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HALLO, EVERYBODY ! YOUR EDITOR CALLING !

Cfice, /0

Always glad fo hear from you. chums, so drop me a line fo the Jollowing address :
The Editor, The '* Maguet *’ Library, The Amalgamated Press, Litd., The Fleetwcay L.

House, Farringdon Street, London, E.C.4.

ELL, chums, this is the fifth
W week of our 10,000 Fres Gift
Scheme, and by now you should

have amassed quite & huge

total of points. All readers paiticipating
in thiz gigantic scheme should bear in

mind that this week’s “ Ranger,” our|

great adventure-story weekly, is giving
away—in addition to the usual coupon
value 50 peints—a Special Bonus Coupon
worth 253 points. Just think of it—an-
other 300 points to add to your growing
total | If you prefer school storics, then
get a copy of our companion paper, the
“Gem.” You'll revel in the magnificent
long complete stories of Tom Merry & Co.
at Bf. Jim’s ond incidentally get more
points te add to your collection,

You remember me telling you a couple
of good yarns concerning dogs in warfare
Well, here is another which has been sent
along by F. Barnes, of Strood, Kent.

During the Great War, as vou know,
many ingenious devices were adopted by
the Germans to get information through
from their spies.  About five kilometres
behind the lines at La Bassee there was a
rough-coated dog of the retriever type
owned by the proprietor of an estaminet.
The dog was frequently scen in the
vicinity of the firing line, but its spced
and smallness saved it from stray shots.

One day an English soldier entered the
estaminet, and began stroking the dog.
Much to the “ Tommy's™ surprise he
suddenly discovered that the dog's coat
had slipped around |

AN INGENIOUS SPY’S TRICK

was then discovered! The dog was
fitted with a false coat, so cleverly con-
structed and matched to the colour of
the dog that it defied detection. And,
under the falso coat, dispatches from the
a{g were discovered! The dog, being
able to get from the British lines to the
German, was the unknowing carrier of
vital information !

Needless to say, the spy was discovered
and paid the penalty, a.ng after that dogs
were not allowed anywhere near the
firing line.

The Germans, of course, used a
number of dogs in the war, but most of
them were on hospilal service. ‘The
umjoritf of them were Alsatians, and
many of the Alsatiang now in this couniry
and America arc descendants of war-dogs
which were taken * prisoners "' by Driti
and American officers.

7 ERE are a few more interesting
] THINGS YOU WOULD HARDLY
BELIEVE !

Coffee ean be used for lighting streets !
There is a surplus of coffee beans in Brazil,
and all sorts of achemes for making use
of them have been put forward. According
to experts, these coffec beans can be used
for extracting illuminating gas—and the

i8 to be used in the street lamps of
%ﬂsmili.an towns !

Have you ever seen a spectacled cow ?

are some | In the far North, cattle
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are now heing Bqulied with spectacles,
because s0 many of them nre lost through
being blinded in blizzards! Tinted
spectacles aro also supplied to cattle in
northern regions to preserve their eyes
from the glare of the sun on the snow !

Thirty-six years ““up the pole ™!
You've read sbout * pole-squattors,”
haven’t you? A London man recently
sat on the top of a pole for seventy-two
howrs. But St. Simecon Stylites—an early
Christian who lived over 1,500 years ago—
sat on the top of a pillar nine feet hji};
for & penance. The perch on which
lived was only three fect in diameter—
but he stayed up there for thirty-six years |

Football, is the riskiest game in the
world1 Not in this country, perhaps,
because only one person has been killed
while 'playing football in recent years,
But in America no fewer than forty-three
footballers were either killed or died of
injuries received in & match during last
year |

An animal that earries fifly others on
its back ! The female tarantula—the
poisonous spider—carries her young on
her back, Sometimes there are as many
as fifty carried at one time !

A threepenny piece clock ! One of the
treasured posseesions of the Worghipful
Company of Clockmakers is a tiny clock
that goes for eight days without re-
winding. It is over 100 years old, and
is no bigger than a threepenny piece !

Ready for a laugh 7 Right, here goes |
This rib-tickler comes from M. G. Lﬁlner,
of 177, Veughan Road, West Harrow,
Middlesex, who peta a splendid Sheffield
steel penknife for it:

Teacher : *‘ Jomes, where

Is the capital of =

England ? "
Jones : 4
‘“ Please, slr,

I heard father {8

say that most of

it Is In Ameriea I

HAVE a
Williams, of Cardigan. He asks me
to tell him which is

BRITAIN’S TALLEST TREE?

i

He will find this if he pays a visit to

Powis Castle, It is called the Dounglas
fir, and iz 160 feet in height, and 11 feet
in circumference. Wales has always been
famous for its tall trees, and an oak which
was cut down in Monmouthshire yielded
no less than 2,423 cubie feet of timber—
more than has ever been obtained from
any other tree.

At Powis Castle there is also en osak
tree which is 105 feet high, and 24 feet in
circumference. A third is 31 feet in
circumference, but it is not so tall, and it
is hollow.

Now for a few

RAPID-FIRE REPLIES.

Harry Wharten and Ce. ati Baveaspur
Grange. “ Three Roaders,” of in-

burgh, want to lmow if il i3 pcssible for!

letter here from Tom |

me to republish this series in
“The SB8choolboys' Own

Library.” I am happy to tell
them that this will Eu done in
due eourse.

Which is the loneliest placa
in the world? J. K. C., of
Houghton: The island of
Tristan da Cunlia, in the South
Atlantio, It was visited by a
British warship recently—and
that was the first ship that had
called within two and a half
years | Fancy having to wait
all that time for your copies
® of The MaaxeT |

How many wireless listeners
are there in this couniry ?
H., of Hampton Court:

The latest figures show that
there will be over four and a
helf million licences taoken out this year!
But as several people will * listen-in ” to
each set, there may well be somewhere in
the neighbourhood of fifteen mill¥n

listeners |

How does one become a wireless
announcer ? Same Reader: There are
now no vacancies on the B.B.C, An

idea of the difficulty in getting such a
post is given by the returns of an American
company. No fewer than 2,600 people
applied, and were nfiven teste during the
last two years, Only ten of them received
appointments.

Which travels qulckest—wireless waves
or lightning ? Don ing, of Man-
chester : Wireless waves are the quicker.
They travel ot the same epced as light—
186,000 miles & second. Tho speed of
lightning is not constant, but it rarely
travels at more than one-fifth the speed
of wireless.

E. K. M. (Harlesden).—Yes, it is quite
true thet mountsins had to be removed
to oconstruct the Panama Canal! The
amount of rock and earth removed in
the making of the canal was 360,000,000
tons| No wonder the Americans call it
“ the big diteh "1

Jobn Warren (Wallsend).—The most
valuable book in the world is worth
£325,000. It is called the * Codex
Alexandrinug,’? and is in the Britich
Museum,

A splendid prize of a leather pocket
wallet goes this week to Victor Gilmore,
of 74, Carlton Btreet, Hessle Road, Hull,
East Yorks, in return for the following
Greyfriars limerick :—

Quoth Bunter to Todd : * Can’t you soe,
You’re too thin to be handsome like me.
But a flgure like mine
You’d develop in time
If you ate heaps more doughnuts for tea.”

HERE'S another ripping programme
of yarns in store for you all next
week, chums. First comes Frank
Richards' latest—and greatest—

stary of the chums of Greyfriars., It is
entitled :

“COKER’S CAMERA °“ CLICKS*!"

and when I gay that it will hold your
interest from the wery first line to the
very last, you will know I am mnot
exeggerating |

Then comes another fine instalment
of our * full-of-thrills " stor{. “ Wi of
War " ; and a really side-splitting adven-
ture of Doctor Birchemasll and his comical
capers !

And, of eourse, there'll be another coupon
value 50 points to add to your collection,
Are you going to be ome of the lucky ten
thousand readera? Dont run risks!
Order your next week's copy notw—if
you hoven't already done so!

YOUR EDITOR.



MEET HARRY WHARTON & CO. OF GREYFRIARS IN THIS FINE COMPLETE STORY !

By FRANK RICHARDS.

THE FIRST CHAPTER.
Too Thiek !

ENRY SAMUEL QUELCH,
H master of the Remove Form at
Greyfriars, frowned.
He frowned portentously.

Any Remove man who had seen that

rtentous ffown on Quelch's scholastic

row would have sat up and taken
notice at once, and realised that it was
time to be very, very good.

Unluckily, the Remove fellows could
not see through a thick oaken door and
down a long corridor, so they remained
in happy ignorance of Quelch's frown,
and oF what was coming to them.

Instead of bein
had to be admitte
very bad,

Last lesson that day for the Remove
was Fronch, with Monsieur Charpentier.
Having handed over his Form to the
French master, Mr, Quelch naturally
supposed that he was done twith them.
He supposed that he was going to have
a quiet hour in his study, to devote to
‘that “History of Greyfriars' which
had been his constant companion for
vears. But those suppositions proved to
be ill-founded.

Deep in the throes of composition,
Mr. Quelch was vaguely aware for some
time of a sort of noise in the distance.

‘It came faintly to his ears, for the
T'vench class-room was not near at hand.
Hoe hardly noticed it et first. But at
last he rose, opened his study door, and
looked out into the corridor irritably.
Then the distant din came more plainﬁw
to his ears.

Mr. Queleh reflected iraseibly that
Mr. Twigg really might have Lkept
better order in the Second Form Room.
Then it dawned upon him that the
sounds of revelry proceeded, not from
the Second Form Room, but from the
class-room where his own Form were

very, very good, it
that they were very,

receiving iInstruction—more or less—
from the I'rench master,

The frown that wrinkled Quclch’s
brow as he realised that made it look
like corrugated iron.

He really seemied to be imitating the
“frightful, fearful, frantic frown' of
the Lord High Executioner.

“Upon my word 1" said Mr. Quelch.

He stood and listened. He was aware
that Mossoo often failed to keep order
in the junior French scts. But there
was & limit, and this was altogether
too thick—though Mr. Quelch, of
course, would not have described it as
too thick. He would have described it
as unparalleled. .

Mr. Queleh rustled along the:corridor

“If you are not funky, you'll
follow me out of the Form-
room and be blowed to Mr,
Quelech ! ** sald the Bounder
of Greyfriars. And, with few
exceptions, the Removites fol-
lowed their captain out of the
detention-room !

in the dircction of the French class-

room.
The wuproar grew louder as he
approached.

Trampling of fect, buzzing of voices,

indicated that it was not French that
was going on in that class-room. It
sounded more like a Rugby game mixed
with an air-raid and a dog-fight.

Grimmer and grimmer grew Quelch's
brow ns he andvanced. He reached the
door of the class-rcom.

Tramp, tramp, tramp!

Crach 1

“Mes garcons!” It was Monsieur
Charpentier's voice on its top note,
“Assez] Zat you take vunce more ze
places| Mon Dieul My good boys—
my verree good boys—zat is enoff !”

“It's ell_right, sir!” That was the
voice of Herbert Vernon-Smith, the
Bounder of Greyfriars. “We'll have
the jolly old blackboard up agsin in a
tick, sir1”’

“Go it,
Cherry.

“Up she goes!"

