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Yy THE FIRST CHAPTER.
A Remove Rehearsal !

e ETHINES—'"
M “-Jhut up, Bunter!”
“0Oh, Teally, Wibley !
! Methinke—" "

“Shut up!” iel]ed Wibley.

William Wibley, of the Remove,
looked rather excited. Most of the
other fellows in the Rag were grinning.

It was not uncommen for Wibley to
get a little excited on an occasion- like
this. It was a rehearsal of the Remove
Dramatic Bociety.

Wibley was president of that socicty.
He was stage-manager. 1o was the
star actor. He had many duties®to per-
form, and he took them all seriously.
He had a numerous cast, and he had
to round them up for rchearsals; not
always an casy task. He had to deal
with fellows who hadn’t learned their
lines; fellows who had forgotien the
lines they had learned; fellows who
talked football at rehearsn]l and missed
their cues: even fellows who thought-
Jessly sought to turn a rchearsal into a
i@ rag.l,

The play selected this time was
“« Juliys Cmsar,” rather an ambitious
effort for a {"l.;nior dramatic society.
But William Wibley was nothing if not
ambitious. ITe was going:to show Grey-
friars how Bhekespeare ought to be
done; especially those asses, the Fifih
Form Btage Club, who thought they
could act. .

Elenﬁv of fellows in the cast were dis-
satisfied with the parts allotted them by
William Wibley. There had been o
general run on Brutus; but Brutus, of
course, was reserved for Wib himself.
Billy Bunter was the most dissatisfied.
Having claimed successively the parts
of Brutus, Ceesar, Cassius, Mark Antony,
and other leading characters, in vain,
Bunter had had to content himself with
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the part of First Citizen—a part
ufterly unworthy of his distinguished
presence and great histrionic powers.
Still, Bunter was prepared to make
the most of that small part. In fact, ho
was prepared to make too much of it.
It seemed to be Bunter's idea that the
First Citizen hod to hutt in all the
time, whereas, as a matter of fact, the
First Citizen, and the other -citizens,
were hardly in the picture at all.

¢ Methinks—" " hooted Bunter defi-

antly.

“(Chuck it!” roared Wibley. “You
don't come in yet, you fat ass! Wait
for your cue |

“Tiook here, how long have I got to
wait?” domanded Bunter. “I don’t see
hanging about while you and Wharton
do all the talking.”

“Ha, ha, hal”

“Silence I exclaimed the exasperated
Wibley, " You silly asses, you're Roman
citizons now, not a mob of fatheaded
schoolboys! Can't you keep serious?”

“Qrder, you menl!” chuckled Bob
Cherry., ‘‘Shut up, Bunter!”

“Now then, Wharton!” snapped
Wibley. “You've missed your cue!

Can’t you stop jawing to Smithy and
attend to business?”

«T was only speaking about the High-
cliffe match——"

“Blow the Highcliffe match |” roared
Wibley. “You're not a fatheaded foot-
baller now, you ass; you're an actor, or
an apology for an actor. Get on with
the washing.”

“Right-ho, old_bean!” answered the
captain of the Remove; and he dis-
missed the Higheliffe match—moment-
arily, at least—from his mind, and
remembered that he was Marcus
Antonius, y

“On the bawll” said Bob Cherry
ericouragingly.

“8hut up, Cherry "

“Look here, Wi .

{

FormMasTe!

“Qilence! How long have wo got to
wait for you, Wharton 1"
1 say, you fellows »
“Shut up, Bunter.”
“ Beast |”
Harry Wharton got going. There was
more or less silence in the Rag as he
roceeded with Mark Antony's cele-
rated oration :

«e Friends, Romans, countrymen, lend
me your ears; .
‘1 come to bury Cmsar, not fo raise
i)

him—"

Wibley shricked. | ) .

“T'raise him, you idiot! Not raise.
him, you fathead! Praise him, you
potty pifffier! Praise him!”

“(Oh, my mistake! Sorry!”

“(let on with it, dummy 1” .

No doubt football matters were still
running in the mind of tho captain of
the Remove, rother to the detriment of
his part. He resumed:

{1 come to bury Caesar, not to praise

himl. .
“The evil that men do lives after

them, . .
‘The goods are oft interred with
their bones——""

Yell from Wibley.
“Sipgular, you chunp!
you fathead! Oh, my hat!'”
“Eh? What's singular?”
Wharton. “I don't sece

singular about that.”
“8ingular, not plural, you benighted

bandersnateh ! The good—not the goods!

Good! Good! Good!”

“Thanks I"" snid Wharton.

you think it good, anyhow.”

Singular,

demnanded
anything

“I'm glad

“Ass! Fathead! It's rotten! You
say good—not goods. Cood! Can't you
raadg, fathead! ‘The good is oft

interred with their bones,’” dummy !”
“0h, I see!t”
Wharton resumed:

“iThe good is oft interred with their
bones; )
* Qo let it bo with Cresar,” "

Harry: Wharton paused; not, like
Brutus, for a reply, but because be ha
forgotten what _camo next. Dunter was
ready to fill the breach:

“‘Meiﬁhinks there is’much reason in
is mayings—' "
“Shut up Bunter!” yelled Wibley.

“TLook here, don't I come in yet?"
demanded Bunter.

“No, you ass! No, you fathead !
No, you freak! No, you frabjous,
foozling, footling, flabby fathead |”

“Ha, ha, hal’ .

Wibley was getting quite eloquent.
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““Gilence I” hooted Wibley. “Get on,
Wharton! “The noble DBrutus,’ fab-
head——*

“Does that come next?”

“Yes, you ass] Get on with it!”

“*Tho noble Brutus, fathead—""

Wibley howled.

“Not fathead, fathead! Shalkespearo
doesn't say ' fathead,’ falhead| I snid
* fathead,” fathend |”

“Ha, ha, hal”

“Fook at your script, you ess, if

vou've got a memory like & sieve, you
chump! Get on wuth itl” raved
Wibley.

Wharton Eot on with it after a glance
at his seribbled part:

“¢Tho noble Brutus
Hath told you Camsar
nieigus—" ¥

was per-

Wharton paused agein. The look on

Wibley's fuca was really alarming.
« Ambitious " yelled Wibley. ~"Oh,
It's a hit smudped in my

niy hat ™
All serenei” And the captain

“Ohl
copy !
of tho remove restarted:

‘¢ Tath told you Crsar was ambitious;
If it were so, it was a beastly
fault—""

Cricvous!"” howled Wibley.
“Right-ho, old bean "

“<If it were so, it was a grievous fault,
And .g,r:u\'uurs}y hath Casar answered
it.'”

¢ Methinks—""
from Bunter.

“Shut up, Bunter !”

“] say, you fellows, I think
it's time I had a look in,
suy—  Yarooh!”  roared
Bunter, as a coshion whizzed
across the Rag from Wibley's
exasperated hand, and caught

cama

him under his fat chin.
“Yow-wow! COooooo}”
Dump |

The First Citizen sat down.

“Ha, ha, ha!”

*Now. shut up. _you fot freak!”
hooted Wibley. “ Wharton, pull your-
self together. Don’t stand mum ling
like a sack of coke—"

“Ow! Ow!” came from Bunter as he
strugeled to his feet, “Wowl"

:‘ Somebody kick that fat idiot1 Now.
Wharton, keep your eyc on me, and '
show you how it ought to go!” hooted
Wibley., *Listen.”

 “Any oid thing,” said Wharton re-
eignedly,

Wibley, taking over the part of Mark
Antony, proceeded to show how it ought
to be done.

¢ Triends, Romans, countrymen, lend
me your ears;
P I come to bury Cresar, not to—"
Yaroooooop |

_Wibley had not intended to render it

like that. But at that moment Bunter,
liaving fielded the cushion, roturned it
to the sender—with terrifio force. Tt
caught Wibley on the nose, and the
mnnager of the Remove Dramatie
Society gave a fearful yell as he spun
over backwards.

“ Yaroonoooop 1"

“(Goal? yelled Bmithy.

“Ha ha, hat"

“Whoop! Oh, my hatl What—who
—oh crumbs! I'll slay him—I—TI'll
elaughter him—I—T"1l burst himm—I—I—
I'll—* Wibley scrambled to his fect

8

out of them !

with an absolutely blood-thirsty ex-
pression on his face. He made a wild
rush nt Bunter.

“Owl" gasped Bunter.

Bunter made & wild rush for the door.

“Ha, ha, hat"

“Hool it, Bunter!"

“Burst him, Wib!”

Bunter made o wild rush at the door.
before Wibley reached Bunter. He
tore it open, and fAed for his fat life.
After him rushed the infuriated Wibley.
The Rag rooked with laughter as they
vanished—both going strong.

‘“Ha, ba, hal”

Bob Cherry glanced from the window.

«“Wib’s gone,’’ he said. ““What about
a whack at footer—there’s time hefare
it gets dark.”

[ G_ood c‘gg !‘)

“Como on!"

Five minutes later Willmun Wibley
roturned to tho Rag, huving lelt a
velling Bunter repenting of his sins in &
TNemove study. Fe came back to an
cmpty bag. The Remove Dramatic
Socicty: had departed: and Wibley,
after staring tound tho deserted room,
snorbed, ang departed also. The re
liearsal was over!

THE SECOND CHAPTER.
The High Hand !
11 HEERK!” said Coker of the
Fifth.
C Coker frowned as he spoke.

The great Coker was go-
ing out with Pottor and Grecne, when
he pauscd lo look at the notice board.

FREAK !

A * five-foot »* terror puts the Fifth through
their paces and knocks some of the ** swank **
But the worst blow falls when
the Fifth discover that * Mr, Moon™ is a

FRAUD !

Cloker was always intorested in the
games-noticcs. He lived in hope—the
vain hope—of somo day seeing the
name of I1. J. Coker down for a match.
But it was not o games-notice that hé
was locking at now. It was a paper
pinned up, and signed by W Wibley,
announcing tho date of a performance
by tho Remove Dramatic Society.

“Took at that!'” said Coker, indi-
cating the R. D. 8. potice with a stern
forofinger.

“What about it?" yawned Potter

«3illy young esses!” eaid Greene.
“atill, what about it1”

“It's oheek!” said Coker darkly.
*“The Fifth Form Stage Club are going
to give ‘Julius Cresar ' when 1've made
my arrangements, and when 1 can get
the fellows to mfmn.rsn. and when I've
put down tho silly, carping, captious
opposition I've becn mecting with, and
when—"'

“Lot of whens!"” murmured Potter,
And Greens grinned.

Horace Coker snorted  Coker was
the prime mover in the Fifth Form
Stage Club. He had founded it
Backed up by the financial resources of
liis genorous Aunt Judy, he had stood
nll its expenses. In these circumstances
it wns only natural that Coker should
desiro to shine as an actor-manager,
and should in faet insist upon doing so.
Coker knew that he could act, and
knew that he could manage: but some-
how he had never becn able to convince
the Fifth of theso things. TFifth Form

men did not *enthuse.” Most of thom,
indeed, declared that the Stage Club
could never be a success till Coker left
himself out of it—a step that the great
Horece was naturally unwilling to take.
Getting the fellows fo act, getting them
to rehearse under Coker's direction "ad
proved difficult.

“[f the Fifth

sneering. and so0 o©n, an
' he said.

“1f0" murmured Potter. 3

“ As wo'ro going on ab present,” said
Coker, *it looks as if our play will
never come off.’”

“Tt does,” agrced Greene, winking ab
Potter, with the eye that was farthest
froomn Horace Coker,

“ All tho same, I'm mot having these
fags butting in, and making the whole
thing ridiculous,” said Coker, frown-
ing. “I1 can’t allow that.”

%“You can't?” ojaculated Potter.

Y can't,” said Coker firmly.

« But—but the young asses can do as
they like, you know,” murmured Pot-
ter. “There's no rule against Removo
fags playing the goat.”

“They ecan't do as they like when
I'm around,” said Coker with emphasis.
“I refuse to allow it. I've selected
«Julins Cesar’ for the Fifth Form
Stage Club to give this term, and I can't
have the whole bime¥ made to look
absurd by a mob of ragging fags.
Nothing of the kind.”

And Coker jerked Wibley's notico
down from tho boerd and crumpled if
in his hand.

T Y gay, that's rather steep, you

would stop carping and
back mo

now,” murmured Greene. “A man
ain't supposed to maddle
with the papers on the
board.”

“Don't be an ass, Greenc.”
“Those blessed fugs will
kick up a row,” snid Potter.

“Come on,” said Coker of
the Fifth, and he marched
out of the House, the R. D,
S, notice still crumpled in his
hand. “I'l hbhand this to
Wharton, and explain that it
won't do. dare say he
will understand when I tell him.
If he's cheeky I'll cuff him. Como
on."”

Pottor and Greeno followed on.
Coker was going to tho tuckshop to lay
in supplics for tea. It was not & moment
when his friends desired to desert him,
But they hoped that they would
naot fall in with the heroes of the Re-
move. Horace Coker was born to hunt
for trouble, as the sparks fly upward;
but his comrades had no yearning what-
ever to be mixed up in a shindy with
the Remove. When Coker woke up &
hornets’ nest ho was welcome to kecp
the hornets all to himself.

“ Hallo, thers they are!’* said Coker.
Coker was pleased, if his comrades wero
not. to sight the Famous Five of the
Remove in the qued.

Harry Wharton & Co. had been punt-
ing a footer about in the keen winter
air. Now they wero heading for tho
House, and tea, with ruddy faces and
cheerful looks. Ooker of the Fifth
changed his direction and bore down on
them. Potter and Grecne, at the same
moment, changed their direction also—
and bore away on the opposite tack.
Coker glanced round.

“Potter! Greenol
called out,

The two Fifth Form men seemed deaf.
They only aceclerated. Coker was go-
ing to have tho hornets’ mest ali to
himself.
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‘‘Hallo, hallo, hallo!” exclaimed Bob
Cherry as Coker planted himself in the
way of the five Removites. *‘Want
anything, Coker?”

“Just a word,” said Coker grufily.

‘Two if you like,” said Harry
Wharton.

“Or three,” said,Frank Nugent gen-

erously.

“Well, cut it short!” said Johnny
Bull, “We're going to tea, you know.”’

“Look here——" graw]c& Coker,

“The lookfulness is terrific,
osteemed and absurd Coker!”
Hurree Jamset Ram Singh.
_"“Bome of you young asses put this
silly paper on the board!” said Coker,

my
said

bolding up the crumpled notice.
The Femous Five stared at it. The
cheery emiles departed from their

faces, and wrath gathered there.

“You cheeky chmpI" roared Bob
Cherry, “Mean to say you've taken
down our notice from the board?”

“Don’t interrupt me, Cherry!”

“You cheeky fathead—" oxclaimed

harton angrll‘%

“Don’t talk, Wharton, Listen to mel
I've fixed on ‘Julius Cmesar® for tho
Fifth Form Stage Club— I can't let you
have that play. In fact, I can’t let you
touch Shakespoare at all. It makes tho

whole thing ridiculous!” explained
Coker. *“Wash it out, see?"’
“W-w-wash_ 1t out?” ejaculated

Wharton angrily.

“Yes, that's it.”’

“And why?' rcared Johnny Bull,

* Because I tell you to.”

* Bib-bib-because you tell uns to?”
babbled Bob Cherry. “And who the
thump are you?"”

plenty 6f water end plonty of mud. It
came in very handy for Coker,

Five pairs of hands rolled Coker over
into the puddle. He flopped into it
with a mighty splash,

“ Grooocoooogh I eame fram Coker,
in muffied accents. His face was in the
puddle, and as his mouth was wide
open, a considerable quantity of the
puddle was in Coker’s mouth. He
spluttered and sputtered and gurgled.

“Ha, ha, ha

“'Give him some more !"

“MO]] him up P

“Grooogh! Hoooch!
Gug-gug-ug-ug-gug !

The next few minutes were like an
awisl nightmare to Coker. He was
rolled and splashed and dabbled in that
puddle, till almost all the water had
sonked into him, and nearly all the
mud was plastered over him. From a
distance, Potter and Greene looked op
hoping—charitably—that Coker liked
the hornets’ nest he had woke up.
Judging by the awiul sounds that pro-
ceeded from Coker, however, he did
not like it at all.

Wot and muddy and breathless, Coker
was left wallowing in what was left of
the puddle. Harry Wharton picked up
the crumpled paper, and tlio Famous
Five walked on to the Houze—leaving
Coker to wellow,

The R. D. 8. notice, carefully
sinoothed out, was pinned on the board
again. Then the Famous Five went up
to the Remove pussage ta tea. Coker,
they hoped, would not meddle with
that Remove notice again, If he did,

Woooooch !

THE MAGNET

man, was Diore important tham Coker
merely as Coker, The Fifth were a
senior Form—only less important than
the Sixth; indeed, in their own opinion,
not less important than the Bixth.
Blundell, the captain of the Form, was
a First Eleven man, a double Colour,
tremendous Bload—greater, by far, in
the general estimation, than a good
many Sixth Form mcen.

Blundell was, in the main, a good-
natured follow; but he was not uncon-
scious of his own importance. It irked
Blundell to eee a Fifth Form man
treated with outrageous disrespect by a
mob of fags—not even Shell fellows, or
Fourth, but insignificant Removites, or
Lower Fourth. When Fags of the
Lower Fourth ventured to hift a finger
against Fifth Form men, Blundell could
not help feeling that there was some-
thing rotten in gba state of Denmark, so
to speak

He shook his head seriously.

“Quelch isn't severe enough with his
TForm,” said Bundell. “The Remove
are the cheekiest fags at Greyfriars,”

“No doubt about that!” said Hilton,

“The prefects don't keep them in
order,” said Blundell, “%Vingata is
altogether too easy-going. And I don’t
think a lot of any of the other
prefects.”

Again there was a general assent.
Nobody in the Fifth Form thought very
much of the prefects, who all belonged
to the Sixth.

“There's & limit!” went on Blundell.

“Those fags don't seem to sce it!”
remarked Price.

BUMPER ENLARGED

CHRISTMAS NUMBER NEXT WEEK, BOYS!

“Don’t be cheeky, Cherry |*

“You frabjous ass—" .

“That's enough!” Coker waved a
lofty band. *You'd better remember
that you cen’t cheek the Fifth! Now
shut up, and remember that your zilly
play is off, Don't put another notice
on the board, That's all.”

Coker turned away, having, as he
hoped, made the thing clear to tho
Removites. Coker never could get it
out of his head that he spoke as ome
having authority, and that when he
said, “do. thisl” it was up to lesser
mortals to do it. Turning away, he
threw the crumpled paper on the
ground. The matter was, Coker sup-
posed, at an end.

But this was quite an unfounded sup-
position on Coker’s part. The matier
was far from being at an end.

The Famous Five exchanged a glance.
Then, as if moved by the same epring,
they jumped at Horace Coker,

Bump!

* Whoooop

Coker, suddenly up-ended, descended
upon the %uadrangle with a terrific com-
cussion. He roared.

“Rag him [ xa}led Bob Cherry.

" Bumnp him!

" Roll him over 1”

“Oh' Ow! Yooop!™ roared Coker,
truggling frantically. “I'Il smash you!l
Oht I'fl pulverise you'! Qoooohl
Whoooop 1*

“Thore's a puddle hore——*!

* Roll him over!”

¢ Hurrah [ .

Rocent rain had left & puddle, with
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they were prepared to deal with him
once more.

For the present, at least, Colter was
not thinking of it. He was sitting in
the remains of the puddle, trying to get
his second wind.

TEE THIRD CHAPTER.
A Matter of Prestige !

EORGE BLUNDELL, the cap-
tain of the Fifth Form, looked
from the window of the games-
study, and frowned. the

dusk that was falling on the old quad-
iangle of Greyiriars, a rather pcculiar-
lc&f.\kin‘i‘a figurec was visibla Hmping
towards the . It was Coker of
the Fifth, though it was rather difficult
to recognise Coker, who was clothed
with mud as with & gormont. Coker
looked as if he had been having the
time of his lifo, and the captain of the
Fifth frowned as he watohed .him. .

“This sort of thing won't do!” said
Blundell.

“It's getting mether thick |" remarked
Bland of the Fifth, "Coker's an ass—a
prize ass; but, dash it all——" .

“T'd tike to know what Greyfriars ia
coming to, when o Fifth Form man ia
handled like this by a mob of fags?”
said Price

“It won't do!” eaid Blundell de-
cisively “The fags are getiting alto-
gether out of hand.”

There was & genoral murmur of
assent from the Fifth Form men in the
games-study.

f Coker—as Coker—the

O thought
little. But Coker, as a

ifth Form

“They can be made to sea it!"” re-
turned the captain of the Fifth, frown-
ing. ‘““The fact is, it's about time they
had a lesson.”

“A jolly good thrashing all round,”
suggested Tomlinson,

“We can’t ot this sort of thing go
on,” said Blundell. “It lowers the
Fifth.”

There was general agreement. That
the Romove were cheeky fa that =
licking all round would do them a lot
%‘!i fggml, wae common kpnowledge in the

th,

“1l dare say Coker asked for what
he's got, though,” remarked Emith
major.

he remark was received in chilling
silence. Evidently that point of view
was_unpopulsr in the games-study.

“He often does, you know ! persisted
Smith, ? ;

“That’s neither here nor there1* said
Blundell coldly, *Coker’s & bors ass,
as we all know. I never could ?_ﬁa
out why they shoved him into thy Fiith
at all. But we've got the Form ‘to
consider. I don’t know what Greyfriars
will think of the Fifth when they sce
a Fifth Form man ducked in a puddle
by a mob of Lower Fourth kids.”

“Of coirse, they ought.to be made
ap ecxample of 1 said Bmith major
hastily, anxious to retrieve his mistake,
“Let's go and mop them up.”

“I think th better be called to
order!” said Blundell, His tone was
dignified, as becamid a Blood and o
Colour man,

“Did 1 say mop them up!” mur-
mured Smith, “I—F meant cell them
to order, of course.”
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Blundell looked
t]:oulgfhtful. :

“Lf we're going to rag
the Bamme%ﬁ went on
Smith major, “there's
no time likg the present,
while our Form master’s

away.”
Chilling silence again.
in o unfortunate
Bmith bad put his foot
in it,

“What difference does
that make?” asked Blun-
dell, breaking =an icy
silence with gn icy voice,

“Oh, none, of course!”
mumbled Smith major.
“I=I only thought—"

“You're rather an nss,
Smith! We're not going
to rag the Remove, ns
you call it e're
going to make them sce
that bhands musta’t be |
Iasid on & Fifth Form
man. That's  rather
different, and it would
be exactly the same if
Prout were here, or if the
new maister had come.”

“Oh!t Yesl Ratherl”
said 3mith major hastily.

Nevertheless, although
Smith major had been
promptly and propecly
sat upon, his remark was
well * founded. If the
Fifth were going to
make an example of the
Remove, it was just &s
well to do it while they
were—temporarily—without & master,
who might not have seen eye to eyo
with them in the matter.

Mr, Prout, the master of the Grey-
friars Fifth, was away from the school.
He was expected to stay away a fort-
night, at least.

A temporary master—s Mr., Moon—
was cotning to toke his place for that
period. Mr. Moon had not, however,
yet arrived. He was not expected for a
day or two. .

