frightfu]l?f sorrv for Locke, of
course; and l'd give a terin’s pocket-
money to smash the villain who biffed
him. DBut if DProut were headmaster—
well, he might make a fellow a prefect
—Locke never could see that 1 was cut
out to be a prefeet. Prout might.”
“Oh, my hat!” said Potter.

“The governors would never make an
old ass like Prout headmaster,” said
Greene.

“Well, if he mmade me a prefect it
would show that he wasn't such an ass,
after all!” argued Coker. ““What do
you fellows think ?”

“Um!” said Potter and Creenc.

They did not state what they thought
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on that subject. It would only have
led to a row with Coker.

Mr. Quelch, who had been to the
Head's house after morning classes,
came away with a frowning and
troubled brow.

Prout bore down on him.

“How is the Head, my dear Quelch 1”
he asked.

“Very weak and in pain,” answered
the Remove master. “Dr. Pillbury
feared concussion at first; but fortu-
nately it is not so bad as that. But——"

Mr. Quelch shook his head sadly.

“1 understand that there can be no
question of the Head resuming his
duties this term,” said Mr. Prout,

“None, I am sorry to say.”

“l am sorry, too, of course,” said
Mr. Prout. “But it is a consolation to
know that the school will not suffer,
iy dear Quelch.”

The Remove master looked at him.

“l do not understand you,” he
answered coldly. “The school certainly
will suffer.”

“Dr. Locke was a gmd headmaster—
aﬁreq.h headmaster,” said Mr. Prout.
“He is fully, entitled to rank with
Arnold and other great headmasters.
But, after all, there are men worthy to
take his place.”

“l know of none!” said Mr. Quelch
briefly.

“Really, my dear Quelch——

“It is extremely unfortunate,” said
the Remove master. “ Apart from the
infamy of this unspeakable outrage, it
is a blow to the school. Dr. Locke
certainly cannot resume his duties for
a very long time. A temporary head-
master must be appointed.”

“A temporary headmaster has been
appointed, by the special request of Dr.
Locke to me!” reminded Mr. Prout.

“Oh, quite so! But the matter, of
course, will be referred to the Board
of Governors.”

“Surely you do not think they are
Iikel;' to disagree with the Head’s selec-
tion,” said Mr. Prout anxiously. “I
am prepared to carry on. Without con-
ceit, I think I may say that Greyfriars
will not suffer under my guidance.”

Mr. Quelch looked at him again,

He read Mr. Prout’s thoughts and
stiffcned. If there was any master at
Greyfriars who was worthy of Btepl"iun
into the Head’'s shoes, he did not thin
his name was Prout. Mere regard for
facts would have forced him to admit
that the name was Henry Samuel

Quelch.

But Mr. Quelch, who knew more of
what had been going on behind the
scenes than the Fifth Form master
knew, was well aware that no member
of the present staff would be selected to
take Dr. Locke’s place.

This miserable happening, this inex-

licable crime, cleared the way for Sir
Eliltron Popper’s candidate,

No sooncr would 8ir Hilton have
heard of the outrage than he would be
taking action; Mr. Quelch was sure of

that. No doubt 8ir Hilton would
deplore the outrage as sincerely as any-
one; but it was certain that he would

lose. no time in bringing forward the
claims of Mr. Brander.

Mr. Prout blinked anxiously at the
Remove master.

“Do you not think, my dear Quelch,
that the Board will be likely to con-
firm Dr. Locke’s choice in this
matter?’” he asked.

“1 fear not, sir,” said Mr. Quelch.
“But most assuredly I hope that such
may be the case.”

Mr. Quelch spoke with sincerity. He
would have preferred Mr. Prout, or a
dozen Mr. Prouts, to tha unknown man
Brander,
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“You are very good, my dear
Quelch 1 said Prout, greatly pleased.

Mr. Quelch smiled a dry, sarcastic
smile, and passed on. Mr. Prout was
left to his daydreams; from which he
was destined to have a rude awakening
before long.

Many observed, that day, an added
pomposity in the bearing of Mr.
Prout. His colleagues were not slow to
observe 1t; and the murmured com-
ments in Masters’ Common-room would
have made Mr. Prout's ears burn had
ho heard them.

Outwardly, however, most of the staff
were very respectful to Prout. It was
on the cards, at least, that he might
get the headmastership; and in that
case nobody wanted to offend him.

Apart from Mr. Prout, who was com-
forted by agreeable thoughts, that was
a dismal day for Greyfriars.

The fellows liked and respected the
Head, and they felt for him deeply;
and still more deep was their indigna-
tion against the unknown wretch who
had struck him down.

Of that wretch, nothing was known,
discovered, or even suspected.

The whole affair was a mystery.

Inspector Grimes had examined the
spot where the attack had taken place—
and after him, most of the Greyiriars
fellows had done so. Traces had been
found where someone had crouched in
the shrubbery; and in a spot where
the garden wall abutted on a
narrow lane, torn ivy had been
discovered, which looked as if
the assailant had entered or
escaped that way. No other
clue was found excepting the
heavy oaken cudgel that had
struck the headmaster; but the
cudgel afforded no clue. It was
such a cudgel as might have
been carried by a tramp, but
that was all.

Mr. Grimes was driven to be-
lieve that some ruflianly foot-
pad had entered the place for
purposes of robbery: that he
had struck down the Head, and
then taken the alarm and fled
without earrying out his pur-
pose—for the headmaster had
not been robbed.

That theory was not a wholly
satisfactory one; but it was
difficult to imagine any other
explanation; unless it was to be
supposed that some Greyfriars
fellow was the guilty party.

That was hardly imaginable;
and certainly Inspector Grimes
did not imagine it,

In the meantime Sir Hilton Popper,
the governor who lived nearest to Grey-
friars, had been apprised of the occur-
rence; and he came over in his car—
looking, as no doubt he felt, extremel
shocked and grieved. He saw the Head,
and he had a conversation with Mr.
Prout. Mr. Prout, lofty and pompous
gentleman as he was, hovered round Sir
Hilton, and hung on his words as if they
were pearls of wisdom falling from the
baronet’s lips. Mr. Prout certainly did
not suppose that his manner was fawn-
ing; but that waa how it struck the
other masters. The fact was, that Sir
Hilton, as Chairman of the Board, had
the power in his hands to make or to
mar Mr. Prout; and the Fifth Form
master was exceedingly anxious to
make a good impression upon him.

Many fellows saw Mr. Prout attend
Sir Hilton to his car, when hoe left; and
heard his honeyed voice, and noted his
deep bows; and smiled to one another.

“‘Sucking up to old Popper!” said
Coker to Potter. “I wonder if he will
pull it off "

Gwynne of the Sixth came into the
prefects’ room, with a snort.

“See that fat old ass greasing up to
Popper ?” he asked. “ Even old Popper
couldn’t be ass enough to stick him in
the Head’s place.”

““Not likely !” said Wingate.

Gwynne looked from the window.

““Hallo, there’s that tick Van Tromp
talking to Popper,” he said. “I didn’t
know he knew the old bean.”

Several of the prefects looked out.
Van Tromp of the Sixth was standing
by the baronet’'s car, talking to Sir
Hilton. Mr. Prout, with a rather
dashed expression on his face, had
drawn back., Sir Hilton’s manner to
Mr. Prout was not very dprnmismg;
indeed, it was quite off hand.

But he was speaking to Van Tromp
quite cordially.
From his manner,
it might be 1n- VS5
ferred that he had Q: 7
a good opinion of L
the new scnior.
Which, in the
opinion of the
fellows looking
from the window,
showed that he
couldn’t know
Otto van Tromp
very well,

.......
'''''''''
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Sir Hilton shook hands with Van
Tromp, before getting into his car; and
then, apparently forgetful of Mr.
Prout, drove away. Van Tromp
watched the car out of sight along the
drive, and turned back to the House,
with a smile on his face. And it was
so strange a smile, that the Sixth-
IFFormers staring from the window could
not help noticing it, and wondering
what 1t mecant.

el e

THE SEVENTH CHAPTER.
Bunter Knows !

SAY, you fellows!”
E “Oh, dry up, Bunter!”
“I've got 1t !”
(1} Ell?lj

“I've got it !"” repeated Bunter, blink-
ing at the juniors in the Rag through
his big spectacles, in a very impressive
way.

“Well, what have you got, you f{at
chump 7" asked Frank Nugent. “That
cake that disappeared from our study
the other day?”

9

“Oh, really, Nugent! This isn’t a
time to be thinking about cakes!” gaid
Bunter severely. “And I never touched
that cake, as I've told you several times
already. I hope I'm not the sort of
chap to bag another fellow’s cake when
he's not looking. Besides, after I'd
taken the trouble to come up to the
study to tell you about your minor, it's
rather mean to grudge a fcllow a slice
or two of cake, I never meant to finish
it either—that 1s, I mean, I never
touched it. In fact, I never noticed that

there was a cake in the study at all—"

“Kick him!” said Bob Cherry.

“Oh, really, Cherry! Just like you
fellows to be worrying about a cake,
when thoe Head's lying——"

“And ou're lying!” remarked

Johnny Bull.

........

Frank Nugent arrived just in time to see Van Tromp, the big, muscular Sixth-Former,
orip his minor’s arm and twist it with cruel force !

. “Beast! You fellows have been
jawing and jawing, and you haven't got

any nearer to it,” said Bunter. *Well,
I've got 1t 1"

“The cake 7"

“Nol!” roared Bunter. “Blow the
cake! Bother the cake! DBless the
cake! I've found out who biffed the
Head!”

“What 1"

It was an exclamation from all parts
of the room. Fellows gathered eagerly
around Bunter.

The fat junior grinned complacently.

Bunter liked the limelight; and he
liked an audience. He had both now,
in ample measure.

" “You've found out who biffed the
Head 7" ejaculated Harry Wharton.
“Yes, old chap!”

“My bhat! Who—"
“Gammon [” said Hobson of the
Shell. “ How could he have found out?”

“The gammonfulness is terrific!”
“Let's hear the fat f{oozler,” said
Temple of the Fourth. “Bunter is
THE MAGNET LiBrary.—No, 1,170.
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always finding out things; and always
will so long as they make keyholes to
doors.”

“Why, you cheeky rotter
Bunter.

“Well, if you've found out anythin’,
what 13 it?” demanded Cecil Reginald
Temple.

“Qut fathead ”
Dounder.

“Cough it up, ass!” said Squiff,

“Get it oft your chest, you
dummy " said Tom Brown.

Btlly Bunter blinked round at the
cager, excited faces, He smiled the
smile of superior wisdom.

“Most fellows think it was some
tramp who butted into the Head's
garden,” he said. “Well, it wasn’t.”

“Ilow do you know, fathead ?”

“1 jolly well do know,” said Bunter.
““It wasn’t anybody from ‘outside Grey-
friars, and you can take that from me.”

“Mean to say it was a Greyfriars
chap knocked the Beak out?” Exnf’aimed
skinner.

Bunter shook his head mysteriouuly.

IIND-JI

“Then what are you driving at?”
demanded Harry Wharton impatiently.
““Are you potty enough to imagine that
one of the servants biffed the Head ?”

“No fear.”

“Then who. you benighted chump?”
asked Peter Todd. “There’s nobody
:-Isﬁ in the school, is there, you fatuous
fish?”

“Isn't there?” grinned Bunter.

“Only the masters, fathead!”

“Got there at last?” asked Bunter.

“You—you—you prize idiot 1” gasped
Wharton. ““Are you going to make out
that one of the beaks biffed the chief
beak 77

“ You born idiot——"" said Peter Todd,
in measured tones,

*1 guess I always knew that Bunter
was the world's prize boob,” remarked
Fisher T. Fish. “But I want to know
what he's doing outside a home for
idiots 27

*“Oh, really, Fishy—"

“Get on with it, Bunter,” said the
Bounder. “Let’s know what’s put this
particular piece of idiocy into your fat
head.”

“Oh, really, Smithy—"

“Congh it up, you chump!” roared
Bob Cherry.

“If you fellows had half mv brains,
or a quarter, vou'd have seen it for
vonrselves,” said Bunter complacently.
“If vou'd read as many detective stories
as I have, vou'd know that when a erime
1s committed, vou have to look for the
man with the motive.”

“Well, who eould possibly have a
motive for banging the Beak on the
napper with a rjub?” demanded Hazel-
dene.

“Trout!”

“Prout !” pasped the juniors.

Bunter nodded cheerily.

“Pront!” he answered. “NYou sec,
I've worked 1t out just like Sherlock
Haolies | Now the Head's laid up,
Prout i1s carrying on in his place. Lots
of fellows know that he’s hoping to bag
the job—lots of fellows saw him greas-

X3

hooted

with it, sald the

fat

ing up to DPopper. Prout’s after tlie
job.”

“Oh, my hat!” said Harry Wharton
blankly.

“You—you—you——" pguasped Deter
T'odd.

2

“Prout’s the man,” said Bunter, with
conviction. “look for the man with
the motive—that's the maxim! Prout
bawrs  the _iﬂh—FD there's the motive |
'rout affed the IHead—"

“You benighted chump——

“Oh, really, Wharton -
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“You unmitigated idiot——"

“Look here—="

“You—you—you
frump——"

“You can call a fellow names|” said
Bunter disdainfully. “But I've got it,
all the same. Prout stands to gain by

%\Inbndy

the Hcead being knoeked out.
else does. Prout did it 1”

“Shut up, you piffling idiot |” gasped
Bob Cherry, as the door of the Rag
opened, and Wingate of the 8ixth
looked in It was half-past nine, bed-
tiie for the Remove.

“Shan't!” said Bunter. Ile had his
back to the door, and did not see the
captain of Greyfriars. “I’ve thought
this out, and worked it out just like a
detective in a book. You fellows
couldn’t do it—you haven't the intel-
lect. I've found the villain out—"

“Shut up 1”
“Shan't | found

out——"
“Bunter |”

The Owl of the Remove spun round.

frabjous, foozling

I've the wvillain

PRSI NEO NN ESESE NG RERROEADREAEONENEREY !

HEARD THIS ONE?

IFSEEES

‘““ My doctor has ordered me
to take fieh for the brain, sir,”
said a student to a professor.

"* Will you tell me what kind
of fish you would advise 7

““ Well,"” sald the professor
““if I had a brain like yours i
think 1 would start with a
couple of whales ! ™

Sent in by: Freddy Ford, of
Twyning Cottages, %h: Cli,
Matlock, Derbyshire, who wins a
penknife,

EEEFADATPENEEcEEEERRRADEFERERRRER
FEESSSSERFEFOTAREROENE RO ENEEDEADE N

Ile gave Wingate a startled blink
through his big spectacles

“Oh! I—I didn't see you, Wingate |
I—-1 wasn't saying anything about
Prout I he stuttered.

“You utter young idiot!” said
Wingate. “1I heard what you said as I
opened the door. Are you mad?”

“Nunno! You see—"

“Bend over that chair !”

I“ Oh ecrikey! I—I say, Wingate, I—

“Bend over |” reared the prefect.
““Oh dear!”

Billy Bunter rveluctantly bent over
the chair. He lLiad reason to be re-
luctant.  Wingate's brow was clothed

with thunder. He swished his ashplant,
and it came down with a terrific swipe.

“Yaroooozh!” roared Bunter.

Whaclt, whack, whack, whack, whacl; !

“Yow-ow-ow-ow-ow |”

“There.” said Wingate, tucking the
cane under his arm, *“*if that doesn’t
teach you sense, Bunter, there's plenty
more where it came from.”

“Yow-ow-ow I

“Now git olf to your dorm.”

“Yow-ow-wow |V

Billy Punter groaned his way to the
Remove dormitory, The other fellows
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went griuning. Bunter had received
the reward to which, in their opinion,
he was entitled, for his uncommon per-
spicacity in finding out the guilty man.

When Wingate had turned out the
lights, and left the dormitory, Bills
Bunter was still groaning.

“Shut up that row, Bunter!” said
Peter Todd.  “You've got what you
asked for. You can't help being a born
idiot, but there’s a limit.”

“1 say, you fellows, it was Prout—"

“Shut up !” roared a dozen voices.

“And T can't help thinking that Win-
gate was his accomplice—""

“What?” shrieked the Removites.

“Well, look at it!” argued Bunter.
“Wingate's trying to hush it up! He's
pifched into me because he wants to
keep it dark.”

" Oh, ye gods!” gasped Bob Cherry.

“It's clear enough to me,” said
Bunter. “You've got to look for the
motive, you know, ell, what could be

Wingate's motive for wanting to keep
it dark and hush it up? I say, you
fellows, ain’t it shocking! Fancy a
Greyfriars prefect and a Greyfriars
master conspiring to knock the Head

out——"

“I can’t quite fancy that!” chuckled
Bob Cherry. “But I fancy I'm going
to :mff you with my pillow till you shut
up 33

“Oh, really, Cherry—"

“Same here,” said Johnny Bull.

“1 say, you fellows—— Yarooogh !
Leave off! Oh crikey! Whooop !"
roared Billy Bunter, as a pillow swiped
on him from either side of his bed.

“Ow | Oh! Beasts ! Stoppit !
Whooooooop 1"

Swipe, swipe, swipe, swipe |

“Ow, ow! Yow! Wow! Help!”

“Ha, ha, hal”
“ Now shut up, you frabjous chump !”

gasped Bob Cherry. “ Another
word i

“Beast| I say—*

Swipe |

“Yaroooogh 1”

And Billy Bunter shut up at last.
His remarkable theory found no takers
i the Remove. The attack on the
Head remained a mystery: and it did
not seem probable that Billy Bunter’'s
efflorts as a detective would shed much
light upon it.

- L L ] L L]

And yet, as wisdom is said to procee
sometimes from the mouths of babes and
sucklings, so it was with Billy Bunter.
His theory, remarkable as it was, was
nearer the truth than the Remove fol-
lows dreamed; though certainly no one
but the fat and fatuous Owl would have
thought of regarding the plump and
podgy Prout with suspicion.