*Now then, all together |

you men!” roared Bob

Crash |
“My hat!| It's down again!” It was
Bmithy's voice once more. “You men

are jolly clumsy "

“Ha, ha, ha 1" .

Mr. Quelch compressed his lips in a
tight line.

A “rag' was going on—not an un-
usual happening in a junior French set.
Vernon-Smith, no doubt, was the lead-
ing spirit. The Bounder was a ‘horn
ragger. IHe had lately become captain
of the Remove, in the place of Harry
Wharton—but that made little differ-
ence to the Bounder, if any. Mr.
Quelch had not the slightest doubt that
it waz the most troublesome fdllow in
his Form who had started this uproar.

“Now then, all together again!"
shouted the Bounder,

« %o :ii:; you fellows !1‘”’

“Up she goes again

“Hurrnhlﬁ'

“Mes garcons!” Mossco’s voice was
a shriek, “Laissez—leave zat black-
board zere! It is mo matter! Zat he
remain viz himself on ze floorl
N'importe | Allez—take vunce more ze
place, my verree good boys! I zank

you, but 1t is too much” .
“0h, sir, we'll have it up in a jiffy 1"
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“Queer how the blessed thing keeps
on rolling aver I’

“The queerfulness is tervific.”’

“] say, you fellows, give a fellow a
chance 1

“Now then, all together—'

“Up she goes!”

Mr, Quelch opened tho class-rcom
door. He gazed in. In the wild and
whirling excitement of the moment the
juniors did not see the opening door
and did not see the severe face staring
in at them.

The Remove were busy. They seemed
to be enjoying life.

Monsieur %}mr enticr was almost
tearing his hair. Mossoo was the most
amiszble and the meost unsuspicious
master at Greyfriars. It was almost too
easy to pull his leg. But even Mossoo
was beginning to suspect that all these
obliging fellows who were lending a
hand at setting up a fallen blackboard
and easel were not guite in earmest in
their endeavours.

If they were really trying to get that
blackboard right again they were hav-
ing the very worst of luck. Every
time it went up, it went over again with
a fearful crash,

It had gone over in the first place
through Smithy barging into it—by
accident, of course. uch accidents
were of painfully frequent occurrence
when Mossoo tock a junior class.
Smithy had called on the other fellows
to help him set it up. Like the oblig-
ing feﬁnwa they were, the Remove had
fairly rushed to help.

Many hands arc said to make light
work. On the other hand, too many
cooks spoil the broth. This seemed to
be a case of too many cooks—for the
juniors had becn busy for more than ten
minutes setting up that blackboard, and
it was not up yet,

hat! There she goes
again "

“You clumsy ass, Cherry—""

“You shoved it, Skinner—'*

“You got in my way, you ass!”

“Yarooocooh !"” roared Billy Bunter.
“Yow-ow-ow! You trod. on my foot,
T'oddy, you beast "

“Chuck it, you men!” said Harry
Wharton, laughing breathlessly.
"Enough’s as good as a feast, you
know I’

“My dear man, Mossoo’s waiting for
us to get this blackboard up! We've
simply got to do it "' said the Bounder.

““Mes garcons! 1 zank you—but it
is too much noise!  Zat you take ze
place " moaned Monsieur Charpentier.

" Just a tick, sir—we'll have it up this
time! Now, you men, all get hold to-
gether '’ shouted the Bounder.

“1 say, you fellows—"'

“8hut up, Bunter 1"

“But, I say—"

“Get out of the light, you fat ass!”

“J say, it's Quelech—"" squeaked
Billy Bunter.

“Wha-a-at "’

Startled faces stared round at the
doorway.

The roar of voices and the trampling
of feet died away with amazin
suddenness. Blackboard &snd easel,
which were on the point of crashing
again, steod firm.

The grim face of Henry Samuel
Quelch, staring in at the doorway,
seemed to have a paralysing effect on
the Lower Fourth—like that dread
fizure that drew Priam’s curtains at
dead of night |

‘“‘“Oh gad!” breathed the Bounder.
“Quelch 1”

“Oh crikey !” murmured Bob Cherry.

Tue Macxer Lisrary.—No. 1,260,

“Oh erumbs |

Mr. Quelch stepped in.  His Form
gozed at him in sudden, deep silence, A
pin might have been heard to drop as

Henry Samuel Quelch stepped in.

THE SECOND CHAPTER.
The Heavy Hand !

ONBIEUR CHARFPENTIER
ceased to gesticulate; he
ceased to shriek. One basilisk
glare from ueleh had done

more in the way of restoring order than
all poor Mossco’s gesticulations and
shrieks. Quelch knew how to handle
boys. Mossoo did not. Mossoo still be-
lieved—or was trying to persuade him-
self that he believed—that the raggers
were really trying to set up that black-
board. Queleh was not likely to believe
it, or to affect to believe it for the sake
of dodging trouble., Quelch, in fact, was
the right man in the right place.

“Mon cher Quelch,” murmured Mos-
soo feebly.

*“1 fear, Monsieur Charpentier, that
my Form are rather out of hand,” said
Mr, Quelch. “I am sorry for this. I
will see that they give you no further
trouble.”

This was rather tactful of Quelch,
Taking authority out of sanother
master’s hands was & delicate matter.
That was what Quelch was doing, in
point of fact; put he put it as nicely
as he could.

“Mais, monsieur!” The French
master was almost as dismayed as the
juniors by the expression on the speak-
ing countenance of Henry Samuel
Quelch. He hated to see boys punished,
as the young rascals of the Remove were
only too well aware. ‘“But, sir, ze boys
zey are not bad. Zey try to set up zat
blackboard which have fall over. Jeo
VoUus en assure—"’

“I am afraid that my boys have taken
advantage of your good nature, sir,”
said Mr. Quelch. "I will deal with

em,”

He fixed his gimlet eyes on an uncasy
Remove.

“Wharton 1"

“Yes, sir!™

“You are head boy of the Remove,
\Wharton.”

“Um! VYes, sir

“Yet I find you taking part in this
unseemly disturbance.”

Wharton did not reply. He could
not deny it. Certainly he had meant no
harm. No fellow in the Remove had
really meant any harm. It was just a
“rag “—more entertaining than French.

“We—we were sotting up the black-
board, sir,” ventured Frank Nugent.
“J—I think Maossoo wanted the black-
board set up again, sir.”

“We wore really obliging Monsieur
Charpentier, gir,” said Bolsover major,
“He was going to use the blackboard.”

“The obligefulness was terrific,
esteemed sahib,” murmured Hurree
Jamset Ram Singh.

“1 require to know,” said Mr. Quelch,
in 8 grinding voice, “how the black-
board happened to fall over in the first
place 7"

“ A—a follow barged into it, cir," said
Skinner.

“That boy will stand forward,” said
Mr. Quelch.

Herbert Vernon-Smith lounged for-
ward. Now that Quelch was on the
scene, Smithy knew that it meant
trouble. But the Bounder was not
daunted. In faect, he rather liked to
draw all eyes upon him by facing the

L

THE MAGNET

music with cool unconcern. His manrer
was not only cool, but kad a veiled 1m-
pertinence as he faced his Form master.

“¥You knocked over the blackboard,
Vernon-Smith 2"

“Yes, sir,” drawled the Bounder,
“Quite an accident, of course.”

“Do you expect me to believe that
staternent, Vernon-Smith 1*

The Bounder appeared to consider
for a mement.

“Well, no, sir,” he answered, with
perfect coolness, It would do for Mos-
800, sir, but I'm afraid it won't do for
you. .

“Mon Dieu!” murmured Monsieur
G}&aﬁpmtien

‘here was a suppressed snigger in the
Remove. © Only the Bounder of Grey-
friars would have made such a reply to
a besk, But it was quite in Snut]!y’s
style. The Bounder dearly loved the
limelight.

Mr, Quelch compressed his lips hard.

*1 presume, Vernon-Smith, that that
answer is intended for impertinence,”
he said.

“Not at all, sir. I thought you'd like
me to tell the truth,” !;a.it:lg the Bounder
cheerfully.

. “¥You knocked over the blackboard
intentionally, Vernon-Smith 7*

“QOh, quite, sir1*

“And for what reason?’

“Just to start a rag, sir.”

The juniors fairly caught their breath.
“Cheeking a beak ” was a dangerous
game, when the beak was Henry Samuel
Quelch. As an amusement, it might be
likened to twisting a tiger's tail, But
Herbert Vernon-Smith was as cool as
ice. The fact that all eyes were upon
him, that the fellows were astonished,
and almost scared by his cool im-
E:dence. was like meat and drink to the

under.

“Very well, Vernon-Smith. Mon-
gieur Charpentier, I will borrow your
cane. Vernon-S8mith, you will bend
over that chair,”

“Qertainly, sir!*

The Bounder bent over with an air
of negligence. He knew what was com-
ing to him, sand he was prepared to go
thrnuglx it with cool hardihood. Mr.
Quelch swished the cane.

Whack, whack, whack !

The Removites stared on in silence.
The cane came down as if Quelch

fancied that he was beating carpet. In
spite of his iron nerve the Bounder had
hard work to keep back a yell. But he

shut his teeth hard, and was silent.
Nobody was goinf to hear the Bounder
of Greyfriars yell when he was taking
Bix.

Monsieur Charpentier turned away
his distressed and amiable face. The
sight was too painful for the kind-
hearted French gentleman. Heary
Sazﬁuel Quelch was made of sterner
stuff,

‘Whack, whack, whack]

Still Vernon-B8mith kept his teeth shut
hard, and no sound came from him,
But his face was pale. The jumiors
watched breathlessly, admiring the
Bounder’s nerve, and wondering where
Quelch packed the muscle.

Six hefty whacks had rung through
the room like successive pistol-shots.
Mr. Quelch laid down the cane.

“You may go to your place, Vernon-
Smith.”

The Bounder rose, his face pale, and
a bead of perspiration on his forehead,
But he was still game,

“Thank you, sir I he said demurely.

And he made it & point to lounge to
his place with an air.of unconcern.

The Remove waited. They hoped
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that Quelch’s exertions had tired him.
The toughest fellow in the Form did not
want such o “six ¥ as the Bounder had

undergone. 8Skinner and Snoop were
quite pallid at the thought. And Billy
Bunter quaked like 8 fat jelly.

Quelch's steoly eyes glittered over a re-
pentant Form. And nobody wanted to
meet them, The silence grew quite
painful till Quelch spoke again.

“The whole Form will be detained
for the half-holiday to-morrow,” he
sald. “You, Wharton, as head boy of
the Form, take five hundred lines in
addition.”

“Oh !” gasped the Remove. _

Jt was rather a heavy punishment,
though no heavier than the young ras-
cals deserved for such a rag. But it
made a8 good many members of the
Form stare at their Form master in

- —
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“ Now then, all together again ! ** shouied Vernon-Smlth.

utter consternetion. The morrow was
Wednesday and a half-holiday, as Mr.,
Quelch, of course, was aware. But per-
haps he was not aware that it was the
date of the Bt. Jude's mateh. The Re-
move cricketers were only too well
awere of it.

Fellows like Bunter and Skinner and
Snoop, who cared nothing for cricket,
were gled that it was detention, and
not six all round. But the cricketers
were horrified. Even the reckless
Bounder wished that he had not started
that rag in the French class,

“Oh, my hat!” murmured Bob
Cherry, in utter dismay.