1¥n the meantime, the Fifth were with-
out & Form master. Their time-table
had been rearranged to meet the exigen-
cies of the oase, and they got on quite
well without Mr, Prout, and were nol
particularly anzious for the arrival of
Mr. Moon.

“T think,” said Blundell, “that we'd
hetter tuke the matter in hand. There's
po doubt that the Lower Fourth are
getting above themselves.”

“No doubt at all”’ said Fitzgerald.

Potter and Greene came into the

ames-study, They were &rmnm A
E)uker was downstairs, busy with & Was,
—which he sorely needed. :

“Sean Coker?” grinned Potter. ™ Sight
for gods and men and little Gshes,
whatt”

*“ Queer, ain't it,how Coker keeps on
usking for it, when he always gets
what he asks for?” cemarked Oreene.

“That’s all very well!” said Blun-
dell, stifly. .

Potter and Greene looked surprised.
They could see that the fellows in the
games-study had been watching from
the window, and they had expected
to find merriment there. Instead of
which, the captain of the Fifth waa
looking as serious as an owl; and all
the other Fifth Form men more or less
gerious.

“What's up?” asked Potter.

“This sort of thing has gone too far!"”
said Blundell. “When it comes to a
Fifth Form man being rag and
ducked in open quad, it's time the Form
put its foot down, I think.”

litile

. 0].' !
cads!” said Potter, quick to trim his
sails €o this unexpected breeze. * Quite !”

Ah! Ves! Cheeky

o«

h, yos, rather!” sgsaid Greene.
“Altogether too thick, you know, I—I
was just saying to Petter as we came

Blundell glanced round.

"“No time like the fpre‘sent 1 he said,
and he walked out of the games-study.
And every man there followed him &t
onca.

Some of them were grinning joyously.
Great men as the Fisf-:h were, seniors
and all that, some had not lost a youth-
ful tasto for & “rag'’—and were, in
fact, not quite so old and dignified as
they fancied themseclves. Winter even-
ings were long; and a rag on e junior
Torm would pass half an hour quite
pleasantly. Possibly even the great
Blundell was_ thinking of killing time,
as well as vindicating the prestige of
the Fifth, 8till, thero was no doubt
that the prestige of the Fifth was a
most important matter.

Down a passage and across a landing
marched the Fifth Form men; and at
the end of the Remove passage, they
came oh & fat junior, who blinked at
them in surprize through a pair of big
spectacles.

“I say, you fellows, what do you
want here?” ejaculated Bunter.

Potter playfully took the Owl of the
Remove by the collar, and sat him
down with a heavy bump.

A roar rang the length of the Remove
passage,

“ Yaroooooh 1

Three or four Remove men, who were
talking in the passage, stared at the
invaders in surprise and wrath. Herbert
Vernon-8mith came towards them.

“What the thump ere you up tot”
he demanded. ™ Wha. the—oh, my hat!
Leggo! Whooop! Rescue, Remove!"”

’Fha Bounder, swaopt off his feet by o
Fifth, was deposited in

couple of the
'heap across Bunter.

a sprawling, yelling

George Blundell looked from the win-
dow and frowned down upon the muddy
figure of Horace Coker limping across
the quadrangle !

There was another yell from Buater
as Smithy landed on him. .

Skinner and 8noop darted gway into
their study; but Tom Redwing tan to
help the {Suundcr. Fitzgerald pitched
him across Smithy and Bunter.

Leaving tho three juniors sprawling
and spluttoring, Blundell & Co. marched
on to No. 1 Btudy, and the captain
of the Fifth jammed his foot ogainst'
the door, with an impact that sent it
crashing open. There was a startled
exclamation within the study.

“What tho merry thump—"

“My hat!”’

“Tho Fifth! Look out! What—"

Blundell and his merry men marched
in—six or seven of them. The rest,
grinning, grouped round the doorwav.

THE FOURTH CHAPTER.
Rough on the Remove !
HARRY WHARTON & Co.

jumpod up.
All the Famous Five were in
Study No. 1, whon they were
sitting down to tea, when Blundell &
Co. happencd.

Such a visit from the Fifth was ex-
tremely unusual; and the chums of the
Remove did not need telling that it
was a hostile one. They were very
quickly on their feet, and they drow
together behind the study tzble, Hat_\g
Wharton caught up the teapot, whi
was, fortunately, full of new-madec tea,
and steaming.

“What's
Wharton

“Put down that teapot!” said Blun-
dell.

“ Rats I

“We've come here—-" .

“We can ses you've come!” said
Harry. * We're waiting for you to gol
Shut the door after you.”

“Take your face away!® suggested

Tae Magrer Lisrany.—No. 1,190,

this game?’' demanded
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Bob Cherry. “They're used to it in
the Fifth; but it worries us 1"

There was 8 chuckle from some of
the Fifth at the door. Blundell stared
round at them and the chuckle died
awiay instantly, owl-like gravity des-
cending upon Blundell's followers.
Bundell, after that ono look, transferred
his sttention to the juniors aguin. His
brows were knitted. His original in-
tention had been to administer some
mild chestisement; just cnough to teach
these cheeky juniors not to get above
themselves. ut now Blundell was
getting angry. Previously, the Remov-
ites had only cheeked Coker. Now they
were cheeking Blundell. That was more
serious.

“We've come here—" he repeated,
in a louder voice.

“We've had that!” remarked Nugent.

‘l‘lWo‘ve come here—"' roared Blun-
de

“My hat! He's a giddy parret!”
said Johnny Bull,

“The parrotfulness is terrifie.”

“We'vo come here to teach jyou
cheeky young scoundrels a lesson you've
wanted for a long timel” hooted
Blundell.

“You mean you're larking now that
lour Form master’'s away?1” asked
{arry Wharton. *Is that it?”

“While the jolly old cat’s away, the
naughty little mlce wlIl play I"’ said Bob
Cherry. “Bad boy I’

“Nn shty 1" gaid Nugent, shaking
his b

Blundell was crimson. This sort of
thing, from the Lower Fourth, was not
to_ be tolerated for a moment.

“You're going to have a licking all
rmmd for laying hands on a Fifth Form
man !” he said, breathing hard.

“0Oh, chueck it1” eaid Harry., “Coker
asked for it] He tare down s Remove
potice from the board—""

“1 don't care what he did|” snapped
Blundell. “You kids bave got to be
taught to respect a senior Form. Put
down that teapot, Wharton!” Blundell
eyed the teapdt rather uneasily. The
steam that issued from the spout showed
that it would be neither grateful nor
comforting et close quarters.

“It's ready for you, old bean,” said
the captain of tia P{mmwef coolly.
“@Get out of the study, sharp "

“What 1™ roared Blundell.

“(Gey out! Deaf?’ asked Wharton.

“By Jove }” 'snid Bland of the Fifth.
o It.a about time that these cheeky
young sweeps were brought to their
senses. It's about time that—"

" About time that your Form master
came hack to keep you duffers in order,”
said Nugent, " Look here, get out!”

*“Collar them |” roared Blundell.

Half a dozen big®Fifth Form men
came round the study table. The
Famous Five stood shoulder to shoulder.
They were famous fighting men ;_ hut
Bgfy bad, of course, no chance in a

ap with big and hefty seniors, But
t.hey were ready to ﬁght. to a fnish,

“Rescue, Removel” yelled Bob
Cherry, at the top of his powerful voice.

There was an answering yell from
the passage. News of the invasion had
spread, and Remove men were pourin
out of the studies. Two or three, suc
ns Skinner and Bnoop, and Fisher T.

Fish, prudently remained where the
were; but nearly all the Remove rushe
out. Already tga group of Fifth Form

men at the study door were engaged in
keeping them o

That, unluckﬂy for the Remave
heroee, wes not difficull.  Big helty
seniors made light work of juniors.

In Btudy No. 1, half n dozen hefty
men advanced on the Famous Five.
Harry Wharton swung up the steaming
teapot.

THE MAGNET

“Hande off ] Or—" i
“Yarooocooop!” yelled Bland of the
Fifth, as a steanung jet of tca came
aver him. “Ow! ow |

“ Yaroooh1” raved Fitzgerald, as he
got the next jet.

Crash! The teapot went to the floor
and was broken into a score of pieces.
Harry Wnarton found himself
struggling with Blundell.

“Back up Removel” yelled Bob
Chetry.

Bob drme his fist into Potter’s foce,
and Potter, Fifth Form man as he was,
went to the floor under that ternfi,o
drive, yelling. The next instunt, Bob’s
left caught Greene under the chin, and
he joined Potter on_the carpet. Then
Bob was swung off his feet in the grasp
of Fitzgerald.  Johnny Bull and Nugent
and Hurree Jamset Ram Singh, resist-
ing desperately, were collared on all
sides. Harry Vharton, in the grasp of
the mighty Blundell, put up the ght
of his life.

But the struggle, plucky and desperatoe
as it was, was in vain, Weight was
on the side of the Fifth; and in a few
minutes the Famous Five were _gasping
helplessly in the grip of the seniors.

“My h Fat t* gasped Blundell, blinking
an eye into which Wharton's fist: had
jammed. "My hatl The cheek lxttla

cggars| Puttmg up a fight—by Jove |

“Rescue, Remove!” yelled Bob.

There was struggling in the passage,
bumping and yelling. The Fifth Form
men at the door were keeplnlg
Remavites off, And in Study
the Famous Five were getting the tlme
of their lives.

Their cheek, in venturing to resist,

geemed to have an exa.aﬁ&mtin effect:
on the Fifth. Blundell had had a jalt
in the eye—Blundell the great!1 Potter

and Greene had been knocked down.
(Continued on next page.)
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Fitzgerald and Bland had  been
drenched with steaming tea, It was
only too clear—from the point of view
of the Fifth—that these cheeky fnge
were in want of a severe lesson,
severe lesson they proceeded to
wdminister.

Harry Wharton & Co. still resisted.
They wore not tha men to give in, cven
with the odds heavily against thera, But
their resistance was of no  avail
Blundell had brought a cane with him.
Blundell, not being » prefect, or in tho
Sixth, had no right whatever to a cane,
IHo assumed the right for the monce.
Uarry Wharton was the first to get the
henefit of it. Bland and Hilton hold
Lim down across a chair, while Blundell
gave him six with the cane—just like a
prefect! Then, one efter another, the
vest of the Co. went through the same.

After which, they were pitched into o
corner of the study, in a breathless heap,
and the table was up-ended over them;
tea-things and provender coming down
on them in n shower. Potter opened
tho bookcase and heaved out the hooks;
tireene addod the fender and fire-irons;
Titzgerald cleared the study cupboard of
its contents and pitched the lot on the
struggling, gasping heap in the corner.
Breathless gasps and gurgles and groans
came from the heap.

Blundell glanced round the dismantled
study.

“{ fancy that will do1” he remarked.
“Yf this lesson doesn’t do them any good,
we’lj{ givo them another later.  Uome

on!

And the Tifth Form men, chuckling.
crowded out of the study. In tho
passage, a number of Removites were
engaged in conflict with the seniors there
without much luck, = Blundell & Co.
joined in, and the hapless Removites
wero fairly rolled over by a charge of
the bir seniors. Some of them sprawled
braath%esaly in the passage; somo fled
into the studies; some up the box-room
stairs.

Blundell laughed.

47 think that will do!” he ssid. |

And tho TFifth, laughing heartily,
trooped away, and returned to the gnmes-
study. They felt, and said, that the
Remove had had n much-needed lesson;
and that this would probably last them
for the rest of the term. In the gamos-
study thers was chuckling and chort-
ling: in the Remove passage, there was
weeping and wailing and gnashing of
teetE. The prestige of the Fifth had
been vindicated; Blundell & Co., like
Cmsar of old, had come, and seen, and
conquered. The Remove were done
with—at lcast, so Blundell & Co. sup-
posed.

But as a matter of fact the Removo
were not done with yet!

THE FIFTR CHAPTER.
‘Wrathy 1

H erumbst”

“Oh crikey 1"

“J say, you fellows—— Ow,
ow, owl”

“(h, ecissors! My nosel Oh!*

“Oh1 0wl Wow! Whooooo ! Wow ”
There were sounds of woe in the
Remove passage—sounds of woe and
sounds of wrath. The Fifth Form men
had come and gone; and they had left
havoc behind them. In Study No. 1 the
Famoue Five staggered up, and looked
round on a wrecked study—feeling as
wrecked themselves. They gasped and
spluttered and mumbled; and in the
passage outside there was more gasping
and 2 luttering and mumbling.

“My hatl” groanet_i Bob Cheriy.
#Thig ig the giddy limit!"

"8

“1t iz the tervific and ridiculous
limit1” gasped Hurrce Jamset Ram
Singh,

“The rotters !’ gasped Nugent.

“The beastly blighters!” groaned
Johnny Pull.

“We'll _iollﬁ well make themn sit up
for this, somehow 1” gurgled Whazton.

“1 say, you fellows—"

*Oh, shut up, Bunteri”

“T'vo bheen knocked over!” howled
Bunter, “I'm hurt! I'm damaged! I'm
not going to stand it! Look here, I'm
going to Quelch about it!"”

“Shut up, you fat ass!|” .

“PDash it all, it’s too jol]y thick 1
exclaimed Tom Brown. “We can't let
the Fifth get away with this sort of
thing.”

“Owl Look at my nose!” groaned
Bolsover major. “Oh dear!” y

“ 00k at my eye!” moaned Squifl.

“The awful rotters!”

“RBoastly bullies! Ow!”

“Let's go after them!(” shouted the
Bounder furiously. **Let’s go after the

= —
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rotters, and tackle them in tho games-
study.”

“Rats1”?

“Rot|”

“Chuck i, Smithy {”

“Don't be o silly ass!”

There was & plentiful lack of
enthusiasm. Vernon-Smith was reckloss
enough to carry out his own sugges-
tion; but tho Remove, as a whole, had
had enough of scrappin% with the Fifth.
Tiven the Iamous Five were not
anzious to renew the combat, at present.
The fact was, that s junior Form like
the Lower Fourth simply had no chanco
against a crowd of big seniors; and the
tussle was much too unequal. Follow-
ing the Fifth home would only have
ninde bad worse.

“ Are we going to stand this?” roared
the Bounder, Smithy had put up as
Lefty & fght as any man there; and
he had suffered accordingly.

“We'ro not!” said Harry Wharton.
Pt it's no pood biting off more than
we can chew.”

“Look bere, Bunter’s right!” hooted
Skinner “I'm going to Suclch about
i

Skinner was feeling fearfully injured.
o had dodged into his study to kee
out of the conflict; and when s Fif

i7

T'orm man had loaked in, he had even
lodged under the table. And the Fifth
I'orm man had rooted him out an

banged his head on the table—for
nothing; ebsolutely nothing,  Skinmer
was raging.

“You'ro mnot going to Quelch |”
snapped Wharton, “We've had a rough
time, and we'll get our own back some-
liow; but the Remove doesn't sneak.”

“That's all very well—"

“Oh shut up, Skinner!” said Bob
Cherry.  “Suppose you sneaked to
Quelchy, and dragged the masters into
the row, Well, it would come out that
we ducked Coker of the Fifth in a
[a!ldtﬂlu',, und that would bo called start-
g ik,

“I didn’t_duck Coker, did 1?” yelled
Skmnm‘ﬁ.A “If you silly chumps like to
rag a I'ifth Form man, I''n not going
to have my head banged.”

“Oh rats! There's nothing in it to
rlam;l_ge unﬁfhc}n‘w," said Bob.

“You cheeky rotter! I'm i
Quelch.” y geing: to

Skm:lgr mude a step towards the stair-
case. The Bounder caught himn by the
shoulder and spun him back.

*Chuck that!” he snapped.

And Skinner gave it up.  All the
Remove were fecling damaged and
enraged; but there was no guestion of
dragging the masters into a Formn row.
}'_i'esndes, there was no doubt that tha
'l‘umous_ Five had started the trouble
l:ﬁy regeing a Fifth Form man, True,
Coker had taken down n Remove notico
trom the beard; but it was very uu-
likely that the school authorities would
hnve regarded that as a sufficient reason
for swamping o senior with mud.

“The Remove oan keep its end up,
on its own!” said Harry. *“We'll
make the Fifth sit up for this.”

“And how ?” jeered Skinnecr.

“0Oh, go and eat coke.” The captain
of the Remove was mpot prepared to
answer that guestion, yet.

“I'll tell you what!” exclaimed
Wibley. ~ Wibley was in a breathless
and gasping state; but his eyes gleamed,
apparently under tho influcnce of a
bright iden. “I can tell you how to
take ‘thosa rotters down.”

“What's the big idea?” grunted Dob.
Bob was busy caressing a damaged nose.

“Giving a first-class performance of
* Julius Cmear,” * said Wibley. It will
make the 1'ifth feel small, you know, as
their rotten Stage Club can't act for
toffee! You sce——"

“You silly ass!” howled Jolnny Bull.

“T.ook here—"

“You frumptious chump!”

“T think it's a jolly good idea—-"

“Yon would|” said Bob Cherry
pxthermgly.‘ “Take it away and bury
it, you frabjous ass!”

“But 1 think-—" persisted Wibley.
“!E:IO you don’tl You can't! Shut

up

William Wibley snorted, and shut
up. Evidently his idea did not appeal
to the Removites. Making the Fifth
feal smnll by outclassing them in
artistic efforts was rather too tame for
the Remove. They wanted something
much more drastic than that. Some-
thinig lingaring, with boiling oil ia it
would have appealed to them more.

The Famous Five had suffered mosh
severely, though 8kinner and Bunter
uttered the loudest complaints,  They
were feeling decidedly used-up; and
the study was a wreck., Havin
attended to their own damages as weﬁ
as they could, they proceeded to sot the
study to rights.

Ag along the Remove passage there
was wrath and excitement, Seldom had
there been such a raid in the history of
the Remove; and some fellows loudly
blamed the Famous Five for having
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“woke up the Fifth,” Mighty men like
Blundell & Co. could not be raided in
retaliation; but it was frightfully
exasperating to think of eitting down
quiet!ly un-er such an injury and insult,
Harry Wharton & Co. sat down, at
last to a rather dismal tes in BStudy
No, 1, That meul was going on when
the door opened and the DBounder
looked in 1 ith a grim and angry face,
“You eall yourself captain of the
Form. Wharton?” he snapped.
Wharton looked at him.
“1 am captain of the Form,” he
answered quietly. T”"What are you

driving at, Smit

“This |* mnp% Smith_y. “If you're
captain of the Form, you've got to get
back on those Fifth Form cadsl
Otherwise, you'll jolly well get sacked,
and we'll get another Form captain who
can do things.”

And the Bounder slammed the door
before Wherton could reply.

Wharton ehrugged his shoulders.

The door opened again a few minutes
later. Bolsover major, Hazeldene
Wibley, Russell, Skinner, and several

more Removites looked in.
“0Oh! Here zou are, having tea just
as if nothing had happened F,- aneered

Bolsover major.

“Lot they care for the Remove being
Ict down |** said 8kinner.

“What do you want?”
Wharton. .

“We've got something to tell you
bawled Bolsover, “If you don't joll
well get & move on, and pay those cads
out for ragging us like this, we're going
to have a new election, and get a new
Yorm captain.”

“Go and eat coke|” Wharton’s own
temper, just then, was not at its best;
and he was in no mood to be ragged.

“Wa mean it!” bawled Bolsover
major, “Swmithy would do it somebow !

snapped

I

Smithy's my manl We'll give you &
chanco: bu 4

drf up i”

“Well, look out for the sack!™ enid
Skinner.

"*Shut the door after you.”

The door slammed.

The Famous Five looked at one
another, rather grimly and wryly.
They had always been the acknowledged
leaders of the Form. But their leader-
ship seemed to be 1n danger now.
they did not succeed in avenging that
insult to the Remove, it was obvious
that the Form would look for new
leaders. i

“ Afrer all, it's up to us!” said Bob
Cherry. “We've got to get back on the
Fifth somehow, Harry.”

“Tt will want thinking out,” grunted
the captain of the Remave. “It's no
good making out that we can handle a
genior Form in o scrap—we can't.”

“There are more esteemed ways of
terminating a career of an honourable
cat, than by the chokefulness with
cream |* suggested Hurree Singh.

“We've got to think of & way!” said
Harry., * how, you can bank on it
that the TFitth are not geiting awa
with this without being made to fee
jolly sorry for themselves.”

“Hear, hear|”

The door opened again, and a fab
faco and a pair of large spectacles

limmered in. Billy Bunter pointed a
at and accusing forefinger at the
Famous Five.

“[ say, you fellows—"

“Clear off, fethead !"

“You're sacked I hooted Bunter.

3 Whﬂtl?”

“Call yourself captain of the Form—
and lettmg the Fifth come here and
rag us, and knock a chap over and
tread on him——"
“Ha, ha, hal”
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“¥ou can cackle!” roared Bunter,
glaring wrath through his big spectacles,
“But, so far as | m concerned, you're
sacked. I'm jolly well going to get the
fellows to hold a uew election, ond I'm
gomﬁ to put up for Formn captain |’

“Ha hs, hal” roared the Famous
Five Billy Bunter had gucceeded in
furnishing a little comie relief, of which
the chums of the Hemove wero sorely

in need.

“Yah!| Cackle away!” snorted
Bunter, *I mean it hat good are
vou, I'd like to know? All I've got to
say is—— Yaroocoooh I

A whizzing loaf caught Bunter on the
spot where he had recently packed
away an ample tea. There was a splut-
tering yell from the Owl of the Remove,
and he disappeared into the passage.

Bob Cherry kicked the door shut, and:
after that the Famous Five were
allowed to finish their tea in peace.
But up and down the Remove passage
thrre was deep wrath and discontent;
and there was no doubt that, if the
Famoue Five did not succeed in getting.
back on_ the Fifth, the star o%u that
famous Co. would be very seriously on
the wane,

THE SIXTH CHAPTER.
Hop it !
& ALLO, hallo, hallo1”
“Blundell 1"
I(Gmd !ll
Harry Wharten & Co. ex-
changed glances of satisfaction.

It was the following =afternoon, =
half-holiday at Greyiriars. The Fomous
Five were strolling in Friardale Lane,
at some little distance from the school
when George Blundell, the captain of
the Fifth, hove in sight.

Blundell was alone, and was npﬁatoﬂtly
going to thr village. He sighted the
five Removites from a distance, and
they saw him smile. No doubt the sight
of them recalled to Blundell’s mind
tho ra.%l of the previous afternoon,
which, he hoped, bad put the cheeky
Remaovites in their proper place, once
for all.

Blundell came swinging on, big,
musoular, quite magnificent. Being a
First Eleven man, and therefors an
acknowledged Blood, Biundell walked
down the middle of the road. It was
“side for any lesser mortal to do so
-—at |east, when there were gonuine
Bloods about. Blundell was rather
a good-looking fellow, and as a rule
good-tempered and good-natured; and
on the whole the juniors rather liked
him. But just at present, Blundell was
the enemy—the victorious enemy who
had to Ee taught that he couldn’t

Form.
Cherry.

handle the Remove like a fa

“We've got him !” said Bo

“The gotfulness is terrific.”