Bunter’s theory had started a train
of thought in at least one mind in the
Remove.,

Long after the other fellows had gone
to sleep. Hurree Jamset Ram Singh lav
awake thinking. And strange thoughts

were working in the keen mind of the
Nabob of Bhanipur.

THE EIGHTH CHAPTER,
Dark Suspicions !
a8

' OOKS pleased
E grunted Johnny Bull.
Jolinny made that remark
in break the next morning, as
the Famous Five passed Mr. Prout in
the quad.
The juniors glanced at
Form master.
Mr. Prout did not look, exactly, as
pleased as Punch. But there was
(Continued on page 12.)

Punch '”

the T if::



HEROES OF THE TESTS !

This week our Cricket Expert gives
interesting facts about the English and Australian

you some

Test Match cricketers whose photographs are presented Free with this issue.

A. P. F. CHAPMAN.

7T LFORD the start of tle

s’  of the Iingland side.

: _ present cricket season there
3 Wwas alot of discussion as to who should be the skipper
But the nation mn general said :

“We want Percy Chapman!” and the selectors

were not deaf

to the call. The
initials A. P. T
stand fior
Arthur  Percy
IFrank, o man
of Ikont who
learnt the gaimne
mostly at Up-
?nghmn sSchool.
n 1926 ling-
land tried niore
than one cap-
tain prior to
the fifth Test
Mateh, which
wo had to win
n order to
~recure the
“ Ashes.” The
choice fell on
Chapman, and
it proved to
be a very lucky
one, for al-
though he was
not—and  has
2 not been—the

of the Kent side, he showed all the

—  regular captain
qualifications of a born

leader. We won that vital mateh for the * Ashes” all right,
and so Percy also skippered the Fngland team in the last tour

in Aunstralia.

We won four of the five Tests of that series

unel lost the other one—when Chapman was too ill to play.
As a batsman he is brilliant when he gets going, being pac-
tienlarly good at the off drive, but his weakness is a tendency to
nibble at the off ball and get himself out. As a fielder there is
no better in the world at holding slip catches.
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C. V. GRIMMETT.

most batsmen
who have played against
him agree that he is one
of the grimmest of op-
ponents. He now plays
for Victoria because New
South Wales did not
think him good enough,
aud he is the * veteran '
of the present touring
side—thirty-seven years
of age. He made a late
but dramatie Test
Match appearance, for
in his first game against
England—at Sydney ih
February of 1925—he
took eleven wickets for
eighty-two. runs. Ap-
parently his bowling
improves with age, and
right at the beginning
of this season he took
all ten wickets in an
innings in & match
against Yorkshire. And
he looks g0 easy to play
—tossing the ball up
nice and high and slowly.
But that ball is full of
guile. The flight of it
may deceive the bats-
man and when it drops
it may prove to be an
off breal;, though bowled
with a leg-break action.
Hg is & signwriter and
degorator by profession.

I*HERE is some confusion in England as to wlera tha
accent should come in the name Grimmett. The
player pronounces it with the accent on * grim,” and

.......
..............
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C. GRIMMETT.

MAURICE TATE.

seven years or so ago,

7 1TI1L the very first ball which Maurice Tate sent down
- in & Test Match he took a wicket.
and since that time this

That was somo

famous Sussex player has never been left out of any

M. TATE.

engagement between
Ingland and Aus-
tralin. He has the
honour of having
taken more wickets
in one series  of
Testz 1n  Australia
than any other plaver.
That was in the tour
before the last one
when it was stated,
ns o hali-truth, that
the only reason why
Tate did not bowl at
both ends was be-
cause the rules of the
game did not permit
him to do so. Now
thirty-threo years of
ago, and taking his
benefit with Sussex
this; season, Tato is
tha =zon of a player
who also bowled for
Eneland in tho long
aro. Thoe secret of his
succeess 18 not easy to
gsum up. but he is
particularly deadly
with a new ball,which
he can not only mako
swerve but fizz from

%\ the pitch at such a

pace that although
through the air he

is only called medium he is really fast off the turf. Rig of
frame and equally big of heart, he can bowl for hours and always

koep the batsman playing carefully.

A vigorous, useful bat.

A. F. RIPPAX.

=r OW would you like, as a boy, to have scored 627 runs
1 In real matches for once out ¥ That was a record
which Alan Falconer Kippax set up as a youngster,

and it was no wonder that Australian people referrod

to him as an-

otlier Victor
Tromper. Pos.-
sibly  he las
fallen just =
little short of
the highest
ideal, but thers
18 no more
attractive bat
in the eside
than Alan when
he gets going.
His play is
bright and
chieery, with
little of the
restraint which
1Is almost a
characteristic of
Australians. As
captain of New
South  Wales,
he has been |
the leading
batsman for
that Btate for
quite a long
time, and it

A. IPP.EI.I.

wWas on the

cards that he might get the job of skippering the present

side. On a

previous occasion

he has scored a centurv

apainst England in a Test Match, and he shares in the record

lust - wicket partnership

all first-class crickst. This

was 307, and as his partner only scored 62, that record
may bo said to belong to Alan.
feot hich, and as graceful as they make them.

Thirty-one vears of age, six
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Tale-Bearer-in-Chief !

(Continued from page 10.)

undoubtedly a new loftiness in his
manner, a new pompousness 1n the
carriage of his head, a complacent smile
on his fat features.

More and more it had been borne
in on Mr. Prout’s mind that the sad
and regrettable late occurrence had
opened a path for him, in which he was
destined to exhibit his true greatness of
character.

All Mr. Prout had ever nceded, in
order to show what a grcat man he
was, wa: opportunity.

Now 1t seemed that the opportunity
had come.

In the list of great headmasters, the
name of Paul Prout was going to shine
like a bright particular star; at least,
Mr. Prout hoped so.

The headmastership of Greviriars was
a mueh sought-after post. The emolu-
ments were very gencrous; it was onc
of the richest “plums ” in the scholastic
profession,

But DNMr. Prout, to do him justice,
was not thinking of that aspeet of the
case, though that aspeet, of course, was
gratifying.

He was thinking of the wider stage
on which he would be able to display
his powers and gifts. He had been, ho
felt, an onusually strong Form master.
But a TForma master had only a limited
ecope. As a headmaster—and Head of
such a school as Greyfriars—Prout
would be in his proper clement. IHis
career, ho was sure, would be a remark-
able one.

There had been great headmasters
beforo Frout; just as there had been

reat generals before Agamemnon. But
the greatest of them was going to fade
into insignificance in comparison with
Prout.

So it was no wonder that, deeply as
he sympathised with the Head, Mr.
Piout smiled an ineffable smile.

“Well, it’'s a leg up for Prout, if he
bags it I”” said Frank Nugent tolerantly,
as the chums of the Remove walked on.

“ Anyhow, it will only be temporary,”
said Harry. “The Head will be back
next term, I suppose.”

“Prout doesn't look as if he haopes
8o |” grunted Johnny Bull.

“T've heard that there's a special
meecting of tho governors to-day, to jaw
it over,” said Bob. “They’re mecfing
in London; but I suppese we shall hear
the result pretty soon,”

“My estecemed chums——

“Hallo. halla, hallo! What's hother-

ing your old black noddle, Inky?”
asked Bob Cherry. “You haven’t
spoken a word.”

“The thinkfulness has becn terrifie,

my cstecrned Bab,” said the Nabob of
Bhanipur. “There is a snspicion in my
ri:licu{nns mind, and I think T ean name
the absurd person who will
Locke’s place.”

“Trot it out!” =aid Bob.

“The ridiculous name is Brander,”
said Hurree Singh quictly.

The Co. came to a sudden halt, and
stared at the duskv jumer.

“My hat!” said Harry.

“I'd forgotten about that!” said
Frank Nugent slowly, “But now you
come to think of it, you fellows, you
remember that fat idiot Bunter found
out about Van Tromp's uncle—"

“But " saud Wharton.

Bob Cherry whistled.,
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take Dr.

The Co. had almost forgotten the
story of what Bunter had heard, or, at
least, said that he had heard, of the
talk betwecen Van Tromp of the Sixth
and his schoolmaster uncle, Meyer
Brander,

But it came back into their minds
now.

There was a dark and thoughtful
expression on tho nabob’s face.

“But " repcated Wharton.

He gave tho nabob a startled look,
catching a vague inkling of what was
in Hurree Jamset Ram Singh's mind.

"My estecmed chums,” said the nahobh
quictly. “The absurd and fathcaded
Bunter suggested that the ridiculous
Prout might have knocked the excellent
Head on the napper—"

“The born 1diot!”

“But that put an idea into my absurd
brain,” said Hurrce Singh, “and I
have been thinking over it terrifically.™

“What idea ?” asked Bob uncasily.

““Some absurd person knocked the
csteemed  Head out,” said Hurree
Singh, “and we knew already that there
was a certain person who was after hLis
post here, and who——"

“Good heavens!” exclaimod
ton. “You can’t imagine—"’
"1 can, my worthy chum!”
“But it's impossible!”  Wharton
looked almaost aghast. *Inky, old man,
you're as big an ass as Bunter!”
Hurreo Jamset Ram Singh smiled.

“I think not! According to what tho
absurd Bunter told us he hecard thoe
ridiculous Brander say to his nepliew in
the railway carriage, the worthy
Brander was certain that Dr. Locke
would leave Greviriars N

“Yes: bnt 4

“Ie said that if the Head did not
resign, there were other ways. 'That
1s what Bunter heard, my csteemed
chum.”

Whar-

“Other ways!” repcated Bob. “Oh.
my hat! But—"

“And now the ‘other way’ has hap-
pened ! said  Hurrce Jamset Ram
Singh.

“Inky !”

The chums of tho Remove stared at
thie nabob and at one another. Their
faces were very grave now,

"'It's impossible !"" repeated Wharton.
“It looks " muttered Bob.

“But—but thas man  Brander's
nowhere near  Greyfriars!”  said
Nugent.  “I don’t know where he is,

but he's nowhere near the school. He
couldn't have——"

“The esteemed Van Tromp is here.”
“Van Tromp! But—*

“Oh erumbs!"” said Bobh.
“Impossible !” said Harry.

Tho nabob shrugged his shoulders.

“You—you—you think it was Van
Tromp who—who—" gtutiered
Nnugent.

“To open the way for his uncle to
come here as headmaster ' muttered

Wharton. “It’s impossible !”

“I do mot say I think so, my
estcemed  friends,”  said the nabob.
“But I shall think so wlien we hear
the name of the new headmaster, if
that esteemed name is Meyer Brander.”

“I ecan’t bolieve it!" said Harry,
shaking his head. * Bunter may havo
got 1t all wrong about what he heard
therm sazing the day Van Tromp came
to the school. Ie's & horn nss !

“8nl " said Bob slowly.

“Van Tromp’s brute enongh for any-
thing.” said Frank Nugent.  © Dut—
but it’'s too thick, Inky!"

“Vor goodness’ sake, not a word
about  this,” said Wharton hastily.
“Even if there's anything in it, there’s
no proof of any kind; aud we're on

THE MAGNET

fighting terms with Van Tromp, and
it would look——"

“I am aware, my worthy friend, that
a still tongue saves the cracked pitcher
frem going longest to the well,” said
the nabob. *“Not a word outside our
own select and ridiculous circle.”

“For goodness’ sake, no!” said Bob.
“A chap might be sacked for suggest-
ing such a thing. But—"

B“”Eut it looks——" muttered Johnny
ull.

“If Brander bccomes headmaster it
will look ” sald Wharton slowly.
" But—but probably he won’'t! Prout’s
counting on it, anyhow.”

"“The estcemed Prout is counting his
chickens before the absurd hatchful-
ress!” said Hurree Singh.

_The Famous Five walked on
silence,

Their thoughts were busy.

Such a suspicion seemed too terrible
to be entertained. And yet, if Meyer
Brander became headmaster of Grey-
friars in Dr. Locke’s place, certainly
that would give colour to it.

“There’s Van Tromp!” said DBob
Cherry suddenly in a low voice.

The new scnior passed at a little
distance.

He was walking with his hands in }is
pockets and a ?urking smile ¢on his
face. Judging by his looks, Otto van
Tromp had some reason of his own tor
being satisfied with things generally.
He could not have been thinking of his
unpopularity in the school, or of tho
prefects’ beating he had recently
received.  Some much moroe pleasant
thought was in his mind.

He caught sight of the Famous Five,
and changed his direction, and came
towards them. There was a sneering
grin on his face now,

The juniors looked at him in silence.
The bare possibility that it was his
dastard hand that had struck down thoe
hcadmaster made them feel something
like horror in his presence.

Var. Tromp cyed them. There was
something almost gloating in his look ;
it was the look of one who fancied that

in

he would soon have the fellows he
detested at his mercy. _
“You young sweeps,” he said,

“you'll be paying for your cheek pretty
soon. I'll make you sorry that you
ever laid hands on me!”

The words struck strangely on the
ears of the juniors, in view of what
was in their thoughts,

“We've kept our end up pretty well,
so far,” retorted Bob Cherry, *“and
we're ready for more trouble, if you
like !”

“You'll change your tune pretty soon,
I fancy !” said Van Tromp grimly.

“And why ?” asked Wharton, looking
steadily at the bully of the Sixth.

“You'll seo soon enough!”

Van Tromp walked on, checking the
words on his ?ips. It was as if he longed
to enjoy his triumph, and yet felt that
it was imprudent to say too much.

Bob Cherry whistled softly.

“Well, it looks " he said.

“1t does!” said Harry., “DBut—"

“Wait till we hear the name of the
new Beak ! said Nugent.

“And 1f tho new Beak's name is not
Brander, my esteemed chums, you mav
use my head for a ridiculous football !
sald Hurree Singh.

And then the bell ecalled the juniors
in to third lesson. and the subjeet was
dismissed.  But it remained in the
thoughts of the Famous Five; and thoy
were very anxious indeed to hear the
name, when 1t should be announced, of
the successor of the stricken head-
nmaster.
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Hardly able to believe their eyes, Wingate and

Gwynne watched Van Tromp running his

hardest, with the Famous Five whooping in
pursuit, close at his heels !

THE NINTH CHAPTER.
The New Head !

iy on Little Side, at cricket
practice after tea, when Billy
Bunter rolled into view.

“1 say, you fellows,” squeaked
Bunter.

“Buzz off, Bunter!”

“] say, old Popper’s come !”

(11 Oh !u

Cricket practice was dropped at once.
The arrival of the Chairman of the
Governors at Greyfriars, in all proba-
bility, meant the announcement that the
Famous Iive were so anxiously
awailing. _

“He's just come in his car,” said
Bunter. “I say, he’s got a man with
him. You fellows remember that fat
Dutchman—Van Tromp’s uncle—"

“Is he with the Popper bird?” ex-
claimed Bob.

“Yes; you fellows remember I found
cut his name—Brander—"

“fle's with Popper?” gaid Harry.

“Ho came in the car with him;
thev’'re just going into the House,” said
Bunter. “0Old Prout's met them—all
smiles and grease.”

““Come on !"” said Bob.

The juniors walked away quickly fo-
wards the Houze. The arrival of Mr.
Brander with the baronet could
scarcely mean other than one thing. It
was the new headmaster of Greyfriars
who had come with Sir Hilton Popper.

On the subject of the headmastership
there had been much speculation at
Greyfriars that day.

Dr. Locke was gone now; he had
been removed in an ambulance car, and
a sorrowful and respectful crowd had
watched his departure.

Mrs. Locke and Rosie Locke had gone
with him. It was likely to be long
before Grevfriars saw the headmaster
and his family again.

All the fellows, and all the masters,
were speenlating on the outcome of the
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emergency meeting held by the
governors in London.

Some had expected that Mr. Prout
might be summoned from the school to
attend that meeting. Probably Prout
himself had expected it.

But no summons had come for Prout.

This, in the general opinion, rather
weighed against his chances. Price of
the Fifth had been offering two to one,
in quids, on Prout; but later in the day
the odds fell to evens.

The Famous Five found a crowd of
fellows gathered about the House, all
excited iy the arrival of Sir Hilton
Popper, and debating who might be the
fat, rather foreign-looking gentleman
who had arrived with him,

B“bWhere are they, you men?” asked
ob.

“Gone into the Head's study,”
answered Vernon-Smith. “Prout's
bagged that study now, you know.”

“Popper had a man with him,”” said
Skinner, “A fat blighter! TI'at as an
oyster, but jolly keen, I think. Van
Tromp knows him.”

“Van Tromp 1"

“Yes; the fat man shook hands with
him, Van Tromp was waiting on the
steps when he came; he scemed fto
know.”

“Can’t be a new Beak, can it ?” asked
Russell.

“My hat! Poor old Prout—if it 1s!”
chuckled the Bounder.

“ Anvhow, we shall know soon,”” said
Peter Todd. “0ld Popper must have
bruught the news.”

“1'd like to see Prout's face!” mur-
mured Skinner. “I'd give something
to see his face, if it's @ new Beak that
old Popper is planting on him!"”

Some of the fellows laughed.

Mr. Prout's face at that-moment was
not, however, a laughing matter, if the
thoughtless juniors could have seen it.

In the Head's study, something like a
thunderbolt had fallen upon Mr. Prout.

The Fifth Form master had greeted
and welcomed Sir Hilton Popper, con s
arrival, with the effusive respect of an

L

Ill

ambitious gentleman who had much to
expect, or, at least, hope for.

He had ushered him and his unknown
compunion into the studvy lately
tenanted by Dr. Locke, and his aspect
had been rather correctly described by
Bunter as “all smiles and grease.”

Under his smiles and grease, however,
the plump heart of Paul Prout was
beating rather anxiously.

of

That emergency meeting the
governors must have decided his fate,
ho knew, and he almost trembled with
eagerness to hear the mnews from thie
rather grim-faced old baromet. Wl
the baronet’s companion was, and why
he had come, Mr. Prout did not jyet
know.