Harry Wharton opened his lips to
spealk, But he oclosed them again,
Quelch, at the moment at least, was not
to be reasoned with. He might be
tackled later when he had cooled down,
vust &t present silence was golden.

Mr. Quelch turned to the French
master,

“I apologise, gir, for the trouble my
Form have given wyou,” he said, very
politely. “I think they will give you
no more.”

The Remove master was right there.

“In the event, however, of further
disorder in this eclass,” added Mr.
Quelch, “1 shall detain them for six
half-holideys.”

That, so to speak, put the lid on.
Monsieur Charpentier was assured of an
extremely orderly class for the re-
mainder of that lesson, at least.

Mr. Quelch rustled out of the class-

room. He left silence and dismay be-
hind him:

Monsiecur Charpentier eoughed.
“Ve vill now go off, mes garcons,” he

-

o

| ﬁl'\')ll!h\i”::q '

““Up she goes | **

said, probably meaning that they would
g0 on.

And they went on.

The Remove were well known to be
the most unruly Form at Greyfriars
8chool. They needed Quelch’s iron hand,
and they knew it; and, in fact, rather
prided themselves on it. But that un-
ruly Form was as good as gold now!

Never had Monsieur Charpentier had
so arderly a class. His pupils looked
as if butter would not melt in their
mouths. They hung on Mossoo's words
as if they loved the French master and
the French language, and found hither-
to unimagined delights in French
grammar| Nobody wanted Quelch fo
eome back, _

Mr., Quelch, at last, was able to give
his undivided attention, in his study,
to his celebrated * History of Grey-
frinrs.” Not a sound came from the
Remove,

Crash [
Every time Harry Wharton & Co. set up the fallen blackboard and easel they crashell down again. Monsieur Charpentier
was gesticulating wildly when the class-room door opened and Mr, Quelch stared in.

W'HE THIRD CHAPTEHR.
Up to Smithy !

p E'VE done. it now |2

“The donefulness it ter-
rifie [

“We've been, and pgone,
and done it]” groaned Bob Cherry.

“Tf that ass Smithy hadn’t cheeked
Quelch——" growled Johnny DBull.

“Well, we're for it now,” said Harry
Wharton.

“No doubt about that "

The T'amous Five, usnally as merry
and bright as any fellows in the Re-
move, or any other Form at Greyfiriars,
looked dismal enough as ‘they walked
into the quad after class,

Both detentions and lickings came
their way at times; and it was not
their wont to grouse. These things were

-

“ My hat, it’s down again!*

o part of schoolboy existence, and were
t.uEen philesophically.

But when a cricket date was con-
cerned, it was-quite a different matter,
The fixture with 8t. Jude’s had to be
played. Thal was as fixed and immut-
able az the laws of tke Medes and
Persians. But, obviously it couldn’t be
played if the Remove were under
detention on Wednesday. They couldn't
play St. Jude's in the Remove Form-
room ! 2

Mr. Quelch took a kindly interest
in Form games; though he was many
years beyond the cricketing age him-
self. Somoetimes he would even homnour
the Remove men by ambling along to
Little Side to watch an innings. Bub
this was not a matter that was first
in his thoughts, No doubt he had for-

gotten—if he had ever noted—the date

of the Bt. Jude's match. He was a
Tue MaGNET LisrAry.—N0O. 1,269,



rather severe gentleman; but it cer-
tainly was not his way to allow punish-
nients to interfere with School fixtures.
Had he been aware how matters stood,
he would hardly have given the Form
detention on St Jude's day. More
likely ke would hiave made it “six ¥ all
round.

But he was a firm gentleman—very
firm! What he had said, he had said.
Having promulgated his sentence, it
was likely that Quelch would stand

by it, disastrous as it was. It
was possible that, if the matter was
put before him gently and tactfully,

he would relent. But it was a delicate
matter—a very delicate matter. And the
outcome was dubious,

“The fact is,” said Harry Wharton
soberly, *we've played the goat——

“Just found that out?” grooned Bol:h

“The goatfulness was preposterous!
said Ilurree Jamset Ram Singh
dolorously. “But, after ell, it was anly
an esteemed raF.” . i

“Mossoo really asks for these things!
said Johnny Bull. “And if that goat
Smithy hadn't cheeked Quelch—" "

“Well, he did—and that’s that—'

Skinner of the Remove came along,
with & grin on his face. Skinner seemed
rather amused by the lugubrious looks
of the Famous Five. - ;

“You men look in a moulting state!’
he remarked. “What the dickens did
you expect? Take it smiling.”

Five glares were turned on the cheer-
ful Skinner.

“ You gilly ass!” growled Bob Cherry.
“Tt’s not the detention we're grousing
about, as you jolly well know. It mucks
up the cricket.” .

“You'll have to scratchl” grinned
Skinner. o

It was not a time for grinning. It
was all very well for a weedy slacker
like Skinner, who hated cricket, to

rin at the idea of scratching a fixture

ause the cricketers were under
detention. To the other fellows it was
a frightfully serious matter—and the
next moment Skinner, also, was taking
a serious view as Bob Cherry let out
the largest foot in the Remove.

“Yooooop |” roared Skinner.

“Have another, you grinning mon-
]:O‘y?" growled Bob.

‘Oh, you rotter! Keep off !” yelled
lSk'mner, and he departed hastily, no
onger grinning.

% b t to be done,” said

“Bomething's
Harry Wharton decidedly. “ We've got
to put it to Quelch.”

“He's had time to cool down now,”
raid Bob ho(!}efully. “You go and put
it to him, old scout.”

Wharton shook his head.

“Smithy's captain of the Remove,”
he answered, “It's up to Smithy.”

*You're head boy of the Form.”

“Head boy has nothing to do with
games, Iv's for the captain of the Form
to handle this.”

“That tears it,” said Nugent.

The Co. looked nt one another.

Undoubtedly, it was for the captain
of the Remove to handle the matter—
that was certain. But all the Co. felt
that Herbert Vernon-Smith was the last
fellow who ought to put it to Quelch.
1le hed been the leader in the rag—he
had checked Quecleh, and caused him
to come down more heavily than he
might otherwise have done—and it was
quite on tho cards that he might cheek
him again if he interviewed him—in
;ivhiCh case all the fat would be in the

re.

Dut it was impossible for Wharton to
tuke the matter out of his hands—all
the more because Wharton had been
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captain of the kemove Inst term, and
Smithy was watchful and jealous of his
new authority.

Friendly relations had been estab-
lished, more or less, between the rivals
of the Remove, But any altempt to
encroach on Smithy’s position as cap-
tain of the Form was certain to knock
Lhose friendly relations into a cocked

af.
“I can’t chip in,” said Wharton
quietly. “It's up to Smithy. Smithy
will have to see Quelch about it.2

“l1t's a gonner, then,” said Bob dis-
mally. “Smithy's more likely to cheek
him than not, when he asks him.”

“Precious captain of the Form!”
growled Jobnny Bull. “I think it's
about time Smithy was turned -out.”

“ Anyhow, Smithy is captain, and
we've got to back him up,” said Harry
Wharton,

“That’s right,” sald Bob. " Smithy's
rather an ass; but he's a jolly good
fellow in some ways. We're backing
Lim up.2

“Thanks!” said a rather sarcastic
voice. The Bounder came along under
the elms, and joined the Famous Five.
“That’s good |”

“Hallo, hallo, hallol What's going
to be done, Smithy?” asked Bob.

The Bounder shrugged his shoulders,

“Looks as if we are—if Quelch sticks
to it,” he answered. ‘ But you can bet
your socks on one thing—we're going
over to St. Jude’s to-morrow to play
cricket, Quelch or no Quelch!?

“We can't if we're under detention,
Smithy!” said Nugent,

“Can’t wo!” eneered the Bounder.
“I'm goin'. I suppose the team are
not goin' to leave me to play a one-
man gamejZ

“0Oh, don't be an ass!” said Johnny
Bull grufily. “Are you thinking of the
eleven marching out under E]uelch'n
eyes, and telling him to go and eat
coke 1" )

“Yes—rather than scratch!” answered
the Bounder coolly.

“QOh, my hat!” said Bob.

The Famous Five stared at the
Bounder, There was a serdonic grin on
his rather hard face, and a glitter in
his eyes.

Kicking against authority, regardless
of consequences, was one of the
Bounder's ways. He was a rebel to
the marrow of his bones—which - was
quite in keeping with his unsparing use
of authority when it was in his own
hands; for tha rebel and the tyrant
aro, after all, only the same person in
different circumstances.

“We're playing at St Jude's to-
morrow,” said the Bounder quietly, and
deliberately, “and I expect every man
in the team to back me up. I'm not
knucklin’ under to Quelch where games
are concerned.”

“We're standing by you, of course, if
there's anything doing,” said Harry
Wharton, “But 1 don't see what we're
to do if Quelch bungs us in the Form-
room.”

“We can walk out!? suggested the
Bounder coolly.

“You think Quelch would let us??
grunted Johnny Bull,

“Might screw him up in his study.”

- I?c‘[h crikey I':] Sl i

“My esteemed Smithy—

The Bounder laughed. Evidently he
was preparced for reckless measures;
and had no hesitation in dragging less
reckless fellows into his own wild
escapades.

“We're playing St. Jude’s,” he said.
“That's a settled thing. Everything
else has got to fit into that.”
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“We can’t defy our Form master,
Smithy, and you know it,” said Harry,

“1 dom’'t kmow itl*? retorted the
Bounder. * Quelch can go and eat coke,
and I'm prepared to tell him so, if
necessary. 1'm captain of the Remove,
ord the men have got to back me up—-
leavin’ out any funks and shirkers who
are afraid of the beaks.2

Wharton compressed his lips.

“We shall back t.Egu up all along the
line if there’s anything doing,” he said.
*“But there’s a limit, Smithy.?

“If you cxplained to Quelch and asked
him—degently—"" said I'rank Nugent.

“Oh, I'll ask him,”’ said the Bounder.
“But I'm not goin’ to eat humble pie
to Quelch, or anybody else. But Il
ask him." :

“For goodness’ sake, Smithy, Put it
civilly, when you're asking a favour
of a man like Quelch!” exclaimed
Wharton.

“I don't look on it as a favour. Queleh
has no right to interfere with the Form
games, and he knows it—or ought to
know it. I’m not goin’ o kow-tow to
a twopenny tyrant.”

“Queleh isn’t a tyrant,” snapped
Wharton, “You know jolly well that
we all played the giddy ox in the French
set. 1 know it was o jolly good rag,
but we asked for what we got. It
wauldn’t matter a straw if it wasn't for
the 8t. Jude's match to-morrow. Queleh
has forgotten that. If it’s put decently
he will let us off and give us detention
next Saturday, ins . Only, it will
have to be put a bit tactfully.”

“You'd grease up to the beak if you
wera captain—what?”’ sneered the
Bounder.

“Oh, rats|”

_ “Well, I happen to_be captain, and
it’s in my hands!” said Vernon-Smith.
“I'm goin’ to speak to Quelch and see
what can be dome. But. whatever he
says, we're goin’ over to Bt. Jude's to-
morrow to play cricket, and every man
who's afraid to back up will be kicked
out of the eleven for the rest of the
season. That’s a tip !%

With that the Bounder lounged away
to the House.