Harry Wharton nodded. The same
thought had leaped into five minds at
once. The prestige of the Remove had
been sadly impaired, and it had to be
restored to its pristine brightness. There
was only one way to tackle a senior
Form—and that was in detail. And
here was the captain of the Fifth, walle-

ing straight into the hands of
avengers.
“He's pretty hefty,” said Frank

Nugent eyeing the big senior as he
came swinging on. “But there's five of
us.

“We can handle kim!” said Johnny

ull.

"We're jolly well going to try,” said
Harry, “and we're going to tie his
aws tie up one of his ‘letﬁs' and set him
Eop ing. I1f the Fif don’t eing
pmeller, when they see their glorious
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Harry Wharton swung up the nmmlng teapot

as the hefty Fifth-Formers advanced. ** Hands

oft 1 Or——" * Yooop!" yelled Bland, as a

steaming jeot of tea ‘:rwon;lnod over him, *“ Ow!
ow ”

i
l:‘;“l {
I

. Blundell, in spite of his strenuous re.
sistance, was rolled over towards the

captain hoe‘ping back to Greyfriars on
one lo
“Ha, ha, hal”
The Famous Five stood in a row
across the road, as Biundell came up.
He hed either to walk into them, or

halt  Ho halted,

“What's this game, yon young
ragamuflins 1" he asked good-
temperedly.

"Jolli glad to meet you, Blundell!”
enid Bob.

‘"The gladfulness is terrifie.”

“We're going to give you somethin
like what you gave us yesterdny—an
that's toco!” explained Harry Wharton.

Blundell stared at them. Then he
burst into a roar of laughter. The ides
of Lower Fourth fellows ragging him
seemed to strike Blundell as entertain-

ing.

ﬁ.Ha., ha, hal” roared Blundell,
¥VYou silly little asses !”

“Go for him|*

Blundell stepped back

“Don't play the goat!” he warned.
“You'll get hurt! You— Ah! Oh!

Take that. theni Ow] Oooocooch I

Five determined juniors sprang at the
captain of the Fifth like tigers. Smack,
smaok! came Rlundell's powerful hands,
and Nugent reeled to the rlrht. Johnny
Bull to the left. They yelled as they
wont to earth, But even as they went,
the other three members of the Co.
griprad Blundell and bore him back-
wards

,Crash!

The great man of the Fifth, much to
his astonishment, went to the ground
with three juniors olinging to him like

“cats und u{:mwliug over him.

"Wh;la; —I—I—-" gasped Blundell.

« up!* yelled Bob Cherry,
“Pile on him!”

“Squash him|”

“Go itI"

Blundell—all his good-temper gone
pow—struggled furiously, He intended

to got up and thrash those five cheeky
juniors within an inch of their lives
as of course they fully deserved for lay-
ing hands on 20 tremendous a Blood as
George Blundell,

This intention, however, Blundell did
not carry out. He found that he could
not iet up. His arms were grabbed
and held; a knee was planted on his
chest; his hair was gripped, bhis legs
recklessly trampled upon. TInstead of
gotting up, Blundell wriggled and
struggled and roared,

“Got him!” gasped Bob.

“You young sweeps!” shricked Blun-
dell.  “Gerrof! My hat! You're
making me all muddy ! I'll—I"ll—I']l—
Oooooononoh !” He broke off in a
suffocated gurgle as Bob Cherry play-
fully jammed a handful of mud into his

wide-open mouth. * Oococcoooooch I”
“Groogh 1 G 7 gurgled
" Grooogh | ug-gug-ug gurgle
Blundell.

“We've got the rotter—"!

“8it on him!”

“Bang his head if Le don't keep
quiet.”

Blundell was far from keeping quiet.
HI'F made a_tremendous effort to throw
off his assailants; feeling like Gulliver
attacked by the Lilliputians. But the
Lilliputians were too much for Gulliver
this time,

Hang! bang! bang!

Bob Cherry, with a businesslike grip
on both Blundell's ears. banged his head
on the hard, unsympathetic road. The
hapless Blundell roared like & bull,

“Yaroogh! Oh! Ow! Leave off!
Whooooop I”

“Ha, ha, hal” .

“Bhove him in the ditch!” gasped
Johnny Bull.

“Good egg 1"

“You—you dare—" panted Blundell,

“Roll him overI”

deep-flowing ditch at the side of the
lane. His head went over the edge,
and he stared in horrified apprehension
at flowing muddy water,

“Owl  Leggo! Leave off!” he
gasped. His face was only an inch from
the water and he struggled frantically.
But he struggled in vain.

“Now then,” said Harry, “Are you
sorry for raiding the Remove vesterday,
Blundell 1"

“No!” roared Blundell, .

“Are you going to beﬁ pardon 7"
raved Blundell.

“Dip his head in.”

‘“Ha, ha, ha!”

Splash!

* Grooooo—haooo—hoooh I Blundell's
heand dipped deep and he wriggled
spasmodically. “ Qoocoooooooh !

His lace came out of the water again,
wet and. muddy, his hair dripping, his
collar soaked. He spluttered and
gurgled and gasped.

“Ow! You young villains! Grooogh!
Loggo!"”

”Befging pardon yet?” asked the cap-
tain of the Remove.

“No!"” yelled Blundell.

“Give him another!”

Splash! . .

Blundell's head went in deeper this
time, his shoulders following. He was
jerked out streaming.

“Oh! Ow! Groooogh! Gug-gug-ug!
QOooooch !” spluttered the captain of the
Fifth. " Woooooooch!”

“Hs, ha, ba|”

“We'll let you off the apology, old
bean; we don't want to drown you,"
enid Harry. Now hold him while I
've got & whipoord in my

fix -him,
ocket.”
' If—if you dare—" gasped Blundell.
“If-—if— Ooooooh!” e ceased to
speak ams a tuft of grass was jammed
into his mouth. ;
Four pairs of hands held Blundell like
s vice while Harry Wharton got to work
with the whipcord. Blundell’s hands,
dragged behind him, were tied tightly
at the wrists. Then his left leg was
Tre Magner Lisrary,—No. 1,190,
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bent up at the knee, and tied in that
pﬂﬂltlﬂm

“Now you can let him go!” chuckled
Wharton. “Help him up.”

Blundell, erimson, dripping, splutter-
Ing with mud and fury, waa hfted on
one leg. The juniors let go and Blun-
dell had to hop to keep from falling

over, His face was fairly convulsed
with fury.
“Now you can hop back to Grey-

friars!” chortled Bob.

“The hopfulness is tha proper caper,
my esteemed and ludicrous Blundell,”
chuckled Hurres Singh,

“Lot me loose!” gurgled Blundell,”

“You ain't safe loosel” eaid Dob,
shaking his head. ‘" Besides, think how
you'll amuse the natives wuacu you hop
i on one leg.”

“Ha, ha, hat*

“Hop it, Blundell!”

“ Get going 1

Blundell, erimson with rage and
humilintion, stood where he waa lihe a
storlt on ome leg. Nothing, he felt,
would induce him to return to Grey-
frinra in that ridiculous econdition.
Captain of the Fifth, a IMirst Eleven
man, a great ond glorious Blood—hop-
ping into the m:hmfml one lep—with a
niddy facel It was unthinkable,

“Want o start?’ asked Bab, “ We'll
atart you, old thingl Now then, you
rien, all kiek together.”

“Go it 1"

“Yaroocoogh|” roared the hopless
Tifth Form man as the juniora kicked.
11z hopped away from the lunging
hoots,

“{Icod! He's going!™

“Help him alongl™

“11a, ha, hal”

“(Oh, by Jove!
ol ! Yarooonohl

Blundell

Leave

Thoro

Oh, my hat!
Woaoooal 1
hopped  frantically,

was 1o arguing with (ive lenging boots
that smote, and coiote hard, l%lundﬂli
hopped and howled.

“Ha, ha, ba!"” roared the merry Re-
niovites.

Honk! Honk! Honk!

“Hallo, hallo, hallo, a car's coming!
sHop it, Blundell”

Blundell hopped frantically to the
gide of the road. From the dirvecticn of
Greyiriars o big saloon car came tear-
ing, Harry Wharton & Co. stood aside
to let 1t pass.

But it did not pass. There was a
janming of brakes, a roar of voices,
and tho car halted, And as the door
was fung open and the poassengers
swarmed out iuto the road there was
a gasp of dismay from the Rewoviles.

THE SEVENTH CHAPTER.
Sauce for the Gander !
HDRAGE COKER was tha first to

jump out of the halted ear,

After him jumped Potier and

Greene; after them Fitzgerald
and Dland and Tomlinson of the Fifth. It
was simply cruel luck for the Removites,
It was pot uncommon for Calier of the
Fifth to “stand ¥ his friends a2 spin in
a car on a half-heliday. They had
gtarted from the school to motor over
the downs and wind up for tea ot Grey-
friars after a long run. They bad come
quite unexpectedly on the scene in Friar-
dalae Lane five minutos after starting.
But at sicht of the Captain of the Fifth
in the hands of the Removites—an
astonishing and infuriating sight to
¥ifth Form eyes—Coker & Co. forgot
all about the ofterncon’a programme.
Coker howled to the chauffeur to stop;
and as the car stopped the crowd o
Fifth-Formers poured out to the rescue.
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They did not waste time in words,
They razhed on the heroes of the He-
move and fairly swept them up.

There were six of the Fifth Worm in
the party; odds, aa well as size sod
weight, were on their side. Harry,
Wharton & Co. simply did not have a
look-in. They put up their hands—they
resisted manfully, but they were overe
whelmed and overpowered.

In about a minute, five Removites
lay in the muddy lane, each with a
Fifth VYorm man holding bim down,
The chaulfeur sat at his wheel starin
on curiously. He grinned a3 ho locke
ot Blundell, Blundell, conscious of that
grin, conscious of the ridiculous figuvre he
gut, even in iha eves of tho rescuers,
howled to be released. His chum,
Bland, ran to belp him and dragged ab
the knotted whipcord,

Horace Coker chortled.

“My only hat 1" ejaculated Coker, “1I
say, did you let those fags tie you up
like this Blundell 1*

“Da you think 1 tled myself, you
fool ?” roared Blundell. .

“Who are vou calling a fool, I'd like
to know?’ demsended Coker indig-
nantly, *I fancy you minst he more
than & bit of a fool, to lct a sob of
fags handla you like this "

“Rhot up, yon assl”

Blundell, na doubt, fclt grateful for
his rescue. At least, he felt relieved,
But he was not in a mood to be polite
or patient. Indeed, it was a bitter drop
in hiz humiliating cup that he owed
liis rescue to a born idiot like Colier of
the Fifth.

“Did—did you say shut up?” gasped
the indignant Coler.

“Yes—ehut your silly head |” anapped
Blundell.

“Why, vou—you—you—"" stuttered

(Continued on next page.)
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Coker.  “You—you— 1 find you
being ragged by fags, and I—I—gct you
out of it, and—and you tell me to shut
up! I've a jolly good mind to lecave
you es you were, by Jovel”

“Cheese it, old man!” murmured
Potter soothingly.

“38hut up, Potter1”

“Keep your wool cn!” muttered
Greene.

“Shut up, Greene |”

Apparently Coker could, himself, tell
fellows to shut up; but he was not fo be
told to shut up personally. That was
Horace Coker all over.

“ Bother this cord,” said Bertram
Bland. “Those cheeky fags have made
4 job of it! 1 can't get these blessed
Lnots undone 1”

“Haven't you got a pocket-knife?™
heoted Blundell.

“Oh! Yes. All right.”

“Cut it thea, you fool |
sensa 1M

* Draw it mild, old man—"

“Idiot! Get on with itl"”
Blundell

Blundell had eertainly been glad that
Coker & Co. had cotne along. Dut he
was in terror lest more Greyfriars fel-
lows should appear in the offing and
beho!d him in his present ridiculous

plEht

land stared at him for a moment
and breathed rather hard. But he
realised that Blundell was wildly
excited, mnd he had more tact than
Coker. Hs allowed Blundell’s wild and
whirling words to poss unheeded:
opened hLis pocket-knife and began to
gaw at the whipcord.

Meanwhile Harry Wharton & Co.,
wrigglin, uncomformb}y. were in tho
grasp of the other Fifth Form men—
held by the enemy.

They exchanged grim and gloomy
looks. What was going to happen to
them whon Blundell was released they
dic} not know; but they did not need
telling that it was going to be something
vory disagreeahle. The look on
Ceorge Blundell's face was enough to
warn them of that,

Rteally, the luck of the Famous [Mive
seemed to be out. Had their jape on
Blundell “come off,” had the captain
of the Fifth hopped into the school on
ono leg, helped by junior boots applied
to his trousers, streaming with mud and
spluttering with rage, the Rcmove
would have been avenged, Greyfriars
would have rocked with laughter;
Blundell would have been a figure of
fun; from the Bixth to the Becond he
would have been laughed ar. It had
heen a reolly gorgeous programme.
Only—it had not come off!' There was
o slip between the cup and the li]%,

And now the tables were turned ! The
whipcord, sawed through by Bland, fell
away from Blundell, and he was free.
While the operation was going on he

Huve a little

roarcd

was glaring at the Remiovites. Now he
stnppcd towards them.
“You young scoundrels!” he gasped.
“Rats!”  rotorted  Bob éherry,

wriggling uncomfortably in the hefty
grasp of Terence Fitzgerald

“Whatt" roared Blundell
checky, what?”

“The cheekfulness is terrific, my
esteemed and fatheaded Blundell!”
rasped the Nabob of Bhanipur.  “Go
and eat ebsurd coke1”

“(ive 'em a jolly good licking all
round, whatt” assked Towmlinson.
“That's what they want| One licking
doesn’t do them any good. Thoy want
another.”

“That's right,” said Coker. " Lick
the cheeky young sweeps! A short way
with fags is the best.”

“You can leave this to me,” growled
Blundell. “Those little brutes are

“3till

going to have a losson, Cet liold of
something to tie them with—necktics,
havkies, any old thing, 'They were
oing to make mo hop. I'll make them
mF, by Jove!”

There was a chuckle from the Tifth
Form men. They scemed rather to like
tho idea of making the punishment fit
the crime, so0 to speak.

“Stand ‘em up in a row!"” snapped
Blundell.

Harry Wharton & Co. weres jerked to
their fect. Gripping hands held them
powerless, nnd they were packed in a
close row.

Then Potter, under Blundell's direc-
tion—the cngta.iu of the Yifth being too
lofty to do the thing himsclf—proceeded

11

“Ha, ha, ha!" shricked Coker. “If
vou kids knew how funny you look—
Ha, ha, ha!”

Biundell kicked again, and Frank
Nugent velped dismally.

“Get going|” he grinned. Blundell
coitld grin now,

“You silly ass!” pasped Harry
Wharton. “How can we get going like
this? You frabjous fathead—"

“You thought 1 could get going, with
ono leg tied 1" grinned Blundell. “Sauce
for the goose is sauce for the gander!
Can’t you start?"

“No, you fathead! No, yon chump!
No, you dummy Yirooooh I
roared Wharton, as Blondell's heavy
foot landed.

GREYFRIARS
CORRESPONDENTS.

No. 21.

This week our Greyfriars
rhymester®’s prolific pen
writes of Paul Pontilex
Prout, the Fifth Form
master, whose temporary
absence from Greylriars
gives rise to the Remove’s
biggest jape over their rivals

of the Fifth.
THIS letter, my dear Cousin Fior-
ence,
I fear me, iz long overduc:
'Tis not that [ wicw with
ablorrence

The duty of writing to you.

Dut I have been bounded and hurassed
By duties less plecsant to we;

I'm worried and sorely embarrassed,
And sometimes I feel “all at sea”

Although I am proud of the pupils
Entrusted (o my tender care,
One boy is devoid of all seruples,
He drives me to daily despair!
To Coker I make this allusion
('we mentioned thia booby bLefore)
He couses no end of confusion,
And sets all the class én a roar!

He told me that Miver Cromweil
Took part in the recent Great War,
Had Coker exploded a bomh—well,
He coulidn't have startled me more!
He told me the Isles of ¢the Andaman
Were just off the coast around here;
8o now you ean quite understand a man
Fast losing his temper, my dear!

I welcome your kind invitation
To come to the Highlands and shiout
I'in sure to enjoy the Vacalion,
For that is my fav'rite pursuil.
I hope to discharge meny cartridges,
And capture full many a brace
Gf pheasants and pigeons and pareridycs
At your most delightful old place!

And what of your hares and yowr
rabbatsh

Please tell me if they are quite tame;
Of obliging and generous habits,

And will they st still while | aim?
1f a0, I shall slay them in dozens,

And there will be more than enough
Ty fred our vast army of cousing

(But I never sit down and stuff!).

I'm getting my vifle in readiness,

And soon I shall add to my fawe
By shooting with such shill and steadi-

ness

That Scotland will lose all her game !
T'his sereed I must now be completing ;

The post is about Lo go out;
Arvcept wmy most cordial greeting :

Yours ever,
PONTIFEX PROUT.

to tie right legs to left legs—using hand-
kerchiefs, neckties, fragments of whip-
cord, bits of string, anything that came
to hand.

In a few minutes the Famous Tive
were tied in a row, leg to leg. Then
their hands were drawn behind them
and the wrists secured. The Fifth Form
men were roaring with laughter now:

" but the humorous side of the matter waa

quite lost on the hapless Co. .

Blundell surveyed them grimly.
Potter, as a fnishing touch, rammed
their caps down the backs of their necls,
&snd ruffled their hair till it elmost stood
on end.

“Now gat off I” snid Blundell, and as
a hint that it was time to start he lifted
his foot and let it out—forcibly.

“Yarooh |"” yelled Johnny Baull, on
whom the kick landed.

Blundell let his foot out again, and
there was a roar from Bob Cherry.

“Ha, ha, hal” yelled the seniors.

PAUL

“0Oh crikey !" gasped Bob. *“ Let's get
off | Oocoocooooh I”  Blundell seemad
to think he was kicking for goal *Ow!
Stoppit [

"W'hooogl” volled Hurree Jamset
Ram Singh, as he received the next.
“Owl he startfulness is the proprr
caper, my esteemed chums! Wow "

“‘Oh erikey | Ow!™

“Yoooooop 1"

There was nothing elsa for it. The
Irifth Form men, tgoroughly enjoying
the joke now, joined in, and mnny feet
helped the hapless Removites to start.
They started—hopping slong clumsily
and frantically in a yelling row. It waa
not easy for a row of fellows, tied leg to
leg, to get going. But they managea it.
Boot-leather was a powerful persuader.

Coker wiped his eyes,

“0Oh dear! Oh crumbs! Kick ’em,
sou men| Ha, ha, ha! This will be a

Tie Magxer Lisnary.—No. 1,190.
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fesson to them about checking the Upper
School! Ha, ha, hal”?

“0Oh dear I”

“Ow! Wowl Oh crumbsi® .

“Ha, ha, hal" roared the Fifth-
Tormers. .

Plunging and staggering, hopping and
stumbhing, the unhappy jpniors draglgtlled
up the lane towards the school. ey
wera glad, at least, to get out of the
soach of kicking,  Roars of laughter
followed them from the hilarious Fiith-
Formers.

Then Coker & Co. packed themselves
into the ecar again, and went on their
way still laughing. Blundell turned into
the wood, to get a wash at the pond
before he showed himself in public
again. He needed ona.

And Harry Wharton & Co., in the
lowest possible spirits, lurched alon
the lane, feeling that japes on the Fif
wecre g delusion end a gnare, and that
lifo really was hardly worth hving.

THE EIGHTH CHAPTER.

Hard Cheese !

113 A, ha, hat”

H The Bounder of Greyfriara

fairly yelled.

He came along the lane
with Tom Redwing, and et the sight of
the Famous Five, he shrieked. Red-
WI.II']IE stared and grinned.

arry Wharton & Co., once safe from
the enemy, had come to a halt. They
vould not release themselves; that was
impossible.  But they felt a natural
shrinking from entecring the schoo! in
this ridiculous state. t would have
heen all very well for Blundell; for
themselves it was altogother too un-
pleasant. They hoped that some
Remove men would be coming along;
and that hope was soon fulfitled. Plenty
of Remove men weore likely to come
alor_l% on a half-holiday; and Vernon-
S8mith and Redwing were the first.

“Ha, ba, ha!" yelled Smithy.
“You cackling ass!” gasped Bob
Cherry. * What s there funny in this?
Get us loose, you fathead!”

“Who did this?" ga&‘.]‘)ed the
Bounder. *“Higheliffe chaps?’

“No—those Fifth Form rotters!”

“Ha, ha_ ha?" howled B8mithy.
“You've been hunting trouble with the
Fifth again? And you let them do this?
Ha, ha, Lal”

“How could we help it?” demanded
Wharton wrathfully. “Wo bagged
Blundell and set him hopping—and then
a crowd of them came up and jumped
on us! Think we can handle six of the
Tifthi™
*“You can’t handle the Fifth at all”
jeered the Bounder. " You can’t handle
anybody or anything | Yon're no goodl
All you ean do is to get the Form dis-
graced and then make fools of your-
selves! Time you took a back seat and
let better men give the Form a lead.”

“Oh, cheese it, Bmithy, old man!”
said Bedwing. *Let’s got them loose |

“Let's do nothing of the sortl”
answered the Bounder, “They've atked
for this—now let them enjoy it.”

“The enjoyfulness is not terrific, my
esteemed Bmithy!” gasped Hurree
Jamset Ram Bingh.

“Let us loose, you rotter!” bawled
Johnny Bull

“Bhan’t!" eaid the Bounder coolly.
“And Redwing shan’t, either! You
jolly well deserve it for letiing the
Form down."

“Look here——" began Redwing.

“Hands off, Reddy!" said Vemnon-
S8mith. “You shan't let them loose—

Tee Migyer Lisnany.~No. 1,180.

not without a ecrap to begin with, They
deserve every bit of it, and now they
can wallow in it

“Hailo!" Bkinner and Snoop and
Hazeldene came up at o trot. * What's
this game?! What— Ha, he, hal”

“Let us loose?” ghrieked Nugent.

“Hands off|” eaid the Bounder.
“They've been tackling the Fifth again
—and this is how they do it! Let them
alone |"

“Ha, ha, hat"

Harry Wharton & Co. fairly glared
at the yelling Removites. They had
taken it for granted that they would bo
released as soon ss any members of
their own Form showed up on gcene,
But evidently they had taken a littlo
too much for granted.

“Will you untie us, some of you!”
almost hissed the captain of -the Re-
move.

“1 jolly well won't!” said Skinner.

“No feart”

“You can jolly well go through it1"
said Hazeldene, chuckling. ' It's exactly
what you deserve. You make out that
you're tho big noise in the Remove—
no other leaders need apply. And you
let the Form down!”

“1 say, you fellows! He, he, hot!”
Billy Bunter was the next to arrive.
“] soy— He, he, hel 1 say, you

look o funny lot, you menl He, he,
hel”

“Cut us loose, PBunter!” pgasped
Wharton.

“1'll kick you if you touch them,
Bunter I” warned the Bounder.

“He, he, he! The fact is, Wharton,
Pm jolly well not going to let you
loose. You're too funny as you arc.”

“You fat frump!”

“1 say, you fellows, you're jolly un-
popular now, you know!” grinned
Bunter, “You've let the Form down!”'