IHe was soon to know.

In the study, Sir Hilton Popper pre-
sented Mr. Brander to Mr. Prout, anc
Mr. Prout to Mr. Brander.

The two gentlemen shook hands per:
funectorily.

“This is the master of the Fifik
Form, Mr. Brander,” Sir Hilton added,
by way of explamation. “Mr. Prout.
this gentleman, Mr. Brander, is Dr.
Locke's successor in the headmastership
of Greyfriars.”

Mr. Prout did not speak.

He couldn't!

The thunderbolt was too sudden, toc
overwhelming.

Mr. Prout stood stock-still, his mouth
open, like a fish out of water, gasping

Mr. Brander’'s keen, searching e) s
were on him, and a slight, sarcastic
smile played over the hard, fat f:
Probably Mr. Meyer Brander dec:
much from the overwhelmed express =
on poor Mr. Prout’s speaking co:
ance. _

Sir Hilton, however, starcd 2t
impatiently. Possibly he was o=
of the vaulting ambition = -
so rnthlessly and crucily =

head. -
“You hear me, Ar D
genileman is the new ©
“:‘j‘ fipued on rase |
Tre Macser Liszizr. —Na Ll
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SEETHING

REVOLT
AT PUBLIC SCHOOL

OLD SKIPPER CHUCKED OUT!

LAW AND ORDER GOING | ==
TO DOGS

Greyfriars in gencral, and the
Remove Form in particular, is in
a state of ferment this week.

Our backs are up with a ven-
geance ! We are simply seocthing
with righteous indignation.
1t may gound a bit melodramatie,
but our blood is boiling in our
veins !

‘““ Wherefore this thusness ?”
as Bob Cherry would say. Woe
are a cheery community as a
rulo—a happy band of brothers—
and it takes a lot really to upset

ug. Then why this sudden out-
burst of firo and fury ? 1 will
explain.

Thero is8 a dark shadow over
Docter Locke, our
hoadmastor,
whom we all like
and respect,isno
lonper with us,
He has been the
victim of a brutal
and cowardly
outrage—a dns-
tardly assault by
some person
1 unknown—a n d
S0  sOr'ious  are
8| his injuries that
he has been com-
pelled to leave
Greyfriars for a
timeo.

This was bad enough, but there
was worse to follow., The Head's
plrco has been taken by a Dutch-
man named Meyer Brander—a
tyrunt of the first water.

To make mattors even worse,
the new Head’'s nephow, Otto
van Tromp, is & member of the
Sixth TForm. And his uncle,
without rhyme or reason, has
chucked poor old Wingate out
of the captaincy and installed
tho hateful Otto in his place.
Uncle and nephew have embarked
upon a Reign of Terror, and
Greylriars is writhing in the grip
of the Iron Hand and Muiled
Fist.

This, then, 18 the position.

1f ever there was an excuse for
a real, rousing, red-hot School
robellion, we have one now. The
outragcous conduct of Meyer
Brander and Otto van Tromp

Groyiriars.

simply cannot be suffered in
gilence,
Boys of Greyfriars! Rise up

in your might to resist the tide
of tyranny ! Lot our own little
feuds be forgotten, for the time
boing, and let ws unite, shoulder
to shoulder, against the common
enemy—these  Duteh  invaders
who oare trampling on our timne-
honoured traditions of irecedom
and justice!

Up, the rebels !
with the tyrants !

And down

“PIPER! PIPER! ALL THE NOOS ABOUT T-:

RUFFIANLY
HEAD RULES
ROOST

Will Coker Take Flogging
Lying Down?

Who was the dastardly ruffian
who felled Dr. Locke with a
cudgel, causing his temporary
retirement from Greyiriars 1

o » «

Will the cowardly cur ever be
laid by the heels? And if so,
what sort of punishment would fit
his erime 7 Bob Cherry suggests
something lingering, with boiling
oil 1n it !

* =|- #

Why was Meyer Brander se-
lected to take the Head's place,
when there are plenty of honest
British schoolmasters capable of
filing the post ?

* * %

What new forms of tyranny are
being hatched in the crafty brain
of Meyer Brander ? Will he—as
Billy Bunter fearfully suggeats—
close down the school tuckshop ¥
Will he abolish cricket T Will ho
—as so many tyrants have dono
in the past—make Grey{riars too
hot to hold him ?

» * w

Ta it true that Aeyer Brander

was a lion-tamer before he came

to Greyvfriars 7 Or was he a
nigger-driver in the wilds of
Airica 1

» * »

Who was the author of the
following verse, which the now
Head found pushed undernéath
his study door ?

“I do mnot love thee,
Brander,
1 trust youwill excuse my candour!
To tyrants I shall never pander,
I loathe you, beastly bully
Brander | ”
* * *

How did Coker of the Fiith
enjoy his publioc flogging {for
striking Otto van Tromp ? And
what is the great Horace going
to do about it 7 Will he take it
like a lamb, or rush on to ihe
warpath like a raging lion?

* * *

Will the Head and his nephew
ret a glimpso of this issue of the
HERALD ? And ii s0, will they
chueckle till the tears splash
down their cheeks, or roar and
rago till the birch lashes down our
backs ?

Meyer

11E Magxer LiBrARY.—No. 1,170.

SCHOOLBOYS NEVER SHAL

—

MEETING

A stormy meoting wag held in } I feel like revolting myself

the Rag last might to protest
against the appointment of Meyer
Brander as Headmaster of Groy-
friars, and against that of his
nephew, Otto wvan Tromp, as
captain of the school.

Lord Mauleverer took the chair,
s0 the Chairman (Harry Wharton)
was obliged to stand on the table.

Many fiery speeches were made,
extracts from which are printed
below :

HARRY WHARTON : * Gen.
tlemen, chaps and fellows! 1
have called this meeting more .in
anger than in sorrow. DMany of
us are still smarting from the
lash of Meyer Brander's cane, or
from the ashplant of his precious
nephew, Otto van Tromp. They
are tyrants both! They should
never have been let loose on
Greyiriara! (Hear, hear!) They
have trampled our traditions in
the dust ; thoy know nothing of
English schools and English
ways; they have no sense of
decency or sportsmanship. Their
beastly tyrannyisso revolting that

(Cries of " We'ra with 7
Wharton ! ')
HURREE SINGH : T e

worthy and ludiecrous Wharton ' =
hit the nail on the head sm "~
fully! The tyranny of (-
van Tromp and his Duteh uc

is terrific |
downfully ? ( Neverl) It
not wrongful to stand up for ¢
rights ; it is rightful to sta:
up against our wrongs! (H--
hear!) 1 suggest we ducki.
immerse the Head and his nept
in the school fountain; m:--
them sprintfully run the gau:
let : and then take their canes =-
give them a tastful dose of t!
own medicine ! That, I sub:=
fully propose, 18 the way to c
with tyrants!" (Loud cheers

BILLY BUNTER: “I ==~
you fellows! It isn't often 1 ==
oye to eye with Inky, but he !
my physical and moral supp -

on this occasion. What's Gr:
friars coming to? That's wi-
I want to know! Wharton .

told you that our traditions c-

Are we to take it Ivi- . |

sweyfria

il

DOWN WITH DUTCH IN" *
AMAZING SCENES AT |

"ANTI-CRICKET FANATIC

"

:

1
E

MATCH STOPPED BY HEAL
BULLYING BATSMAN CLEA®

Cricket is under a cloud just
now, at Greyfriars. By this, 1
don’t mean that it’s raining
Heaven’shardand that thoe weather
is more fit for ducks than duck’s-
egcs. No, the weather clerk has
played the game, but tho new
headmaster, Meyer Brander, and
his mephew, Otto van Tromp, are
proving a pair of spoilsports.

What would you say if an
exciting cricket match was in
progress—seven runs wanted to
win and ones wicket to fall—
and your headmaster camo
stulking on to the pitch with a
scowling brow and a birch-rod
tucked under his arm and ordered
thoe game to be stopped ?
Wouldn't you feel hike lynching
him 7 Well, that was the He-
move Eleven’s unhappy ex-
orience, and that was exactly
10w we felt! But the lynching

of
provided against in the rules -
the school—is considered bo-
form in these ecivilised times, -
we had to swallow our o -
appointment, draw stumps, ac-
call the matech a draw.

Meyer Brander has no use i::
cricket. ‘' An utterly stupid ar.-
senseless pastime,” i8 how L:

-q

m ey
Tt

headmasters—although r-3

el |

-

i
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the dust
(Cries of

in
Blow our traditions !
“Shame !”’) What do our tra-
ditions matter when there is grave
danger of that beast Brander

being trampled

closing the tuckshop?! Tarts
come %)efnra tradition, any day.
(Laughter.) There 1is also a
danger that Brander may cut
down our meals, and put us on a
starvation diet. Are we going to
starve by inches ! (You won't,
Bunty!) Are we going to
waste ﬂwa.{l to shadows for lack
of nourishment? (No jolly
If that beastly bully,
van Tromp and his Dutch uncle
were here, I'd talk to them like
a—like a Dutch uncle! (Laugh-

Yier.) I'd freeze them to the floor

with my eloquence! I'd make
the pair of themm go down on
their knees and humbly apologiso
for being such rotten tyrants!
I'd jolly well &

At this stage Otto van Tromp
eame into the Rag and dispersed
the meeting with his ashplant.
Billy Bunter was seen to go down
on his knees and beg for mercy !

PIPER!"

SCRUB FLOORS

Tyrant Heads of the Past

Tyrants of the brand of
Brander, our new headmaster,
are happily rare. They used to
be pretty plentiful in the old
days, when " spare the rod and
spoil the schoolboy "’ was the com-

monly accepted slogan, and
birchings and canings the order
of the day.

The complaint which we call
" tennis elbow ' was unheard of
in those * not-so-good old days.”
But it was a common thing to
find a schoolmastor suffering
from " castigator's arm ’—a
stiffening of the muscles caused

| by the excessive wielding of birch

and cane.
L2 F L

Dr. Grimwade, who ruled the
roost at Greyiriars at the time
when Oliver Cromwell was Lord
Protector of England, was a
positive glutton for doling out
punishment. It was said of him
that he must have been born
with a birch-rod in his hand, and
a cane in his cradle. From morn-
ing to night he was busy with
both. As one chronieler remarks
in a diary which is now preserved
in the school museum :

‘““The time of the singing of
canes is near, and the swish of the
birch-rod is heard in the land.

(Continued at foot of nexi col.)
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describes our national summer
sport. The worst of it is, you
can’t argue with a headmaster
and point out to him that his
views are based upon bigotry and
#~morance ! He lays down the

\Taw and you must tako the law

lying down.

- * ¥ »

] ~ Otto wvan Tromp is also an

L

anti-cricket fanatic. He has
better reason to be than his
uncle, for Otto spent a very
unhappy ten minutes at the nets
on Big Side. He intended to
give the Sixth an exhibition of
how cricket should be played,
instead of which he merely gave
an exhibition of himseli! Win-
gate and Gwynne and Faulkner
bowled to him, sending down
such fiery stuff that Otto was
soon in the wars. He played a
full-toss with his chin, and stopped
a couple of long-hops with his

ribs. And when lio tried to
pull Wingate to leg, he gave
himeelf such a swipe with the

bat that he hopped and howled
with anguish! Finally, Otto
dropped his bat and ran, followed
by yells of laughter and derision
from the crowd! Van Tromp

won't attend any more net
practice, or I'm a Dutchman !
b ] W b |
The Remove ILEleven has a

fixture with Courtfield County
Council School on Wednesday—

weather and DMeyer DBrandor
permitting ! If the new Head
atternpts to interfocre on this

occasion, there will be ruections |
He will probably find it necessary
to read the Riot Act.

¥
| -

" July 19th, 1930

BRIBE OF BULLSEYES
TO PUBLIC
EXECUTIONER

INTERVIEW ENDS
DISASTER

IN

I would sooner interview a
cannibal king or a bloodthirsty
brigand or a public executioner
than Otto van Tromp, the new-
comer to the Sixth Form. 1
might be able to convince the
cannibal king that boiled school-
boy was bad for him. I might
succeed 1n teaching the bold,
bad brigand the error of his ways.
The public executioner might be
bribed with bullseyes.

But Otto wvan Tromp, the
tyrant of the Sixth, is proof
against all coaxings and cajolings.
When I reached the door of his
study, it was my knees that
knocked—not my knuckles !

(Continued on next column.)

L of his predecessor !

Verily, Dr. Grimwade is a fear-
some ftyrant. He should have
been torturer-in-chief to the
Spanish Inquisition.’
And so say all of us
u * ¥
Other times, other methods.
Dr. Sterndale, who was head-
master of Greyiriars in the
eighteenth century, did not be-
lieve in corporal punishment.
He burnt the birch and banished
the cane, to the joy and rolief
of his pupils. But their joy was
short-lived. Dr. sterndale
proved himself just as big a
tyrant in his own peculiar way
as Dr. Grimwade. He believed
in pulting transgressors on a
bread-and-water diet for days
on end, and setting them im-
positions that sometimes took the
best part of a term to write!
He also employed certain culprits
to perform tasks of drudgery in
his household, such as scrubbing
floors and washing dishes. Dr.
Slerndale’s unhappy elhiarges soon
found themselves sighing for the
return of the birch and cane !
But the tyrants of the past have
not always been allowed to
flourish unchecked. There was
a Dr. Rudyge, for example, whose
tyranny caused the whole school
to rise in open rebellion, For
three lively weeks the routine
of the school was at a standstill,
and the authorities, who seem to
have tried everything but tact
and common sense to stamp out
the rebellion, were utterly powor-
less. Finally a petition was sent
bv the boys to the BSchool
Governors, setting forth their
grievances. A searching inquiry
followed, with the result that
Dr Rudge was asked to resign
his position., He was practically
drummed out of Greyiriars,
followed by hoots and hisses and
cat-calls. There 18 a warning
here for Meyer DBrander. He
would do well to ponder the {ate

“Come in!"

Otto’s roar would have done
eredit to the Bull of Bashan.

I felt like taking to my heels,
but ‘ dooty is dooty,” as the
undutiful Gosling is so fond of
saying. However unpalatable
my task, I had to go through with
it.

“What do you want, you
young whelp 7”7 growled Otto
van Tromp, as I sidled into his
study.

‘** [—er—ahem ! If you please,
Van Tromp, 1 am the Special
Representative of Twur GREY:
rriaRs Herarp,” I stuttered,
opening my notebook with trem-
bling fingers. *‘I should lke
to pop you a few questions.”

““Go along!” thundered Van
Tromp.

I took this as an invitation
instead of an ejectment order.

“First, asto
your pedi-
gree,”” 1 said.
‘““Are you a
descendant
of the notor-
ious Van
Trump who
sailed with a
broom at his
masthead,
and sald he
would sweep
the English
from the
seas 1"’

Van Tromp
gave a growl
which might have been an admis.
gion or a denial. I couldn’t tell.

“0ld Admiral Van Trump bit
off a bit more than he could
convemently chew,” 1 went on.
“* He came up agninst Drake-—
ever heard the famous ditty,
‘Drake Goes West'? Well, in
this case it wasn't Drake who
went West—it was Van Trump !
Take warning, Otto, from your
ancestor’s untimely fate.”

“ You—you dare to call me
Otto 7" stormed Van Tromp.

““Well, if I'm wrong, 1 Otto
apologise,” I said meekly.

The pun was wasted on Van
Tromp. He gave me a deadly
glare, and picked up an ashplant.

‘““ Bend ovor that chair!™ he

hisesed. ** You are one insolent
puppy! 1 will beat you black
and blue!l™

I ehanged colour immediately, at
the pruspect. And then, as Van
Tromp's iron grasp closed over
my collar, I gave a yell that musst
have echoed through Greyfriars.

“Help! Rescue, Remove!”
There was a sound of sewrrying
feet and my worthy chums hurned
in and whisked me away to safety,

TuHe MaeNeT LiBrRaRY. —No. 1,170,
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TALE BEARER INCHIEF!

(Continued from page 13.)

Greyiriars|” snapped Sir Hilton. “He
has been chosen unanimously—h’'m—
almost unanimously—to fill the place of
the late headmaster by the governing
board. A better selection could not, in
my opinion, have been made. Mr,
Brander is now Head of Greyfriars.”

Mr. Prout found his voice.

He emcrged, as 1t were, from the
wreck of his shattered dreams, and tried
to realise how matters stood.

“Oh! Ah! Hum!"” gasped Mr.
Prout. “But 1 understand—the de-
cision of the board, of course. Oh! Ah!
Hum! But—but, no doubt, you mean
that the present appointment is of a—a

temporary nature, until Dr. Locke 1is
restored to health——"’
“No doubt—mo doubt,” said Sir

Hilton, rather hastily. * But it is likely
to be a long time before Dr. Locke 18
ablo to resume his duties here, sir—a
very long time; and probably—very pro-
bably—lic may regard this as a favour-
able opportunity to retire permanently.
At all events,we are not now concerned
with the future.”

“Ah! Um! Quite so,” gasped Mr.
Prout.

It was a heavy blow to Prout. But
facts were facts; and, having bidden a
reluctant farewell to his hopes of shin-
ing as a bright particular star in the
list of great hcadmasters, Mr. Prout
realised that it was only prudent to con-
ciliate tho new man.

A headmaster was a headmaster, with
boundless power in his hands, and the
new man did not look like a head-
master to be trifled with.

Mr. Prout stammered out some words
of. welecome—some stammering reference
to the lnf'altf of the staff, especially of
himself, Paul Prout.

This thrusting scoundrel—for that was
the term i1n Mr. Prout’s mind—had
somchow got in as headmaster, leaving
Prout on the shelf; but he was in, end
1t behoved a Form master to get on the
right side of him.