Wharton looked after him, breathing
hard, with a gleam in his eyes. Johnny
Bull gave an emphatic grunt.

“The game’s up, at this rate,” said
Nugent.

“Smithy’s not a bad sort,” said Bob
slowly. Bob Cherry was mindful of a
goocl turn the Bounder had recently

one him. * But that six he got in class
has put his back up, I suppose. I—I
hope he won't rag £ualch."

“The cheeky ass I”’ muttered Wharton,
B‘;) We've got to back him up,’” said

)

“Yes. But— Oh, let's go in to
tea,” said Harry. " Anyhow, it's in
Smithy's hands; we can't do anything.”

And the Famous Five went in to tea.
There were clouded and thoughtful faces
over tea in Study No. 1 that afternoon,
Smithy was captain of the Remove, and
it was up to Smithy—the matter had to
be left in his hands. But the chums of
the Remove could not half feeling that
ilt oguld not have been left in wprse

ands.

THE FOURTH CHAPTER.

From Bad to Worse !
R. QUELCH smiled genially.
M Yhe Jovelike wrath ' had
duﬁ_arted from Quelch’s brow.
i o had had s happy hour
with his celebrated *History of Grey-
friars.” Now that great work was laid

(Continued at foot of next page.)
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aside and Mr. Quelch was seated In his
armchair with a paper open before him.

That paper was the *‘Publio Bchool
Review,” and in its pages was an article
signed “H. 8. Quelch.” Quelch, in his
leisure hours, wrote little contributions
for scholastic papers. He liked to see
his views in print. He felt that they
were useful—indeed, very useful—in the
great cause of education. This especial
article was entitled. *‘The ublic
School : Present and Future,” It em-
bodied views founded on a quarter of a
century's experience s & schoolmaster.
Quelch could not help feeling pleased
with thet artiole, with the prominent
place it was given in & prominent
paper, and with the reflection that it
was bound to attract considerable atten-
tion from headmasters of Public schools
all over the kingdom. Hence his genial
gmile.

Like most authors, Quelch was fond
of reading his own works. They
secemed 8o sugarinr, somehow, to the
works of anybody else.

Perusing that masterly article on an
important subject, Quelch could not help
feeling pleased. The June sunshine at
his meuw was reflected in the frosty
hu% g'einia! smile on his countenanoce.

ap

BIr. Quelch laid the *'Public Bchool

r8 which contain
be allowed.

e

Review " on his kneea ps that tap came

at his study door. He hoped that it

was another member of the staff drop-
ing in for a chat. He would have
en quite pleased fo chat with another
master about that article.

"Come in!%

It was Herbert Vernon-8mith, of the
Remove, who entered. The wei{mmmg
gmile faded from Queloh’s face. It was
replaced by his customary severe expres-
sion. But he did not frown, though he
had not forgotten the Bounder's many
offeances. He was in a genial mood—in
exactly the mood, in fact, to make a
reasonable concession, if the matter was
Fl?lnad before him respectfully and tact-
ully.

“What is it, Vernon-Smith1"

“I want to speak to you about the
detention to-morrow, sir,” said the
Bounder., ‘“The fellows expect me to
gpeak, as ﬂH-Ft-EiIi of the Form.Z
_ “Indeed?"” said Mr, Quelch., “Thers
is nothing, so far as I am aware, to be
said on the subject, Vernon-Smith."
_“.'E'i’ﬂ'm playing oricket to-morrow,

Posgibly it was because Bmithy was
still feeling severe twinges from the
“six,” in addition to his natural pro-
pensity to **cheek,” that he put 1t like
that. He was sore, and sullen, and
savage; and he handled an extremely
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IS GRAND SCHEME !

delicate matter rather in the manner of
s bull at a gate. Any other fellow
would have said : < We're booked to Klay
cricket to-morrow “—which would have
enlightened Quelch without offending
him. The Bounder’s words hardly
enlightened, but undoubtedly offended
him. The well-known glint came into
the gimlet eyes.

“What? What did wyou sayl”
Quelch’s voice was like iron. ¢ You are
playing cricket to-morrow! You are
under detention to-morrow, Vernon-
Smith. Have you come to my study to
be impertinent—indeed, insolent ?”

Vernon-Bmith set his lips.

His words had, indeed, implied that
he was going to play cricket on Wednes-
day, brushing aside the fact that he was
under detention. Of all the staff at
Greyfriars, Mr. Ciluelnh was about the
last man to take that. His jaw squared
in the way the Remove knew well

“I mean, sir—"' )

Smithy would have amended it, but
the incensed master of the Remove did
pot give him time. :

“ Vernon-Smith, I have punished you
already to-day for impertinence. I am
loath to punish you again. Leave my
study " ) ;

“&ill you let me spesk, sir?"” said
the Bounder. “I'm bound to speak, as
captain of the Form——=
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“Hince you have mentioned that
matter, Vernon-Smith, 1 will say some-
thing on the subjeet,” said Mr, Quelch
grimly, “Why Wharton resigned the
captaincy of the Remove last term is
not clear to me, but I regretted it very
much. I regretted still more to see you,
Vernon-Smith, elected in his place.”

“You're very kind, sir!” said the
Bounder.

He could not resist that touch of
garcasm, Smithy's “sarc” had landed
him in trouble more than once.

“] am extremely reluctant,’’ pursued
Mr. Quelch, with e glare, *to interfere
in such a matter in restraint of the
liberty of choice in my Form. For that
reason I refrained. But I consider that
my Form made a serious error inm this
matter. You, Vernon-Smith, are the
most troublesome boy in the Lower
Fourth—the most reckless, the most im-
pertinent; the leader in the most out-
rageous proceedings—‘rags,’ as I think
you call them. More than once, indeed,
your conduet has been such that your
headmaster has contemplated sending
you away from the school. My opinion
1s that you are not fitted to exercise the
authority of Form captain. And I warn
you very seriously, Vernon-Smith, that
unless you are very careful I shall inter-
vene and quash the Form election snd
cancel your captaincy of the Remove.”

“Will  you, sir?2 breathed the
Bounder. )

His eyves glinted rather like Quelch’s
own.

It was in the power of the Form
master to do as he menaced; and such
an act would have been a crushing blow
to the Bounder. He could not have
resisted, and he was only too well aware
that & new election would have re-
instated his rival in the Remove. Even
if he had been allowed to stand for
re-election, he would have had no chance
in the voting. Last time he had gof
in by a majority of one; and more than
half the fellows who hed voted for him
had repented since, and told him so in
quite plain language. .

The anger that boiled up in Smithy’s
breast was so passionate that it was with
great difficulty that he checked the hot
words that rose to.his lips. Mr. Quelch
made a gesture towards the door.

“That, Vernon-Smith, is a warning,”
he said. " Now you may go.”

But the Bounder did not go.

“To-morrow, sir, is the date of a
cricket match—a regular fixture in the
Remove list,” he said stubbornly.

“Oh!" eaid Mr, Quelch,

That was evidently news to him. The
Bounder, in_his bitterness, would have
liked to believe that Quelch knew it
all the time, and had dalibemte!% dis-
regarded an affair that was of the
greatest importance to his Form. But
he could see that Quelch had not been
awaro of it.

Mr. Quelch looked very thoughtful.
His look showed that he was weighin
the maiter up in his mind. Mr. Quele
was a severe gentleman, but he was
kind, and he was just, and he would
have been very unwilling indeed to
“muck up,” as the juniors described it,
a cricket fixture in the Form. Had he
been dealing with Wharton, or almost
any other fellow in th: Remove, pro-
bably & compromise would have been
arrived at. tention might have been
left over till the next half-holiday, or
impositions might have beeu substituted.
It was the Bounder’s cue to wait respect-
fully while Quelch pondered over it.
He waited hardly a moment.

_“We can’t scratch a oricket match,
sir,”” grid Vernon-Smith.
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Mr. Quelch glared,

“That is not a matler for you to
decide, Vernon-Smith, in the present
circumstances,” he barked. “You cer-
tainly cannot play & oricket match
while you are under detention.”

“We're bound to play, sir.”

Smithy was adding oil to flames,
Perhaps he did not exactly mean it, but
every word he uttered implied that he
intended to carry on, regardless of what
his Form master might decide.

Mr. Queclch’s lips set in a tight line.

“That is enough, Vernor-Smithl I
will not listen to a single word more !*
he said. “I can scarcely believe that
you attach great importance to this
cricket match, when you, the captain of
the Form, and responsible in such
matters, risked detention by an out-
rageous prank in a class-room the day
before the match. As tcr your apparent
assumption that you can dictate to your
Form master, that is another example
of the insolence which, I fear, is a part
of your character. Leave my study I*
e Jou will let us off to-morrow,
G“I shell do nothing ot the kind, sirl

0 lll

The Bounder’s eyes glittered. i

“We've got to play the match, sir,”
he zaid.

“Upon my word!” exclaimed Mr.
Queleg, rising to his feet *This is too
much! Vernon-Smith, the whole Form
is detained to-morrow, from two o'clock
until five ¢’clock, and not in eny circum-
stances whatever will I rescind that
sentence, Leave my stud. before I cane

you l
.“!f shall appesl to the games master,
irt

“What ?” Mr. Quelch fairly hooted.
“ What 7"

Even the Bounder guailed = little at
the look that came over Mr. Quelch’s

ace.

“Vernon-Smith1 Another word—an-
other syllable—and I rha]l take you to
your headmaster for a floggingl Gol”

And the Bounder, shutting his ‘teeth
hard, left the study without another
word !

THE FIFTH CHAPTER.
The Bounder Means Business !
“I SAY, you fellows——"

]l’

Oh, shut up, Bunter

“Smithy’s done it, you men |”
grinned the fat Owl of the
Remove.

“What do you mean, fathead "

“He, he, hel” -

Billy Bunter seemed amused.

The fiva juniors in Btudy No. 1 were
not at all amused. .

Harry Wharton & Co. thought it very

robabﬂa that Smithy had “done it."

ut it was far from amusing.

The St. Jude's fixture was not one of
the most important on the Remove list—
nothing like the matches with Bt. Jim's
and Rookwood. B8till, it was a regular
fixture, and scratching a regular fixture
was not u trifling matter—especially if it
was to be scratohed for no better reason
than that the captain of the Remove
could not keep & civil tongue in his
head when he was dealing with his Form
master.

Smithy bad not been exactly a success
as captain of the Remove. Most of the
fellows considered that he had “thrown
his weight about ” rather too freely in
that position. That could have been
forgiven. if there had been nothing more
gerious. ;

But if Smithy’s arrogant temper was
to lead to washing out cricket matches,
the general opinion in the Remove was
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that the sooner they had a new skipper,
the_better.

. Neither did the Bounder’s declared
intention of playing that match, in defi-
ance of the Remove master’s authority,
evoke much enthusiasm. It was nob
likely to come off, for one thing, and if
it came off it was likely to lead to flog-
gings all round—and that was not what
the Remove cricketers wanted.