“QOh c¢rikey!" groaned Bob Cherry.
“ Here come a lot morel Ob dear!”

Temple, Dabney, & Co., of the
Fourth, came ssuntering along the
lane. They edded themselves to the
little crowd round the hapless quintetts,
roaring with laughter. It was in vain
to n.pseal to them for holp. They only
roared, With crimson, furious faces,
the Famous Five wriggled in a stumb-
ling row, surrounded by laughing
juniora,

More and more fellowa came nlong.
The crowd waa thickening round the
dismal five, all yelling, Bolsover major
came up, end Micky Desmond, and
Russell and Ogilvy and William
Wibley. But they only howled with
laughter, instead of rendering. help.

“You—you — you rotteral” gasped
Bob Cherry., * You—you blighters! Oh,
you worms} I'll jolly well lick the lot
of you!"” ;

“Qerve you jolly well right!” bawled
Bolsaver major. “You can’t keep our
end up against the Fifthl You've let
the Form down ["

“March them into the school like
that?" suggested Skinnmer. “Let all
Greyfriors see 'em looking the fools
they arel”

“Hear, hear!””

“You rotters!” gasped Wharton,

“The rotterfulness is terrificl”

“Here es my minor!” Fn.aped
Nugent. *“I say, Dicky—Dicky ™

Nugent minor, of the Becond Form,
came salong with Gatty and Myers.
They burst into a yell of laughter at
the sight of the stumbling five.

“TLend us & hand, you young rotter I’
shouted Frank wrathfully.

“Well, you do look a crowl”
chuekled Dicky Nugent.

“Ha, ha, ha!" ;

“Hands off, you fag!” cxcleimed the
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Bounder; and he shoved Nugent minor
unceremoniously back. .

“My hat! I'll lick you for this,
Smithy (™ gasf:ad Bob Cherry. ;

“Hallo, hallo, hallo! Here’s Win-
gatel”™ gasped Bob.

Wingate of the Bixth, the captain of
Geryfrinrs, came in sight, walking with
Gwynne, N

e two Bixth Form men stopped,
and stared ot the Famous Five in
blank amazement.

“What on earth’a this gamo?” asked
Wingate. S

“J—1 say, Wingate, let us Yoose, will
you?’ pgroaned Bob. “We—we're
rather fed-up with this.”

“The fed-upfulness is preposterous.’”

Wingate laughed,

“Who did this?” he demanded.

“Qhl  Some—some jokers!” stam.
mered Wharton,  Wingete, as head
prefect, held an official position, so he
could not be told too much. ‘The
Famous Five did not want the prefects
dregged into their row with the
Fifth,

“Bome of yon kids let them loose!”
said Wingata, laughin%‘ “Why haven't
you done it nlready? Now, then!”

Nugent minor opened his pocket-
knife, and began. In the presence of
the captain of the school the Bounder
could not intervens, He laughed jeer-
ingly, and walked on his way with
Redwing.

The other fellows hung round, laugh-
ing and chortling. It was rather o
long operation to set the prisoners free
—Potter had secured them very care-
fully—but it was done at last; and
then Wingate and Gwynne, laughing,
walked on. The Famous Five glared
at the crowd of hilarious juniors round
them.

“You cackling chumps!”
Johnny Ball,

‘“Ha, ha, ha!”

“1 gay, you follows! He, he, hel"”

With wrathful faces, the Famous
Five tramped on towards the school. A
roar of mocking laughter followed
them., They were glad enough to get
in at the school gates and hido their
blushes,

“My hat(” said Bob Cherry rue-
fully.  *“Our stock’s low in the market,
you men! If we can’t get level with
the Fifth after this, we may as well
retire from business,”

There was no doubt that the stock of
the famous (Jo. was, go to speak, at a
discount. When the fellows came into
tea there was laughter up and down
the Remove passage. Jeers greeted the
Famous Five when they appeared In
the passage. The tension was rather
relieved by a terrifio scrap between
Bob Cherry and the Bounder—which
left Bmithy in anythiez:f but & hilarious
mood. But that added. il anything, to
the unpopularity of the once popn
leaders of the Form. Licking a
movo man might bo satisfactory to the
wrathy five; but it did not help to
restore the faded prestige of the I'orm.

“The fact is,” said Bob Cherry, over
a rather dismal tea in Study No. 1,
“the fellows are more or less right, you
m’!

enorted

“Rats I’ grunted Nugent,

“1 mean it,” paid Bob, “Wa're the
leaders of the Form—Wharton's oap-
tain, and we're his E’ld%y henchmen.
It’s up to us to put the Fifth in their
place, and show them that they can't
bullyrag the Removel The men expect
it of ue—and if we can’t dcliver the
goode we can't expect to be popular.’

There was a glum silence in the
study. As a matter of fuct, Bob had
hit the nail on the head. Leaders were
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expooted to lead
show resulta; and i

could not ba denied
that the Famous
Iive had  failed.

Peter Todd dropped
into the study aﬁ:r
tea, and his remarks
did not add to the
cheerfulness there.

“BSorry for wyou
men | said Todzlg
“But the Form aren’t
standing it any
longer. You've got
till Baturday to mget
back on the Fifth; if
you can’t do it, you're
going! We elect &
new captain of the
Remove on Saturday
afternoon, Wharton—
and [ fancy it will be
Smithy! Sorry, and
all that—but you seem
to be no good —am
that’s that !

“0h, et outi”
growled arton

Poter Todd got out.
William Wibley
locked into the study
a few minutes later.
The Yamous Five

glared at him.

“Well.t wihat ha;’e 2
you gol o say?”’
demanded Wharton, CJ

“Eh? Ooly that <
there's a rchearsal
this evening.”

“A—p whatt”
howled the juniors.

They were thinking of anything but
nmateur theatricals in the present par-
lous state of afiairs.

“ A rehearsal—"

“Blow the rchearsal,” roared Johnny
Bull, “and blow you, you silly ass!’”

“IKhi We've got to rehearse * Julius
Camsar'—" To William Wibley the
proceedings of the Remove Dramalio
Society were everything; a feud with
the Fifth wes quite small beer in com.
wrison. It was safe to say that William

ibley was the only man in the Re-
move who held that opinion.

“Bother *Julinug Ceesar’!” snapped
Nugent.

*Look here—-""

“Oh, buzz off, you ass!”

“But the rehearsal—-"

“Cet out!™ yelled the exasperated
Five.

“The rehearsal—--" .

With one sccord the Famous Five
hurled themselves on the too-enthusi-
astic manager of the Remove Dramatic
Socicty, and barged him into the pas-
8a There was a bump and & roar.
The door slammed on William Wibley.

And the chums of the Remove wero
left 4o put their heads together to lay
plans to restors the lost prestige of the
Remove—which was the only way of
rocovering their own prestige in the
Form—untroubled, at least, by William
Wibley and Shakespearian rehearsals.

THE NINTH CHAPTER.
The Blg Ideal
OB CHERRY : chuckled. .
B Ho chuckled suddenly, with-
out thought—and at rather an
unpropitious moment, For the
Remove were in olass in third lessen,

and Mr. Quelch, their respected Form
master, was expounding ancient Roman
history to thom, i

It was no time for chuckling.

¢ Grooo00-hooooo-hosoooh | *
Blnndell., his face camé out of
water, 'gan

tro
Ing pardon for ralding the

Remove passage yestorday?* asked

Wharton.

Nobody else in the Remove felt dis:
posed to chuckle, Some fellows were
SUppressing yawns—eome  Buppressing
greans—some on the back forms were
venturing to doze—sll were auxious for
dismissal. Roman history did not enter-
tain the Remove very much., And
every eye was turned on Bob as ho
burst into thot irrepressible chuckle.

Awmong the eyes turned on him woere
the gimlet-eyes of Henry Sawuel
Quelch, his Form master,

“Cherry 1"
#Ohl Yes, sir!” gasped Bob.
Whatever secret thought it was that

had caused Bob to
%mva saough now. The exiamssion on

r. Quelch’'s face was ocaluulated to
evoke anything but merriment.

“You are amused, apparently, by
what I have just told you concerning
the thaginian Warl” said Mr.
Quelch, in his driest and most sarcastio

“Oh! No, sirl” stammered Bob.

As a matter of fact, Bob had not even
heard the valuable information Mr.
gaaloh had been imparting Neither the

irst nor the Becond Punic War inter-
ested Hobert Cherry just then. He was
interested in & far more recent war—
that between the Remove and the Fifth
Form at Greyfriara.

“1 think you Inu%had, Cherry !’

“D-d-did_I, sir? i

“You didl As the military oper-
ations of Hannibal were not the cause,
may I inguire what was the cause of
your unseemly and untimely merri-
ment?” Mr. Quelch was grimly sace
castic.

“J—I1—I was thinking—of—of some-:

uckle, he wus

thing, sir——" stuttered the unfor-
tunate Bob,

“Not in connection with the lesson, 1
presume 1

“ Nunno, sir|”

“] commend your frankness, Cherry.
I must, however, impress upon your

mind thal durin
to take some little interest in the lesson

class it is necessary

—or at least to pay some outward atten-
tion.” Que!ch was more sarcastio than

aver. You will take two hundred
lines, Cherry!”
“0Oh! Yes, sir!” gasped Bob.

Roman history went on its weary
way; Bob Cherry remaining as serious
as an owl till it ended. At the same
time there wes s gleam in Bob's blue
@ which would have betrayed, to @

ose observer, that he was thinking
of something much more entertaining
than the ancient campaigns of even so
great a general as Hannibal,

Dismissed at st, the Remove
streamed out of the Form-room. In the

ssage, free from the gimlet eye of

uelch, Bob Cherry permitted a cheery
S’ lui Bob Ct tted
grio to overspread bis countenance.

It was Saturday, and third lesson was
the last for the day, the afternoon being
a half-holiday. = According to the
rumoura rife in the Remove, that
afterncon spelled trouble for the cap-
taio of the Form. 8o far, the Famous
Iive had had no in “getting
back on the Fifth. It was not, in point
of fact, ap emsy task. Giving the
“kybosh " to a senior Form like the
Fifth was & thing much easier disoussed
than done.

“What's the jolly old joke?"” asked
Johnny Bull, as Bob joined his chums
in the corridor, his foce beaming.

“I've got it1” answered Bob,

“You've got two hundred lines from
Quelch——* .

“Dh, blow the lines”
“Y'yo got tho ideal The whe
big idea! The loud noise!
of campaign! Beel”

“Cough it up,” s2id Harry Wharton.

“Where's Wib? We want Wib.”

“What the thump's Wib got to do
with it? Wib's no good in a rag."”

(Continued on page 16.)
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“That depends on the rag,” answered
Bob. “In the rag I'm thinking of,
Wil is the gcmﬂ#. We can't handle it
without him."'

“0Oh, rot!”

“(iive n man a chance!” urged Bob.
"I tell you, I've got a gi‘lt{n'izged. cork-
lined idea—the topper of the terml!
[et's pot hold of Wib, and I'll tell
you! I tell you we're going to make
the I'itth sif up and cringe.”

ik Hﬂ.‘?l's thﬂ't.'Tl’ 2

“We'te going to make them.equirm
said Bob imprmive(f “We'te going
to make them look the fools they are,
to all Greyfriarsd Wo're q.'oin to give
them the time of their mltix old livesl
We're going to make them tired!
We're going to make them——*~

“For goodn sake, what's
stunt 7’ demanded Wharton.

“Let's get Wib, and I'll tel! you."’

William Wibley baed vanished imme-
diztely after class was dismissed. Tho
Famous Five found him in his study.
He was sorhing over costumeg, grease-
aaints, and such things. Willlam Wib-
ey lived, and mo end had his be-
g in amateur theatricals, Ho did not
conceal his opinion that football was a
very small Leer in comparison, and that
he would have been prouder of a good
play given by Ih& Ramove Dramatio
Society than of the biggest victory
won the Remove Elevan, That, in
the opinion of most of the Remove, was
carrying tho thing to the ﬂdj;&r_ni in-
sanity. = All, or nearly all, of Wiblcy's
spare time was given to his thestrical
ptunts—and & good deal of time that
ought to have been devoted to prep.

Ho glared with an unwelcoming glaro
at the Famous Five as they camo iuto
Lis stady. He was feeling sore.

The performance of * Julins Cgzar '
Iiad beon indefinitely postponed. No-
body in the Remove—except “rthE{T
was bothering about amateypr theatri-
cals now, I EE“WEIE thinking of the
feud with the Fifth; _which geemed to
Wibley a good denl like fiddling whilo
Rome was Durning,

“Don't come in,'” he said by way of
grecting. and he snorted yhen the
chums of the Removo came in all tho
e kg0

‘o wan u,
Bob. .

Wibley thawed a little,

“You're veady for & rchearsal this
aftornoon ¥’ ho asked.

“Oh, my hat! Nol"

Snort from William Wibley,

“Then what the thump dum wank?
Don't waste o man’s time, k here,
If we ecan't get the play going Y shall
jolly well cut it out altogether.”

““All right, old man.” .

Wibley plared. His dire threal, cvi-
dently, produced no effect.

“But we want you—"
“ Football I’ jeered Wibley. " Go and

eat coke,” ]
“Nunno! Shut the door Frankie—
we've got to keep this dark,” said Bob.
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Wib!"" announced

“Now then, Wibley, you're a bit of
an ass at most things—""

“Eht"

“But there's one thing you can do,"”
said Bob. “You can act! Not that
there’s much in scting—"

“Isn't there?"” bawled Wibley.

“Well, no! But such ps it is, you can
ao itl”

“You ailly owll”

““Now, look hero, Wihb—"

“You silly fatheadi” .

“Listen to a chap!"” exclaimed Bob
Uherr:{; “I'vo got a ripping wheeze
to—

“Go and bury it."*

“To make the Fifth sit up—"’

“Bless the Fifthl I've no timo for
vour kid rags.”’

" Shut up ' roared Bob. *Can't you
listen instead of wagging your silly
chin? Look here, when we gave a pla
last term you mado up as a school-
master.”

“What about it 7" grunted Wib,

“Nobody would have known you—
you looked the part to the life! 1f the
Head had seen you, he'd have fancied
yon were anothor old ass like himself.”

Wibley becaome more mmicable.

“If you want me to do some of my
impersonations, I don't mind,” he
answered. “ What's the iden—an enter-
tainment in the Ragt”

“Nunno! Look here! You've got
all the things, left ove= in the property-
box, and you can mpke up as a school-
master, or anything else. You can
make yvourself look Bfty, and—"

“Of c¢ourse I  ocan,” interrupted
Wibley impatiently. “Haven't I done
it a dozen times? But what——"

“Yes, what?" amsked Harry Whear-
ton, “You're a jolly long timo coming
the point, Bob.”

“Billy duffers keep on interrupting
me, Look here, Mr. Moon hasn't como
yet." szid Bob. )

The juniors stared at DBob. This
sudden change of subject astonished
thﬁm-

“What about Moon ! asked Nugent,

" Lots | chuckled Bob,

“Who's Moon 7" asked Wibley.

“Haven't you beard, fﬂthe&d{ ! Why
don’t you get your silly nose out of
vour theatrical stunts sometimes, and
notico what's going on round youf?"
snapped Bob. “ Moon is the man who's
coming to take Prout’s place while he's
away. 1 suppose you know that the
Master of the Fifth is away from Grey-
friars, and that a new man is coming
to take his place for two or three
weeks 1

“] don't care two straws—"

“8hut up, and listen. Moon hasn't
come yet,” said Bob, “He's expected
any dey but he haen't arrived. Well,
my idea is that he's gping to arrive
this afternoon—and that you'ro going
to be him.”

“Wha-a-at 7™ '

“ Moon's a stranger here,” said Bob.
“ He's never been to Greyfriars. Nobody
knows what he looks like—only, of
course, he'll be some old frump, more
or less like Prout. Well, why shouldn't
you make up, like you did in the play
Iastﬂtﬁerm. as a schoolmaster——"
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“ And come hore as Moon——"

“My hat [”

“And take tho Fifth—"

“T-t-take the Fifth!" stutiered
Wibley.

“And rag them bald-headed—"

“Oh orumbs!”

“You silly ass!” roared Johnny Bull.
“Wibley couldn’'t do it; and he
wounldn’t have the nerve to do it if he
could !*
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Wibley glared at Johnny Bull. {1f
he had eny doubts himself, Johnny's
remark would have banished thom.

“You cheeky fathead!” he enid, "1
oould do it on my head !”

“ But—" gasped Wharton.

“ As for nerve, I'd have nerve enpugh
to call on the Head, as Mr. Moon, and
I'll bet old Locke wouldn’t tumble,
either I declared Wibley disdainfully,

“ But——"" ejaculated Nugent.

“It's a jﬂll;r good idea " raid Wibloy.
Probably William Wibley would have
regarded any idea as jolly good which
gave him the principal part to play,
right in the spotlight. * Blessed if I
know how Cherry came to think of it—
?I;ri?h a brain like his| It's simply top-

ole.’

“But could you do i11"” exclaimed
Wharton.

Wibley only eniffed in reply to that.
There was no doubt, in his own mind,
at least, that bhe could do it.

“Wib can do it!” declared Bob
Cherry. “He could do it on his head.
We can take all the things out tp the
wood, and Wib can make-up there, pnd
come on to the school in a taxi.”

“Oh, my hat]”

“And thoe Head will be away this
afternoon, which will be all to the good.
This 13 his day for tcaing at the
vicarage.”

“That cutsa mno ice,” eaid Wibley.
“1'd face the Head himself, and defy
him to tumble, I tell you, when 1
make-up, I make-up !”

“And just think if Wib gets o d
with it!” breathed Bob Cherry. .

emove man taking the Fifth as their

otm master ! rdering them intg
their Form-room on a f-holiday !
Giving them lines| Caning them——"

“Oh erikey 1"

“Fancy Blundell bending over—"

“Ha, ha, hal”

There was & ro'r of laughter.

The possibilitiee of tbat stunt—if it
came off—were positively dazzling.

“Won't it make the Fifth sing
small 1” demanded Bob. “Won't it
make them went to jump into a hole
and pull it in after them to hide their
blushes—when it comes out that they've
been schoolmastered by a Remaove
man ™

“Ha, ha, ha!? : :

"TuppinE[“ shouted Wibley. *Bpill-
ing ! Wibley was all enthusiasm now.
“Why the Fiith will be cackled to
death.”

“If it comes off—" gasped Nugent,

“Jt will come off [¥ said Wibley.

“How do you know that?”

“ Becausa I shall be doing it!”

“Oh, my hat!"” - .

“It's & go!l” said Wibley decidedly.
“And I can tell you that when I hop
into Greyiriars as Mr. Moon, you fellows

will think I'm the real Moon jyoui-
golves.”
Harry Wharton laughed. '
" Wﬂﬁ, if the Fifth think gyou'te

Moon, that will be near enough,” he
gnid. *It will bo the jape of the term—
if it comes off 1" .

“No ‘if ' about it 1” said Wi 2 Ik
will come off | And if I don't give the
Fifth the time of their lives, you con
use my head for a football. It’s & go!
Let's sort out the things.,”

And & “go® it was|

After dinner that day, the Famous
Five and William Wibley walked out of

tes, all of them carrying little
Eﬁﬂ&fﬂl. Bob Cherry walked down to
the village to telephone for a taxi,
which was to pick up “Mr. Moon " 1n
Friardale Lane. The other fellows dis-
appeared into the wood with Wibley.
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In a secluded glade, with a looking-glass stuck on a tree,
William Wibley proceeded with his transformation act,
Four juniors, in the humble part of “dressers,” lent their
aid. d that solitary glade in Frierdale Wood echoed
with merry chuckles.

THE TENTH CHAPTER.
Coker Meots His New Form-Master !

A IIAT fool Blundell 1” said Coker ot the Fifth,
I Potter and Greene smilad.
It woas a fine, clear afternoon—exactly the
afternoon for football The Fifth wers booked
for a Forrn match with the Sixth, and Blundell, of course
had been very carcful in the sclection of his team. Ha
he been careless, however, he would hardly have been
careless enough to include Horace Coker in it.

Coker, of course, was feeiing sore. He was all the more
gore because his comrades were in the Eleven, and so
Coker was going to be left on his lonely own for the half-
]1oijdn§. And Potter and Greene, as Coker had often ex-
plained to them, were just “ duds "—not in the same street
with Coker, when it came to playing soccer. This was,
in a wn.f', true, Certaml{u Potter and Greene would have
folt insufted had enybody hinted that they were in the same
street with Coker in football matters,

“The dummy |’ said Coker.

Potter and Greene ceased to smile as Coker glared at them
snspiciously. After all, old Coker was going to stand tes
after the match. He couldn’t play football, but he had his

uses.

“1 think,” said Coker, with emphasis, *“that Blundecll,
having left the best man in the Fifth out of the tcom, you
fellows might stand out as a protest.”

“0h, my hat!” ojaculated Potter, .

“We want to beat the Sixth, you know,” hinted Greene.

“That's all right,” said Coler. “ You'll help by standing
out I've told you before that you're no good at soccer.”

“Look here, Coker——" .

“Well, what about cutting footer and coming out?” asked
Coker. “The fact is, I expect it of you, as my friends.”

Apparently Horace Coker was expecting a little too
much.

“Coming ! called out George Potter, in response to un
imuginari call, and he cut off towards the House. Greene
followed him.

“ Look here—" bawled Coker. o

Potter and Greene vanished into the House. Coker knit his
rugged brow, snorted, and swung away towards the gates.
He was feeling sore at that .ass, Blundell, leaving him
out of the footer, and eorer at this base desertion of his
friends. He found a hLittle comfort in cufiing Billy Bunter,
who was hanging about the gatewsy. Bunter yelled, and
Coker strode out ol the gates, and headed for Friardale,
all on his own. L -

A tax: came buzzing from the direction of the village,
and Coker glanced at it carelessly.

The tieman seated in the taxi glaned at Coker. Then
he spoke to the driver, and the car halted.

C’Ehe passenger leaned from the window and beckoned to

‘oker.

Cokoer stared at him. - ’

He saw u little gentleman with a straggling, grey mous-
tache, a rather lcsthery-l_ookini countenance, big, horn-
vimmed spectacles, and grizzled hair shuwmﬁ under a very
shiny silk hat. So far as Coker knew, he had never seen
the man before, and ho wondered at the cheek of a per-
fect stranger in beckoning to him. However, he stopped.

“Excuse mel” The hitle gentleman spoke in & sharf.
staccato voice, as if he were wrapping out the words. “lIs
that Greyfriara School yonder "

“That's it,” answered Coler. .

“Thank you! Are you a Greyiriars boy?”

“Yes,” grunted Coker.

“Kindly stopt* enac{\ped the man in the horn-rimmed
glasscs, as Coker would have passed on his way. "I judge

y your age and your size that you are probably in my
Form at Greyfriars.”

Coker started. . .

“Oh, my hat! Are you Mr. Moon, eir?” he asked, in-
fusing & Dttle respect into his manner.

“1 am d, 1 presume” snapped the horn-rimmed

pentlemen, “ Answer my question. Are you in the Fifth
Form?t* |

“Yea, pir I” answered Coker.