“Well, welll’”” Sir Hilton Popper ruth-
lessly interrupted Mr. Prout's stammer-
ings. “The school had better be
assembled and the announcement made,
Mr. Prout, and without delay.”

“Oh! Quite!” gasped Prout.

“1f you will see to it—=""

“Oh, yes! Quite!”

Prout almost staggered from the
study.

When he came into public view a
myriad eyes were fixed on Prout's agi-
tated face.

Its expression told the Greyfriars
men all they wanted to know about
Prout.

“I'rout’s shelved!”
Smith, after one glance.
_ “The poor old bean has fairly got it
in the neck,”” remarked Potter of the
Fifth. *Door old Prout!”

_“I say, you fellows, he looks jolly
sick, docsn't he? He, he, he!l”

“Shut up, Bunter!”

A few minutes later the prefeets were
shepherding the school into Big Hall.
1he fellows erowded in eagerly, to hear
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sald Vernon-

the announcement that was to be made
by the Chairman of the Governirs.

All eyes were fixed on Mr. Brander
when he entered the Hall, by the upper
door, in company with gir Hilton
Popper.

. 1T'he masters eyed him as keenly as the

O¥S.

Among the masters, Mr. Prout stood
with a determined smile on his face,
hiding as well as he could his inward
fecelings.  But his usually rosy cheeks
were a little pale, and his plump hands
trembled.

Sir  Hilton Popper's announcement
was brief, and made amid a dead
silence. After a few perfunctory words
of respect and regret referring to the
late headmaster, Sir Hilton presented
the new headmaster to the school. It
was clear, from Sir Hilton's words and
manner, that he had a very high
opinion of the new hecadmaster. Possi-
bly he would have been surprised to
learn that that was not the best recom-
mendation Mr. Brander might have
had, in the eyes of the Greyfriars
fellows.

“What do you fellows think of the
new Beak 7"’ asked Vernon-Smith, as the
fellows streamed out of Hall. )

“Looks & tough old bird!” said
Skinner. “I know I'm jolly well not
going to catch his eye, if 1 can help it.”

The Famous Five walked away by
themselves, with serious faces.

“It's Brander!”’ said Bob Cherry.
“It's Van Tromp’s uncle! Inky, old
man, do you still think—="’

“The thinkfulness is terrific,’
Hurree Jamset Ram Singh quietly.

Wharton shook his head.

“I know it looks suspicious,”’ he said.
“But it can't be possible! It can’t, old
man! Anyhow, one thing’s certain, you
men.”

“*What's that?” asked INugent.

“We shall have plenty of trouble with
Van Tromp, now that his uncle's head-
master! He will let himself go now, I
fancy.”

“Not much doubt about that,”” said
Bob.

And the Famous Five agreed on that.
Whether the nabob's dark suspicion of
Van Tromp was well-founded or not
they could not make up their minds. But
they could not doubt that the bully of
the Sixth would feel now that his time
had come, and that he would be in haste
to pay off old grudges. There was
trouble ahead for the chums of the
Remove.

THE TENTH CHAPTER,
Chucked Out !

14 & 5 IS UH:IE 5

;. -'“! 111 YEE !FJ
. & ““Oh, my hat!”

It was all over the school in
a very short time.

““His uncle!” said Coker of the Fifth.
“Well, whether the new Beak’s his uncle
or not, I'm not standing any of his airs
and graccs, for one.”

“There won't be any holding that cad
now !” said Hobson of the Shell to his
friends gloomily,

“Rotten luck for Greyfriare, you
men !” Temple of the Fourth confided
to his cronies. * Rotten luck all round!
If the Beak's anythin' like his nephew,
an’ I suppose he 1s, he's no good.”

Even the prefects of the Sixth were
rather intrigued to discover that the
new headmaster was related to a Sixth
Form man, and that that man was Van
T'romp.

Van Tromp, merely as a new fellow,
a fellow of no account whatever, had
been checky, insolent, truculent; bully-
ing to smaller boys, disagrecable to
seniors. lle had always acted as if he

said
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considered himself a fellow of unusual
consequence, who could do as he liked—
ust as if, in fact, he had foreseen that
i1s relative would become headmaster
of the school.

Now his uncle was headmaster—and if
Van Tromp had been insolent before,
1t was fairly certain that he would be
more §0 NOW.

“We ghall have trouble with that
beauty !” said Gwynne of the Sixth.

" Think s07” said Wingate.

‘He hasn't forgotten the prefects’
beating.”

N :Well, we wanted him to remember

:: Um !” said Gwynne.

1 don’t see that this makes any
glﬂEI;EHEE," said the Greyfriars captain.

We've no right to suppose that Mr,
BI;?.IIC]EI‘ will go in for favouritism.”

Um!” said Gwynne, again.

“As a matter of fact, I'’ve known cases
of a schoolmaster being extra tough on
a son or nephew in the school, just to
make it clear that there wasn't any
favouritism,” gsaid Wingate.

“1 hopq it will be ﬁil«:ﬂ that here,
then!” said {ﬁwynne. “But—I've had
my eye on the old bird, and 1 don’
like his looks.” ’ don’t

""Oh, I dare say he's all right!” said
Wingate carelessly.

“Um!” said Gwynne.

A change in the headmastership was,
of course, a matter of considerable
moment to the school. Fellows were so
accustomed to Dr. Locke, that thoy Lad
looked on him as a fixture, almost as
much a part of Greyfriars as the grey
old tower, or the ivied gateway. Now
he was gone, and there was a new man,
of untried ways, in his place.

It was possible that matters were to
g0 on as before, according to use and
wont. It was possible that the new man
had new ideas and new methods. So
far, no one could tell.

. There was a Masters’ Meeting in the

library, presided over by the new Head.
Fellows who saw the masters going to
the meeting commented on their looks.
Prout was reported to be looking sick,
Hacker grim, Quelch to be looking
savage, Capper nervous, Twigg nervous,
Monsieur Charpentier exccedingly ner-
vous, Lascelles perfectly at his ease, as
an exception, but very serious. Vernon-
Smith described them as a lot of
Daniels going into the lions’ den.

Van Tromp was a good deal in evi-
dence.

He was seen walking on the Sixth
Form green with his friends, Loder and
Cn’ll:ﬁe' two fell

ose two fellows, who had scemed
forget that they were the new &eniu:'(:
friends on the occasion of the beating,
had developed into the most attached
comrades.

It was casy to guess from Loder and
Carne’s trecatment of their friend, that
they regarded him as invested with a
new 1mportance. Which indicated that
their opinion on the subject of favourit-
1Ism was rather different from Georce
Wingate’s.

Van Tromp himself looked as if he
fully realised how important he had
become.

His manner never had been modest
or retiring. Now it was unmistakably
“swanky”; he was putting on “side”
to an extent that made fellows who
observed him smile and shrug their
shoulders, Side was not popular at
Greyfriars, and a fellow who was
sidey generally had his attention
called to the failing in the most un-
cercmonious manner. But the new
scnior was now displaying an amount
of side that had never been seen beforo
at Greyfriars,
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When he came into the House he
strolled to the prefects’ room with Loder
and Carne. They would have passed on,
but Van Tromp stopped.

“Comae 1in here,” he said.

His friends hesitated.

The prefects’ room was sacred to the
prefects. It was true that a prefect
could take a friend in, if the friend be-
longed to the Sixth. But Van Tromp
was so unpopular in his Form, that
neither Loder nor Carne wanted to walk
into the prefects’ room with him, well
knowing that he would be unwelcome to
cvery other fellow present. And on
one occasion, when Van Tromp had
walked into the room as if he had a
right there, Wingate had told him
curtly to cut—and he had had to cut,

Van Tromp glanced at his hesitating
friends sarcastically.

“Come on,” he said.

He threw open the door as if the
room belonged to him and walked in.
Half & dozen prefects were in the room,
and they looked round. Wingate gave
him a frowning glance.

“What do you want, Van Tromp?”
he asked.

“ Nothing in particular,” yawned the
new senior, and he strolled across to the
window and sat down.

““You’d better cut,” said Wingate.

“Thanks, I'll stay!”

Wingate rose to his feet.

“You'll eut!” he said.

Loder and Carne exchanged a look,
and followed their friend into the room.
They did not like the idea of trouble
with Wingate, but they felt that they
had to back the ncw senior up. They
did not want to lose a friendship that
scemed likely to prove valuable.

“Hold on, Wingate,” said Loder
pacifically. *“Van Tromp's come in with
us. It's all right.”

“Van Tromp 1s not wanted here,”
answered the Greyfriars captain quietly.
““He's been told so before. If he wants
telling again, I've just mentioned it.”

“Look here, a prefect can bring a
friend into this room if he likes,” said
lL.oder blusteringly. '

“I shonld jolly well think so,” said
Carne. " Van Tromp's come in here as
our friend, Wingate.”

‘“Perfectly true, as a rule,” said Win-
gate. ‘““But a fellow who has had a
prefects’ beating for bullying is not
wanted here. You know perfectly weil
that you ought not to bring him here,
Loder.” Wingate paused. “You're not
welcome here, Van Tromp. There's
the door.”

Van Tromp sat where he was.

“I'm staying,” he answered coolly.

Wingate flushed.

“I've told you to cut,” he said.

“*You can tell me till you're black in
the face and it won't make any differ-
cnee,” said Van Tromp, with the same
coolness.

“I—I say, let’'s get out, old chap,”
said Loder uneasily. *“ After all, this
is the prefects’ room, you know—fellows
aren't supposed to come here unless
they're prefects. Come on, old fellow.”

“1I'm quite comfortable here, thanks,”
satd Van Tromp.

Wingate made a step towards him.
There was a glint in his eyes that told
that trouble was coming.

“I"l explain the matter to you, Van
Tromp,” he said quietly, “as you don’t
scem to understand. Only prefects use
this room. It's not & Common-room for
the Sixth. A man can bring a friend in
if nobody objects, that is all. Is that
clear to you?”

“Quite!” yawned Van Tromp.

“Well, now get out!”

#Not in the least.”

Wingate breathed hard and deep. It
was not only Van Tromp's side in
forcing himself into the room that
annoyed him, and not only the fact
that he disliked the fellow and his
company. It was easy to sce that the
new senior had taken up an attitude of
deliberate defiance of the head prefect
and captain of the school, and it was
not hard to guess upon what he
grounded 1t. This was the first fruit of
his uncle’s appointment as headmaster.

“I've asked you to go, Van 1'romp!”
sald Wingate, at last.

“Well, I won't!”

“Then you’ll be put.”

“Van Tromp, nﬁ[ chap urged
L.oder. Loder had no liking for the
captain of Greyiriars, but he was un-
easy as to the result of a quarrel in
which the new senior placed himself pal-
pably in the wrong. The new head-
master could not support him in such
ain attitude, unless, indeced, his methods
were very unusual for a headmaster.

“Come on, old bean,” said Carne,

Van Tromp did not stir.

“You npeedn’'t worry, Wingate,” he
said, with a sneer. *“1 know this is the
prefects’ room, but it won’t be long be-
forec 1 am a prefect.”

Wingate stared at him.

“I don't see any reason to suppose
that you will be made a prefect,” he
answered.

“You will soon, then.”

“If you mean that you will be mnade
a prefect because your uncle is head-
master of Greyfriars, you're accusing
Mr. Brander of rotten favouritism,”
said Wingate. “1 prefer not to take
your word about that.”

“Please yourself.”

“ Anyhow, whatcever may happen in

]

the future, you're not a prefcad
Get out of this room.”

“Rats to you.”

“Very well, 1f you won't walk out,
you'll boe chucked!” said the captain
of Greyfriars, and he edvanced on Van
Tromp.,

The new scnior rose hastily to his fect,

“Hands off, you fool! Lay a finger
on me, and you'll find y9urself in Queer
Street fast enough,” he snarled.

““Are you going 7"

“Nol!l” roared Van Tromp.

Wingate said no more, His powerful
grasp closed on the rebel of the Sixth,
and Van Tromp was whirled towards +he
door.

“Open the door, Gwynne, old man,”
sald Wingate. Van Tromp was strug-
gling fiercely; but Wingate handled him
easily enough.

Gwynne grinned and threw open the
door. Wingate, with a swing of his
sinewy arms, sent Van Tromp spinning
through the doorway.

He landed with a vell and a crash—
at the fect of Mr. Brander, the new
headmaster of Greyvfriars!

5

THE ELEVENTH CHAPTER.
The High Hand !

™ a R. BRANDER started back.
'k The flying figure of Otto van
Tromp had very nearly landed
on the portly form of the new
headmasier

Mr. Brander stared at the senior
sprawling and gasping at his feet, and
then at the startled faces in the doorway
of the prefects’ room.

(Continued on next page.)
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GREYFRIARS
CORRESPONDENTS.

No. 2 of a novel
series of poems by
the “Magnet”
special Rhymester.
This week his
skilful pen treats
of Horace Coker,
the Duffer of the
Fifth.

AUNT JUDY—I owe you a letter
And, now I've flve minnits to spare,
My study-mates think I had better
Make good the omishun, so there !
I’ve perioined a pen from old Potler
(It ean’t spell for toffy, you know!),
From Greene I have borrowed a blotter,
And Tomlinson’s ink will not flow !

The munny you sent was eggspended
Upon a first-rate study feed ;

And now that our revels are ended
A ferther remittanse I need.

Plcase don’t think me grasping or greedy, |

I isn’t—or rather, I aren’t;
But remember the poor and the needy,
And come to my reskew, dear Aunt !

Sest thanks lor the woollies and mittens,
They will not be needed (don’t sigh).
I'm one of your hardy young Brittons

Who never feels cold in July !
Don’'t think me unkind or ungreatful,
I've never been that to you yet ;
But some of the fellows are hateful,
They call me my Aunt’s *‘ickle
pet "' !

At lessons I'm getting on famous
(Don’t take any notiss of Prout).

He says I'm a bern Iggneramus,
Shoer jellusy that, 1've no doubt.

Just fancy! The man is a master,
Yet hasn’t the brane of a child :
His speling is quite a disaster,
And really, that’s putting it mild |

At sport I’'m as famous as ever

(Too famous [or some fellows’ taste)
My kricket is klassic and klever,

Yet my tallents are running to waist.
For Blundell perlitely declines me

A permanent place in the team ;
The rotter ! He mocks and malines me

And says that my kricket’s a seream.

However, 1 mustn’t get broody,
Although every greevance is just ;

I now will conclood, dear Aunt Judy,
This letter won’t boar you, 1 trussed

1 send yon my dewtiful greeting,
There seems nothing ferther to say .

So here’s to our next jolly meeting ;
HGRﬂIGE COKER, your nevvew f{or

aye
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Ilis lips closed hard, and a glint came
into his narrow, sharp eyes.

Wingate stood dumbfounded, staring at
the new Head across the sprawling Van
Tremp.

Certainly the new senior had asked
for it. DBut Wingate had had no idea
that the new Head was anywhere at

hand., He would not willingly have
landed Mr. Brandor’s nepliew with a
crash at Mr. DBrander’s feet had he
known.

But it was done now.

““Ach!” ejaculated Mr. Brander.

The new Head, though of foreign
extraction, spoke English like a native,
and had Leen headmaster of an English
school. Only when he was deeply
excited did his native language come
back unwittingly - to his tongue.

“I am sorry, sir!” said Wingate res-
pectfully. “1 had no idea that you were
there, sir. I did not hear you coming.”

Mr. DBrander’s anger did not scem
soothed by that remark. Wingate was
to learn, later, that the new Head had
n custom of walking very seftly and
silently ; “creeping about as the Grey-
friars fellows called it. Possibly he
thought that Wingate had noticed it
already, and was making an illusion
to it.

“What does this asked Mr.
Brander harshly.

Wingate did not reply immediately. It
was not agrecable to have to tell Mr.
DBrander that his nephew had been
ejected from the prefects' room for side.

“Otto!"” rapped out Mr. DBrander.
“Geot up”

Van Tromp scrambled to his feet.

He was breathless, and erimson with
race. Ile stood panting, his cyes
malevolently on the Greyfriars captain.

The new Head looked sharply at Win-
gate,

“I have seen you already, I think,” he
said. **You are Wingate, captain of the
schoal 77

“Yes, sir.”

“You are a prefeet, I think?”

“I am head prefect.”

“I have been given to understand,”
satd Mr. Brander, ‘““that matters have
been allowed to become very slack in
this school under the administration of
my predecessor. 1 did not expect, how-
ever, to find the head prefect of Grey-
friars engaged in a vulgar shindy.”

Wingate erimsoncd.

The disrespectful  allusion te Dr.
Locke drew dark looks from all the
sentors m the room. Fvyven Loder and
Carne folt 1t jar on them.

A hot reply rose to Wingale's lips.
But he remembered, in time, that it
was his headmastor who was speaking,
and he checked himself.

He stood silent,

“Lxplain  vourself!” snapped Mr.
irander. “I find you in the very act
nflffmu“i"g my necphew. Iixplain your-
sclr.”

Arain the new Head’s words jarred on
the Grevfriars men. He should have
spoken of Van Tromp, not of his nep
hew. In his eves the new senior should
have been simply a member of the
Sixth Iorm. But that, evidently, was
vot the way Mr. Brander looked at it.

“Van Tromp can cxglain best, I
think, sir,” said Winzate drily.

mean

“I have ordered vou to explain. Am
I to understand that you refuse to
obey your headmaster %7

“Certainly not," said Wihgate. 1

will explain 1f vou wish. I threw Van
Tromp out of this room because he
refused to go.”

“And why should he go?"”
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“This 18 the prelects’ room, and Van
Tromp is rot a prefect.”

“And for such a trifling reason as
that you have assaulted my nephew
violently 7"

““It is not a trifling reason, sir,” said
Wingate quietly. “If Van Tromp is
allowed to defy the prefects—"

“You take toeo much on vyourself,
sir!” gaid Mr. Brander, interrupting
him. “It is my intention to make my
nephew a prefect! Certainly he is more
fitted to be head prefect of the school
than a boy who indulges in vulgar rows
and cannot answer his headmaster re-
spectfully.