All the fellows agresd that it was up
to the Bounder, as captain of the Form,
to see that the 8t. Jude’s match was
played. But an act of reckless and out-
rageous rebellion against suthority was
not the way. L,

Harry Wharton & Co. were talking it
over, after tes, when Billy Bunter
butted in. Bunter, evidently, had the

latest news. His little round eyes
twinkled behind his big round
spectacles.

“I say, you fellows, Smithy’s done
it!” gurgled Bunter. “I say, old
Quelch is in an awful bate! I thought
he was going to bite Lascelles.”

“ Lascelles 1"* repeated Harry Whar-

n.
Mr. Lascelles was games master at
Greyfriars, and the juniors had already
been considering whether he might be
induced to put in a word for them.
“He, he, he! Lascelles looked gquite
pink 1” giggled Bunter. *Quelch fairly
snapped his head off| He's generally
jolly civil to Lascelles; but he spoke to
him as he gometimes dces to Prout.”

“And how do you know what Quelch
said to Lascelles, i'ou fat frog?”
demanded Johnny Bull, with a glare at
Bunter.

“1 happened to hear them speaking,”
explained Bunter. *I wasn't listening,
of course—I hope I'm incapable of it.
I stopped to—to look from a window,
know, when I saw them——"

“QOh, dry up!”

“And as they didn’t happen to notice
me, 1 heard what they sa:d—ciurta b'y
accident,” rattled on Bunter. “I wasn’t
keeping round the corner so that they
shouldn't spot me——*

“Kick him ™ .

“Oh, really, Cherry! I say, Smithy
must have put it up to Lascelles,’”’ said
Bunter. “He spoke to Quelch in the
passage, as the jolly old beak was going
along to Common-room. coursey
Lascelles has a right to chip in, as games
masater. He put it very civilly, too; but
he had bhardly mentioned the matter
when Quelch cut him short.”

“Smithy must have got Quelchy’s rag
out I" g{'oaned Bob. “He likes
Lascelles, as a rule.”

“He didn’t look as if he liked him I
chugkled Bunter., “He told him to shul

up.

E‘tht?” roared the Famous Five.

“Told him to mind his own dashed
business,” said Bunter. *Told him it
was like his cheek to butt in."”

“You frabjous owl!” roared Bob
Cherry.

It was probable that Quelch’s *rag ™
was out; but it was extrcmely impro-
bable that one member of Dr. Locke's
staff had told another member to “shut
up.” That was very improbable indeed.

“] heard every word,”’ said Bunter.
““He told Lascelles he was fed-up with
the subject——" -

“I can hear Quelchy caying that!™
grinned Nugent, B

““Well, they weren't his exact words,”
admitted Bunter.

“The exactfulness is
terrifi,” said Hurree

Sm%h. : : -

“But it comes to the same thing,” said
Bunter. “What he said was-that he
desired to hear mothing on the subjecs,

robably mnot
amset Ram
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and requested Lascelles to make no
further reference to it.”
B;;I‘hat sounds more like Quelch,” said

“He said he wasn't jolly well going
to stand any more dna]mdy cheek from
a young sweep like Smithy—"

‘Oh, my hat!”

“Not his exact words, you know; but
he meant that. What he said was, that
Vernon-Smith had g{resumad to attempt
to dictate to him. You know how beaks
jaw—never a short word if a long one
will do 1”

‘-;Well, the fat’s in the fire now | said

ob.
“He, he, he! Smithy’s done it, and

no mistake I grinned Bunter. “Smithy
fancies himself too much, you know,

T
]

ERT T T
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|
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“ We can’t scratch the erlcket match to-morrow, sir ! ** sald Vernon-Smith.
““ What ? ** hooted Mr. Quelch,

appeal to the games master ! *’

A

“ Yaroooooh !” rosred the hapless Owl.
“1 say, you fellows, rescue!”

“Chuck that, Smithy!” said Harry
Wharton sharply

“ Yes, chuck it |” growled Jehany Bull.
“There’s no sense in taking it out of
Bunter because you've made a muck of
things [”

Vernon-8mith gave the Famous Five
a savage scowl, and proceeded to bang
Bunter’s hapless head once more. But
that bang did not materialise. Harry
Wharton jumped forward and eaught his
arm.
“Chuck it, you ass " he snapped.
“Let go, you fool!” snarled
Bounder

“Q0h, rot !*

the

9

“Quelch has got his back up! All the
more because I told him I should appeal
to the games master! He’s turned
Liascelles down! But we're playing the
match to-morrow, sll the same! I've
come here to tell you that. I'm golng
over to Bt. Jude's, if I'm sacked for it—
and every man who ien’t a funk and &
coward will follow me!”

Without waiting for a reply the
Bounder swung on to his own study. He
kicked open the door of No. 4, and
strode in. His chum, Tom Redwing,
was there, and he gave the Bounder ap
anxious look,

“ What's the news, Smithy ?” he asked.

“Quelch won't give way an inch.”

“Then that's the finish !

 If you won’t let us off detention I shall
“ Yernon-Smith ! Another word—another syllable—

and I shall take you to your headmaster for a flogging! Go "

since he got in as captain of the Remove.
He's been cheeky to me |”

“¥You potty owl I

“Waell, he has!” said Bunter. *He's
cheeked me a good many times, in fact,
and I've come jolly near licking him
more than once, and I can jolly well
say—— Whoooooop I”

There was a footstep behind Billy
Bunter in the Remove passage., He
Egva a yell as & heavy hand dropped on

is collar, and his bullet head was
banged on the door of Study No. 1.

“Yaroooh! Leggo! Smithy,
beast—— Yaroocoh [*

Bang!

“Whooop| I eay, you fellows, make
him leggo !’ yelled Bunter frantically.
“Ow! Wow! Leggo,you beast—
Whoooop 1"

The Bounder's brow was black and his
eyes glinting. Kvidently Herbert
Vernon-8mith was in the worst of
tempers. He had come slong at a
ra;aher ul'n.luoky moment for Billy Bunter.

ang !

you

Instead of lettin
wrenched the Bounder's
Billy Bunter’s collar.

“Cut!” he said curtly.

Billy Bunter was only too glad to cut.
The moment he was released he was off
the mark, and he did the Remove pas-
sage-at about sixty miles per hour, yell-
ing as he went,

o BY g'n.d 1

go, Wharton
grasp from

The Bounder turned on
Wharton, with glittering eyes and
clenched fists, “If you're askin’ for
trouble, Wharton——*

“Don't be a fooll” Harry Wharton
stepped back, keeping his hands down,
“Ragging Bunter won't do any good!
And ecrapping won’t, either! We've
got to fix up abdut to-morrow; and if
we're scratohing, we've got to let Bt.
Jude’s know.”

“We're not soratchin’!” snarled the
Bounder.

“Has Quelch——" began Nugent.

The Bounder gave a scoffing laugh,

“Not in the least,” said the Bounder
sardonically. “It’s the beginnin’.”

“ 8mithy, old man—"

“QOh, chuck it!” said the Bounder
rudely. “T've got to think this out!
Leave a fellow alone [

Redwing gave him a rather long look,
and left the study, The captain of the
Remove was left nlone—to think it out!
And if the Remove men were going to
play a cricket match at St, Jude's on the
morrow, in spite of their Form master's
order of detention, there wans no doubt
that it required some hard thinking.

THE SIXTH CHAPTER.
Wrathy !

EMOVE men, the following morn-
R ing, wors worried looks.
Lven the fellows who cared
little for ericket, and were not
bothering about the game at St. Jude's,
were rather dolorous. Detention for
Tee Maegner LiBrary.—No. 1,269.
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the half-holiday
prospect.

Tliese fellows, however, did not matter
much, in the general estimation. It was
the St. Jude's fixture that mattered.

The Bounder’s brow was dark, and his
feelings bitter. His resentment against
the Reémove master was deep. 1t sur-
prised and angered him to find that the
other fellows shared it very slightly.
Quelch had given the Form detention on
a cricket date, which was frightfully
hard luck; butit was the Bounder's own
fault if the match was scratched, and all
the cricketers knew it, whether Smithy
liked to admit it or not. .

Smithy had ssked for trouble in the
first place, by starting the rag in French
class, and cheeking Quelch when he came
to restore order. He had put the lid on
in his interview with Quelch afterwards.
All the fellows knew that Quelch, severe
as he was, was the man to make a
reasonable concession. If, like Pharaoh
of old, he had hardened his heart, it
was Bmithy’'s doing.

The intervention of the games master
would have done some good in other cir-
cumstances. But Vernon-Smith's de-
claration that he was going to “appeal
to the gnmes master, ﬁad fairly torn it.
Mr, Quelch had evidently resolved to
make it unmistakably clear that there
was no appeal from his authority. And
gome of the fellows, who bad thought of
asking Wingate of the Sixth. as hend of
the games, to chip in, realised that it
was too late to be of any usze. Quelch’s
back was up, and if he had refused to
listen to the games master, it was certain
that he would not listen to Wingate.

It exasperated Smithy to find that in
the Remove the blame was laid, not on
Quelch, but on himself. The cricketers
resented Queleh's action—but they all
agreed that the matter could have becn

was not & oappy

set right if Smithy had handled it with
tact; if, in short, anyone but the head-
strong and arrogans Bounder had had
to deal with Quelch.

“Queleh wouldn’t have refused Whar-
ton, 1f it had been Wharton,” Squiff told
the other ericketers. * But what was the
man to do, when a fellow asks bim a
favour and cheeks him at the same time ?
The cheeky ass told him he would appeal
to Lascelles. That put it up to Quelch to
stick to it like glue,” .

And the other fellows agreed with the
Australian junior. ;

But it was a rotten state of affairs.
Every cricketer in the Form was exas-
perated with the Bounder, and not less
g0 because Smithy declared that the
match was going to be played, all the
same., He refused to scratch, and St.
Jude's were expecting the Remove team
early in the afterncon. It was too late
now to write, but there was time for a
telegram; but the suggestion of a tele-
gram scratching the match was received
by the Bounder only with a snarl of
angry contempt.

In the Remove Form Room that morn-
ing there was rather a tense atmosphere.

Mr, Quelch was cold and grim. His
Form was restless and resentful. Judg-
ing by Quelch’s looks, he was still irri-
tated with the Remove; but, as a matter
of fact, the Form master was more
worried than irritated. Few of the
juniors guessed that Quelch was feeling
the disappointment he had inflicted. on
them, But that was the truth.

But the die was cast.

Without abandoning his authority over
his own Form, Mr. Quelch could hardly
yield the point now. Practically, it

would have been yielding to the dicta-
tion of a single cheeky, arrogant
member of his Form. It would have

placed him rather in the position of a

A Book-length Adventure Yarn For 4d.

has had

From his first day—his first hour—at Rippingham
School, Tom Parry, the boy from the back streets,
2 a scheming,
disgrace him—for there's a fortune at stake| But
it's just when things look blackest against him
that Tom shows his fighting spirit and hits out
straight from the shoulder. T‘l !

fine schaol{yarn by JOHN LANCE—packed wit

un, mystery and excitement.

Ask for No. 337 of the

BOYS’ FRIEND

Now on Sale at all Newsdealers -

RIPPING-
HAM!

dangerous enemy trying to

ere's a rattlin

Lil_n'ary

THE MAGNET

master Iike Monsieur Charpentier. Hin
deepest ire had been roused by the
Bounder’s appeal from his authority to
that of the games master. Quelch was
now adamant.