"“Name 1™

“ Coker, sir1”

“Coker? Did you say Coker or Croker?” .

“Coker, sir,” answered the Fifth Form man, breathing
rether hard.

“Very good! Wou are Coker of the Fifth Form. And
what do you mean, Coker, by showing yourself in publia
dressed in go slovenly a8 manner "

{Continued on mext page.)
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THE SCHOOLBOY FORM MASTER !

(Continwed frum provicus page.)

“Wha-a-at 9"

“Your collar is crumpled, your peck-
iio is awry, your trousers need brushing.
Are you taking advantage of the
absence of your Form master to make
this elovenly appearance, Crokert¥"”

Coker stared at him. It was trua that
Iorace Coker was rathor careless in the
matter of dress, his powerful mind being
far above such trifles. Once or twico
Mr. I'rout had called him te order on
that very subject. But Coker did not
like it, and he liked it stil) lezs from
a rew master who had not evon sot foot
in the schoocl than he liked it from
Prout,

“Answer me, Croher?' snapped My,
Moon.

“I—I—my name's
grunted the Fifth Form maas,
not Croker I”

“Quite so. Am I to understand that
Mr. Prout allowed hiz boys to slouch—
yes, slouch—about in pubiic, dressed in
a slovenly munner? Or are you taking
advantage of his absence, sir?"” snapped
Are. Moon.

Coker coloured.

*1—I—"" be began unccriainly,

“Don't stammer, sir!” snapped BMr.
Moon. e threw open the door of the
taxi. “S8tep int”

“Wha-n-t??

“I shall take you back to the school
with me. I desire you to uvnderstand,
and all the boys in the Fifth Form to
understand, that you have to deal with
a master who will stand no nonsense.
I shall take you with mo to the hecad-
master, sir]”

“Oh crumba!” gasped Coker,

“What? What?"

“The—the Head's ous to-day,
stuttered Coker, “and—and—"

1t is immaterial. Step into the taxi
at oncel”

Mr. Moon made room for Coker to
enter, and Coker, with feelings too deep
for words, stepped into tho taxi.

Coker, &ir,"”
“Coker,

sir,

“It—it's a hall-lioliday to-day, sir:
lio mutnbled.

“That makes Do
silent {”

“ But, gir—"

“1 have told you to Le silent!" barked
Mr, Moon. “Take a hundred lines of
Virgil, Coker "

“Qh crikey 1”

“Bilence !” barked My, Moon, “Drive
on, please!”

The taxi buzzed on towards Groy-
frinrs,

Coker sat in it, simply blinking at

no difference.

Mr. Moon. He, like most of the Fiith,
had wondered what tho new Form
muster would be like. They had

swondered whether he would be an
improvement on Prout or tho reverse.
Obviously, from Coker's past expericnee,
he was going Lo be the reverse.

There was not much of hiin compared
with Prout. Prout was stout and
portly. This new man was small—not,
indeed, so tall as any fellow in the
TFifth Form. But there was more bito
in him than in Prout. Prout, on the
whole, had been genial and easy-going.
Ho over-did the dignity, and he was
called “ Old Pompous * in hiz Form. But
he was genial. Geniality secmed to
have becn entirely left out of the com-
position of the new man. He secmed
to be ell vinegar.

Coker. a3 the taxi rolled on to tha
school, found himself hoping that
Prout’s absence would not be unduly
prolonged. He had often had trouble
with Prout. But he foresaw much more
trouble with this vincgary little beast.

CGosling touched his hat as the taxi
rolled in at the gates Mr. Moon
blinked at him through the horn-rimmed
glnsses and stopped the tazi.

“Here, my man!” he barked.

“ Yessir 1"

“You aro the scheol porter, I pre-

sumeo. What—what "

“ Yessir."”

“No doubt I am expected—Mr.
Moon, master of the Fifth Iorm.
What "

Tha snappy little gentleman rapped
out the words like bullets
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“Yesair ! Obi, yessiv !

“My luggage has net arvived,”
snapped Mr, Moon., “There has becu
some delay ou the railwey, What is

your name?”

“ Gosling, sir,”

“Well, Gosling, if my luggage dous
not arrive within the next few houts

it must be inquired after, Do you
understand 7"
“Yessir, Dut—"" '
“That will do. DBoy!” Mr, Moon

suddenly turned the glare of his horn-
rimmed glasses on Billy Bunter, who
was etill banging about tho gateway,
and who hLad turned his speoctacles
curiously en the man in the taxi.
“ BO.V I”

. “Oh, yes, sir!” gasped Bunater, jump-
ing as he was so suddenly addressed.

“¥You are staring rudely!” snapped
Mr. Moon. “You are a junior, I pre-
sume?! What Form arc you int”

‘‘Remore, sicl"” gasped Bunter.

“If you were in the Fifth I should
cane you for your bad manners. What
is your namej”

“B-b-bunter, sir.”

“Well, Bunter, behave yourself. Take
off your oap, sir, when you were
addressed by a master |

“Qh, yes, sirl I~-I dida't know you
were & master, sir!” gtuttered Bunter.

“1—I—suy, sir—"
“That will do! Drive on to the
House."”

‘I'he taxi rolled on up the drive. Billy
Bunter blinked after it.

“0h crikey!” gasped Buntor.

And the Owl of the Remove rolled
away to spread the news that the new
master of the Fifth had arrived, and
that he wos & regular Tartar,

Mr. Moonr Arrlves at Greylriars !
MR. QUELCH stood in the dooi-
eyes the little horn-rimmed,
silk-hatted gentlomen dismissed
ing out an order to Coker to follow him,
(Suelch‘ regarded the newcomer with
that this must be Mr. Moon, the new
Yorm master, Nobody else was ex-
Former was coming in with him, As
the headmaster was absent, Quelch felt
new man a greeting, and he was pre-
pared to be polite and friendly, A new
with friendly geniality, being picked to
pieces afterwards in private.
Remove master, as the little gentleman
came in with quick, jerky steps. Like
seemed to be full of energy and virility,
and to have rather a desire to give an
really was.
“Yes, sir,” rapped the new master.
Mr. Quelch smiled.
“No, sir. Dr. Locke is
But in
the meantime—"
“ Absent1” snapped Mr. Moon. ‘I
Ho is absent?” )
“For a few hours only,” explained
have expected you by a later train.”
Mr, Moaon gave & prunt,
master of the Remove here——
“Indeed {"

THE ELEVENTH CHAPTER.
way of the House. Under his
the taxi and ascended the steps, snap-
some interest. Ip guessed, of course,
pected at Greyfriars, and a  Fifth-
that it was up to somebody to give the
member of the staff was always greeted
“Mr. Moon, I presume?” asked the
many little gentiemen, Mr. Moon
impression that he was bigger than he
“Are you the Headi”
unfortu-
nately, absent at the moment. i
cortainly expected to see Dr. Locke, sir.
the Remove mastor. “I think he must
“My name is Quelch, sirI” I am
“In Dr. Locke's absenco I welcome
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Helped by many feet, the napiess Remaovites,
ticd log to leg, hopped along elumsily and

frantically in a yelling row !

0 el

vou to Ureyfriars, Ar. Aoon,” said tha
llemove muaster genially, and he
extended a hand,

Mr. Moon barely toueched it.

“Very good, sir; but I certnmlr ex-
peeted to see Dr. Locke. Natura Iy, I
—h'm !—desire to seo the headmaster as
soon as possible. However, it cannot,
I suppose, be helped.”

“It cortainly cannot be helped, Mr,
Moon," answered the Remove master
dryly, ke was not very {favourably
impressed with this new man, who
seemed to think that the Head ought to
have put off an engagement to be
present when be arnved, ' How-
ever——'"

“May I po now, eir!” asked Coker,
in & suppreszed voice.

Mr. Moon glanced round at him.

“No!" he snapped,

“ But, sip—""

“Silenca [ -

Coker suppressed hie feclings, and was
silent. Quelch glanced rather curiously
at the Iifth-Former. Quelch was a
rather severa disciplinarian himsclf;
but it struck him that Moon was begin-
ning rather early.

“Some of the staff are in Common-
roota now, sir,'’ said Mr. Queleh. “No
doubt you would like to be introduced
to your future colleagues—"

At the moment, nol” barked Mr.
Moon. * But if you will be kind enough
iﬂ ahﬁw me to my study, Mr. Squeleh,

“Qnelch, sir!”

“Did you not Ay ¥OUr mame Was
Bqueleh 1"

“1 did not, sir!” said the BRemove
master stifly. “ My name is Quelch.”

“Quelch or Bqueleh, it makes little
difference. A very aodd name, sir—very
odd inderd! What "

Y o A

Quclch breathed hard and deep,

“Really, Mr, Moon—-""

He hardly knew what to say, but he
considered that he had seen enough of
this now man, whose manners he die-
liked extremely. He was anxious to get
away, all hia geniality having vanished;
and, as o matter of fact, Mr, Moon, for
reagona of his own, was also desirous of
cutting short his interview with the
master of the Form to which William
Wibley belonged.

“Well, take me t{o my
snapped Mr, Moon.

“Wha-a-t 1" . 2

Mr. Quelch could hardly believe his
enrs. He had told this man that he was
s Form master; yet the fellow was
speaking to him as to a servant.

“Are wou deaf, eir?’ barked Mr.
Moon, . o

Mr. Quelch coloured with indigna-
tion.

gtuldy "’

“1 am not deanf, siv] Afind 1 feel
bound to say—"' ~
“" Nonzense !" said Mr, Moon irrit-

ably. “1 need not trouble yow, AMr,
Sgueleh. This boy can take me to my
study, as he 18 in my Form. Coker,
take mo to my study, and do not stand
gaping therg !’

“0Oh, yes, eir " pasped Coker.

He tramped on, and Mr., Moon
whisked after him. Mr. Queleh stared
blankly after the new master of the
Fifth. .

“Upan my word [ he ejaculated.

And Mr. Quelch walked away to the
Common-room, to tell the other membeara
of the staff that Mr. Moon had scrived,
and that Mr. Moon’s manners wore very
singular—very singular indeed—for a

entlernan  ooccupying the position of
form master in a Publie School.

Coker led the new master to AMp,

19

Prout’s study, My. Mdgon whisked into
the room and laid his eilk hat on the
table. The removal of his hat had dis-
played a bald scalp, surrounded by
grizzled hair, Coker told himsclf that
the old blighter was sixty, at least,

“Ta this Mr, Prout’s study 1*’ snapped
Mr. Moon,

“Yes, sirl”

“There is no fira! It is a cold day. A
fire should have been lighted, It would
really look as if 1 were not expected to-

day. The headmaster absent, and no
fire lithed in my etudy! Upon my
word I

Coker could only stare., DEvidently

Mr., Moon regarded himself as a very
important person; and, after all, he
was only a temporary master. Jugh one
of those johmnies supplicd by the
agency to &1l the place of Prout while
he was away Coker told himself that
the little blighter had plenty of neck.

“1t is very annoying that my lu_g AZQ
has not come,” snapped Mr. Moon,
glaring at Coker ns if it wero Coker's
fault. “And no fire—no fire in the
study—upon my wordl Light a fire,
Coker I

g Eh?fl

“ Are you deaf, as well as Squelch?
Light a fire!” barked Mr. Moon.

ker stared at him dazedly, Ihd
the little brute faney that Fifth Form
men fagged for a master as the Third
fagged ilor the Sixth? -

‘%— ' ring for & maid, siel”’ etut-
tered Coker.

“¥You will do nothing of the kind.
Yon will light the fire!’ barked Mr.
Moon. “Make yonrself useful, What!
There is ooal in the =entile—'"

“There—there isn’t any wood,
I‘ICII"EF-'-"“”

Toe Micxrr Ligrany.—No, 1,100,
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#{Jse your head |” snapped Mir, Moon.

Coker jumped. For a moment he
thought that Monn  was
making a joka.

“Think I’ snapped the new master.
“Find something. Don't stand there
gaping ! You seem to be a very stupid
boy, Coker '

‘I-l_l_l_”

“1 have told you before not to stutter,
Coker. If you stutter while talkin
to me shall cane yow. I shal
cane you, anyway, if that fire is not
burning in five minutes.”

“Qh crumbs !’ gurgled Coker,

He went forth dazedly {rom the study
in search -of firewood. Mr, Moon sab
down in Prout's armchair. L

Now that he was alone he grinned.

But his face ocomposed itself into
severe gravity at once as there came a
tn? at the study door.

*Come in!"” barked Mr. Moon.

It was Mr. Capper, the master of the
Fourth, who entered. Capper was
z;t;lar curious Ehsao the new man who

upset eleh.

“ Ah?seexcql.:]se me, air!” said Mr.
Capper brightly, “Hearing that you
had arrived—""

“Quite so,” interrupted Mr. Ml?on.
"'!‘uu may bring me a cup of tea/

Ll Eh Qe

actually

A cup of teal”

Capper blinked,

“You—you do not seem to—to under-
stand, Mr. Moon,” he gesped. “I—I am
Mr. Capper, a Form master here—

“What? What? Are you not & man-

nt 'y
I;A—-a—a—a _manservant " Capper
crimsoped. “Siv! Mr. Moon—what—
er el

~ “My mistake, sir!"” said Mr. Moon.

“Being & stranger here, I can only

judge by appesranoces, to begin with,
t ki

u
“8ir!
choked, X
Almost gurgling with indignation,
Mr. Capper walked out of the study,
closing the door after him with unneces-
sary vim,

Mr, Moon, the remarkable new master
of the Fifth, grinned again. He grinned
in peace till Coker came back with the
firewood.

I—I—you—you—"" (apper

THE TWELFTH CHAPTER.
Rough on the Filth !

1] SAY, you fellows!™
E Harry Wharton & Co, smiled.
They had walked back from

Triardale Wood, and es they
entered the House Billy Bunter bore
down on them. Bunter, evidently, had
news, and the chums of the Remove
.wondered whether it was in connection
with the master of the Fifth,

“I—I say!" gasped Bunter. *“Moon
~you've heard of Moon—""

“Yes, rather!” agreed Nugent. “In
fact, I've scen the moon, Several
times."”

“Oh, really, Nugent! I don’t mean
that moon, you ass, mean Mr,
Moon—"

__“Who's missed & moon?"” asked Dob

Cherry.

Moon!"” bhowled Bunter.
“The new man—the new Form master.
The man who's toking old Prout’s place
—the master of the Fifth!"

“Ob! Como to think of it, I've heard
him mentioned,"” said Bob. * You men
have heard the name, haven't you?"

“1 think s0,” said Harry Wharton
gravely.

“1 seem to have heard it mentioned,”

TeE Macscr Lisrary.—No, 1,190

gaid Johnny Bull,
the man, Bunter?”

‘“He's come!"”

“Has he?” yawned Bob Cherry.
“Well, that may be interesting to the
Fifth. How do they like him "

‘“He, he, he!"”

“Hallo, hallo, hallo! What are you
going off like an alarm-clock for ¢’

“That new man!" gasped Bunfer.
“He's & corker! He's a terror!
a real coughdrop. He jolly well snapped
my head off the minute he came. I say,
he brought Coker of the Fifth in with
him, ﬁe’a stopped his half-holiday,
Coker looks like & demon—"'

“0Oh, my hat!"

“He's made Coker light his fire |”

n.;haw_!n Q IGh .,

“He's upset Quelch!

- t pip! Did he face Quelchy?”
exc¢laimed Bob.

“Face him? Why shouldn’t he!"

“Ehl Ahl Yes! Of course—na
reason why he shouldn’t. But did he?”

“Yes, rather! Snapped at him—bit

“Well, what about

his head off. He secems frightfully
snappish!  Barks at & man. But that
isn't all”

—
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“What else is there?” asked Harry
Wharton, The Famous Five were guite
interested in the new Fifth TForm
master.

They had, perhaps, had a few linger-
ing doubts when they walked back to
Greyfriars.  But those doubts were
banished now. Evidently the new Form
master had ssed muster. And as
they were half an hour behind the now
master's taxi they were very interested
to know what “Mr, Moon " had been

up to,

I2']2[13’& stopped the half-holiday for
the Fifth!” gasped Bunter. “He hasn't
been in the school half an hour, and
he’s jumped on the Fifth like—like a
tiger! I say, you ean hear them here
from the changing-room, if you listen!
They were going to change for the
match with the Sixth, wyou knowl
Thev’re raging.”

“QOh, the ass!” exclaimed Bob
Cherry, “Ts he butting into foothall ?
He ouzht not to ston a foothall mateh."

Harry Wharton chuckled,

“Jt's only a Form match!” he gaid.
“He would have sense enough not to
butt in if it were a school match. A
Form match doesn't matter.”

“That’s s0,” agreed Bob. * But—"

“PBlundell's raving!”’ chortled Bun-
ter. “I say, you fellows, come along
to the changing-rooml Half the
fellows are there! I say, Blundell can

He's bk
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be heard ell over tha place? He swears
he won't stay in.”

"Ha‘, ha, ha!”

“He'll have to if his Form masler
orders him|” chortled Nugent.

“Yes, rather!” chirrupsd Bunter.
; he says he won't! Blundell
thinks that a Blood can do anything he
likes] He, he, he! He's jolly well
cau(,ﬂlt a Tartar in that new man! He,
a, hel”

Harry Wharton & Co. headed for the
changing-room at once. HKvidently the
new master of the Fifth bud lost po
time in getting to work.

Round the doorwey of the changing-
room, the place where footballers of all
Forms were wont to congregate, there
was a crowd. Removites, Fourth-
Formers, 8hell men, fags of the Third
and Becond had gathered thers. The
news had spread that the new master of
the Fifth, barely established in the
Ho had dropped on his Form like u
ton of bricks; and pll Greyfriars was
intensely keen on the subject.

From the ecrowded changing-room
camesn buzz, or rather a roar, of voices.
Blundell’s was the loudest.

“The msn's mad! Mad as a hatter!

Butting into games before he's hardly
sa:d Eoot in the Housel The man's
m »

“It’s the Limit I’ said Potter.

“Look here, Wingate ought to inter-
fere,” said Greene.

“That's right!'’ declared Fitzgerald.
“As Head of the Games, it's up to
Wingate |

Wingate of the Sixth was looking
perplexed and worried, The Sixth
Form footballers were there, all ready
to change for the game; but changing
had ceased when that astounding order
was received from the new Iorm
master. The Sixth, of course, were not
under his authority; but it was not
much use for the Sixth to change for
footer if the opposing team was to Lo
kept off the ground.

“1 can't make 1t out!” said Wingate.
“It's extraordinary for the man to chip
in like this! Amazing! Did he give
any reasonf{”

“What did he say, Coker?” asked
several voices.

Coker of the Tifth, apparently, lLad
brought that message from Mr. Moon
to the enraged and cxasperated men in
the changing-room.

“1've told you,” said Coker. “He

snid that the whole Form ere to
assemble in the Form-room immedi-
ately.”

“Didn't you tell him we were play-

ing football?'' bawled Blyndell,

“Of course I did 1"

“And what did he say?”’ hooted
Tomlinson. . .

“He said it was immaterial. That
was his word! Immaterial! If 1 wers
playing in this match,” said Coker em-
phatically, “T'd jolly well play, and let
him rip! That's what I'd do.”

“Tf you were playing it wouldn't be

foothall, and it wouldn't matter!”
snorted Blundell.

“YTook here, Blundell!” bawled
Coker.

“Shut up! We can’t stand this, you
men!” exclaimed Blundell excitedly.
“You will have to explain to the mnn
that it won't dy, Wingate! Speak to
him as Head of the Gemes!”

“Well, I'll see what T can do!" said
the cantain of Greyfriars; and he left
the changing-room, pushed through the
buzzing crowd outside, and headed for
Masters' Studies. .

The changing-room was left in en
angry buzz, like a disturbed bee-hive.
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Harry Wharton & Co, smiled at one
another,

“0h! You fellows are herel” said
Vernon-Smith, glancing at them, “You
gcen the new Moon? Queer little
blighter 1n specs—rather {at, but not &
bit waller than & Remove man, Voice
like a barking dog. Seen huni”

“We've had a glimpse of mm!” said
Bob. “ He seems to be a bit of a torror,
fromm what we hear.”

“Won't do for Greyfriars, 1 fancy,”
said the Bounder. * Butting into gawmes
like tms—who ever heard of such &
thing 1"

“Ha, ha, hal”

“By the way, this has rather inter-
rupted what woe had on this atternoon,”
said the Bounder. “You haven’t got
back on the Fitth yet. I can jolly well
tell you that the Korm means business
—and that if you can't handle the
Fifth, Wharton, we shall get another
Form-captain who can. I can tell

O'I.l—'—"

“The Fifth are going to have a high
old time this afterncon!” said Harry
Wharton, laughing. -

“Looks like it, with their jolly old
new master!” agreed the Bounder.
"]But. you've got nothing to do with
that.”

“ Havent wel” grinned Bob Cherry.

“Ha, ha, ha!"

“Eh? 1 don't sce—"

The Bounder stared at them, puzeled.

“Lots of things you don’'t see,
Smithy I”’ answered Erank Nugent.

“The lotfulness is terrific]®

“What the thump?’ exclaimed
Vernon-Smith,

“Wait and see!” chuckled Bob
Cherry. “Hallo, hallo, hallo! Here

comes Wingate! He doesn't look as if
he's had much luck1” ’
All aves were turned on Wingate of

the Bizth as he ocame back to ihe
changing-room. His face was grim.

He passed through the crowd into the
room; and Blundell and the rest of the
Fitth turned to hun eagerly.

“Well?t” asked Blunaell.

“He won't listen to a word!” said
the Greytriars captain. " Cut me short
—suupped ke a giddy terrier | e says
that 1l the pitth wre not 1o their Form-
roow, ready to have their names called,
in five munutes, he will cane every boy
in the korm.”

There was a yell,

“ Whari”

“That's what he said!” answered
Wingate, shrugging his shoulders hope-
lessiy. “1f the Head were in f{'d
suggest an appeal to him—the man's
hopeless. But Dr. Locke won't be back
yet. You'd better do as Moon says.”

“Doesn't he know that the Fifth
aren’t caned 1” roared Bundell.

“ Blessed if 1 think he knows any-
thing,” said Wingate. “But the long
and the short of it is that he's your
Form master, and 1 don’t gee that you
can do anything but toe the line.”

“We're playing foothalll” bawled
Blundell.

“The cheeky

little swipe!” said
Coker. * Why,

I could pick him up

in one hend and chuck him across his,

study. I could—="

“Go and do it, Coker!"” called out
Hobson of the Bhell. ;

“1f 1 were captain of the Fifth—"
said Coker.

“Well, you're not !’ hooted Blundell.
“Shut up, Coker! Look here, you men,
are we Eoing to stand this?”

“TFaith,

it's hard cheese!” enid
Gwynne of the Sixth. "“But ¥ don't
see what else you can do. The man’s

a beak.'

“The fact is, he's instructed me, as o

2i

prefect, t0 =zee that you men go to the
Form room,"” said Wingate. *' I—1 don't
see how 1 can refuse. After all, he's
a master and I'm a prefect. I'm afraid
there's nothing else doing.”