Wingate set his lips.

“Am I to understand from that, sir,
that you intend to make Van Tromp
head prefect?” he asked.

“You are to understand precisely
that!” snapped Mr. Prander. *It was,
in fact, for the purpose of telling you,
fr.nd the other prefects so, that 1 came
were.”

“Then I am no longer head prefect ?”
“You are not.”

“Mr. Brander——"
“Silence!”” said Mr.
“But Wingate——"
“That is enough, silence.”

Gwynne stood silent, his eyes glinting.
“Yery well,, sir!” said Wingate

began Gwynne,
Drander.
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Souvenirs,
quictly. “As I am no longer head pre-
feet, probably you will have no use for
my services as a prefect at all. 1 resign
iy prefectship, sir”

*1 accept your resignation,” answered
Mr. Brander at once. *1 am far—very
far—from satislied with the state of the
school, sc far as 1 bave yet observed
it, and from what my nephew has re-
ported to me, 1 attribute the general
slackness and other failings, 1n a large
measure, to the slackness of the prefects,
and 1 cannot regard your services as
being of any value to the school. |
therefore accept your resignation with
pleasure.”

“Very well, sir!”

Mr. Drander glainced round at the
other Sixth Wormers, who stood silent
with dark and grim faces.

“My nephew, Otto van Tromp, is ap-
pomnted head prefect of Greyfriars,” he
satd. “You will all take note of it,
and act accordingly.”

*Yoes, sir!"” said Loder, the only fel-
low to reply.

“T shall have further instructions to
give yvou,” added Mr. Brander. “All
thr prefects will meet in my study at
eight o'clock. You will soe to that,
Otto.”

¥
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““Yes, uncle.”

Mr. Brander walked on.

Wingate stood quite still. His rugged
face was crimson, and he was breathing
hard. His friends looked angry and
indignant; but Loder and Carne ex-
changed a covert look. They had never
liked the frank, cheery captain of
Greyfriars, and now that he was down
they rejoiced accordingly.

“Faith, it's & rotten shame,” gaid
Gwynne hotly.

“It’s a putrid shame !”” growled North.

“My hat!” said Walker. “So that's
how the new Head's beginning! This
1s & change after Locke, vou men.”

“That is not the way to speak of your
headmaster |” interrupted Van Tromp.
“You will kindly be a little more re-
spectful in speaking of Mr. Brander.”

“Oh, go and eat coke!” growled
Gwynne.

Van Tromp, with a vaunting look,
came back into the room. He was a
prefeet now and head prefect, g0 there
was no one to say him nay. He fixed
his eyes on the Greyfriars captain with
a gloating gleam in them,

" Wingate!” he rapped out.

The Greyfriars captain looked at him.

“Get out!” said Van Tromp.

Wingate started.

“What 7”
“Get out! This is the prefects’
room !” grinned Van Tromp. “Only

prefects are allowed here, Wingate |

You're not a prefect! Get out!”
Wingate stood quite still for a
moment, breathing deeply. His hands

were clenched hard.

Are you going, or are you waiting
to be put?” asked Van Tromp,
jeeringly. “There’s the door, Wingate.”

“ Knock the cur across the room, old
man !” said Gwynne savagely.

Wingate did not heed.

He turned to the door and walked out
of the prefects’ room. He went without
a word or a look at Van Tromp.

The latter followed him to the door.

“Don’t come in here again !” he called
out. “I1 shan’t trouble to speak to you
again. The next time I see you here
you'll be kicked out.”

Wingate. paused a moment. But he
repressed his feelings, and went quietly
on his way to his study.

Gwynne and North and his other
friends folJowed him from the room.
They made it clear that they did not
desire the company of Otto van Tromp,
whether he was a prefect or not.

Loder and Carne remained with the
new prefect. Walker, after going as
far as the door, changed his mind, camo
back into the room, and remained alzo.
Van Tromp kicked the door shut.

“Smoke ?” heo said genially.

He took a cigarette-case from his
pocket and passed it round to his friends,
For the first time in history the prefects’
room at Grevfriars was the scene of a
smoking party.

Evidently new ways were coming in,
with the new Head.

R T m ———

THE TWELFTH CHAPTER.
Bend Over !

REYFRIARS had wondered what
G it would be like under the new
Head. The school” was not long
in learning that change was the

order of the day.

Mr. Brander was a new broom, and
bent on sweeping clean—according to his
own ideas.

In Master's Common-room the com-
ments on Mr. Brander were not loud,
but deep.
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Prout, who regarded him as an inter-
loper, could not be expected to like him.
But the other masters shared Prout’s
feclings,

“The man is no gentleman!” Mr.
Prout declared in Common-room; and
the whole stalf agreed with Prout.

No member of the staff could deny
that, so far as scholastic attainments
went, the new headmaster was up to thoe
mark, DBut in other respects, he was
far from smited to his position, in the
opinton of the staff.

Any new headmaster would have in-
curred keen eriticism 1in Common-room.
But the criticism of Mr. Brander was
very bitter.

Mild Mr. Capper, the master of the
Fourth, said that his manners were
abrupt; Mr. Wiggins, of the Third,
averred that he had no manners at all;
Mr. Twigg, of the Second, remarked
that he treated the staff as if they
were a sort of upper servants 1n the
House; Mr. Quelch, who was a man of
few words, expressed no opinion aloud,
but his loocks said much.

But although they already disliked
My, Brander, the staff realised very
elearly that he was not a man to be
trifled with, and that they had to toe
thi line very carefully.

Mr. Brander had declared at Masters'
Mceeting, sharply and definitely, that he
was disappointed and dissatisfied with
tho state in which he found the school.
He made slighting references to his
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which all the masters
in the very worst of

He hinted that unless his views

predecessor,
regarded as being
tastie.
were carefully studied and carefully
carricd out there must be changes in
the staff in the near future.

No member of the staff wished to be

the victim of those changes. Posts at
Greyiriars were well paid and comfort-
able, and the scholastic profession was
overcrowded. Mr. Brander had them
on the lip, as it were. Dr. Locke would
never have dreamed of making a
niember of his staff feel how dependent
he was on his ehief’s despotic will. Mr,
Brander made every member of the
staflf feel it keenly in a single inter-
view.

The fact was that, as Prout declared
in deep tones—after carefully glancing
round to make sure that the door was
shut—the man was no gentleman.

Prout—still with a wary eye on the
door—declared that the new Head would
find trouble at Greyfriars. if he pro-
cecded as he had begun.

“"He interrupted me,” =aid TPront,
“several times. He interrupted me
without the slightest eceremony. No
doubit you observed it.”

If that had been the new Head’s only
offence the other masters could have
fﬂrgi‘rﬁn him, A master who wantaod
to speak at Master's Meetings simnply
had to interrupt ’rout.

But Mr., Drander had succeeded in
wounding the feelings of every man
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Wingate, with a swing of his sinewy arms, sent Van Tromp
spinning through the doorway, to land, with a yell and a
crash, at the feet of Mr. Brander, the new headmaster ]

present, in a cold, dry, sarcastic way
that was very irritating.

The Sixth IForm prefects were as
annoyed as the masters. Two or three,
like Loder and Carne, were pleased to
see Wingate “given a fall,” as they
expressed 1t, DBub most of them resented
it keenly.

There was even talk of the whole of
the prefects resigning in a body, as a
protest. The talk came to nothing, how-
ever, because of a general feeling that
Mr. Brander was just the man to accept
the resignations if offered; and to ot
it go at that.

In the Lower School there was irrita-
tion and apprehension combined. Van
T'romp was head prefect now; and if
he had been a bulE}' and a brute when
e had no power in hjs hands, the
fellows could guess what he would he
like when invested with the power of the
ashplant.

Any fellow was bound to “ bend over ™
at the order of a prefect, so there was
a happy prospect before the juniors of
any amount of bending over now, As
Smithy put it, the whele Lower School
would soon be eaught bending.

It was a rather serious outlook for the
Famous Five, only too well aware that
they had incurred the deep dislike of
the bully of Greyfriars.

‘They made up their minds to avold
Van Tromp as carefully as they could,
but they could not help feeling that he
was not likely to let them aveid him

More than once they had handled the
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More than once they had handled the
bully of the Sixth, but that was no
longer possible—a fellow who handled
a prefect was liable to be expelled—
and Van Tromp was a prefect now.

A prefect who was a bully, like Loder,
was held in check by the rest of the
prefects, and by the authority of the
Head, and the necessity of keeping up
an appearance, at least, of fair play.
But there seemed no check on a prefect
like Van Tromp, who was nephew to
the Head, when the Head had already
made it clear that favouritism to his
relative was his system.,

“There’s going to be trouble, and lots
of it I” Bob Cherry told his chums. And
the Co. agreed that there was.

In break that morning the chums of
tlie Remove sighted Van Tromp in the
quad, and noted that he was looking
about him. They judiciously walked in
another direction.

“I say, you fellows, Van Tromp was
looking for you in break,” said Billy
Junter, when the Famous Five joined
the Remove going in for third scliool.
"1 say, he's got it in for you!
He, he, he!”

“Shut up cackling, you fat chump!”
growled Johnny Bull,

Bunter chuckled.

“You're for it!” he grinned.

Bunter scemed to find something

amusing in the prospeet:; but it was not -

amusing to the Five.

“Hallo, hallo, hallo! There's the
Beak 1" murmured Bob Cherry, as the
Remove gathered at their Form-room
door.  NMr. Queleh was arriving from
onr  «<lireetion, while the new Head
arrived from another.

Mr. Drander glanced over the
n=zzembled Form, with his eold, sharp
eve, IHe saluted Mr. Quelch very bLriefly
as that gentleman came up.

The Remove master opened tlie Form-
room coor, wondering perhaps what the
headmastor wanted there. Mr. Brandoer
snon made that elear. The Remove
filed in and took their places, very
qiuet and orderly, under the new head-
master’s eves,

Mr. Brander followed the Form in.

A glint came into Mr. Queleh's eye.
His manner was icily polite as he looked
inquiringly at his chief.

“I have a few remarks to make, Mr.
Quelch, on the subject of discipline in
this Form.” said the new Head, in his
cold. incisive voice.

“ You would like me to step into vonr
study, perhaps,” suggested Mr. Quelch.

“Not at all; I prefer to speak here.”

“Buch a discussion before the boys,
SIT “satd Mr. Queleh, in a low voice,

“Prav allow me to decide that, Mr.
Queleh,”

Mr. Queleh eompressed his lips.

“Very well, sir!”

The Remove looked at one another in
silenee. Their Form master was “ecalled
on tho carpet ™ in their presence and in
their hearing. This was the kind of
thing that was “not donc.” But Mr.
Meyer Brander evidently had methods
of his own.

“I have recceived reports concerning
vour Form, sir, that have made a very
bad impression on me,”" said Mr.
Brander.

“May I ask from whom, sir?”

“IFrom a prefect!” said Mr. Brander.

“Nay 1 ask which prefect 7’

“That is immaterial,” said Mr.
Drander coldly. *“Certain members of
vour Form, Mr. Queleh, have been

guilty of insolence, and even violence,
towards a senior boy. DPerhaps you are
unaware of this ”

“Quite” said Mr. Quelch.

Tne Macyer Lisrary.—No. 1,170.

“It is, however, your duty to be
aware of 1t.”

“1f you are referring to some trouble
between the juniors and Van Tromp of
the Sixth Form, sir,” said Mr. Quelch,
“the violence appears to have been on
the side of Van Tromp; and he was
called to account by the other prefects—
and I understand that a beating was
administered.”

Mr. Brander’s cold eyes gleamed.

“I do not need to ge informed, sir,
that this school was, before I came, in
a state of such slackness and disorder
that those in authority scem to have
upheld insubordination instcad of re-
pressing it,”’ he said, raising his voice.
“All that will cease now that I am
here. The names of several members of
your Form have been reported to me
as the ringleaders in the disorderly
scenes to which 1 have alluded. I re-
quire you to give your special attention
to those members of your Form, and to
sce that nothing of the kind occurs
ngnin.‘ll

“Really, sir—>

“I have no more to say for the
present, Mr. Quelch; but I will deal
personally with the boys in question.”

Mr. Brander turned to the Form,
leaving Mr. Quelch rooted to the floor,
speechless with indignation and sup-
pressed wrath.

“Wharton, Cherry, Nugent, Bull,
Huirce Singh!” he rapped out. *“Step
out before the class.”

“Oh, my bhat!”
Cherry.

The Famous Five stepped out,

They stood in a silent group before
the new Head. The cold, piercing eyes
in the fat face scanned them.

“You are the boys who attacked my
nephew 1" asked Mr. Brander.

Wharton drew a deep breath.

“We handled Van Tromp for bullying
and ill-using a fag!” he auswered, in
i clear voice.

“That will do!
master's cane.”

“Really, sir—"" gasped Mr. Quelch.

“I do not desire to be interrupted,
Mr. Queleh. Dring me the cane, boy.”

Wharton hesitated, and looked at his
IForm master.  Mr. Quelch's face was
crimson, and he secemed on the point of
choking.

“Obey your headmaster, Wharton "’
he gasped.

“I repeat, Mr. Quelch, that T do not
desire to be interrupted,” said Mr.
Brander. “Give me that cane immedi-
ately, bay!”

Wharton fotched the cane from Mr,
Quelch’s desk,

Mr. Brander took it in his hand, and
swished 1f, his little narrow eyes gleam-
inz, his fat lips curving cruelly. He
looked very like his nephew at that
moment.  He pointed to a desk with
the cane.

“Bend over that desk, Wharton !”

“Really, sir,” stuttered Mr. Quelch,
“am I to understand that you are about
to punish this boy?"”

“You are, sir!”

“Tor no offence, sir?”

“IIis offence was a lawless attack ,on
my nephew, as 1 have said.”

“In that matter the blame rested on
Van Tromp, sir, according to the judg-
ment of the Sixth Form prefects.”

“That judgment has no weight with
me, sir. I have already degraded Win-
gate from his position for that wvery
reason.”

“Sir! I—1 protest
gasped Mr. Queleh.
bound to protest.”

“You nced say no more, Mr. Quelch.
I am determined to restore order to

murmured Bob

Bring me your Form

against this!”
“I—I am recally
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this school, which has apparently been
allowed to run riot under the late head-
master,”

“Such @& remark concerning Dr,
Locke, sir, is uncalled for—unfounded—
I am bound to say.”

“You are bound to say nothing, Mr.
Quelch! You are, on the other hand,
bound to be silent. Pray say no more.”

Mr. Quelch choked.

“I am waiting for you, Wharton,"
said Mr, Brander, swishing. the cane.

Wharton set his lips, looking at his
Form master for guidance. But Mr.
Quelch had no guidance te give him.

“1 am informed,” said Mr. Brander,
fixing his eyes on the captain of the
Remove, “that you are the most in-
solent and disobedient of the unruly
members of this Form. I warn you that
there must be a change in your conduct.
You appear to hesitate to obey even
your headmaster. If you do not obey
me instantly, you leave the school to-
day. 1 have little doubt that there
must some expulsions before the
school is brought to a proper state of
order and obedience. You will be the
first to be expelled if you keep me wait-
ing one moment longer,”

Wharton gasped.

Thero was no help for it; and he
bent over the desk. The cane came
down with a vicious swish. Thrice it
fell, and each cut was severe.

“Go to your place!” said Mr. Brandor
harshly.

Wharton, in silence, with burning
eyes, went to his place.

Then each of the Co. in turn bent
over; and the cane swished three times.
The Remove looked on in breathless
silence. Mr. Quelch looked on, with an
indeseribable expression on his face.

The castigation ended, Mr. Brander
threw the cane down on the Ferm
master's desk, His icy eyes glittercd
over the Form, resting especially on five
juniors, who were wriggling painfully.

“I trust that this will be a warning
to you!” he said. “Let the wholo Form
take this lesson to heart.”

And he walked out of the Form-room.

THE THIRTEENTH CHAPTER.
Bob Goes Through It !

EEHIRD school that morning had a

very tense atmosphere, in the
Remove room.
Five members of the Remove
were wriggling most of the time.
Mr. Quelch was very subdued.

Indeed, he went through his duties
more or less mechanicallv. He scemed
to be in rather a dazed state.

IFellows who made blunders that
morning got off very cheaply. Mr.
Quelch seemed to observe nothing. The
subject happencd to be Roman history :
and so absent minded was Mr. Quelch,
so unlike his usual self, that he did not
even sit up and take notice when Rilly
Bunter stated that the first Roman em-
peror was named Pontius Pilate,

It was but seldom that Henry Samuel
Quelch was jolted out of his customary
severe serenity. But he had received a
terrific jolt now.

He had been deeply humiliated in the
presence of his Form.  After such a
scene, Mr. Quelch’s only dignified re-
source was to place his resignation in
the hands of the headmaster.

But though indignation counseclled
such a course, there were many powerful
arguments against it. Mr. éunlch did
not want to leave Greyfriars. Very
miuch indeed he did not want that.

Morecover, ho suspeected that Mr,
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Brander would be glad of an excuse
for getting rid of a master who had
been—and was still—a loyal friend of
the late Head. Many considerations
might prevent Mr., Brander from actu-
ally dismissing a master at so early a
stage of his career as Head; but it
was likely that he would jump at the
chance offered by a resignation. Mr.
Quelch was not disposed to gratify him
to that extent,

With such troublesome thoughts
thronging his disturbed mind, Mr.
Quelch hardly heeded his Form; and he
would hardly have heeded had Bunter
told him that the first Roman emperor
was Ramsay MaecDonald.

For once, Mr. Quelch dismissed the
Form a few minutes before time. He
wanted to get to his study, to be alone,
to think.