First and second lesson passed off dis-
mally in the Form-room, and the
Remove were dismissed for break.

They came out in a grousing erowd.

Qutside the door ot the Form-room
three or four fellows gathered round
Harry Wharton.

“Look here! It's up to you, now that
Smithy’s made a muck of it,” said Peter
Todd. “You put it to Quelch! He will
listen to you.”

Wharton shook his head.

“It's up to youl” said Squiff,

“Look here, Wharton—" growled
Tom Brown.

“Nothing doing,” answered Harry

quietly. *8mithy's the captain of the
Form, and I can’t butt in.”
. " As the matter stands, we're not play-
ing, and we're not scratching, and St
Jude’s will be waiting for us thia
afternoon on their ground. Are we
going to let them down like that?®
snorted Johnny Bull,

“ Ask Smithy |”

“Blow Smithy !” said & dozen voices.

“The blowfulness is terrific |*

“Look here, Wharton! Bmithy's a
back number, = Quelch will listen to you,
and you've jolly well got to put it to
him ! exclaimed Squiff.

“8o long as Smithy is captain of the
Remove, I'm backing him up,” answered
Wharton, “Our skipper has a right to
expect to be backed up, and I'm standing
by Bmithy I”

“Fathead |”

o Asa I’]

Wharton escaped from the crowd, and
went out into the gquad. He was as
worried and annoyed as any other fellow
in the Reniove, but it was not for him to
act in the Form captain’s place,

There were few fellows in the Form
who did not wish, from the bottom of
their hearts, that Wharton was back in
his old place as skipper. But it was not
for Wharton to take advantage of it. If
Vernon-Smith was turned out, and a new
election held, he was ready to stand for
election. That was a very different
matter.

But he spurned with scorn the bare idea
of using the present state of affairs to the
disadvantage of his rival, Smithy was
skipper, and eo long as he was skipper,
the former captain_of the Remove was
backing him up. He only hoped that
some way might yet be found out of the
difficulty, and certainly he was not think-
ing of any benefit for himself,

An angry crowd surrounded the
Bounder in the quad. A dozen fellows
told him, eloquently, and all at once,
what they thought of him, both person-
ally and as Form captain. erbert
Vernon-Smith listened, with a sneer on
hizs face, unperturbed.

“Are you sendinf a telegram to
St:' J u?ﬁ‘u ?? demanded Squiff,

“Then Nugent, as secretary, had
better send it, whether you like it or
not.”

“You see,” drawled the Bounder,
“we're not soratching this match.”

“They'll be waiting for us on their
ground ! yelled Peter Todd.

“Wae shan’t keep them waiting.®

“Are we going to march out of the
Form-room under Quelch’s mnosel”
almost shrieked Peter Todd.

“Yes 2
Think he'll let

‘;,Yau-you dummy !
us?”
The Bounder shrugged his shouldezs.



EVERY SATURDAY

Squitt shook an excited fist under his
nose,

“I can tell you this, Vernon-Smith,"
he bawled, “if this match is mucked up,
you'll be sacked from the captainey [’

“I'm not deaf!" the Bounder pointed
out.

“What ?? _

“Whisper and I shall hear!” said
Bmithy, with perfect coolness.

“You—you—you cheeky idiot—"

“Sorag him!” said Tom Brown.
“Serag the silly ass! Then let's go
round and kick every man that voted for
him in the election.” ;

“Keep your little tempers,”’ said 1':115
Bounder. “I've told you that we're

laying St. Jude’s this afternoon
Eenva it at that." .

“How are we going to play them?
ronred Johnny Bull,

Y With bat and all,” answered the

I'sunder pleasw:, . *“Thets how
¢t ' b is usually yieved, T believe.’
au—you freny idho e

p—"

* You burbliuz
“ Berag him " '
It really looked as if the en’:;n.gecl
cricketers were going to “scrag '’ the
captain of the Remove. The Bounder,
with & contemptuous grin on his face,
and his hands in his pockets, stood per-
fectly cool. Harry Wharton stepped
guietly to his side. .

“Chuck that, you men!” he said,
“What's the good of ragging "

And the angry crowd moved off and
left the Bounder alone with Wharton. .
“§till backin' me mp. old bear !
asked Smithy lightly.

“Yes, Smithy!" :

“YVou're not the man to fish 1n
troubled waters, are you " grinned th!f‘;
Bounder. “If I were in your place—

“Never mind what you'd do in my
place, Smithy. I'm thinking of the
ericket,” said Harry. “ What tho
thump are we going to do?”

“Poat St. Jude's, T hope,"” answered
the Bounder, and he strolled away,
whistling. .

Evideﬁtly, it was still fixed in the
Bounder's mind that the game at St
Jude's was going to be played that
day. How he was going to work it, was
known only to the Bounder—and, per-
haps, it was not known to bim,

S —

THE SEVENTH CHAPTER.
Luck !

UZZZZ !
B The raucous buzz of the tele-
phone bell was not welcome to

the ears of Henry Samuel
Quelch as he sat in his study in morning
bl'{'!ﬂ.kq-

Mr. Quelch was in an irritated mood;
and he was seeking calm and solace In
a reperusal of that masterly article in
the columns of the “Public School
Review.™ i

The buzz of the telephone interrupted
that perusal. |

Mr. Quelch lifted the receiver.

“ Hallo 1” he barked into the trans-
mitter,

“Is that Mr. Quelch at Greyfriars?”

“Speaking I" barked the , Remove

muster. )
“ Gogod-morning, Mr., Quelch. DF'
Wyatt, speaking from 8t. Jude's

School !I”" came a rather pleasant, deep
voice over the wires, .

“Oh! Good-morning!” said Mr.
Quelch, ceasing to bark He was
acquainted with the headmaster of
&t, Jude's, end had a considerable
respect for that gentleman.

He wondered, however, what the
gt, Jude's headmaster could possibly
have to say to him over the telephone.

“I trust I am not interrupling you,
Mr. Quelch,”

“Not at all, sir!" said Mr. Quelch,
more politely than veraciously.

“1 have been looking at the ' Public
School Review '—

“Oh |” a pleased smile dawned on the
frosty countenance of Henry Samuel
Quelch, . )

“1 conclude that the article s:gnad
‘H. 8. Quelch’ is your work, sir?’

“Quite 1" said Mr. Quelch.

“] have been interested—extremely
interested, by this article, Mr. Quelch.”

“You ara very kind, sir !” There was
no trace of irritation in the Remove
master’'s face now, He boamed.

As a Form master, Mr. Quelch was
8 severe, almost grim, gentleman. As an
aputhor, he wiu- gentle as the cooing

l Sm——
| TELL A TALE AND WIN A
| HANDSOME PRIZE

like Arthur Leckie, Box 28,
Ruthilda, Sask., Canada, who

submitted the following rousing
rib-tickler :

Tommy (halting at shop win-
dow) : * Papa, didn't you tell
mamma we must economise 7 '

Fathar : * ¥Yes, | did, Tommy.

Why 7"
Tommy : " Well, | was thinkin
ou got me a bicycle

that if
wouldn’t wear out 80 many pailrs

of shoea 1 "'

Finished laughing? Good]|
Then have a shol at winning one
of our topping prizes yourself !

It was not the Form master, but

dove,.
the author, who was now
a pood-tompered gargoyle
telephone.

“] think, sir, that in certain direc-
tions, your conclusions are open to
discussion,”” went on the B8t. Judeo's
headmaster.

“No doubt, sir, no doubt !” said Mr.
Quelch amiably.

“It would be a great pleasure to me
sir, to discuss the matter with you, and
compare notes on this extremely inter-
esting and important subject.”

“1t would be n pleasure to me, sir!”
gaid Mr. Quelch heartily. “A very
great pleasure indeed.”

“] am glad to hear you sa
uelch! Perhaps you would
pleasure of calling at Bt. Jude's—

" Certainly, sir I

“ As there iz a half-holiday at both
schools to-day, Mr. Quelch, perhaps you

rinning like
over the

80, Mr.
me the

L ]

it

might look in this afternoon, I take it
thet you are at liberty I

“Oh, quite! I had a matter of de-
tention to see to, but that I can easily
leave to a prefect! I shall be
honoured, sir.”

"I should be glad if you eould come to
lunch, sir, and then 4o

Mr. Quelch coughed.

“l should be delighted, Dr. Wyalt;
but I have certain duties, in conneotion
with my Form—but early in the after-
NOOT ?

“Very well, Mr. Quelch; I shall
expect you any time after lumch, and
the oarlier the better,” said the St,
Jude's headmaster very cordially.

And after & few more gracious words
on both sides, the receivers ware put up.

Mr. Quelch paced bis study for a few
;_mnutes, with an agreeable smile on his
808,

The Remove Form master had felt con-
vinged that that article in the “Publio
School Review ? would attract some
attention. With all due modesty, he
could not help thinking that it was &
masterly article; that it touched the
spot, as 1t were ! It 'was distinctly agree-
able to find that he had been right; still
more agreeable, for a headmaster to
ring him up so soon after the appear-
ance of the article, Eaier to discuss his

views with him. Mr. Quelch had always
felt some respect for the headmaster of
St. Jude's; and now he respected that
gentleman more than ever. Obviously,
Dr., Wyatt was a man of great judg-
mant.

It had been a very pleasant talk on
the telephone—and there was to be a
longer and still more pleasant talk at
St. Jude’s, The whole subject would be
thrgshed out, in all its bearings.

Mr. Quelch rather regretted that he
had not stretched a point for ence and
cut the Form dinner at Greyfriars nnd
lunched at St, Jude's—so keen was he
to bepin that interesting discussion with
a headmaster of so much intelligence
and judgment.

St1ll, he could ring a taxi and leave
imumediately after the school dinner;
and a happy afternoon lay before him.

IHe had intended to supervise the
detention of his Form; keeping a
gimlet eye on them, to see that their
time was not wasted in the Form-room.
That task, however, could be left to a
Sixth Form prefect. He could ask
Wingate, or Walker, or Loder—that
was easily arranged.

The I:]-Erﬁ for third school interrupted
Mr. Quelch’s agreeable reflections,

He left his gtudy and proceeded to
the Remove room.

In his pleasant, pleased mood, it was
rather disagrceable to see the sombre
looks of most of his Form, when they
came in for third school. He felt a
twinge. But that matter was settled;
thero was no help for it; it was 1m-
possible for him to make any concession.
But he mrtaiﬂl{ felt sorry that the
Remove would be at detention tasks
while two scholastic chins wwere wagging
so happily in the 8t. Jude's headmaster’s
study that bright June afternoon.

He hoped, however, that this severo
lesson would benefit the Remove, and
especﬁaﬂj' that impertinent boy, Vernon-
Bmith !

Certainly it did not cross Mr, Quelch’s
mind for & single instant that that
impertinent boy, Vernon-SBmith, was
thinking of defying the detention order
and intending to carry on regardless of
Henry Samuel Quelch. That was not a
thﬂugjilt that was likely to enter, Mr.
Quelch’s mind. .

Third lesson passed rather dismally
in the Remove-room. Most of the

Trx MacNer Lisrary.—No. 1,269
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fellows were thinking of ericket, and the

Bounder was thinking of rather des-
porate plans for carrying om, in spite
of Myr. Quelch. The Remove master had
seldom had a more inattentive class.