Blundell was red with ragoe. Every
face in the Fifth wae furious. ‘The
thing was unprecedented — unheard-of.
No doubt a new Form master desired
to wake the acquaintance of his Form.
But to order them into the Form-room
when thoy were changing for football
on a half-holiday was simply upnthink-
able. The only explanation seemed to
be that the maon was niad; or else he
was utterly unacquainted with the
manners and customs of a school like
Greyfriars.

But, as Wingate had said, there
seemed to be nothing else doing.
Blowly, but inevitably, the Fifth Form
made up their minds to what could not
be helped; and with furious faces they
left the changing-room, made their way
through a breathless and excited crowd,
and repaired to their Form-room.

THE THIRTEENTH CHAPTER.
“Bend Over [”

R. MOON was standin% at
M Prout’s desk in the Fifth Form
room. He had a Form list in
his hand; and as the infuri-
ated seniors marched in, he blinked af
them through his big, horn-rimmed
glasses. This was the first that most of
the Fifth had seen of him, and they
stared at him with inimical eyes, As
Coker had said, he looked as if one of
the hefty seniors could have picked him
up and tossed him across the room.
He was smaller than Twigg, the master
of the Serond, who was quite a small
{Continued on next page.)
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gentieman. Bub what he lacked in
guantity, he made up in quality.

“Taby your placesi” he barked.

Ja furious milonce, the sepicre took
their places. Coker wventured on a
srort, to show how indepondent he was,

“ Bilence "™ barked br. Moon. “T am
abcus to call over tho names! Silence!”

Hp procceded to bark oub the names
from the Form list, and the Tifth ans-
wered savagely in turn. All the Form
were present with the excoption of two
or thres follows who had gone out before
Mr. Moon arrived. But all the foot-
ballers were thore, and most of the
others.

CoME INTO THE OFFICE, BOYS!

Your Fdilor iz altvays pleased to hear from his vewders.

Wrife to

him: Editov of the ** Magnet,” The Fleetway House, Farvingdon Street,
London, 0.4, A stamped and addressed envelope ewill ensure 6 reply.

EWS for yon this week, chums—
N bngfuls of itl And, of courss, it
reiers to next week's specially
enlarged Christimas Number,
which, you can take it from me, is the
finest value in boy's papers that you can
tind anywhere. here are more pages in
it, and they are crammed full with good
things—just the kind of things you
expect to find jn o Christmas Number.
Tirst of all, Frank Richards has
excelled himselil Next week's story,
which is entitled:

“BILLY BUNTER'S CHRISTHAS [

is tho fist of a dashed fue serics of
boliday yarns which relate the edven-
tures of the Famous I"&_g] during their
vaention.  As usual, William George
Bunter refuses to be left out of the good
times, and the resuft is distinctly
humorous—from the reader's point of
view. What the chums of Greyiriars
ithink ebout it I will loave you to learn
when you get next week's issue into your
hands ! .

You'll find an alteratipn—and an
improvement, if that is possible—
in  tha “Greyfriars Herald,"” which
appears in & new and novel form, while
our topping wserial, and our popular
shorter features will appear as ugual and
will be bang up to date with their
topienl allusions, Don't miss next
week's issus, chums, whutever you do,
or gou'l] go arcund asking someone to
kick youl

HAVEN'T much e}paee st my dis-

posal this week, for there are so

many good thinga on other pages,

that I have been crowded off my
nsual page. However, there are ono or
two letters from readers which I must
find epace to answer.

A reader who signs himself “A Keen
Muognetite ” sends me a letter and tells
me that he hes been an ardent reader of
our paper for the past twelve yoara.
That’s the kind of thing I like to hesr,
and 1 hope he will go on reading it for
the ncxi twelve years—and longer! He
mnkes a suggestion whick, by the time
this answer appears in my chat, he will
iind has already been carried out. But
I want to toll him that I am always
glad to reccive suggestions from my
readers—yes, and even criticism! 1t 18
only by knowing exactly what iny
veaders prefer that 1 can keep the
MaeNET up to seratch.

Ho don't be afraid to write to me,
whether it is bouquets or brickbats you
want to throw

ROM Ottawa, in Canada, comes a
letter from Irvine Borts, who
acks if 1 cen tell him something
about

THE FIBST SUBMARINE,

Submarines are said to have been
invented about the year 1578, and ons
was tricd out on the Thames early in

Tae Maguer Lasraey.—~No. 1,120,

the seventeenth century, and eanother
ona at Plymouth in 1774. Most of the
first attempts to conmstruct submarines,
however, met with failure, and it was
not uontil 1685 that o submarine war
vessel was built, and carried a crew of
three or four men. It could remain
snbmerged for six hours. From that
time onwards all the European powers|
experimented with submarines, but it
was not until the Great War that sub-
marines, as we know them now, came
into regular use,

This resder has two other questions
to ask me. The first is: “Wha wrote
the reyiriars stories before Mr.
Richards?” No onel Frank Richards
iias been writing these stories ever since
the Magxur first eppeared, and as we are
now at No. 1,180, you can tell how many
vears he has been bringing delight tof
readers of all ages!

My chum's last question is: “What is
the ocause of most motor nceidentst”
This can be simply answered in the
sentence: “Want of road sense.”
Properly handled, there should Le no
motor accidents; but, unfortunately, the
humen element is not infallible, and a
temporary Iaf)se on the part of one
person may lead to a serions accident
v dving na < ors.  Bo when you
tale vuL & driving Licence talo care that

you oultivate that illuive quelity
known as “vcad sense.”
= ROM J. 2., of Southampton,

comes & lotter which asks me
ABOUT HOME MOVIES.

J. B, wants to know if it is possible
for him to take his own films and
develop them for uso in his own home.
Certaindy. There ars any number ol
home cine-cameras snd projectors on
the market nowadays, and all one has to
da is to load the camera, point it at
the objects to be Phutogra.phed—-ami
press the buitton! 'The cameras work
with a clockwork motor, and thera are
firms who specialise in thie development
of the film, which ere dirvect positives,
and as soon as they ere developed are
reedy for showing in the home.

Colour cine-photography is ealready
possible for the amateur, nnd inventors
ure now working to find oyt a cheap
method of adapting home cinemas for
“telkies.” Before long it will be pos-
sible for ws all to have our own
coloured talking films by our fireside,
and it may surprise my Sontham‘j:toﬂ
roader to know that there are already =
Iarge number of amufevr film-producing
sooletios in existence.

I wonder if any of nr readers beion
to such societina? If so I will be pleasag
to hoar from them, and {o pass on any
interesting information whioch they
may have to impart for tho benefit cf
other readers.

Well, I'vo come to the end of my
gpace, &0 I om afraid 1 must “pipe
down.”

Cheerinl

YOUR EDITOR.

THE MAGNET

“Three absent!’ snopped Mr. Moon.
“They will be punished.”

“It's a hali-holiday, sir!” said DBlun-
dell, breathing hard. “Fellows have a
right to go out if they likc on a hali-
heliday,”

—=Don’t argue with me. Blund(:}l 1

“Fm nob arguing, sir, hut—

“ Silence,”

Blundell suppressed his feelings with
difficulty. My, Moon blinked at the
Form severely,

“I have rcason to believe,” he barked,
“thet this Form has got tvery much out
of haud since the late master left. This
Form appears to me to be in an unruly
and robellions state. I shall not allow
this! 1 shall enforee discipine! What?
What? You tell me that it i3 & hali-
holiday to-day, Blundell.”

“Yes, sir! An &

“The half-holiday is eancelled! I am
extremely dissatisfied with this Form. I
sent you orders to assemble immediately
in the Form-room. You did not do so.
I desire to hear no excuses.” Mr. Moon
seemed to strut like e (orce little
turkey-cock., “No excuses, pleaso!
Silence! Every boy present will take
two bundred lines, Bit down and write
therr':’ out, in my presence, and undoer my
eya,

“But, sir—" gasped Pottcr.

“ Look here—"' roared Coker.

“Bilence | Another word, nnd I shall
use my cane!” barked Mr. Moon.

M It was Colier

“Look here, sie—
again.

“Yon persist in discbedience, Coker [
Mr. Moaon picked up & cans from
Prout's desk, and ceme towards the
Form. *“Step out here!”

Coker stepped out befove tho Form,
The big end hefty Horace almost
towered over the little Form master.,

Mr. Moon pointed (o0 & chair with
his cane

“Bend. over that chair, Caoker 12

“Wha-g-at?"

“ Bend over that chairl”

Coker glared at him.

“The Fifth are not caned, sir!" said
Blundell, hastily.

“If you speak again, Blundell, I shall
cane you also, ker, if you do not
bend over that chair instantly, I shalt
report you to your headmaster on his
return, and demand your expulsion
from the schpol, I will have obedience

="

f]in this Form, sir.”

Coker stood like a sturdy ozk, defiant.
He was not going to be caned by this

little beast, not if he knew it.

“Will you bend over, Coker?” barked
Mr. Moon,

“I'm not going to be cencd!” said
Coker.

Thers was a broathless hush in the
IMifth Form room. Ivery man in the
Form was yearning to take the *little
blighter'” by the neck and twist. that
neck for him. No man in the Fifth,
however, wns thinking of doing it. The
consequences of handling a Form master
wore too dire And though it was a
tradition in the Fifth Form room that
the Fiftk were not caned, probably only
Coker was reckless enough to refuse
to ochey a masler’'s order to “bend
over.”

“You vefuse?™ barked Mr. Moon.

“] refuse to be caned " hooted Coker,

“0Ob crumbs!” murmured Potter.

Mr. Moon blinked at Coker. Then he
stepped to the door and threw it wide
open.

Perhaps it was by chanco that the
Famous Five of the Remove wers in
the Form-room passage. Perhaps it was
not by chance. Anyhow, there they
were.
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“"Wharton!  Your pame is
Wharten, I think "
“Yes, #ir!” sgaid Harry,

almost wondering whether this
fierce-locking httle gentleman
could really be Wibley of the
Remove. ) .

“] require assistance in thia
Form-room! Will you render
me assistance 1"

“Certainly, sir!”

“Come on, then,”

The Famoua Five cbediently
cntered the Fifth Forimm-room.
The Fifth stared at themn, woun-
dering what was coming. Mr.
Moon pointed to Coker with
his cane.

“This boy, Coker, refuses to
be caned at my order! Take
him and held him down over
this chair !”

“QCertainly, =sir!”

Coker fairly jumped.
was a deep murmur in the
I'ifth, Had Mr. Moon called
in the aid of Sixth Form pre-
fects to enforce his just
authority, it would not, per-
haps, have been surprising.
But to call in the aid of juniors
of the Lower Fourth was abro-
l-utely amazing.

Harry Wharten & Co.
advanced on Coker.

“Hands off I' roared Coker,
red with rage. *“You lay a
finger on me, you little beasts,
and—and—yaroooh! Ok, my
hat! Whooop I

The chums of the Remove
not only laid a finger on
Coker; they laid five pairs of
hands.

Coker struggled furiously;
but the Famous Five were too
many for him. He was up-
ended in great style and came
down on the Form-reom floor
with a crash. Then, in spite
of a strenuous resistance, he
was dragged to the chair, and placed
across it 1n & correct attitude for punish-
ment.

Mr. Moon flourished the cane.

Whack !

It came down across Coker with a
cvack like a pistol shot, The yell that
emanatod from Coker woke most of the
echoes of Greyfriars.

Whaek ! whack ! whack!

Coker struggled frantically.. He was
absolutely regardless of consequences
now; he was not geing to be held down
hf' Removites and caned by this little
blighter if he could help it. Unfortun-
ately, he couldn’s help 1t. The Famous
Tive held him in a grasp of iron; and
tho cane rose and fji.

Dust rose in eclouds from Horace
Coker's trousers, and fiendish yclls from
IHorace Coker.

“¥Yarooh! Help! Rescue! Lend me
a hand! Potter| Greene! Whoooop I*

Potter and Greene sat with stony
faces, So did the rest of the Fifth.
Rescuing Coker meant handling & Form
master, and getting expelled from the
school. That was not good enough for
the Fifth, .

“There!” said Mr. Moon, having
delivered the sixth whack. “No doubt
that will be a lesson to you, Coker!
Release him !”

Coker was released, He struggled off
the chair, gasping, panting, crimson.

“Go to your place, Coker!”

For a moment, Coker seemed about
to rush at the grinning juniors, and
seek vengeance. But perhaps six of the
best had taken a little of the vim out
of Coker,

instead.

Thero

He staggered to his place

“Thank you, my boys!” said Mr.
Moon. “I shall be obliged if you will
remain here—I may neced further assis-
toance.'’

“Certainly, sir!” said Bob Cherry,
cheerfully.

“The certainfulness is terrifie,”
grinned Hurreo Jamset Ram Singh.

And the Famous Five remained. The
Tifth, with savage faces, sat down to
write lines There was silence in the
Form-room save for the scratching of
pens. In at the open doorway glimmered
a fat face and a pair of spectacles.
The yells of Coker had been heard far
and wide,

“May I shut the door, sir?” amsked
Blundell, in a suppressed voice.

“You may not, Blundell!” barked
Mr. Moon.

“If that Remove kid is to stare in
at us—"

“That Remove boy may do as he
pleases, Blundell! In fact, I have no
objection to other Forms seeing that
disciphne is now being established in
this Form. Bunter—is your pame
funter "'

“Yes, sir!” giggled Billy Bunter.

“Yery good! Remain where you are.
you will be able to report to othera
that this disorderly Form iz now bring
reduced to obedicnce and discipline.”

The Fifth-Formers exchanged furious
looks.

Not only had this little brute, Moon,
cancelled a half-holiday and a football
match: he seemed actually to want to
humiliate them in the eyes of a fa
Form. The feclings of the Fifth coul
hardly have been expressed in words.

Billy Bunter grinned in at the dismal
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Coker made a wild leap for the brake and was promptly collared by the roaring
Removites, who pulled his ears, ruffied his hair, squeezed an orange down his neck, and
then let him drop!

Form, sitting scowling and scribbling
lines, He was soon Joined by others.
Perhaps the Famous Five had passcd
the word along; at all events, most
members of the Remove seemed to havoe
a desire to pass their half-holiday in the
Fifth Form doorway. That doorway
was soon swnr[:ling.

Mr. Moon did not seem to heed the
gathering crowd. .

Tt was rather odd that, being so strict
w disciplinarian in desling with his own
Form, he should be indiffercnt to the
presence of a grinning, chuckling crowd
of juniors swarming in the Iorm-room
doorway. But so it was!

“T eay, you fellows! Don’t tho Fifth
look sick 17 giggled Billy Bunter.

“Ha, ha, hal®

Even then Mr. Moon paid no heed;
though the Fifth glared at the doorway
with deu.dlfv glares.

‘“Blundell 1

L] Sir I)l

“Collect the papers, and place them
on my desk.”

“Very well, sir.”

The captain of the Fifth went along
the forms, gathering the papers. They
were piled on the Form master’s desk.

Mr. Moon proceeded to blink st _them.
The Fifth watched him impatiently.
They hoped that now their lines were
written, they were to be dismissed.
Never wes a. hope so ill-founded.

“ Disgraceful |” barked Mr. Moon.
“Slovenly ! If this is how you write in
the Fifth Form, you had better tako
some instructions from small boys in the
Second! Scandalous!”

The Fifth heard him in savage silenco.

Tee Macrer Limniry,—No. 1,190,
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They had molf, pe
care with those lines;
were not 80 bad as all

“Blundel] 1" .

“Yes, pirl" said Blundell, between hig
toeth.

“Vou are hoad boy of thizs Form, I
believe?"

“] am, siri” .

“Then you should be ashamed of this
slovenly work, Blundeli, As you aro
head boy, I shall cane you as &n
example to the rest.,”

“Wha-a-a-t 7"

“Bend aver that chair!”

Blundell stood es if roated to the
floor. Ho gared st this little brute of
n new Form master with unbelibving
oyes. It was scarcely credibla that he,
feorge Blundell, captain of the Fifth,
a Blood of the Bloods, was ordered to
“hend over ” like a fag, Xt had been
astonishing enough, in the case of
Coker! But Blundell—

“\Wha-p-t * stammered Blundell. |

“0Dbey mol I will have obedience in
this Form! I am gping to cane you,
Blundell! Bend overt”

Oh crumbs!” articalated Blundell,

Do you hear me, siv?” barked Mr,
Moon. “Obey me, sir—instantly!
Bend over that chairt” .

“Supll we bend him over, sir?”
grinned Bob Cherry.

“({ertainly, if he dots not obey me
at once. You hoar me, Blundell 7~

Blundell struggled with his feelings.
He was tempted to throw all restraints
aside, call on his friends to back him
up, and barge Mr. Moon and the juniors
out of the Form-room in & hoap. Many
of the Fifth looked ns if they would
have backed him, But—— FPrudence
restrained him, B"?rging over & Form
master spelled the “suck.” .

Whita with rage, but disdaining to
be hold down by fage like Coker, Elun-
dell of the Fifth bent over the chair.
Mr. Moon flourished thé cone.

Whack, whack, whack

The Fifth looked on, almost Erozen
with horror. From the doorway, o
crowd of juniors stared in, yelling with
laughter.

“Go it 1"

“Give him jip!”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

Whack, whack, whack !

Blundell disdained to utter a sound.
But he wriggled under the strokes of
the cane. Outside, the crowd was
thickening; the Form-room pgrasage

rhaps, token much
but ceally they
that.

fairly swarmed mnow. _ Fellows of all
Forms were thore, as well ns Removitea;
even two or three of the Sixth.
master's cap was soen over the crowd;
Mr. Capper, for a moment, stared into
the Fifth Form room in amazement.

Mr, Moon seemed unconscious of the
¢rowd at the doorway. The Fifth were
only too keenly conscious of it: Perha)
Mr, DMoon liked an audience. The
Fifth certainly did mot. The cane
whacked on ~the hapless Blundell.
Rather to his surprise, it did not whack
very hard. But it whacked.

“Now go _to-your place!” barked Mr.
Moon. _“Write out your linea over
again. If they are not written satie-
f&utorilbz this time, I shall dotain the
whole Form until calling-over.”

Blunde!l almost staggered to his place.

Thicker and thicker grew the crowd
in the passage, almost scraopping for
front places, The Fezmous Five had
front seats, as it were, inside the
Fifth Form room. The doorway was
crammed; the passage swarmed. There
sas an incessant sound of chuckling
gnd chortling. Why Mr, Moon was
allowing this, some of the Removites
Inow : but most of the crowd were quite
in the dark. The epinion was growing
that the new master of the Fifth must
really bo a little cracked. Cracked or
not, he was providing the lower Forms
of f}reyfrinra with a priceless entertain-
ment.

Wearily, the Fifth Form men ground
through their lines, with black and
furious faces. Once more Blundell col-
lected the papers, and placed them on
the Form master's desk. This time the
seniors had been moare careful—much
more careful. DBut it booted not, as &
poet would say.

Mr. Moon barked disapproval.

“Heandelous!” he exclaimed. “Bad
work—slovenly work—upon my word,
in all my career as a schoolmaster, 1
have never scen such a Form! Not in
all my career as a schoolmaster.”

“Ha, ha, ha!” came irresistibly from
the FFamous Five. They. at least, knew
exactly how long Mr. Moon’s career as
a schoolmaster had been.

%] am ashamed of this Form !” barked
Mr. Moon, blinking angrily at the sullen
and savage Fifth through his horn-
rimmed glasses. “In all my career, I
have never seen such a stupid Form—
such an asinine Form—such a Form of
hopeless, irreclaimable duds and dunces.
The whole Form is detained till ealling-
over! The whole

Form will write out

Co
ad less
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Livy until the bell
rings.'"

The Fifth
breathed hard and

deep.

“1 ghall leave you
to it1"” barked Mr,
Moon, “Let there
be no idleness! Let
there be no slack-
ing| I shall leave

ou to it—but if I

ear a sound from
this Form-room, I
shall return—and I
shall cane the whole
Form! Bear that
in mind!”

Mr. Moon whisked
to the door. The
grinning crowd
opened to let him
pass. The Fifth
were left to them-
solves; and Titus'
Livius.

Blundell, pale
with rage, crpssed
to the door and

THE MAGNET

slammed it in the grinning faces. Out-
side, there were roars of laughter.
Tasido, the Fifth Form trnnscribedg[-ivy
—and the remerks they made were not
foud but deep.

THE FOURTEENTH CHAPTER.
Done o the Wide !

& A, ha, hal”
H ’ e¥hat price the Fifih1

e, ha, hal

. . The ‘Remove passage reng
with merriment. The door of Wibley's
study was open, and fellows crowded
round that door and in the study.

Aftor leaving tho Fifth Form room—
lewmg the hapless Fifth to detention
and Livy—Mr. Moon had quietly gone
up to the Remove quarters. In
liamolz_l-mon_l, all the statf were breath-
lessly discussing the strange proceed-
ings of Mr, Moon, and wondering what
the Head would say when he heard. But
gertrinly no member of the staffl guecssed
bow Mr. Moon was now angngeif

Hp was engaged in stripping off the
garb of Mr. gM%%n. which ﬂea\%ore out-
side the garments of Wibloy of the
Remove. He was engaged in removing
groase-paint from his face, moustache,
ang l:ﬂectaclaa, and artificial lines and
wrinkles, He was engaged, in a word,
in dismissing Mr. Moon from existence,
and resuming his identity as William
Wibley.

The Removites roared and yelled.
Some of themn had been let into the
secret before; all of them were in the
secret now. And the knowledge that o
Remove man had played Form master
in the Fifth, caned the captain of the
Form, and left the whole lot of them
to detontio airly took the Remove
by storm. They rosred and howled.

In those_ve:ilmoments, while Wibley
was dropping Mr. Moon, and taking up
Wibley again, the Fifth were grinding
ont endless lines, shut up in their Form-
room. It was really irresistible.

“What price the Fifth now?"” roared
Bob Cherry,

“Ha, hea, ha|”

“(iood old Wib!”

“1 say, you follows, it was really
Wibley all the time!” sgueaked Billy
Bunter. “I say, if the Fitth knew——"'

“Ha, ha, hat”

“It’s the jape of the term!” gasped
the Bounder, wiping away his tears.
“But whose idea was it 1"

“Mine I” said Bob Cherry modestly.
“A poor thing, but mine ownl I was
th.inkini it put in Form this morning—
antld1 ag :.oI ln.uglh. h! nw.;ldn’t;' tell

uelchy what I was laughing at—

“Ha, ha, hat”

“I knew -Wib could do it—and he's
done it! And we've done the Fifth!
The }:‘ifth will have to sing small after

is}

“The singfulness of the esteemed
Fifth will be terrifically infinitesimal |”
chuckled Hurree Jamset Ram Singh.

“1 eay, you fellows—"

“Ha, ha, hat”

:Her?’ oomes Quelch—"

The roars of leughter in the Remove
passuga died away. eyes wero
turned on the rather angular figure ¢
the Remove master, as he came from
the stairs. Wibley’s door was hastily
shut. He had not yet finished removing
all traces of Mr. Moon.

Mr. Quelch glanced at the juniors in
the passage with a severe eye. Me had
heard the roars of laughter, and doubt-
less guessed that some “rag ™ was on.
He was not likely to guess what the
rag was.