The Remove streamed out into the
quad. There was a buzz of excited
voices as soon as they were out of the
House.

“The rotter!” said Bob Cherry, be-
tween his teeth. ‘' The mans a cad, you
fellows—a rank outsider.”

“'fhe cadfulness of the esteemed out-
sider is terrific,” said Hurree Singh.
“He rcally is the ridiculous limit.”

“Poor old Quelch!” murmured
Nugent. '

“T say, you fellows!” giggled Billy

Bunter. “Quelch looked frightfully
sick, you know! He got it 1n the neck!
He, he, he!”

“Shut up, you dummy !”’

IIHE

$?

“He, he, he!” chortled Bunter.
looked as sick as Yaroooooooh
Bunter broke off with a roar.
“Ow! You beast, wharrer you kick-
img me for? Yow-ow-ow! Ow! You
beast, keep off ! If you kick me again,

I'll— Whoooooooop!”’

Bunter fled.

“We're for it now, and no mis-
take!” said Johnny Bull gloomily.
“That cad Van Tromp 1is appointed
sneak - and - talebearer - in-chief to his
precious uncle. We're going to have a
high old time!”

“The highfulness of the esteemed old
time will be——"

“Terrific!” groaned Bob Cherry.

“The man’'s a rotter!"” said Harry

Wharton. “An absolute rotter! The
worst of it is that he's got a special
eye on us now. It's plain that he's

going to back up his precious nephew
in everything. And we've made an
enemy of Van Tromp, worse luck [’
“We'll get back on the brute some-
how if he rags us!” growled Johnny

Bull.

“Not so jolly easy, with the Bea‘k
backing him up,” said Bob, “I don’t
want any more swipes frum Brander.

<l

He lays it on too jolly hard- Quelch
never laid it on like that whea he was
at his worst |”

“Blow him!” said Nugoent.

When 1{he Famous FPive went in to
dinner they were not looking so merry
i brieht as usual. From the Sixth
I'erm table Otto van Tromp glanced at
them and smled,

When the fellows
dinner Loder cof the
Bob:

“Cherry "’

Bob looked round.

“Yoes, Loder?"

“Go to Van Tromp's study.”

“Oh1” ejaculated Bob. “ What does
Van Tromp want me for, Loder?”

“1 dare say he will tell you himself,”
grinned Loder, and he walked away.

Bob looked at his chums,

They looked at him.

“1 suppose there's no help for it,”’
said Baob, with a deep breath. *“He's a
prefeet now and can tell a man to go to
his study.”

And Bob slowly made his way to the
Sixth Form passage, tapped at Otto van
''romp’s door, and entered. _

Van Tromp greeted him with a grin.
A cane was lying on the table, and Bob
{fiid not need telling what it was there
or.

came out after
Sixth called to

(Continued on next page.)
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COME INTO THE OFFICE, BOYS!

Always glad to hear from you, chums, so drop me a

line to the following address : The Editor, The ** Magnet "’

Library, The Amalgamnated Press, Lid., Fleetway House,
Farringdon Sirveel, Landon, E.C.4.

S you've already discovered,
chums, this issue contains the
socond FREE sheet of “ sticky-
back ** photographs showing the

English and Australian Test match ericket-

ers. Last week’s issue of the MAGNET

contained the first four free phnmgrarhs,
together with a superb album in which
to put them. If you missed this issue,
you can still get a copy by sending three-
pence in stamps to Back Number Dept.,
6, Bear Alley, Farringdon Street, London,
E.C.4,
The

FOUR FREE PHOTOGRAPHS

presented with next week’s MAGNET are
of Hendren, Hammond, Bradman, and

Hurwood, and you can only make sure
of adding these to your album by ordering

your copy well in advance.

I have received a letter this week from
a chum in answer to my invitation to you
fellows to let me know of any interesting
end unusual holiday experiences. Thig
chhum has becn spending a holiday in o
most exciting place—Ilceland—and he
has written to tell me something about this

LAND OF WONDERFUL CONTRASTS !

For instance, he tells me that though
the high mountains in the north-west
of lceland are covered with eternal ice
and snow, in other parts of Iceland
constant flows of boiling water are brought
from the many geysers which are dotted
around the island. The Icelanders don't
waste this hot water—not by a long chalk !
They use it for central heating, and also
for greenhouses, where such things as
tomatoes and grapes are grown. Also,
the washerwomen of Iceland take their
clothes to the nearest geyser and wash
them there in the open air, where the hot
water comes direet from the volcanie
fires in the bowels of Lhe earth,

The north part of Iceland is alinost
entirely covered with

A JET-BLACK SOLID SEA,

composed of the lava which has flowed
from the wvoleanoes and then solidified.
It makes one envious, deesn't it 7 I, for
one, should like te follow in the footsteps
of this adventurous chumn of ours, and
take a long holiday in Iceland. But
then the Magyxpgr—17

 FOW for some Rapid-Fire Replies.
N  John Grieves, of Halifax, starts
the ball rolling by telling me that

HE WANTS TO BECOME A SPEED-
WAY RIDER,

and asking me how he can manage it.
He’s a bit young for this just yet, but if
dirt-track racing continues to remain the
attraction that it undoubtedly is to-day,
John may get his chance before he is
much older, for some of the present-day
riders are only seventeen  or eighteen
vears of age. He'll have Lo learn all there
18 to learn about motor-eycles first, and
to do that he’ll have to become a motor-
mechanic. Many speedway riders com-
menced their career by getting a job as a
mechanio to another rider, while others
commenced by riding in novice events
and showing such good form that they
were immediately taken on as fully-
fledged riders. There's one thing about
speedway riders—they certainly do get
some thrills out of life !

The next question comes from Tom
Burgess, of Hereford, who wants to know
when artillery was {irst nsed. The answer
is : At the battlo of Crécy, where Edward
the Third had four ** bombards,”” or small
canncn, which undoubtedly helped the
English to win the day.

Are you interested in prehistoric
animals I Then you will be intercsted
in this query which comes from A. F,

of Exeter. He asks: ‘“ How big was a
Brontosaurus ? '’ This extinet reptile was
tho biggest of the Dincsaur bunch, and
measured about sixty feet i1n length.
Furthermore, i1t weighed about twenty
tons! How would you like to have one
of those as a pet ?

You've all heard the yarn about Nero
fiddling while Rome was burning, and
H. T., of Wolverton, wants to know it
it was true. No, for two reasona! The
first was that the fiddle was not invented
at the time that Rome was burned down.
The second is that Nero was fifty milea
away from Rome on that particular day !

>»HAT'S your opinion of Frank
Richards’ new series of Grey-
frinrs yarns featuring Otto
van Tromp, the bully of
the Sixth Form ? ashed fine tales,
aren’t they ? Well, there's another one
in store for you next week, entitled :

“THE GREYFRIARS REBELLION!”’

Harry Wharton & Co. have certainly
been responsible for some fun and excite-
ment during the last week or two—and
they are going to be responsible for a
great deal more in the near future.

Geo. K. Rochester’s great War seral
has kicked off in thrilling fashion and bids
fair to become one of the most popular
serinls we have ever published. Next
week's gripping instalment is a real corker.
Don’t forget that 1'd like to have your
opinion of this yarn, so when you write
to me next, let me know what you think
of it!

A final word about the

FOUR FREE GIFT PHOTOGRAPHS

which are given away n next week's
issue. They will be of Hendren, Ham-
mond, Dradman, and Hurwood. Also,
a “* Nutshell Biography " of each of these
tine cricketers will appear 1n our pages.
Ifurthermore, there'll be a jolly double-
paged ** Greyfriars Herald ’ supplement,
and, just to round off the programme,
our special rhymester will contribute
gnother of his * Greyfriars Correspon-
dents.”” Some more jokes and limericks,
and a cheery chat with your Editor will
complete the list. Bo look out for next
weck's full value-for-money issue !
YOUR EDITOR.
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“Oh,
1 rowp.

“Yes,” said Bob.

“You've got it into yvour head at lasi
that you've got to toe the line when
you're told, whatt”

“*Now you're a prefect, yes,” said
Bob. “What do you want me for,
Van Tromp 1"

“1'mn going to lick you. I promised
yvou 1 would—and I'm a fellow of my
word I grinned Van Tromp.

“I've  been licked tlus morning
already,” said Bob quietly.: *“The Head
gave me three in the Form-room.””

“There's three more to come,” said
Van Tromp genially, taking up the
cane, ' Bend over that chair!”

Dol Cherry hesitated. It was bully-
ing pure and simple, but there was
irresistible power behind the bully now.
Slowly—very slowly—Bob bent over the
chair. Van Tromp chuckled.

“You're coming to heel,” he re-
marked. *“‘This is rather a change, isn’t
it? The other day you were handling
me in the quad.’’

Bob made no reply. The canc swished
in the air and came down with a ter-
rific cut. Bob gave a yell. He jumped
up from tho chair.

“That's only the first,” said Van
Tromp. “Bend over again, you young
sweep !

“Onc of that sort’s enough,” said Bob.

“Bend over, I tell you!”

Bob walked out of the study.

vou've comel" grinned Van

Ty
I

“My hat !’ Van Tromp gasped. He
rushed to the door and shouted after
the junior. * Cherry, come back! Do
vou hear?”

Bob, his face set, walked on. Van

Tromp shouted again, his face erimson
with rage. Three or four fellows 1n
the Sixth Form passage stared at him
and exchanged glances.

“Cherry ! bawled Van Tromp.
“Come back this instant, or I shall
report you to the Ilead!”

‘Report—and be blowed!” answered
Bob over his shoulder,

Some of the seniors laughed. Van
Tromp made a stride after the junior
and then stopped. At the corner of the
passage Bob had joined his friends, and
the looks they gave the bully of the
Sixth were far from submissive.

Van Tromp walked away in the other
direction, and Harry Wharton & Co.
went out of the House.

‘““He’s gone to the Xead!”
Niugent in a low voice.

Bob Cherry nodded.

A few minutes later Loder of the
Sixth came out ¢f the House and looked
round him and backoned to Bob.

“Iollow me, Cherry !I"" he said.

Bob pave his chums a dismal look
and followed the prefeet. Loder led
him to the Head's studv. That study,
in Dr. Locke's time, had been a rather
dreaded apartment. Now 1t was more
than dreaded; it scemed to the hapless
Bob rather like an ogre's cave.

“Here is the junior, sir!”’ said Loder,
az he shut the door on Bob.

Mr. Brander was standing by Dr.
Locke's writing-table. On the table lay
a birch., Van Tromp was in the room,
and his eyes gloated on Boh.

“Cherry,” said the new Head in his
cold, hard voice, “ you are reported to
me for disobeying a prefect.””

“Van Tromp was caning
nothing, sir,”” answered Bob.

“On that subjeet my nephew's assur-
ance 15 enough for me.” .said Mr.
Brander. * Disobedience to authority is
a thing that I intend to put down with
a very firm hand. 1t 1s my intention to
flor vou, Cherry. 1 trust that a flog-
ming will have the effect of bringing
yoi to your schses.’’
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Dob set lite teeth.
“Remove  vour jacket,”
Brander, taking up the birch.
The junior cheyed slowly.

A Head’s flogging was always a
severe 1ufliction. DBut the flogging that
the new Head now administered was,
as Bob +told his friends afterwards, a
“corker,” Bob was almost as tough as
hickory, and he made up his mind to
co through it without a sound. But
there was no help for it; long before
Mr. Brander was finished Bob was
yelling.

“Let that be a warning to you,
Cherry !I"” said Mr. Brander, breathing
rather hard, when he had finished.
“You may gn."

Bob almost tottered from the study.

His friends werc waiting for him at
the corner of the passage. One look at
Bob's white, strainad face was enough
for them., They did not speak. They
gathered round him and led him away
in silence, with feelings that were too
deep for words.

gaid Mr.

THE FOURTEENTH CHAPTER.
Just Like Coker !
& TOP that vow |
The door of the games study
at tho end of the Fifth Form

passage was thrown open and
Van Tromp of the Sixth looked in.
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CAN YOU WRITE A GREY-
FRIARS LIMERICK ?

This reader’s eflort wins one of
our useful leather pocket wallets.

When Bolsover shot out his
right
Iin the ¢course of a hurricane
fight,
His opponent went down,
And remarked with a frown:
“ Thought stars only shone
out at night !

Congratulations to  Herbert
Hearn, of 68, Elmsleigh Road,
East Hill, Wandsworth, S.W.[8.
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He rapped out the words sharply.

“What?"" e¢jaculated DBlundell,
captain of the KFifth,

“Stop that row!” said Van Tromp.
“You can be heard all over the House,
Y?u’re like a lot of noisy fags! Chuck
it F!‘]‘

“Wha-a-at 1"’

Only Fifth Form men used the games
study. Most of the Iifth were gathered
thero that evening, and undoubtedly
there had been some little noise.
Coker of the Fifth was talking cricket—
and when Coker talked ericket it had
the natural effect of evoking laughter.

In all the history of Greyfriars no
prefect had ever looked into the games
study to tell I'ifth Form men to be
quiet, as if they were a set of fags in
the Rag.

The Iifth were seniors; and, though
IFifth Form men were never appointed
prefects, some of them were very great
men—greater, 1n the opinion of the
school, than prefcvets themselves., DBlun-
dell, for instance, was a member of the
First Eleven, and, in consequence, a
full-blown ‘' Blood "—and, though a
Blood had no oflicial standing, a man
who could make his eentury in a cricket
match was not a man to be lightly
recarded. )

Most Greyfriars mien had a high
opinion of Blundell—und he had a fairly
high opinion of himself. As a Blood,
he was a greater man than even a Sixth

the
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Form man who was not a Blood.
Blundell could, if he liked, wear his
cap on the back of his head—which
would have been “side ” in a lesser
mortal. He could walk down the
middle of the Head’'s Walk; lesser
wortals had to keep to the sides. Even
a prefect who was not a Blood would
have been considered “sidey ”’ had he
walked down the middle of the Head’s
Walk., VYet, with all these important
distinctions, Blundell was liable to be
called to order by any oflicial prefect—
if the prefect had the nerve to ecall so
tremendous a person to order and to
brave the condemnation by publio
opinion for deing so.

Van Tromp, in staring into the games
study and 1apping out an order to Fifth
Form men, was within his theoretical
rights; hé was enly exercising rights
that never were excreised, and outrag-
ing tradition. Now that he was a pre-
fect, he could do this if he liked, with
authority on his side, and only the
l[:r_ublm opinion of the school against
1im.
Blundell stared at him: all the Fifth
IForm men stared at him. And Blundell
laughed.

1t was rather amusing for this fellow
—who had been a pre?ect only a day,
ho was no good at games—to
chuck orders at Blundell as if he were
a {‘ﬂgl E‘;nt]glungell laughed.

1 e do rou,”’ 1
Bl or after you,”” said
- “And don't put your cheeky nose
into this room again 1" added Coker.

Van Tromp came a little within the
doorway,

There was an unpleasant smile on his
face.

Nol a man in the Fifth liked him, or
tbought anything of him. Most of them
despised him because he avoided games.
Some of them had openly expressed
flllE'-ll‘ opinion of his bullying proclivitics.
Coker, in fact, had punched him for
kicking 8 junior—before his uncle be-
carue Head. Van Tromp was not tho
fellow to forget offences. Prefects were
generally careful in the exercise of their
powers, 1n dealing with seniors—especi-
31_!13 such seniors as Blundell. But Van
I'romp was the fellow to exercise his
powers to the very utmost, and to make
every ounce of his authority felt.

“I've told you,” said Van Tromp
coolly, “that there's too much noise in
this room, and you're to stop it. Don't
let me have to speak again !”

“I1 don’t think you quite know where
you are, or whom you're speaking to,”
said the captain of the Fifth con-
tempiuously.

“Iaith, it's rather got into your head
being made a prefect, hasn't it?” said
I'itzgerald of the Fifth.

“Who are you, anyway?" inquired
Hilton.

“I am a prefect—keeping order in the
House,” said Van Tromp, in the same
cool tone, “and you are fellows who can
be whopped if you don't toe the line.”

“Whopped 1" repeated Blundell
dazedly.

“Just that. Take care I don’t whop
you !”

“Whop me?” said Blundell, as if he
could not believe his ears—as indeed he
hardly could.

“That's 1t ! assented Van Tromp.

Blundell gazed at him.

But as he gazed, it was borne in upon
his mind that this tick, this outrageous
outsider, was speaking the sad truth,
In theory, at least, a Fifth Form man,
even a great and glorious Blood, eould
be whopped by a prefect on sufficient
calise,

Blundell realised it ; realised. too, that
the penalty for hitting a prefect was
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“ Hoist him up!” snapped the new
Heod., *“ Doyou hearme ? > ** Yessir !”’
mumbled Gosling. He approached Coker,
and the burly Fifth-Former drew back a
pace, his fists clenched, his eyes blazing.
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likely to be expulsion from the school.
And Blundell stifled his indignation and
wrath, and turned away. He would not
be civil to the fellow—he couldn’t! But
he realised the wisdom of silence.

The Fifth Form men took their cue
from their captain. General silence fell
on the games study.

Van Tromp smiled vauntingly.

Power was in his hands, and he liked
using 1t. In the opinion of the school
lic was nothing, less than nothing, in
comparison with George Blundell. But
lie had reduced Blundell to angry
silence, and the whole games study
along with him,

But there was at least one fellow in
{he Fifth who was blind and deal to the
dictates of prudence. That was Horace
Coker.

Coker was silent—for the moment;
but not because he recalised that silence
was judicious. He was specchless with
wrath, scorn, and indignation. He
gazed at Van Tromp with breathless in-
dignation in his gaze,

He found his voice at last. When he
found it, he used 1t in tones that were
licard far beyond the games study.

“You cheeky rat !” roared Coker.

“Shut up, old man!” whispered
Potter, and Greene {ouched his chum
warningly on the arm.