But he was very patient, surprisin
the juniors with his patience an
equable temper. They knew nothing, of
course, of that happy talk on the tcle

hone and the attractive appointmoent
Elr. Quelch had for the afternoon.

The lesson ended at last, and Mr.
Quelch had a few words to say before he
dismissed the Remove. . «

“My boys,” he said, quite kindly, “I
regret that it is_ my duty to detain you
this afternoon. I regret it very much.

Breathless attention was fixed on
Quelch. For o moment the Remove
hoped that this exordium meant that
they were to be let off.

That brief hope was dashed the mext
moment, .

“But duty, howsoever disagrecable,
must be done ! said Mr. Quelch frmly.
“You will all be in the Form-room at
two o‘c}?ck "

“T am called away this afternoon,”
went on Mr. Queleh, “I shall therefore
leave my Form in charge of a prefect[”

The Bounder's eves flashed. .

“That prefect will take control in this
Form-room from two o'clock until five
o'clock. I trust that my boys will be
quiet, orderly, and attentive to their
tasks, That is the way to regam_ my
good opinion, which I trust is valued
m my Form!”

Skinner winked at Snoop—fortunately
without being spotted by the gimlet eye
of his Form master,

“But I shall instruct the prefect to
report to me if there iz any disorder !”
went on Mr. Quelch in a rather deeper
voice, “Anything of the kind will be
severely punizhed !”

There was a pause.

“Dismiss 1" said Mr. Quelch.

The Remove marched out.

Herbert Vernon-8mith swung down
the passage, his hands in his poclets,
and & grin on his face. Redwing gave
him a troubled lock.

“This is luck !” said Smithy.

“I don't sec it, old chap!”

“Quelch will be off the scene!” The
Bounder laughed aloud, “We can deal
with a prefect! What? By gad, 1.y
luck never lets me down, Heddy! It
always turns up trumps, old man!”

“For goodness' sake, Smithy, don’t
think of playing the goat!” said Red-
wing, in deep distress. “A Sixth Form
prefect ! You can't think of handling &
Sixth Form prefect”

“Can’t 1?"” grinned the Bounder.
“Wait till Quelch is off the scene, that's
alll A prefect won't stop us!*

“He jolly well will!” said Tom.

“Not 1f his head's jammed in a waste-

aper-basket, and his legs tied to
51191011’5 desk——*

“\What 1" gasped Redwing, aghast.

The Bounder chuckled.

“Leave it to me " he sald,

And the Bounder walked away, langh-
ing, leaving his chum staring after himn
in utter consternation.

ODER looks eross!” remarked
rather cross.

THE EIGHTH CHAPTER.
Detention with Loder !
M
g Bob Cherry.
Gerald Loder of the Sixth
Form  undoubtedly locked
After dinner Harry Wharton & Co.
walked in the quad, not in a cheery
Tae Maeyer Lisrarr.—No, 1,269,

+ ten miles away.

humour, waiting for the hour of deten-
tion. Loder, coming away from the
House, passed them, and they noted the
scowl on his face,

Loder was not the best-tempered
fellow at the best of times. Now he
looked the worst-tempered fellow at
Greyfriars,

He had had a glum face at the school
dinner. There had been only a few of
the Sixth Form at dinner. The First
Eleven were playing away that day, and
Wingate an\:F his merry men had left
early, Loder, though he was a good
deal of a slacker, considered that he
was entitled to a place in the First
Eleven, but he seldom had a chance of
figuring therein. On the present occa-
sion he was left out, and it annoyed
him, While Loder was dining at the
high table in Hall at Greyfriars that
day, the First Eleven were at lantham,
Loder looked glum
about it, all the more becaus: he saw,
or fancied he saw, smiles on some other
faces, and connocted those smiles with
his own disappointment.

But now, as he strode across the quad,
Loder was looking more than glum.
He was looking angry and savage.
Something, apparently, had occurred
since dinner to make his temper worse.

8o bad was Loder’s temper, in fact,
that he secemed to be longing to take
it out of somebody. Harry Wharton &
Co. merely glanced at him as he {asaed
like a thungercloud. According to the
Eroverb, a cat may look at a king. But

erald Loder, it seemed. was not to
be even looked at with impunity in his
present frame of mind,

“Don’t loaf about there, you young
rotters !"” barked Leder.

“My esteemed Loder,” remonstrated
Hurree Jamset Ram Singh, “the loaf-
fulness is not terrifio |”

Loder glared at the chums of the
Remove.

“You young rascals!| Why the thump
couldn’t your Form master whop you
all round instead of detaining you?”

N my hat!” murmured Frank
Nugent.

The Famous Five grinned. Loder’s
remark let in light on the cause of his
bad temper.

Mr. Quelch had said that the detained
Form would be in charge of a prefect
during his absence. It was easy now
to guess that Loder was the prefect
selected for the happy task.

“Don't give me any trouble this
afternoon, that's alll” sgaid Loder
scowling. “I'm bringing my ashplant

into the Form-room, as I've got to
waste the afternoon keeping an eye on
you young scoundrels! If you ask for
it, you'll get it—hard 1”

“Awfully sorry you've got to take us
in detention, Loder |” said Bob Cherry

olitely. *8till, it's worse for us than
or you, isn’t it1"”

“Take fifty lines, Cherry 1"

“Oh, my hat 1"

Loder strode on, scowling.

He had been disappointed about the
cricket that pfternoon. But he had in-
tended to indemnify himself by spend-
ing some happy hours up the river at
the Three Fishers, where thers were
cigarettes and a billiards-table, and one
or two s‘:iortsing fellows, who belonged
to Higheliffe, to meet, That little pro-
gramme was completely knocked on the
head by Mr, Quelch’s request that he
should teke the Remove in detention,

It was sca.rneliv Emssib]a for Loder to
refuse Mr, Quelch’s request. A Grey-
friars prefeet had duties ss well as
privileges, and though Loder was mnot
a “whale” on duty, he conld not expect
to dodge it all the time. Quelch had
asked him eivilly whether he had any
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?Deoiml engagement that afternoon, and
der, of course, could not tell him that
he had planned to meet some High-
olifie men at a pub out of bounds to
play billiards. 8o Loder was “for it.”

“What & ’appy afternoon it's goin
te be I” sighed Bob Cherry. “We sha
enjoy life with Loder in the Form-
room—what 7

“The enjoyfulness will not be ter~
rifio 1"

“ According to Smithy, we're playing
cricket this afternoon, and not stayin
in the Form-room at alll” grunte
Johnny Bull,

“Bmithy’s as ass |” said Nugent.

" Loder’s practica]]%odeta.ined along
with us!” grinned b. “He looks
quite cross about it, If Smithly be
gml{ bunkum, I fancy Loder will ma
jolly old example of him.”

arry Wharton looked very thought-
ful. He was sure that the Bounder had
some scheme in his mind, though he
could not guess what it was.

Smithy was reckless enough for any-
thing, but the idea of a whole Form
marching out of detention without leave
made all the other fellows look grave,
Plenty of fellows would have risked that
much, doubtless, rather than have left
the 8t. Jude's ericketers waiting for a
team that was never to arrive. But in
the prescnce of a Bixth Form prefect
it was impracticable. Handling Loder
and tying his legs to a desk, and stick-
ing his head into the wastepaper-
basket, was an easior thinq to say than
to do; and nobody was likely to back u
the Bounder in such unheard-of prucee(E
ings, even if Bmithy himself was so
wildly reckless as to be capable of
taking the lead.

No word, however, had been sent to
8t. Jude's. Lunn and his men would be
expecting the Greyfriars team, and ex-
Eectmg them scon. Obviously, the

ounder intended to carry on.

Huch a state of affairs, Wharton knew,
appealed to the Bounder’s reckless, law-
less nature. If he succeeded in getting
that match played, in spite of every-
thing, it would add immensely to his
prestige as a fellow who did not care
two straws for authority, end did not
give o snap of the fingers for masters
or prefects. And the Bounder's luck
was well kmown to bo wonderful.
Wharton wondered whether, after all,
Smithy would pull it off, He could not
help thinking that this time the Bounder
had bitten off more than he could pos-
sibly chew.

At two o'clock an unwilling Form
pssembled in the Remove-room. All
other Forms were at liberty, and pre-
paring to enjoy the sunny June after-
noon. There was a cricket match on be-
tween the Fourth and the Shell, Hobson
& Co. of the Shell, and Cecil Reginald
Temple and his merry men in the
Fourth, looked merry and bright.
Fags of the Third and the Second went
out of gates in cheery swarms. Coker
of the Fifth careered away on his
motor-bike—his friends, Potter and
Greene, were playing cricket at Lan-
tham, and Horace Coker was going to
give them a look in, if he reached Lan-
tham alive. Other senior men, as well
as a good many juniors, were going over
to Lantham to see the game there. In
gll Greyfriars School only the hapless
Remove were down on their luck—but
they were very deep down on it indeed.

Loder of the Sixth came into the Re-
move-room with Mr. Quelch. In the pre-
sonca of the Form master Loder re-
strained his temper ; but he looked glum.
Alr. Queleh had already prepared deten-
tion papers for the Form—sufficient to
keep them occupied for three more or

ins
e
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fearful yell.

less happy hours. Leaving them in
charge of the gloomy prefect, Mr.
Quelch quitted the Form-room, and a
fow minutes later a taxi was heard to
grind away on the drive.

The Bounder’s eyes gleamed as he
heard Quelch depart.

Where the Remove master was gone
he did not know, and did not care.
Mr. Quelch was away for the afternoon,
and that was all Smithy cared about.

Loder sst at the Form master’s desk
and scowled. Hs had brought a novel
to keep him company, but that was a

oor consolation for what he was miss-
ing at the Three Fishers.

Gloomy faces wers bent over deten-
tion tasks at the Remove desks. Some
of the fellows looked up, to give Ver-
non-Smith homicidal glances. This, it
seemed, was the outcome of the
Bounder’s swank, Detention, after all,
and the Bt. Jude's men left waiting on
their ground, without even being moti-
fied that the match was off. Probably
only the presence of & prefect saved
Herbert Vernon-Smith from the ragging
of his life.

“Bunter 1"

Loder rngped out the name.

“Ow! , yes! Tt—it wasn’t me,
Loder!* gasped Billy Bunter, in great
alarm.

“ Are you eating toffee in class 1"

“0Oh, no! Not at all, Loder! I-—I
haven't any toffee !” gasped the fat Owl.
“] didn't know you were watching me.
I-I mean——"

“Bbe;lJ out before the class, Bunter |*

L 1] Oh or' !)’

Bunter rolled out dismally,

“Take that toffee from your mouth,
you sticky little pig, and put it in the
wastepapor-basket 1” snapped Loder,

“Oh crikey I”

#Now bend over that desk!”

g 4

Loder picked up a cane and approached Bunter. Whack! ** farnooh 1»» Billy Bunter’s snore suddenly changed into a

*“ Do you think you’re in the dormitory, you [at young scoundrel ! ** demanded Loder.

keep awake now [ *’

“Oh crumbs I*

Whack |

“Yoooop I”

Billy Bunter crawled back to his
place, wriggling.