Wharton 1*
“Yes, sir,” soid Harry.
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Tor a moment the heart o1 the cap-
inin of the Remove misgave him. ff
uelohy had tumbled—

“Wharton! Have you geen Mr.
Moon—I1 mean, the—the person who culls
himaeelf Mr. Moon 1"

" Yes, sir, we've all seen him. You
—you mean the new master of the Fifth,
sir 1" gtammered Wharten,

“1 mean the person who came here
and represented himself s the new
master of the Fifth Form,” said Mr.
Quelch. “Is he here?”

“ Here, sir1” ejaculated Wharton.

“1 am told that he was secn to coine
up the Remove staircase some time
ago,” gaid Mr. Quelch. *I have been
inquiring—and from several sources I
have learned that he was seen to come
in this direction.”

* Indeed, sir "

“ A most extraordinary thing has hap-
pened,” said Mr. Quelch, doubtless feel-
ng that some explanation was due.
“The Head has now returned; and Mr.
Moon has come with him. I mean the
genuine Mr. Moon. It appears that
after leaving the vicarage %r. Locke
called at the station in his car, to bring
Mr. Moon on to the school. Mr. Moon
haa now mrrived. It follows, therefore,
that the man who came here this after-
noon was some impostor,”

* An—an—an impostor, sir I

* Evidently,” said Mr. Queleh, “He
certainly was not Mr. Moon, Wharton,
vou and the rest of the Remove will
kindly search this part of the house. If
you find the man, call me at once, and,
in the meantime, detain him.”
¥ Oh, c-c-certainly, sir|”

Mr. Quelch hurried away.
The Removites looked at one another.

]

“Ay only hat!” murmured Bob
Cherry, * I¥ Wib had kept it up half
an hour longep——"

“ Phew |”

1

“A miss is as good as a mile!
chuchled the Bouuder.

“All clear now, anyhow,” said Harry,
“Let's search for Mr, Moon. If you
find Mr. Moon, you men, mind you don't
forgot to collar him.”

“Ha, ha, hal¥ .

Harry Whartan opened Wibley's door
and looked in, William Wibley turncd
a grinning face to him,

“¥You heard ?"” asked Harry.

“Every word,” anuweretr Wibley
cheerfully.  “I shall be finished in a
minute, and I'll come and help you hunt
for Mr. Moon.”

*Ha, ha, hat”

The Remove men orowded downstairs.
Wihley went with thenr—once more Wib
of the Remove, and not bearing the
faintest resemblance to the “impeostor”
who had handled the Fifth.

The juniors found the House in a
huzz of excitement. Search was going
on everywhere for the mysterious Mr.
Moon. ost or of all in the search
were the Fifth Form men—now released
from detention. The juniers heard
Blundell’s furious voice as they came
down.

“An impostor—some awful swindler!
Not Moon at all—not a schoolmaster at
all! Some frightful spoofer! If we'd
known—"

“If wc'd only known——" gasped
Potter.

“I'd have smashed him!™ roared
Coker of the Fifth. “I'd jolly well have
smashed him jnto little pieces| I'd
have strewn him all over the Form-
room ! I'll smash him yet| He's in the
House somewhere I*

“What on’ earth can his game have
heen?”  exclaimed Wingate of the
Sixth. “He doesn't appear to have
stolen anything, or anything of that sort.
It scems to have been simply o hoax.”

“I'l) give him hoax when I get hold

of him1 roarca Uoker. “He gave me
six—gix on the bags——"

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“Where is he 1" roared Coker. “Hero,
you Remove kids, have you scen any-
thing of that scoundrel Moon? Six or
seven fellows saw him on the Remove
staircase. Have you found him?”

“Ho seems to have disappeared,
Coker,” answered Bob Cherry, as
gravely as he could, “I saw him on the
Remove staircase myself. After that he
seems to have just vanished.”

“The vanishfulness was terrific.”

“He can’t have got out of the House
without being seen!” argued Wibley

cheerfully. *1 fancy he's not far
away.”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“IHallo, hallo, hallo! Iero's the

genuine goods I” murmured Bob Cherry.

Dr. Locke came along from his study,
with a portly gentleman in gold-rimmed
glasses walking by his side.

This was Mr. Moon—the genuine
goods, as Bob expressed it, Mr. Moon,
the genuine, had an amazed cxpression
on his face. He had been utterly
astounded, on arriving at Greyfriars, {o
find that he had been preceded by
another Moon—a spurious Moon—some
mysterions impostor who had raised
Cane in the Fifth, and then vanished as
mysteriously as he had come.

‘ BExtraordinary ! ¥ Mr. Moon was say-
ing to the Head. *“Most extraordi-
nary|  Who, sir, can the man have
been 1

“I—I am %uita amazed end por-
plexed I said Dr. Locke. He looked jt.
*“1 cannot account for it, Mr., Moon. I
am wholly befogged. Unless the man is
some wandering lunatic, the whole
thing is unzceountable.”

“Unheard of1” said Mr. Moon.
“¥From what I hear, the miscrablo
impostor passed himself off on my Form
a8 thelr new master—he appears to havo
caned some of them, given them all lines
and detentions. Most extraordinary 1?

“ Mr. "Quelch[ Has anything been
s0en—

“No, sir!” amswered Mr. Quelch,
“The man seems to have vanished—
absolutely vanished. Yet how he can
have escaped from the school unseen is
a mystery.”

“He was scen
Mr, Capper. *
with my own eyes. DPerhaps these
Remove boy 2

“Wharton I” The Head called to the
captain of the Remove.

“ He's not in the Remove studies, sir,”
said Wharton, “We—weo've looked in
all the studies—and the box-room, gir.
He's not there.”

“He's certainly not there, sir!” said
Wibley. “I ow he was in the
Remove passage half an hour ago——"

“Did you see_ him there, Wibley?*
exolaimed the Head.

“I saw his reflection in tho glass in
study, sir |” answered Wibley, with owl-
Fke gr_aviity—m answer that almost
made his Form-fellows yell, in spite of
the august presence in which they stood.

“Bless my soul! Then he must cer-
tainly have passed along the Remove
passago!® said the Head.

“That appears to be certain, sirl”
szid Mr. Quelch, “ But—"

*He's not there now, sir ! said Harry
Wharton.

“Let the search be continued;” said
the Head, “The man must be found
if he is still within the precincts of
Greyfriars. Whether he i3 some do-
signing criminal, or o wandering lunatie,
or merely an absurd practical joker—"

The Head passed on with Mr. Moon.
The search continued—it continued for
quite a long time. Nothing was dis-

oing upstairs,’” said
certainly saw him,
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covered of “Mr. Moon “— not a traco
of him. Nohody, of course, thought of
locking in the property-box belonging
to the Remove Dramatic Society in
Wibjey’s study. 'Traces of “Mr. Moon ”
—plenty of them—ecould have been found
in that box.

. most of the other fellows were
tired of the vain search and the pre-
fects lrad given it up, many of the Fifth
kept on headed by Blundell. The cap-
tain of the Fifth was wildly eager to
get hold of “ Mr, Moon '; he would have
ﬁ?vtm 8 term's pocket-mongy and Iu}l

13 prospective 1stmas tips to lay
ham.g ) the amaring impostor who had
caned him before the Form,

Bll::t cven Blundell hed to give it up
gty

At long last it was obvious that “Mr.

Moon ' was no gar In the House—

though even them it was not suspected

that he wes no longer in existence!

He had simply vanished! Apparently
Iio had vanished into thin air. At all
cvents, he had vanished; and Greylriars
saw him no more.

ab

- ¥ -

I'or days afterwards the mysterious
“Mr, Moon ” was almost the sole topio
ot Greyfriars. e real Mr. Moon got
on very well with the Fifth; they found
him quite nice after the spurious *Mr.
Moon.” But Egl;erally speaking, the
Fifth did not things nice for the
short remsinder of thaut term. All
Groyfriars knew thas it must have been
a practical joke on the Fifth—that the
Fifth Form had had their legs pulled—
and the whole school rocked with
lnughter over it. A practical joker—
identity unkrown—had caned the cap-
tain of the Fifth, had caned Ceker
of the Fifth, had bullyragged tho
whole Form, givon them lincs and de-
tentions—and they had taken it all ns
meekly as Jambs! The Fifth boiled
with rage; and the rest of tho school
ughed,

It leaked out gt last!

The japers fully intended ihio TFifth
to know who had spoofed them and
“done * them. But the term was ncar
its end; the Christmas holidays were at
hand; and they sagely left 1t till the
school was about to break-up, before
they let it leak out. For if the story
reached the Head it was certain that
there would be a tremendous row—and
it was safer to keep it dark till Grey-
friars dispersed for Christmas to the
fonr corners of the kingdom,

Then it came out.

On tho last day of term all Greylriars
knew. “Mr, Moon” had been a Re-
move man rigged up as a school-
inaster—it was & Remove man who had
caned Blundell and ragged the Tifth!

Blundel! & Co. fsirly gasped when
they heard it

They understood much now that had
puzzled them before. They nnderstood
why “Mr. Moon"” had had Remove
follows on the scene when he was rag-
gling the Fifth. They saw it all! And
they raged more furiously than ever—
while the rest of the schoo! laughed more
loudly than ever.

The Fifth had bheen done—done to
the wide! The prestige of the Removi
was fully restored. ot not till the
last moment did the infuriated Filth
lnow who * Mr. Moon * had actually
been. That was on the day when break-
up came; and a brake was packed with
Remove men about to start for the
station. Among them were tha T'amous
Five and Wibley. Blindell and his
friends eyed the merry Removites with
grim eoyes as they packed themselves
inte their brake, promising those cheery

(Continued on page 28:)



THERE'S A KICK IN EVERY LINE OF THIS STIRRING SOCCER SERIAL !

Up, THE ROVERS! ;ouxsebapey.

THE FIRET CHAPTERS BRIEFLY
RETOLD,

James Brennan, owner of the Rnilton Rovers
F.C., decides to spend three thousand pounds
to securs o new centre-forward. The dexl does
ot materialise, however, for Brennan is robbed
of kis savings by means of o forged choque,
and then fatally injured by some tnknown
nesatlant. Further disasters follow, wntil Jimmy
Brennen, the dead 's son, i5 forced lo
sell kis house for five thousend pounde in order
to carry on, To add fo Jimmy's misforfune,
Thomas, the Rovers' only centre-forwomrd, i2
ordered off the field for striking en opponent.
Determined, withon! rousing suspicion, fo
find ouf who is at the back of the plot to wreck
the Rovers, Seolland Fard connives that 1im
Oshorne, late of the Canadion Secret Service,
should take Thomas’ placs. On his way home
from the Yard, Jimmy fa kidnapped, bul
zaved from a horrible death by the timely inter-
vealion of his new ally, 1 tm Osborne.  Hes brain
sn wmphivt, Jimmy 18 (ping in bed trying hord
0 struighten (hings out, when the door of his
voom quietly opens.

(Now read on.)

The Real Oshorne !

OR a long silent minute Jimmy
F stared in blank, inguiring sur-
prise, wondering who the visi-
tor was. Then, as frequently
happens in cases of partial concussion,
the numbed portion of his brain sprang
euddenly into life once more. The new-
comer’s attitude made s picture that
was vagucly fomiliar, Like a keen wind
sweeping & mist awsy memory came in
with a rush

“Why, your name's Osborne, isn't
it?" Jimmy burst out impuisivciy.
“Oyr new forward from——""

The slim lad grinned pleazantly at
that, and, closing the door behind him,
crossed over to shaoke hands with o tight
ETiD.

“So yon remember me at lastl” he
smiled.  “That's quod How'ro you
feoling, old chap?’

But Jimmy was still trying to thresh
things ouf.

# Ygu—you're the dotec—"

“*Hurrah | Go it,
..—.. Skinny ! cried the
spectators, as Tim
. Osborne trotted out
with the Revers.

At the other's quick gesture he broke
off short. Things were coming back
quickly now, and with a painful grin of
apology Jimmy went off on another
tack,

“Haven't 1 secp you
befgre?" ho asked.

Tim Osborne pulled up a chair,

You aeurly knocked me Hying once
outside the George Horel, just after your
stand was fired I'* he gaid, breaking into
the little shy smile Jimmy remembered
now. The strange visitor spoke in a
soft, faint drawl, and hiz wide, placid
oyes beamed at the invalid mildly.
‘I'm glad you're looking better. Ifecl
like talking?”

“You bet I do!” answered Jimmy
promptly, “There’s a few things 1
want to know, too. You really are the
det—the chap who's been sent down to
play for the Roversi”

The other nodded.

‘I am." He darted a mischievous
[‘.',;lance at Jimmy, and smiled agein.
*Well, go on, Say what you're think-
ing | ho grinned,

A faint blush stained Jimmy’s white
checks. Osborne had read hiayl.houghts
shrewdly. He did not wish to be rude,
but for the life of him_he could not see
this fragilo youth standing the racket of
fast League footbsll, especially as a
centre-forward, no matter how clever he
was a5 & C.1.D. man. He had expected
someone far burlier—more of the helty
policeman type. This fellow looked no
older than himself, and secemed slimmer
than ever in the elear light of day.

L W'ell—e-r-——-" bs began, and ntop;i»ed
covering his embarrassment by Addlin
with his bandage, Of course. Detective-
Inspcctor Daniels must know his own
business best, and—Jimmy rtealised it
with & start—this rather soft-looking
chap was one who had killed & man
only five days ago..shooting him down

in Railton
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as bruthless!y as ono shot n mad dog.

A dmig

Next moment he received a shock that
altered his opinion at a stroke.

Happening to glance up quickly once
more, & Becting fear shot thro him
that his injured head wus playing tricks
again. For in place of the guiet Ind
he had seen s moment ago sat a lean-
jawed young man, with a keen, clever
ace and eyes that were as hard and
bright as agates.

The change was uncapny! It was as
though Osborne had deliberately let fall
o mask he had been wearing. Yet, even
as Jimmy's own eyes widened in
astonishment, the little, quaint smile
broke out again, leaving his visitor's
face as youthful and demure as before.
His doubts were anawored by a guiet
drawl that yet had somcthing frm as
steel beneath it

“Don't you worry about me, Jimmy.
I'll get away with it as a pro, or I
shouldn’t have token it on  Too risky.
I strip a bit better than I look, and—
cr—I’ve played football beforel”

He grinned as at & sudden thought.

“Say, though, your feliows certainly
did give me a razzing when I reported
on Monday. But your trainer soon put
that right, He's all thore, that old boy.
I could see he was O.K., and to tell you
the truth, I've let him into the accret
a bit. He played up well—told tho
loca! newspaper and the rest of the boys
that you'd gic!sed me up from un
amateur club in Londoa last Baturday

on a friend’s recornmendation.  Lhey
swallowed it—after a timel”
Jimmy chuckled tecbly. He could

just see old Bill tackling the situation
in his masterful atyle.

“Did he try you out? Asa footballer,
I meant”
bet—first thing and pretiy

“He said ho was—satisfied!” Tim’'s
eyes sparkled, and Jimmy sighed with
relief. His misgivings had been vanish-
ing steadily over since that brief, re-
vealing glimpse of the real Osborue, and
if old Bill was satisfied with the new-
comer as a footballer, too, that ended it.
Ho held out his hand again,

“I'm glad ! he said simply. * And—
thanks for Saturday night. You saved
my lifo, didn’t you #*

Osborne eyed him_plaintively for a
Tecozl:d before breaking inte his little
augh,

“0h, shucks! That was all my fault
for missing you at Hallam Junction,
Never done such a thing before in my
life. But I could have sworn I saw
somenne else just like you go out of
the exit By the time I'd kicked mysclf
twice, Harry Pullen and Fred Jacobs
had nabbed you."”

Jimmy bit his lip as a grim picture
came back to his mind,

“You found who the men were,
then? What happened to them?”

“Hgrry and Fred?" emiled Tim
easily. “"Oh, they're dead. Very. The
Hallam police cFOt ‘em ous of Blackholb
quarry next day, but we're keeping
tliat part quiet. Nice lads,
they ™

weren't
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“No!” retoried Jimmy feelingly.

Tim shrugzed.

“Tust ordinary racing thugs and
mator thieves,” Fe ex EﬂiﬂEd. “We
kiow 'em of old. The ]il'unnjr thing is,
though”—he continued slowly—" they've
always fought shy of cold murder
before; and someone must have paid
'em jolly well to risk it. Which shows
what you're up against, my son |”

Jimmy set his teeth tight.

“And then you brought me home, I
pippose?’’ he asked at length,

ENn " smiled Tim. “I took you to
the Railton Police Station and faded
away, ILiveryone thinks the Hallam
police found you unconscious and
brought you over, Don't forget!”

He flicked a glance a2t Jimmy's
troubled face. Then his eyes wandered
abzently to the ceihing.

“And by the way,” he said casually,
“we found that decoy mote in your
. Your uncle's raising Cain about
1.tl!”‘

Jimmy snorted at Lthe news.

“Q5 1 should think!” he ecried.
"That's the second forgery in the case
already—uncle’s letter and dad’s cheque.
-[t!'ﬂ__”

He pulled himself up on the verge
ol an outburst, and Tim nodded.

“Ye-.ps)"” he agreed in a curiously
quiet drawl, “The second forgery—as
you say.”’

Something strange in his voice made
Jimmy lock at him sharply. But before
he could speak the samo soft voice
fired & question that took his breath
BWilYs

“ An', talking about that forged
cheque, Jimmmy, what were your father’s
last words before he died?”

The mask had fallen from Tim
Oshorne’s face again. A pair of nar-
rowed eyes bored deeply into Jimmy’s
as if 1o read his innermost thoughts.

“1 kate to pestor you,” said Tim, as
a shade crossed Jimmy's face. " But I
want his last words—oxactly !

“Why ¥
“Because T do. Just an idea I've
got. Can you remember?"”

“Remember I’ Jimmy's voice was
bitter, *“Well, first of all he gasped
‘ Your uncle ' and when I got back
from the phone and said uncle was
coming, he whispered something about
£ thﬂ I:mn__l A2

“f Your uncle—the man'!” repeated
Tim, and his voice was soft again.
“1 see, And, of course, you thought—
yves, I understand. Geel”

A fierce grip, grinding into his arm,
made him look up, to see Jimmy glar-
ing at him wildly from the pillows,

“Tim! What are you driving at?
You don't think dad meant my uncle
was the man?” cried the youngster, so
fiercely that Tim Osborne leapt to his
feet and grabbed at a glass of water
by the bedside.

With a firm hand Tim pushed the
panting Jimmy back and waited till
some of the horror had faded from the
boy’s staring eyes, 'Then he smiled in
gentlo derision,

“Why, you poor old chump, that
smack on the head must have done
more harm than I reckoned, I wasn't
thinking that at all—honest, Now drink
this and simmer down.”

Ho forced the injured youngster to
drink, nond undor his soothing smile
Jimmy grew calmaor. 3

“ Qorry,” he mumbled. *I—I thought'
that's what you were getting at. 1'm
sure dad only wanted Uncle Phil that
night—that’s why I rushed straight off
to phone him. He's been a topper all
through, vou see.”

“You're a fothead!”

gmiled Tim
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quaintly. “And now I'm going to beat
it. I shall be hanged for upsetting you
if old Bill Nye comes in and—Gadzooks |
He's come in "

The door opened and the sturdy
fizure of the trainer stalked in. His
expert eye sized up the situation in
one swift glance at Jimmy's flushed
cheeks, and he jerked his thumb signifi-
cantly over his shoulder to Tim.

op it!*

And, with & hearty handshake, and n
cheery, comforting smile that lit np his
whole face; Tim “hopped it."”

The moment hé had gome, Jimmy
stared eagerly at the Rover's trainer.

“Pill! Qsborne tells me that you've
tried him out thiz week,” he cried,
“What's he like?" .

Tha placid smile on Bill's weather-
beaten face was good to see. He patted
Jimmy's arm warmly,

“The young scut seems to've upset yo
a bit, boy,” he rumbled. *But he’ll
he a tonic for ye—on Saturday. And
when you're fit, Railton’s going to tee
some football, Jimmy,” he nodded im:
pressively, “he’s—I&!1"

Meanwhile, Tim Osborne, & very
furnace of cagerness hidden behind his
meek expression, was hurrying home to
his lodgings in Railton as fost as he
could go. In the little room he had
rented in a quiet back street he locked
the door and opened his suit case.
Taking out two large and shiny phoio-
graphs, he placed them on the table
and put a.notebook beside them.

Jimmy Brennan would have received:
another shock had he seen those photos,
They were flashes of his father's study
in the Firs, his old home; and only
Jeff, the butler, and the police photo-
grapher who had snapped them, knew
when they had been taken., Every

(Continued on next page.)
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detail of the furniture, the great carved
mantelpiece sngd the s=ettec on which
James DBrounan had died, showed up
pladnly.

Lim crooned softly to Limsclf as he
gat dowu,

“A very good afternoon’s work, I
think, Timnothy, mo lad ! he chuckled
contentedly. “Now let's reoconstruct.
Jimmy left his father sitting at this
desk with his passhook and accounts. A
man camo in and downed him., Nothing
missing wfterwards—except the books
and a cheque, said to be forged. Houso
has been searched, No nention of
gceret hiding-place ever mentioned by
Jimmy or the servants; so either there
is’'t one, or only Brennan knew of 1t
H'ml

“Now Brennan's last words (Jimmy,
vou chump, why didn’t you repeat *om
to the coroner exactly?) wero " your
uncle,” and ‘the man. Fist, * your
uncle '—well, I can pass that up.” Ho
made a brief shorthiond nete. *Aund
now ‘the man.’ * .

Tim Osborne’s keen glance, nothing
ehy about it now, swept over the photos,
and he laughed in delight.

“By the great horn spoon, I guesscd
it! Timothy, old son, you're a greak
detective [ in told himself, “It was a
hlinkin' brainwave asking for those
*last words, Jimmy, you poor old
mugging, your dad wasn't trying to tell
vou about the man who'd killed him,
then. What he wag trying to sny was
“the mantelpicce ' 17

Leaping to his feet he strode about
thic room.

“Y knew it! I kneow they dido’t buy
the Firs for nothing. There’s something
they want badly; and I'll bet a million
dollars it's in that mantelpiece, an’ thoy
don’t know 1t "

His fist thudded gently on the table.

“And the first chance T got, by gad,
I'm going to got it mysell!”

Railton's welcome to the new centroe-
forward on Saturday was warm but
hilarious. When Tim Osborne, in the

THE MAGNET

midst of tlic other Rovers, trotted out
for the match against Westhampton
Town, keen oyes, auxious to sce the un-
known man who was tuking Thomas’
place, spotted him, and a jovial roar
went up at once,

“Hurrah! Go it, skinny ¥

“On the ball, walking-stick ¥

In the temporary stand, Tony Drennan
turned his handsome, langhing face to
Jimmy, sitting besida him,

"My hat, old son, where did vou find
him?% In o mateh factory ™

Jimmny, still  in baudages,
grimly at his cousin,

“IWait and sce if ho strikes fivst, old
thing, Bill and 1lie other boya say he's
good. That's ecnough for me 1™

Nevertlieloss,- Lo was  mmwardly
trembling with patural anxiety as he
bent forward to study his new reeruit
closely. What he saw made him nod to
bimself 1n silent satisfaction. As Tim
had snid, “he stripped better than le
looked.”