Coker did not heed Potter, and ho
slicok off Greene’s warning finger. He
jumiped up, and faced Van Tromp.

“(Get out of this room i he bawled.

Van Tromp smiled softly. Coker was
tliec man he wanted! Coker was the
man who had punched him a week ago!
And Coker was delivering himself,
heund hand and foot, as it were, into
lis power.

1'he prefect had his official ashplant
wider his arm, He shpped 1t down 1nto
Liis hand, and pointed to a chair.

“ Bend over !” he said.

With all his insolence, and all his
truculence, and the knowledge that the
ncew llead would back him up in any

tyranny, Van Tromp would not have
hud the nerve to tell Blundell to bend
over. But Coker was an easier proposi-
tion. Coker was not a Blood; he was
no good at games, though very kecen on
them; he was rather the butt of his
Form, IIe was, in fact, nobody. And
he was asking for it.

“Bend over!” repeated Van Tromp,
as Coker stared at him in  blank
astonishment, Coker, in his time, had
had a prefects’ beating; but an order to
bend over like a fag was new to Horace
Coker's cars.

“Are you potty ¥ gasped Colker.

“Will you bend over?” asked Van
Tromp.

“ Ha, ha, ha!” roared Coker. “Will I
bend over? Not quite! Do you think
you're talking to a Second Form fag,
yvou dummy 7

“T'm talking to you !” said Van Tromp
coolly, “and I'm ordering you to bend
over that chair and take six.”

“Ha, bha, ha!” roared Coker again.
His wrath scemed to have cvaporated
into merriment, at this cheek on the
part of a “bick ™ hke Van Tromp.

“T'm waiting ! said Van Tromp.

“Keep ocn waiting !” grinned Coker.
“Oh, my hat! 'This is funnv. vou men!
This worm thinks he ean come here and
tell Fifth Form men to bend over! Ha,
ha, hal”

“You refuse?” asked Van Tromp.

“Just a little!”  ehuckled Coker.
“Just a few! Yes, I rather think 1
refuse,”

“Very well! 1 shall report you to
the Head !”

“\Why not make me bend over?”
asked Coker temptingly. *“ Why not, old
bean? Perhaps you eould do it !

“Do shut up, old man!” murmured
Potter,

“Pon’t be an ass, Potter !”

“Coker, you ass!” breathed Greene,
in his ear. “Can’t you s=ce the cad is
watching for a chance at you ¥

“Don't be a dummy, Greene!”

Coker made another siride towards
Van Tromp,

“You're going to report me to the
Head, are you?” he said.

i YEE."

“You're going to tell the Beak that
you ordered a IFifth Form man to bend
m'm;fin the Fifth F'orm games study

i E'Elil

“Well, while you're about it,” said
Coker, “I’'ll give you something else to
tell him. Tell him I said you were a
silly, pie-faced, sneaking, cringing,
rotten wormi, and that you ought to be
kicked out of any decent school! Tell
him you put your checky nose in where
it wasn't wanted, and that I pulled it for
you !

And Coker, with a sudden clutch,
grabbed hold of Van Tromp's rather
prominent nose, and tweaked it.

There was a yell from the prefect.

Coker's hand was heavy, and he had
put force into that tweak., The water
rushed to Van Tromp's eyes.

Coker grinned at him as ho released
the nose—which Van Tromp clasped, in
his turn, in anguish.

“Now trot along to the Beak, and tell
him that!” grinned Coker. “And if
vou don't get out of this room in one
cocond, vou'll be able to tell him, too,
that I pitched you out on your neck!”

1The Fifth Form men looked on in
grim silence.  The tweaking of Van
Tromp's nose was a pleasant sight to
them ; but they realised, what Coker did
1iot, that the results to the tweaker were
ikely to be more painful than to tho
twenkee; so to speak.

Van Tromp’s faco was crimson with
rage. He caressed his nose, which had
a rather scvere pain in it

“You've hecard what I said?” con-
tinued Coker. “You can walk out of
this room, if you like. DBut if you don't
walk out, you'll be chucked. And I'm
not waiting more than another sccond i”

Tue Macxer Lisnany.—No. 1,170.
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Van 1 rowp, \1.';1_11 W Zusp of rago,
struck at Coker wikly tue cane. U ounes

caught the lash on nis aiu,

“ L'nat does 1L sid Coker. _

lie tairly sprang al the bully or tiwe
Sixth, Wight and lelt, Loker s hieiav)
f1sts crashiwd mnto the crimsuvia, sevagoe
tace, Van lrowmp rveeled back 1 tue
doorway.

“Uh crumbs!” mwarmured Potter.

Van Trorep leaped back at Coker. ln
a woment they wero lighting ficreely.
the Fitih Fovi men gased on, as af spell-
bound, .

The bully of the Bixth was quile as
hefty as Coker. And lie was by tar a
better boxer than the Mifth Forwn wman,
With as mezh pluck as Coker, he could
have held Ins own with ease.  Coker
overlowed with pluck., DBut that valu-
able quality was a httle lacking in the
composition of the bully of the Sixth.

Atter a minute or two of ficrce scrap-
ping, he backed away from Coker's
crashing lists, and rctreated through the
doorway.

Loker followed him up.

Coker was not finished yet. ’

“l'or goodness’ sake, old man—
said Greene, almost in despair.

[{oruce Coker did not heed. _

He followed up the bull © of the Sixth,
hitting out, and driving him backwards
towards the stairs. Naturally, the
<hindy in the Fifth Form quarters drew
attention. The sight of a Sixth Iorm
prefeet retreating, and trying to defend
himself as he retreated, from the on-
slaught of a Fifth Form man, caused a
crowd of fellows to gather from all
sicdes, o

“Clear off ! said Coker, grinning at
Van Tromp over his hammering fists,
“Clear off, you cad! Crawl away, you
worm !"

Van Tromp reachod the stairs  and
there he turned and  fairly  bolted.
Coker made a final rush and kicked,

and his bool eaught the bully of the
Sixth as he fled,

There was a roar from Van Tromp
as he missed his footing under the pro-
pulsion of Coker's heavy hoot, and he
rolled down,

“Ha, ha, ha!'" came a roar from
fifty fellows who were on the seene by
this time.

“Brave Cuker!” xelled Dob Cherry.

“(ood old Coker!"”

“1la, ha, ba!”

Van Tromp picked himself up dazed
and breathless, fairly foaming with
rage.  He glared up the staircase at
Coker, who grinned down at him.

“Come back if you want any more!”
roarcd Coker,

Van Tromp, apparcntly, did not want
anv more; at all events, he did not
come back. He tramped away almost
babbling with fury and disappeared.

Coker walked clicerily back to the
games study. IHe smiled at the silent,
almost awe-stricken Filth-T'ormers,

“That's the way to handle the ecad !
sald Coker., “1 fanev he won't come
hore again in a hurry.”

The Fifth Form men made no reply.
Coker, apparently, supposed that the
matter was now at an end. Ilo was the
only fellow who supmosed se.

THE FIFTEENTH CHAFTER.
The Flogring !

HF LOGGLID 2"
E" & '-1.'D$I'Il
! O, omy hat !

“1 guy, you
truce !’ gosped DBilly  Duntor.
pravers {o-morrow morning—-—
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“In Big Hall!” said the Bounder.
" Coker of the Fifth——"
“Ilogged—a Head's flogging—-"
“Great pip!”

The news spread like wildfire throug!,
Greyfriars.

Many fellows had wondered what
would be the outcome of the affray in
the games study. "That it was certain
to have some serious outcomme, none
doubted.

There were many excuses for Coker
in the eyes of the Greyfriars fellows.
But in the cycs of authority, there was
no excuse for a fellow who not only
punched a prefect, but kicked him
downstairs.

Fellows had wondered whether Coker
would be sacked. It scemed unlikely
that the new Head would wish to begin
his career at Greyfriars by expulsions—
matters that might draw the eyes of
the governors to the scene. But if he
was not sacked, 1t scemed difficult to
ki;:jiw how the offender was to be dealt
with,

For a simple ecaning would hardly
meet the case; and the Fifth, of course,
were never flogged. It was unknown
for a Iifth Form man to be caned
even, while as for a flogging, it was
undreamt of.

So the news made a sensation in the
school.

Coker, 1t was learned, had been sent
for to the Head's study. He had gone
guite cheerfully, perhaps feeling that,
as he really was in the right, the Head
might agree that he was. If so, Coker
was quickly disillusioned.

Ho came away from the Head's study
looking quite dazed. Potter and Greene
drew  from him what tne Head had
satd. It made them jump; and it made
other fellows jusnp when they were told.

A flogging in the Fifth Form! It was
unknown, unheard of, unthinkable!

Mr. DBrander scemed bent on making
history at Greyfriars.

The news spread in the Lower Schao!
that evening., and there was execitemoent
far and wide.

“It's a rotten shame!” said Bob
Cherry. “1I wonder how poor old Coker
will take it?”

“"Coker says he won't stand it!”
chuckled Dunter. “He's told a lot of
men in the IFifth that he won't.”

“Well, he’'s got to stand it," said
Harry Wharton. “I hope he won't do
anything fatheaded! 1le’s got to toe
the Lhine”

Plenty of fellows wanted to see Coker
that evening. But the Fifth-Former
kept to the seelusion of his study. Coker
was in an overwhelmed state; hardly
able to believe that the new Head was
in carnest; and quite at a loss to know
what he was going to do in these
strange clrcumstances.

It was all very well for Coker to say,
in his haste, that he would not stand
it. DBut other alternative there seemed
none.

There was, of course, the alternative
of leaving Greyfriars, Coker considered
that seriously.

“If I Lt him in the eye—"" he said
in the stndy to Potter and Greene,
meditatively

“IF you whatted 7" ¢jaculated Potter,
while Greeue  stared at the cheery
loraee open-inouthed.

“If T bit him in the eve I suppose
I should be sacked,” said Coker.
“No supposing  about it!”

Greene.

“Well, a man of my standing in the
school can’t be flogged,” argued Coker.
“I might as well have let that tick Van
Tromp give me six in the games study.

gasped
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I can’t stand a Aogging! It's a question
of a man's dignity, and the dignity of
his Form.””

“It's a rotten shame,” said Potter.
L1 But_—__l?

“I'd like to hit him
Hall, before all the
Coker. “ But—’

Even Coker realised that there was a
“but.” Coker did not want to be ex-
pelled from Greyfriars School.

What he was going to do, was not
clear to Coker, when he went to bed
that night. His friends urged him to
take 1t quietly; to put up with what
couldn’t be helped. But there was no
telling what Coker would do. Some
fullnws._ thinking rather of their own
cntertainment than Coker’s good, hoped
that he would hit the new headmaster
in the eye, instead of taking the flog-
ging. Certainly_ such a proceeding
would have provided Greyfriars with
& scnsation.

Morning dawned on an excited school.

Even Billy Bunter heeded the first
clang of the rising-bell that morning.
Even Lord Mauleverer did not turn his
head on his pillow for another minute.

Everybody at Greyfriars was down
early.

Prayers were conducted by Mr. Prout;
and 1t was observed that the Fifth
Eugm master looked worried and worn.
I'his disgrace put upon a member of his

Form was deeply felt by the Fifth
I'orm master.

Some fags remarked
almost looked as if
flogged himself,

After prayers, there was a buzz in the
assembled school. Among the Sixth,
Van Tromp was scen 5mﬁing an un-
pleasant smile. Most of the Sixth
scemed to be kecping well away from
him, except his few friends. Even
Loder and Carne, though for their own
reasons they were keeping on the right
side of the bully, felt that e was acting
unwisely in antagonising the whole
school.  Wingate treated him with un-
concealed contempt. Coker, in the
ranks of the Fifth, made a movement,
and Potter caught hold of his arm. It
was in Coker’s mind to go over to Van
Iromp and, as he expressed it, give
him something to grin for. Fortunately
Coker was restrained by his friends.

A slight buzz was followed by a dead
silence when the new Head entered.

He was followed by Gosling, who
carricd a birch.

All eyes were fixed on Mr. Brander.

Mr, Prout was observed to approach
him, and speak in a low voice. The
new hcadmaster listened with a dry,
sarcastic expression on his face, visible
to all eyes.

“At the last moment, sir!” murmured
Mr. Prout, *I would urge yon to re-
Eﬂnsider your decision. A Fifth Form
n:}r »

“My decision is irrevocable, Mr.
Prout,” interrupted the Head.

“If. sir, I cannot prevail upon you,”
said Mr. Prout, with dignity, “let me
at least suggest that the flogging of a
senior should be administered 1n private
—in your own study, sir—not before
the whole school—"

“On the other hand, sir, it is my
special desire to allow the whole school
to witness this punishment, in order that
it may be a warning to them, from the
Sixth Form to the Seeond!” answered
Mr. DBrander.

Mr. Prout breathed stertorouslv.

"It as—i1s  unpredecented,  sir—no
seninr was flogged in Dr. Locke’s time
-—the late Tlead wenuld be amazed,
sliocked, if he heard .

(Continued on puge 28.)

in the eye, in
school,”” said

that Prout
he were going to be
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" Guido ven Sturm wins an Iron Cross for his brilliant services to Germany, is
brought down in British territory while balloon ‘‘ straffing,”’ and then to his
utter consternation and dismay is told that he is Guy Tempest—an Englishman,

son of Colonel Tempest, a famous Staff Officer!

The Man Sarzen !
e UL brst moment of lus incredu-
' lous amazement pasgsed, and
Von Sturm answered stifly:

“You are mistaken, Herr
Colonel! 1 am the Hauptmann Guido
von Sturm!”’

The other shook his head.

“No, boy, you are not,” he said
gquictly, *“Zolhoff has lied to you!”

Von S{urm’s eves hardened.

“What do you know of Zolhoff 7”7 he
demanded.

“I know this,” replied the colonel
steadily. * Iighteen vears ago Zolhoff,
then an agent in the German Sccret
Service, kidnapped my tiny son and
fled with him to Germany., That son is
yourself 1"

Von Sturm's hauds clenched.

“1 cannot believe this!” lLe eried
lrearsely.

“It is true, whether xou helicve it
o1 not!” eut in the colonel. * Sit down
and listen to what 1 have to say !”

He motioned towarvds the charr, and,
rerarvee knowing what to think of tlus
astoundinge  development, Von  slarm
obediently scated himself.

(Now read on.)

“AMy name, as you know, 15 Tem-
pest,” went on the colonel. * Eighteen
years ago I designed and perfected a
new quick-firing gun, Zolholl—inas-
querading then under the name «<f
Sarzen—got wind of 1t. He approached
me with a view to purchasing tlu.‘-. plans,
and offered an almost fabulous sum for

them. 1 refused to sell!”

He broke off. and, with hands
clasped  behind  his back, paced the
Hoor.

* Zolhoff, however, was determined,”
he resumed, halting in frent of Von
Sturm.  “One night he breke into my
Iouse 1n a desperate endeavour to steal
the plans. Weo ecanght kim, but it was
impossible to prova him a German spy,
and ho got off with a term of 1mprison-
ment for attempied theft, Ile swore
then to get even with me, and T—fool
that I was—laughed at his threat!”

He paused, and Von Sturm, watch-
g bim, felt 1n his heart that this grey-
Lamwed, kindly-faced man who claimed
to be his father, was not lying.

But if he was not lying—if he was
telline tho trath, then he. Guido von
Sturnn, had been fighting against those

who were his own countrymen. The
thing was horrible—ghastly !

“Go on, sir!” said the boy hearsely.

“The rest is sinply told,” continued
the colonel. “One day, shortly after
Zolhotl’s release from prison, you wereo
found to be missing. A river flowed past
the foot of our garden, and, after davs
and nights of unremitting search, we
were foreced to conclude that yvou had
either found your way to it and fallen
in, or else had been stolen by wander-
ing gipsies.”

“You did not suspeet Zolhoft 77

“Not then,” replied Colonel Tempeost.
“But after weeks of mental anguizh 1
suddenly called to mind the threat
which he had made to get even with
me. I eclutched at that possible clue
to your disappearance like a drowning
man clutehing at a straw, Dut all our
ciforts to trace Zolholff proved fruitless,
The man had completely vanished.
Remember, we knew him only under
the name of Sarzen.”

Again, the colonel paused, and when
next he spoke his voice was low and’
quivering.
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“A few wyeks ago, liere at Le Cour-
ban,” ho said, *1 was inslrumental in
having a man shot who wus a German

spy.  lle obviously wag, or had bLeen,
i tho conlidence of Zullioff. For be-
tove he died ho sent for me. 1 know

he wus thinking of nothing then but
Liis desire to hurt nmie.  Certainly—un-
he cared mnothing for them—ho
could not have been thinking of the
consequences of his rash words. For he
hurled at me the information that ny
son was none other than the famous
{rurdo von Sturin, whoese poardian was
Dr. Zollioff, alias Sarzen.”

“1his man’s nane, siet”
e,

“Ioarl Matt—hsted as Number 23 cn
the roll of the German Intelligence
Lurcan !

Von Sturm leapt to his feot.

s

rapped Von

“Iliarl Matt ! he repeated Lreath-
lossly,

The colonel nodded, hLis eves on the
bov.

“Yes,” he said. “Did you know
boim 77

“1 did,” repliecd Von Sturm. * DBe-

fore the War Le was a frequent vigitor
at the house of Dr. Zollioff, in the
Cartenstrasse,”

Colonel Tempest stepped forward,
layving his hand on Von Sturm’s grey-

clad shoulder.

“My boy,” he said carnestly, “I
swear before the God Who hears me
that I have spoken the truth., Your rcal
nameo is Guy Tempest, and you are my
gon !

“ Dut, sir, where is your procf 7” eried
the Loy wildly. “You have only the

word of Karl Mate for it "

“Wait!” cut in the colonel gently.
“Tho facts are these. Firstly, Zolhoff
threatened me. On  his release from
prison you vanished. Secondly, Guido
vouir Sturm is German for the name Guy
Tempest, Thirdly, Karl Matt, who was
it a position to know, swore at the
point of death, on his sacred oath, that
if_llt are Liuy Tempest. And fourthly,

The colonel's voice faltered and his
CY0es were moist,

“And fourthly,
Sturin quietly,

“ Fourthly,” went on the other, with
an effort, “I just know inside my heart
that you are my son. Your dear mother
is long since dead,~ but you have her
cves—her every feature. Ah, my boy—
my bov, how like her you hava
grown !"

Von Sturm spread out his hands in
pussionate, ploading gesture.

“ But, sir,” ho cried, “don't you sce?
1 must have proof that I am your son
—real, irrevocable proof !”

Colonel Tempest shook his head, a
world of tragedy in his eyes.

“I ean give no [further proof,” he
sard dully,

A moment he stood, tken turned sadly
towards the door.

sir ¥ asked Von

“I cannot make you believe if vou
“But come with

will not,” he said,
me.  Brigadier-General Clayton wishes
| ¥R

to sece you !

Pledged Honour !

N stlence Lo led the way along the
H corridor to the room of Brigadicer-
General Clayton, General Officer
Commanding Wing Ileadquarters

at IL.o Courban.
The brigadier, grizzle-haired, and
with strong, bronzed features, was =eated
alone at his blanket-covored and lit-

tered table as Colonel Temrpest ushered
Von Sturm across the threshold into the
FOGCIIL,

Ile looked keenly at the boy, and
returnced his salute with a grave inclina-
Lion of the head.

“You are the Cuptain ven Sturm?”
he siad quactly.

“Yes, sir,” replied the boy, rigid et
attenlien,

“You have
Tempest 7

“Yes, sir!”

“And have learned that you are hLis
son ?"

*Colonel Tempest has told me that I
am his son, sir,” replied Von Sturm.
“But there is little proof forthcoming !”

The brigadier frowned.

“We, personally are convinced that
you are Guy Tempest,” hoe returned.
“The man Karl Matt did not lie |”

“That surely must be a matter of
opinion, sir?”

“It 1s our opinion that he did not lie,”
retorted the brigadier sternly. ‘You
are an Englishman, Captain von Sturm,
whatever you may think to the contrary.
And your duty is to England. Are you
prepared to answer questions as to
the flying strength and personnel of cer-
tain German acrodromes?”

“No, 1 am not!” responded Von
Sturm coldly, Then his lips curved into
a contemptuous smile as he added:
“And do you not think your question a
trifle indiscreet, Herr General?”

The brigadier stared at him.

“I fail to follow you!" he rapped.

“Do you?” retorted Von Sturm.
“Then I will speak more bluntly. Is not
this talk of my being an Englishman
nothing more nor less than a cunning
and blackguardly plot to make me talk
and give you information which scem-
ingly you require 7"

Crimson of face, Brigadicr-General
Clayton launched himself to his feet.

“By gad, sir!” he thundered fiercely.
“Do you dare accuse—-"

“I accuse you of nothing—as yet!”
cut in Von Sturm iecily. * Listen to me.
You say you are convinced that I am
an Englishman. There is only one man
in the world who can satisfy me that I
am. That man 1s Zolhoff. I have a

proposition to make to you.”
“Well?”

“Relcase me on parole for seven
days,” went on Von Sturm rapidly.
“In that time I will seek out Zolhoff
and force the truth from him. And
whether I be German or Englishman,
I give you my word of honour that I
will report to you, here in this room, at
midnight seven days from now. If I
am a German then I remain your
prisoner. But if I learn that I am en
Englishman—"

He broke off, his hands clenched, eyes
blazing.

“If I Jlearn that,” he resumed
gratingly—"'if I learn that Zolhoff has
played the vile trick on me of making
me fight against my own countrymen—
then Ei am with England, body, heart,
and soul, until the end!”

“But what you ask is impossible!”
exclaimed the brigadier wildly., “I
cannot rclease you—"

“It 1s for seven days only!” cut in
Von Sturm quietly. “I will return!”

Colonel Tempest stepped forward,
ranging himself alongside the boy.

“8Sir,” he said, “may 1 speak?”

The brigadier nodded.

“I will pledge my own honour
as an officer and a gentleman that Cap-

spoken  with  Colonel
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taim von Sturm will return,” mid
Colonel Tempest, his voice trembling.

“But, Tempest, the thing is impos-
siblo——"

“Is it, sir?” cut in the colone] plead-
ingly. “Yet we stand to gain every-
thing and lose nothing. If still in doubt
as to his real identity, Von Sturm re-
turns to us as a prisoner. If, on the
other hand, he learns that he is English,
he returns to us with the offer of his
scrvices "

Slowly the brigadier resumed his seat,
and long moments passed whilst he sat
with his head resting on his hand.
’l‘hteln raising his eyes to Von Sturm, he
said:

“Captain von Sturm, during the
months you have flown against us on
the Western Front, you have earned the
reputation of being an honourable and
gallant gentleman. I am bearing this in
mind, also the exceptional circumstances
of the case and the pleading of Colonel
Tempest, when I say that I am inclined
to take the responsibility of granting

your request,”
His voice became very stern as ho

went on

“But remember this. Should you
brecak your word and fail to return,
you will have brought ruin and disgrace
on one of my most trusted officers,
Colonel Tempest, whose honour is
ple::}ged that you will keep faith with
us.

“I shall keep faith, sir!” reiterated

Von Sturm steadily,

The brigadier turned to Colonel Tem-
pest.

“See that the captured Kabeltau scout
is placed at the disposal of Captain von
Sturm,’” he said. “ And have all anti-
alrcraft batteries between here and the
line warned not to shell the machine.
Captain von Sturm will himself decide
when he will leave, and will acquaint
you of the time.”

“I will leave at once, sir,” said the
boy. *“It is necessary that I should be
across the line before dawn. For if I
fell in with a British squadron out on
dawn patrol, I should be attacked and
forced to defend myself. And that I
am strictly a non-combatant was under-
stood by me on my giving my parole.”

“Yes,” replied the brigadier, rising
to his feet. “I think you are well
advised to leave at once. And you will
report to me here at midnight, a week
to-night !”

He held out his hand.

“Good-bye, then,
Sturm |

“Good-bye, sir,” replied the boy.

For an instant they stood, hands
clasped, and eyeing each other squarely.
Then recleasing his grip, Von Sturm
stepped back, saluted smartly, and, turn-
ing on his heel, quitted the room, aec-
companiced by Colonel Tempest.

Captain von

The Truth !

N the kitchen of the house of Dr.
E Zolhoff, situate in that quiet and
residential quarter of Berlin known

as the Gartenstrasse, the elderly
manservant, Anton, was very miserable.

It was two days ago that he had heard
from Dr. Zolhoff that Guido von Sturm,
whom Anton had known since early boy-
hood, and whom he had come to love as
his own son, was reported missing, but
believed to be a prisoner; and it had
been a sad blow to the old servant.
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And 4o-night, azs he went
about his humble du#ies, his
trembling lips formed again
and again the words which
stood as a frail barrier between
him and utter grief: _

“He is not dead; he will

eome bgck |”

As though in answer to these

words which were half-prayer,

there came a sudden knock at
the front door—a knock which
caused the blood to drain from
Anton’s wrinkled face, and
froze him for a moment into
rigid immobility.

Then, with heart beating
wildly and eyes dilated, he
rushed from the kitchen and
along the wide  hallway.
Fagerly he fumbled at the
latch and swung open the
door.

And there, confronting him
on the threshold, stood the
grey-cloaked form of Guido von
Sturm |

“You, sir!” ecried Anton
tremulously, “I knew it! 1
knew your knock !”

“Did you, Anton?” replied
Veon Sturm, and patted the old
servant affectionately on the

shoulder as he stepped past
htrm 1nto the hall. “Is the
Herr Doktor at home ?”
““¥Yes, sir; he is in the
library,” quavered the old
man.

“Alone ?”’

“¥Yes, sir. Shall I announce
you, sir? This will be a

delightful surprise for him[”

“Indeed, 1 hope it may be,
Anton !” And Von Sturm’s
simpile was very grim. “ No,
you need nof-announce me. I
will go 1n alone:”

Dofling his field-grey hat, he
made his way along the hall
and knocked at the -closed
door of the library.

“Enter !” called the harsh
tones of Dr. Zolhoff ; and, open-
ing the door, Von Sturm
stepped into the room, closing
the door behind him.

Zolhoff was seated busily en-
gaged at his paper-strewn
writing-table. At sight of Von Sturm he
pushed back his chair and rose to his
feet with sharp intake of breath.

_ “Why, Guido—you?”’ he exclaimed,
in sheer amazement.

“Yes,” replied Von Sturm. “Back
from the British lines !’

Zolhoff Ilaughed delightedly,
advanced with outstretched hands.

“So you were not killed!” he cried.
“And you gave the clever Englanders
the slip! Donner, but I must hear the
story——"’

“Stop!”’

Zolhoff halted abruptly, staring at the
squat automatic which had appeared as
though by magic in the hand of Von
Sturm, and which was unwaveringly
covering his heart.

“What 1s the meaning of this?"’ he
gasped. “ Are—are you mad?”

“No, eminently sane,” returned Von
Sturm pleasantly, *“ But may 1 suggest
that you resume your seat? I have
something to say to you.”

Not for an instant did his eyes leave
Zolhoft's face, and at his words he saw
a sudden change of colour 1n that
brutish countenance of which he made
a mental note.

But next moment Zolhoff had himself
under control. ‘

“What is it you wish to say?’’ he
demanded harshly.

“You will first resume your seat!”

and

Von Sturm’s fist flashed out and
crashed home on Zolhoff’s mouth.

The man slipped on the polished
floor and then fell heavily,

With a shrug of his shoulders, Zelhoff
turned, and, walking back to his writ-
mg{-mblf, seated himself heavily.

*“No. Von Sturm’s voice was still
singularly pleasant. *“ Keep your hands

on the table where I eca .
Thank you!” 2w Cen

“Will you explain what this madness
means ?” blazed Zolheff.

"It means just this,” replied Von
Sturm, sauntering forward. “I should
be interested to know what—if anything
—the name of Tempest conveys to you 7

There was @ moment of tense silence.
Zolhoff's hands were clenched on the
table in front of him, the knuckles
showing white. His deep-set eyes
glared up into the boy’s.

“The name conveys nothing to me!”
he said, with harsh deliberateness.

“Ah!” Von Sturm smiled, and it was
a smile not nice to see. “In that case,
I am afraid I shall have to kill yonu,
Herr Doktor. I had promised myself
that if you told the truth I should spare
your life!”?

He was blufing—bluffing all along the
line. It might be the British who had
lied, and not Zolhoff. But to-night Von
Sturm was determined te find out the
truth about his birth.

It was with this end in view that he

T 2% e skl sty ¥4
There was one,” he said suavely, “1in

whom you were ill-advised to place so
much trust, Herr Doktor [

“What—what do on
demanded Zolhoff hoarsely.

“Before he was shot by the British,”
explained Von Sturm pleasantly, *“Karl
Matt sent for Colonel Tempest. IIe had
information for the colonel ag to the
whereabouts of the colonel’'s long-lost
Hﬂn.,,

With an oath, Zolhoff launched him-
self to his feet, hig face livid.

“The dog!” he screamed.
cursed, treacherous dog——"

He broke off, panting, his features a
deathly hue. For if ever a man had be-
trayed himself he had then. And he

knew it.

“ Listen—Ilisten to me!” cried Zolhoff
desperately. “ You say you are going to
kill me. Yet what have I ever done to
you to merit death at your hands? 1
admit that I stole you from your home
in England, but 1 have given you a
better home in Germany. 1 have been
kind and considerate——"

“ You have made me fight against my
own countrymen!” cut in Von Sturm
icily. *“That is your crime, Dr. Zolhoff.
But do not be afraid. 1 intend to take
an infinitely more subtle revenge than
the shooting of you between the eyes!”
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“Guido—"" began Zolhofl, and his
volce was a croak,

“Silence ! rappoed Von Sturm.  “ You
did a clever thing, Dr, Zolhoff, when
yvou used me as a weapon against ihe
Iingland you so deeply hate. DBut you
Jdid not realise that the weapon you
forgzed m owe nught prove to be a two-
cdpced one.  You tollow me b

[ S{} !T1

“And yet 1t is very simple,” explained
Von Hturm. 1 am an Enghshman.
You yourself admnit that. Through your
own act I stand here to-might posscessed
of information regarding the strength
and personnel ot the German Air Force

and the location of its cerodromes,
which will prove 1mnvaluable to
England.”

“You would not betray us!” blazed

Zolhofl, his fear forgotten in the sudden
staggering shock of Von Sturm’s words.

“DBetray you?”’  Again Von Sturm
laughoed, albeit there was little of mirth

in the sound. “You use a strangc
phrase, Herr Doktor, My duty 1s to
my gountry—and my country 1z Eng-

lalu'] A4

“You dare not betray us!”’ screamed
Zolhoff. * You dare not do it!”

“Who says 1 dare not?" answered
Von Sturm sternly. *1 shall act as I
think fit!”

And Zolhoff, who in that moment saw
so clearly the deadly peril which would
threaten his country 1f this boy was not
silenced, cast aside all caution and
launched himself at Von Sturm.

It was a rush prompted by unbridled
murderous passion, But with the decft-
ness of the cxpert fencer, Von Sturm
side-stepped. Next instant his left took
Zolhoff full on the side of the jaw,
gending him crashing against the table.

With a roar the man recovered him,
gelf, leaping in with berserk madness
flaming in his eyes. A savage smash to
the mouth stopped him, sending him
reeling wildly back. The mat, on the
polished floor, slipped bencath his feet
and he fell heavily., With a moan he
rolled over, to he a !lmp and haddled
heap.

(Dr. Zolhoff's played as vile a trick
on Von Sturm as any man could play.
Dut his cleverness has rceotled on his
own-head. Whatever you do, don’t miss
the mext gripping instalment of this
powerful War seriall)
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TALE-BEARER-IN-CHIEF !

(Continued from page 24.)

“l1 am quite indifferent to the
opinion of the late Head, sir; and
equally so to the opinion of any person
who may have hoped to succeed him
here,” said Mr. Brander caustically.
~ Mr. Prout drew back, purple with
indignation at that gibe.

Taking no further heed of the dis-
comfited Form master, the new Head
glanced over the silent school, and
called sharply:

i C-'luker !?.l

“Here!” answered Coker of the
I'ifth.

“Come forward !”

Coker came forward.

Mr. Brander gave lim one cold,
scornful look, and then glanced at
Gosling.  'The porter handed him the
birch.

“Take bhim up!” said Mr. Brander.

On the rare occasions of a public
flogging at Greyfriars, it was Gosling’s
duty—a duty which he was said to find
not unpleasant—to “take up® the
offender. But taking up a fellow of
Coker's size and weight was a new
cxperience for Gosling; and he eyed
the culprit rather dubiously.

“Do you hear me?” snapped Mr.
Brander.

“Yessir |” ‘mumbled Gosling.

He approached Coker.

Horace Coker drew back a pace; his
fists clenched, and his eyes blazed.

Mr. Brander eyed the rebellious
senior.

“Coker! Ailow Gosling to take you
up immediately.”

“You can’t flo
sir!” gasped CGE
know you can't.”

“That 1s an error on your part,
Coker,” said Mr. Brander. ‘' For such
an offence as you have been guilty of,
I should flog any boy in the school, even
the head of the Sixth Form.,”

There was a gasp in the crowded
roont. The Sixth Form men looked at
one another, in eloquent silence.

“Now take him up, CGosling!” said

a Fifth Form man,
er. “You jolly well

Mr. Brander. *Coker, if you venture
to make the least resistance, or to
impede Gosling 1In any way, 1 shall

instantly expel you from the school, and
you will leave by the next train.”

The words were rapped out like
bullets; and there was no doubt that
the tyrant of the school meant every
one of them.

EVERY SATURDAY

There was a terrible pause—and
Coker’s rugged countenance told his
thoughts. He was thinking of resist-
ance—even to the extent of knocking
the new headmaster headlong.

Many fellows present hoped that he
would do it. t would have been a
joyful moment for Greyfriars, had the
tyrant been scen spinning under the
crash of Coker’'s hefty fist. But the
result would not have been joyful for
Coker!

He hesitated; and then made up his
mind.  His hands unclenched. The
alternative was too serious; Coker did
not want to be expelled. Gosling took
him up—almost staggering under
Coker’s weight.

The birch swished. -

Save for the swishing of the birch,
there was dead silence in Hall, Severe
as the infliction was, Coker uttered no
sound; he would have died sooner than
have uttered a cry.

As if he desired to draw some cry of
pain trom the vietim, Dr. Brander laid
on the birch harder and hardér. But
Coker clenched his teeth hard and bore
1t.

The last stroke fell.

In dead silence, the school was dis-
missed. Coker staggered away, with
Potter and Greene on either side of
him. Coker’s face was pale, there was
perspiration on his brow; and his look
told of unutterable thoughts.

In the doorway, Van Tromp passed
him, and turned on him, with a derisive
grin,

““Not so cheeky now ?” he said.

Coker spun round on him, his eyes
ablaze, and the bully of the Sixth
started back, the colour wavering in his
cheeks. But Potter and Greene grasped
their chum firmly by the arms, and
forcibly marched him away. Coker
had had enough; without asking for
more.

“There’s going to be trouble at Grey-
friars, you men!” Bob Cherry said
soberly to his chums.

And they nodded in silence, Tronble
was coming—though as yet unlooked-for
by the tyrant of the school.

THE END.

(The next yarn in this corking series i3
entitled: “THE GREYFRIARS RE.-
BELLION ! You can only make sure
of reading it, chums, by ordering next
week's BUMPER FREE GIFT ISSUE
of the MAGNET well in advance[)
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