Soen against the borly figures of tho
othier Rovers, he did make o shim, lanky
figure. DBut Jimmy's experienced eye
noted the supplencss of Tim's hard, wiry
body, and the firmnuess of s long, clean-
run logs. He had searcely finished his
examipation when, to the tune of a
startled ehout from the crowd, Tim
fastened on the practice ball, tapped it
beautifully into position, and swerved it
pust Reynolds with a speod and precision
that made the giant keeper grin.

Philip Brennan hurst into a quich
laugh and clopped his nephew on the
shoulder.

“That lad's no slauch, Jimmy.
shoots like that in the match——

The fnish of his remarvk was cut off
by the referee’s whistle.

Harvey had lost the lose. Tooking
mare boyish than ever, Tim lived up
with the ball at his feet.

smiled

If he

1

(Tim Oshorne’s going te prove @ vod
in pickle for Westhawpton, so be sure
you read next week's instalmend of this
preat Soceer scrial, elums!)
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(Eantinwed from page 20}
juniois all sorts of things next torn
Bob Cherry's powerful woice hailee

them.
“Halle. hallo, Lalla! DBlundell old
bean! What price the Iifth ™

Blundell glared.

From the Remove brake cime a shavp
barking voice; a voico that Blumdell &
Co. remembered ounly too well,

“Bend over, Blundell 1M

Blundell jumped. Coker gave a yell,

“That's im! That's Moon's volce—
that’g—"

“ Beud over, Blundell 1" barked Wibley,

“Ha, ha, ha!” .

The brake rolled off, packed witl

roaring Removites,  Blundell staved
after it dumb with wrath., IHorac
(loker made a rush n pursmt. ‘'here

wasg still time to give Wibley, amd the
othor voung reoundrels, what they de
sorved, At least, so Horace Coker
thought. But it turned out to be only
ono of Coker’s many mistakes, Coker
made a wild leap on hehind—and the
choery Removites seemed quite pleased
to seo him come. They C«:;Illﬂrcd Coker
—ihey pulled his eavs, they ruffled lis
hair, they squeezed an orange down i
neck, and then they let him drop.

Tho hrake rolled away leaving Cokoy
on his back on the carth gasping. Bob
Cherry waved him a favewell.

“Uood-byve, Coker!™

““ (i roopooogh ™

“What price tho Filth !”

“Bend over, Blundell 1

“Ha, ha, ha!”

Harey Wharton & Co. had had ile
hest of the fend with the Fifth. And mw
o merry crowd they started homeward
for a merry Christimas,

THHE END.

(¥ext wrel's BUMPER CHRIST-
MAS XUMBER of the Magner wilf
contuin, in  additien fto other fine
featurca, “RBILLY BUNITFER'A
CHRISTMAS the first of a splendid
seriea of wurns featuring Havey Whar.
tair W Co. on holiday. Make méwz af
your copy by ORDERING IT NOW /)
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HOME
CINEMATOGRAPHS

FILMS AND ACCESSORIES.

PROJECTORS *“§ficane™

Film Spools, Rewinders, Lighting
Sets, Bcreens, Bprockets, stc.

FILME ALL LENGTHS & SURBJECOTS.

FORD’S {30 Landos, w.c1.

= g — o —

HEIGHT INCREASED.

monials (ree.—P. A. CLIVE, Harrockouse, Colwyn Bay, N. Wales.

Completo course B/-. Cllonts galn
1 to 5 ine. Poarticulars, toabis

»

| LISBEURN &
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“BOY KING"” TRIANGULAR PKT. FREE !

110 different Including world's youngest ruler.
TOWNEEND

24, powts
(U.J.5.), LIVE

onaly,
POOL.

ko
Yo

A.F.},;

“An ic Tn IGKS y Instrument.

Pricedd.each, 4fcrl /- —T. W

etc.—Parcels, 2/6, 5/6. ?Entrﬂnqujl.ﬁ'e;
Invisible. Imitate Birds,
.Harrison, 249, Pentonville Rd., London, N.1,

INCREASED

nuines, Enrol and

my own heighe to 610 S3iee. 11 T. H,, age IE% to BIE. |
T, F., age 21, Trom 5ft, & to 5ft, 10| ERoss

Watch Yoursell Grow! Fee £2 28
Partienlars 14d, stamp.—P, ROS8, Helght Bncclalist, Bearborough.

BE TALL

vatem

Ul

Your Helght Inercased in 14 daye, or moncy back,
Amazing Courso, 6f=, Send STAMP NOW for Freo
Book. — ETEERING SBYSTENM, 28, Daean
Road, LONDON, N.W.2,

Great Free Stamp Competition!!

For Stamp Collectors and those about to slarl a collection,

—AP—N —WE—EN R—GCE E—MA

(an you, by adding the missing letters, eolve the names of the
eountries given above? If you can, you should certainly enter for
the Competition and receive one of the many geperous prizes. Hun-
druda wre offered! Send stamp
JONES & WRIGHT (Dept, No. 1}, 82, Nutbirook 8t., London, 8.E.15.

All applications for Advertisament Space in this publivation should
be addressed to the Adverisement Manager, UNION JACK SERIES,
Tha Flsatway House, Farringdon Street, London, E.C.A.

S i B LS S S A S P S PSP S B PSS
LL

for entry form and list of prizes to:— |

ABROPLANE AND CATAPULT ELASTIC, 1/16th, 1/8th, 3/1Gth,
and 1/4th ineh thlek aquare, price §d., 14d., 3d., and ad. per foot: poat
2d. extra.—GREENAWAY, 5, New Inn Hall Btreet, OXFORD.

FREE POGKET MONEY

is eoasily earned with THE “NEWFOOTY'’® GAME. (realest

table football invention., PLAYERSE CHASE BALL AND ACCEPT

PARSES LIKE FOOTBALLERS. VFull of real foothall thrilly

Only Z/86 post' free, -with COMMISSION ON BALES to [riends

THE “NEWFOOTY'' CO., 6, YORK 8T., WALTON, LIVERPOOL,
22 PLAYERS, BALL AND GOALS WITH NETS.

IDEAL XMAS GIFT! BUY NOW! GET ORDERS!

300 STAMPS FOR @9 (Abroad 1/-, including Alrpost, Bar.

bados, Old India, Nigeria, Now Soalh
Walcs, Gold Coasl, ele,—3., A, WIIITE, Engine Lano, LYE, Btourbridgs.
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ARE YOU TOO STOUT?

Il so, one vigit to our up-to-date Turkish

Baths will get rid of all your suporfiucus

fizsh ! Two hours in Loiling water and an

hour In the Pounding and Pammelling Depart-

ment under the supervision ot the Proprictor

and you'll emerge a shadow of your lormer
eclf ! Write for an appointment.

EOLEOVER'S ANTI-FAT INSTITUTE,

THE MAGNET—EVERY SATURDAY

Y

[}

(Dreuftiars

AEMOVYE DORMITORY, No. 292

LAUGH AND GROW FAT.

erald

Edited by
HARRY

IVHARTOXN,
QL I [

15

F

LATEST
EXTRA

GOOD
ED\TION

December 6th, 1930.

e T N T T e

N-ICE SKATES FOR SALE!

Wintar s coming] Have yonu got yvour
lco-skataes 9
FIGHER
WEATHER ICE-BEHATES.
fuvention]
horn, bum
formerxe), cleotric
gold days,
play tunes for loe dancing,
auga, hair-spring, amplifier, goit pedal,
win-cyvlindgers, and a
mérine in osse the lce gives wmay.

N0 BOY BEHOULD BE WITHODT THEHM.
Buy a palr now. Only £20, Write to

FISHER T, FISH, Remove Form, Greyfriars,

II not

buy o pair of
PISH'S

PATENT ALL-
My latusk
Fitted with silencer, Elaxon
ers (to fend olf glumsy per-
eating apparatus for
miniature gramophana uﬁ
[}

T.

clock,
gollapsibles sub-

ma to-dmy.

SCHEMER BOWLED OUT BY FILM| C

BRICKS IN LUNCHEON BASKET

Good Old Alonzo

Alonzo Todd has deserved well of his country He has helped
us to bowl out Harold Skinner in one of his so-called humoroua
jokes, and Hurold Skinnor is now wishing he hadn’t heen quite so
funn

Hnwa week Unecle Benjanmin sent his nephew Alenzo a birthday

resent, This wns a fine cine-camera and a roll of film. All the
ellows were excited about it, because Alonzo had promised to toke
some filins and ehow them on o screen in the Rog.

Two days azo Alonzo brought his camera down to the mﬂ.Eu lo
photograph the football tenm leaving for 8t Jim's. We all posod
for him and waved our hands genially, and then we ccllected our
hamper end went down to cetch the train. In the bamper we had
packed o number of good things to eat on the journey, but when we
opened Lhe hamper in tho train, what was our dismay to find that
it contained nothing bt bricks. 4

“ Bricks | " howled Harry Wharton [uriously.
all the grub 1"

Where, indoed ¥ We nearly wept. A lovely ceke, a dozen
pausoge rolls, prime jam tarts—all vanished ke dew m the sunamer
gun. And in their places wero
left a handfal of grubby-looking
—wﬂmﬂ—hm.

At first we thought Dunter
was the guiliy party, and when
woe got back to the acliool that
evening wa called on him. But
the Owl denied it so strongly
that we eouldn't take action
ggninst him.

Last night Alonzo informed ua
that he had _“_m.q..:._.u_umn his firet
film, and was ready to give s show in the Rag. Half the school
turned up to seo Alanzo's film, and there was a bit of a rush,

'There wae loud laughter from the fellows. The mt:aﬁmj. h
waa awful at first, We saw Mrs Mimble serving tuck in the middle
of the Form.room while thoe Remove were at lessons, and Goaling
waos ww@mwcﬂ_q eweeping lecaves up in the Head's study. Alonzo
must hayo taken the film tivice over, :

But when we came to the doparture of the team, the picture was
photographed beautifully, There we were, waving our hands and
amiling, and behind us—there were yolls of triumph ¢ Bkinner and
Sncop, with broad grins on their faces, wers stuffing bricks into
our hamper. .

No need to tell the rest. The camera had ehown vp Skinner and
Suoop, and we dealt with them accordingly.

“ Why, whero's

00400000

T o P e e — e —— gt s ol 3 I e — W TP N —

(EpiTOR'S NOTE—Lord Mauleverer hae just been in with a
gpecial advertisernent which he wants included in this week’s
iggue, The chump had two envelopes in his hond, and oitor
giving us the one containing the advert, be dropped the other in
the post-box. ‘e opened the envelope an. read the contenta,
The advertisement is rather unusual, and wo ean’t help wondering
whether the chump hesn't put each enclosure into the wrong
envelope. It would be like him. However, we were to!d to print
it, so bera poes.)

DARLING MAUD.—Thanks for tho socks, dear gal. It was
dashed good of you, my pet. I'm afraid I can’t wear them in
echool, though, as thero is o rule against wearing imitation rainbows,
Will you vomo to the cinema with me pext Thursday, dorling v I
lonyg to sit in the dark. fast asleep, bolding your precious white hand,
Wharton tells me they are ghowing o Sne fitlm. Thres murders, o
suicide, two bandits, four thieves, @ ghost. o railway ueaident, arson,

irates. astowaways, bootlegpers, a mysterions Chinamsan and a

per.  You ean't expect mors for a shilling, ¢can you ¢ Do comu
with me, dear gal. 1 hoave arranged to dream about you E.Emnﬂ_
@a per usual. This is all for tho present, dearcst Maud. kver

your own—AMavry-\Waowy,

“HERALD'S"

Bunter’s

Examination Papers

Cur Durglery Editor carried
out & succossiul theft in Mr,
Quelch’s study yesterday, and we
are now able to offer our eager
frionds o gelection from Bunter's
examination paper. The whaole
sohool has waited broathlesaly to
sco Bunter's answors. Ilore they
ara:

LITERATURE AND ART.
Q. What is the Venus de AMilo 1
A. A peneil a mile long.

Q. Who wrote “ Tom Brown’s
Bohooldaya ™ ¥

A, I think it was Hoazeldene.
Ha's Brownay'sstudy-
mate,

Q. Who wroto
Chauenr’s *' Cantler-
bury Tales ™' ¥

A. The local nursery
eiTiae M

GENERAL
ENOWLEDGE.
Q. Whet is a Plimn-
soll moxls ¥

A. A footiprint
made by runaoing
ghoes.

€. Whe built 8t. Paul'e
Cathedral 1

A. 8t, Panl.

Q. What is & tumulos 7

A. Two mulea and o horso,

HISTORY,

Q. In which battle was Richard

JE Eilled ¥
A. His last battle,
father 1

A, Mp, Pilt,

Q. Stato what you Lnow of
Mary, Queen of 8cots, with speoial
reference to Darnley, Rizzio and
mnm_ﬁmwuw Q i Soots

il was Queen of Scota.
Daranley ond Rizzio were both well.

GEQGRAPHY,
Q. Where ave the Azorcs 1
A. 1 think Skinoer's got them.

hia jacket.
. What deo you
Madrid 1
A, Thore was an old maon of
Madrid, _
Who ate forty-five eggs for a qguid.
When they said: " Are you
faint ¥ "
|  Ho roplied s * No, 1 ain't,

know of

But I don't feel go woll as I did.”

Q. Who was Willilam Pitt's

I saw him hiding something under

OLLECT
OLD

GREAT scoop | BLOATERS

Great Hobby

I sm glad that g0 many
fellows have hobbiea to wmm.ﬁ
themselves amused. It talesone’s
mind off work, and that iz a
fine thing, All eoris of hobbies
flourish at Creyiviars, f{rom
stamp-gollecting to neck-washing.

Fisher T. Fish of the Remove 1s
& pumismatist—that meoss a
fellow who collects coins. Unlike
most people, bhowaver, Fish does
not want old or entique specimens.
Heo has a pession for coins bearing
the portrait of His Majesty King

Goorge V. Fish tells me In
his letter that he neves
gets tirod of the lfing's
portrait on his coina,
The maora ho gets, the
better he likes it.

The Fifth seem to
go in large! for
guinea-pigs and white
mige. Apparently the
Fifth Form room is
not s0 much a clazs.
room &s & zoo. Fitz-
gerald sends me a
touching letter, asking
me whet to do when mice pel
distemper. I fancy Mra. H...mwvﬂumuu
aat might prove a good remedy.

When the Fifth are tired of
white mice they turn to guinea-

ign for their hobbics. Poor
.m-n__w Blundell's pet guinea-pig
has been eut in half by a eavage
trick of Coker's. He wanta to
Imow if he can cure it. I'm afraid
not, Blundell. The only thing
you oan do with half a guinea-pig
is to sall it for hali a guines.

The Becond Form have &
ession  for nuinely antique
errings, and Dieky Nugent is eo

expert that he can tell the date of
ths fish by itszmell. Beveral prize
bloaters and kippers are preserved
in the Fag's m, and Dicky
talls me that these wera the

original fish taken into the Ark
by Noah. I can well boliove ile—
they sort of speak for themasivea,
When Noah cast those fish out of
vhe Ark, he must have winked to
mimeelf and said : ** I Noah thing
or vwwo about fish."”

Wingate of the Bixth has a
strange hobby. He gpends his
time beating dust out of trovscrs
with & light cane. He cleaned my

trousers 10 this fashion yesterday,

EXPERT ADVICE|

GREYFRIARS
ROMTHEAIR

NIQUE PICTURE
ow It Was Taken

| (We hasten to print the follow-
letter, which we received this
Lmarning. Dicky Nugent haa now
nnﬁa out—most probably to take
the photo he mentions, Wo will
mu__w_n thoe photo if Dicky gives it
ua—FEd.)

Deer Edditer,—Wot you umm__u..
mpad in the ** Greayfriars Herald
i# & pickcher of sltool talken
from s nairyplane. Think how
fme it wood be if yon cood
print 8 foto of Greayfriars from
the air. 1 shall be pleesed to lett
you have a foto for 5 quid (Q &),

ppott cash.

Me and Gatty ure arranjing to
take the foto to-morro orning,
" But how,"” you arsk, "ean youn

tcke a foto of Groayiriars from
ﬁnmmq withowt a nairyplans 1"
Har, har | That’s were the branes
o in,  Me and Gatty kno how,
Over at Pegg they are doing
iomee blarsting oppyrations on the
dliffe. I doant kno what they are
plarsting, butt they are yusing a
torfiul lott of gunpowder, and
they leave it _M_w. about in
kegees. Me  en Em:ﬂw have
meeked a keg of gunpowder, and
wa've hidd it in the feeld oppersite
nn.w_H.Emhu lodje.
, To-morro I'm goi to take
?r.m kamerer, nﬂ% me and
Gatty nro going down to the feeld,
end I'm going to sit on the keg
with the kamerer and Gatty 15
going to lite the totchpeper and

blow me upp. 1 will tako the
det foto at 1,000 feet, and
jmouther at 3,000 feet, and if I
__.*a hi-er, 1 will take one at 3,000
ieet. Wen 1 oum down, I will
ﬁﬂ the fotoyrafs nh#m:awﬂmn and
A will lett you have a kopy-——all
or & quid

Me and to

ﬂ.nn.m_u_.
atty are goin
ilisir the b quid, so cood you please
et us have it all in tannera |
Yores tromy.

NuorNy (M1,)
| GazTy. G.

THE MONKEY
HOUSE

Fifth | Form Room

GUIDE TO
GREYFRIARS

Aa you enter the main doors of
this historio pile, you find your-
selvesa in the Entrance Hall,
On your right you will perceive
tho old osk banisters, beering a
high degree of polish., It is the
oustormn of the fags to shine them
regqularly with tho scats of their
trousers,

Immediately in front of you is
the Sixth Form passage~—other-
wise known gz the Bear Gardtn.
Hera are the Prefects’ rooms, and
the objects with thoir hands in
their pockets are the profeots
themselves. It is part of tho duty
of a preicet to keop Lis hands in
his pockets,

On asconding the first flight of
ataire you will be in the [ilth
Form gunrtere—which cannot poa-
sibly be mistoken for & monkey-
house, except in & very bad light.
Be gareful not to open any of the
doora, ms the TIirth are greatly
addioted to booby-traps. The
Fiith are the rowdiest Form in the
achool, and thoir master, Mr.
Prout, is the only master to koop
B

#

Now .ﬁEnmmm

toira again and
glanee in &t the

ret door on your

right., Visitors usunlly mistake
this for a mussum full of antiquo
statues. It ia nothing of the sort.

This is the Upper Fourth room,
and the statues are the Upper
Fourth working.

The gquioct, orderly poessege in
front of you belonga to the Re-
move, Don't make a noise hore,
or possibly o Remove man may
come out and reprove you. The
Remove think n lot of quiet
dignity, and rows and shindiea
are absolutely unknown in this
part of the school,

m,nzaim%rﬂ peculiar smuell of
decaying ,» you will arrive at
the Tng's Common-room. The
curious, scoty, begrimed tittle
gnimala are tho fags. Put on
your gloves before youn toush them.
g3 they are unpleasantl to handle.

The {fegs’ bath-rooma aro on the
left—they are used as lumber-
raoms at present.

The ecreatwre in the lodge 1B &
very vigious Gosling, and it de-
fends iteelf if attacked. ¥You hawe
now seen Greyiviarg—iale the
first turning on the left to the
villape. COood-afternoon! Come

| again sgme day, won't you 1

| BILLY BUNTER
ILL

Many Serious
Complaints

EXAM WEEK

Thie half-term examinations
toock plece this woelk, and were
Lieralded by an oulbreak of illnesa
amonyg the elackera. Tish, Snoop,
Mauly and Bolsover all suifered
various ailments, but not one of
them went tlirough such sgonies
af Bunter,

When the exams began, Bunter
sneaked into tho libvary cnd bor-
rowed & medical book, and sinco
then he has experienced some of
the worst diseases known to man.
On Monday (Mathematics Exam)
he was down with perityphlitis ;
on Tuesday (Literature) he had a
alight touvoh of double pneumenia ;
on Wednesday (Latin) he had
gastrodynia, Thursday (Freoch
end Geometry) found him in tho
throes of hemicrania, ond Friday
(History) was & day of Llrouble
with galloping cousumption.

Fortunately, howover, Mr.
Quoleh waa a splondid doctor, and
by applying a stromg madicine

galled Cans Lotion, he produced
in Bunter a conditinn of anguiab
which regulted in o ¢omplets oure,
And Bunier wos able to take part
in thoe exams after all,

SPECIAL ENTERTAINMENT,

FiFTH FORM PAGBAGE,
At 8 o'clock gharp, [tow botween
Coker and Potter and Urecne.
Patter ia fed up with Coker’s jaw,
wid he and Groene mieam to tall
Coker 80, to n,oht. First comers
will get the best seats. A few
imacea in the doorway will bhe
reserved for pawrons from  the
sentor Forms., Roll up for the
| great fight !

COME TO
GREYFRIARS

|

FOR BIG GAME
HUNTING

Notice to big gems hunters:
Why take the trouble to rush off
to the middle of Afriea when you
can shoot all the game you re-
quire ot Greyfriars 1 & have
gome very attractive animals at
thia school, and wo can guaranice

ou good sport with your guns.
ero arg ereatursa at Greyiriars
which you would cerizinly never
encounter anywhere clse. They
are quite unique,

First of all there is the Cokali—
or Groater Bull-Headed Jobber-
woek., This amimal ia Enown to
haunt the Fifth Form quarters,
and iz reputed to be very fierce.
Ita voice can usually bo heard
milea away, and its savagu roars
strike terror into the hecaris of
amealler oreatures like the Poiter
or the Greene. It 18 best to lis
in wait for it mear the games-
study, and pick it off before it
hes a chance to charge.

The Bolsover, or Leasor Beetle.
Browed Bully, is another fearsoma

aniroal. It is best caught by
putting out & fag as a bait. The

|

¢raature will huarl itself on the fag
nnd begin punching, and it can
then be shot from the cover of &
study doorway.

Two speciea of Todde may bo
encountered at Greyfriers. The
Alonzo, or Lesser Todd, ia a shy,
timid ereature, and nveds careful
stalking before it can be brought
down. It is completely brainless,
but is not at all harmiul. The
Peter, or Greater Tedd, on the
other hand, may dot your eya or
thicken your ear befora you can
bag it. It is better to be

when hunting the Greater .H.aﬁm.
Both kinds of Todds may be dis-
tinguished by the curious pro.
tuberance on the facea. Some
people hold that it is the animal’s
nose, but it is more like o trunk
than a nose.

The Dutton, or Doci Chumnp,
ia aa deafl as o door-nail, end can
be approached at oclose quariers
mE_m m.mﬁwﬂnwmm ﬂ;wwn_ﬂ_u.

The Hurreesingh—or Indian
Nigga—is a beautiful, ULlack-
conted animal of sleck ap-

arance, whioh may sometimes

ghot with & sporting pun. Ib
talks & weird, ape-like jargonm,
which is very laughable.

Wo bave only one [Fish at
(ireyfriars, and that i oue too
meny. Pulverise it.

A word of warning hiere-—beware

of the Bull in the Rgmove,