Loder grunted, and sat down at Mr.
Queloh's desk again, feeling a little
better.

The Removites looked grim and sav-
age. Loder, irritated by the duty he
had to do, was going to take it out of
the detained Form—that was clear. He
had begun on Billy Bunter, but there
was more to come. It lpoked like being
& happy afternoon for the Remove.

THE NINTH CHAPTER.
The Hour and the Man !

AP!

I Trotter,, the House page,
opened the door of the Remove-
room, and looked in. Loder

glanced across at him, and snapped :

“What do you want?”

“Telegram for you, sir,” said Trotter.

“Oh, bring it here!”

Loder was looking surprised as he
took the telegram and opened it. It
was uncommon enough for a Greyfriars
man to roceive a telegram. But es he
glanced at the message he started, and
the glum gloominess left his face as if
wiped off with a duster, He smiled.

The Remove fellows wondered what
there might be in that wire to cause
Gerald Loder to look so good-tempered
all of a sudden.

Skinner whispered a surmise that it
was from a “bookie,” announcing that
Loder had backed 8 winner, a sugges-
tion that caused a snigger in the Form.
The sportsman of the Hixth was not
likély to have a racing telegram ad-
dressed to the school. But it was clear

“ Perhaps you'll

that there was some very gratifying
news in that telegram.

“Right! No answer.,” said Loder;
and Trotter left the Form-room.

p Loder rose from the I'orm master’s
a5

He glanced quite genially at the Re-
move. He was quite a different Loder
from the fellow who had caned Bunter
five minutes ago.

The Bounder’s eyes were fixed on him,
with a sarcastic smile. The other fel-
lows cmlg wondered what had caused
this sudden change in Loder. They
would have known, and would have
been still more surprised, if tha’y could
?:.ve seen the buff slip in Loder’s hand.

ran:

“Handed in at Lantham Post Office.
Loder, Greyfriars School. Come over
at once, Bring your bat.—WixgaTn.”

It was enough to make Loder smile.
He was wanted, after all, in the First
Eleven match at Lantham.

It was rather late to call him, cer-
tainly, but better late than never,
Something had happened; apparently,
and Wingate wanted another man.
Somebody crocked or missins‘--goodnesu
knew what! No doubt Greyfriars had
batted first, and were still batting, and
there was a place for Loder. Some man
at the tail of the innings was, for some
reason, not available.' Anyhow, what-
ever the explanation, there it was.
Loder was cal?ccl on in hot haste—a call
that he was only too glad to obey.
Even the sportsman of the 8ixth would
rather have played for the School than
have put in the afternoon at the Threo
Fishers—infinitely rather than have put

(Continued on page 16.)
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(Continued from page 13.)

in the afternoon with a detained junior
Form,

Loder fairly grinned.

The task Mr, Quelch had assigned
Lim, of course, had to be put aside, when
his ecricket captain called on him.
Loder had to find another prefect to
take his place, and he was only too glad
to have to do so.

In his keen satisfaction he counld not
help telling the Remove the happy news,
Fel?aw& Liad grinned, or he fancied they
had, when the First Eleven left him at
honme. It bucked Loder to be able to
tel-il the world that he was wanted, after
Bl

“1 shall have to leave vou kids,” said
Loder. “I'm called over to Lantham
to play cricket.”

There was a buzz of surprise in the
TNemove,

50 that was it]

No wonder Loder had looked pleased,

“I've no time to lose,” went on Loder,
“Not a second to spare, in fact, I'm
wanted to bat, I shall leave you here.
You will keep your places, and keep on
with your work, and I shall ask another
prefeet to come along.”

“Gratters, Loder!"” said Vernon-
snth.
“The gratterfulness is terrifie, my

esteemed Loder,” declared Hurree Jam-
sct Ram Singh.

“Thanks ! said Loder, very genially.
“1 hope I shall knock up s few for
Greyfriars. Keep order here.”

Loder almost bounded out of the
Form-room.

Thers was a buzz as the door closed.

“Well, my only hat!" sgaid Bob
Cherry. " What on earth’s happened to
tiie First Eleven, if thay want a man at
the last minute like this?"

“ Accident or something,” said Peter
Todd. “Goodness knows ! )

“Blessed if I understand Wingate
ealling Loder, though!” said Tom Red-
11.gng. I"Them'a better men than Loder
about."”

“Loder doesn't seem to think so,”
chuckled Squiff.

Vernon-Smith was on his feet.

“Never mind the First Eleven,” he
snid. “It's the Remove matches we've
got to think of. Come on!®

“ What "

“Loder won't find another prefect to
take his place in a hurry,” said the
Bounder., “ We've got five minutes at
tlie very least. That's enough, unless
von men want to sit here cackling.”

“ But—" ejaculated Harry Wharton.

The Bounder interrupted him with
savagze impatience,

“Get a move on, you ass! We've pot
to be elear before another prefect butts
in, unless vou want to back me up in
tving him, hand and foot.”

“(h, don't be mn ass! Look here,
Smithy——"" exclaimed Mark Linley.

“INuff gaid! The cleven will follow
me " rapped out the Bounder. “The
rest of the Form ean please themselves !

Tug Macxer Lisrary.—No. 1,269.

: DBounder.

Wharten, Cherry, Bull, Hurree Singh,
Squiff. Brown, inley, Iﬁedwing, Togd,
{}gih-y——get-,a move on!

*But ! _

“Are. you coming!” roared the
Bounder. “Or are you funky?”

“] gay, vou fellows,” neaked

Billy Bunter, “Queclch will be wild 1"

“Blow Quelch, you fat fool !"

“Oh, really, Smithy—"

“Who's backing me up ?"* snarled the

“Wharton—"

Harry Wharton, with a startled look,
fixed his eyes on the Bounder.

“Did vou know that telegram was
coming for Loder, Bmithy?” he asked
very guistly.

“0Oh crikey I"* pasped Bob Cherry.

The Bounder laughed scoflingly.

“Never mind what I knew ! _Ara you
backing me up, or are you leaving your
captain in the lurch because you're
funky t"

Wharton drew a deep breath,

“I'm backing you up,”’ he said.
_“Bamo here!" said Bob Cherry at
once,

“The samefulness is terrific.”

“We're all backing up, I suppose,”
said Peter Todd dubiously. " But
there'll be a fearful row, Smithy "

The Bounder shrugged his shoulders.

“1 shall get the buti-end of it 1if
there's a row, as ringleader,”” he said.
“If I don't funk it, vou needn’t.”

“Don’t be a cheeky ass! Nobody's
funking it! But—"
*“Come on, then!"

Vernon-Smith threw open the door of
the Form-room. If there was hesitation,
it was only for a moment. Like one
man, the cricketers marched out of the
TFarnm-room after the captain of the
Remove. The coast was clear; there
was no one to say them nay, Frank
Nugent followed them, He was not in
the eleven, but he was not the man to
stand back when his comrades wore
taking risks.

Wharton caught his arm,

“Cut back, Franky 28

“ Rats "' answered Hugent.

“There's no necd—'

i Rﬂt !!l

“Tt means a frightiul row with
Quelch. old man."

“That's why I'm coming.”

Bolsover major jumped up and fol-
lcwed on. Then five or six other fellows
left their places and joined up. It was
a crowd that hurried away from the
Torm-room. Some fellows rose, and sat
down again. Only the more reckless
spirits followed Nugent's example.
Less than half the Remove remained in
the Form-room—in a buzz of excite-
ment.

“1 say, you fellows, they'll all be
flogged !’ sqﬂuankad Billy Bunter. :

“Beak’s Hoggings nﬁl round 1" enid
Skinner. “I rather think I'm stayin'
in, like a good, cbedient boy who loves
his kind teachers. What about you,
Snoopey 1"

“I'm glued here!” grinned Snoop.
*“ Btick where you ars, Stott.”

Stott shook his head.

“I'm not going to let tliose chaps take
all the risk.” he said. *“I’m going after
them.” ! .

“More fool you!'" said Skinner; and
Stott, unheeding, went,

“] guess I'm freczing to this here
desk 1"’ remarked Tisher T. Fish. “I
guess I don't want any floggings in
mine,

“[—I've a jolly good mind to go—"
said Hazeldene,

“ And a better mind not to " grinned
Skinner. .

“Well, if Smithy had put me in the
team—"

THE MAGNET

“You'll be jolly glad he didn’'t when
Quelch comes home I chuckled Snoop.
“S8mithy's the man to ask for it, and no
mistake "’

The Remove-room was in & buzz
while the remnant of the Form waited
for another prefect to come along in
Loder’s place, What that prefect would
say when he came and found less than
half the detained Form there was an
interesting question. But he did not
seem in 8 hurry to arrive—which was
all the better for the cricketers. Even
Billy Bunter, though he was busy ex-
tracting  his toffee from the wastepaper-
basket, hoped that the Remove Eleven
would succeed in getting clear,

— e,

THE TENTH CHAPTER.
Out of Bounds !

(17 UT____J‘I
11 Bu "N
“Shut up, and follow on!"

snapped Vernon-Smith.

In a state of breathless excitement the
crowd of Remove fellows fuunﬂ_tham-
selves outside the walls of Greyfriars.

They had not ventured to leave by
the gates. There was no doubt that
Gosling, the rter, knew that the
Remove were detained that day, and it
would not have done for Gosling to see
them going.

They left by way of the Cloisters,
dropping over a low wall into a lane,
A few minutes had sufficed to get ready
to start; with not- a gecond to spare,
they had not wasted a fraction of =&
second. ‘The Bounder was as cool as
ice, and evidently enjoying the escapade,
and counting upon fortune favourin
him. Many of the other fellows doubte
whether they would get elear. But, as
a matter of fact, it was easy.

On that sunny June afternoon the
school was almost deserted. The First
Eleven, playing at Lantham, had drawn
a crowd of fellows away; and a junior
match going.on on Little Side at Grey-
frianrs had drawn another crowd to that
spot. Most important of . all, Mr,
Cgueich was absent; and Loder of the
Bixth was already speeding away on a
motor-bike for Lan 3

Few eyes, as it happened, fell on the
truant Removites as they started, and
those few did not matter. It was true
that Mr, Prout, master of the Fifth,
WAaSs w:u.ll:inE in the quad with Capper,
master of the Fourth, end both masters
glanced at the Removites; but they had
nothing to do with Queleh’s Form, and

robably did not even know that the
Eamme were under detention, Dr,
Locke, the Head, himself was seated at
his open study window, and his kind
and nevolent glance fell on the
truants, but with undiminished benevo-
lence; the Hend was not aware that
these young rascals were supposed to be
gitting in their Form-room at detention
tasks, Risky as it seemed, rmkiaaqlﬁ
venturesome, the Remove men walke
to a secluded zpot in the school wall and
climbed over as if they were not under
detention at all,

In the lane outside, Vernon-8mith led
the way towards the rcad. Several
fellows ' asked questions, to which the
Bounder did not take the trouble to
reply. They were already due at Bt.
Jude's, and St. Jude's was & good many
miles away. They had got unexpect-
edly clear, but the question of transport
remained. They hﬂg to get to St. Jude's
somehow,

The Bounder proceeded at a trot, and
the other fellows trotted in his wake,
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They turned from the lane into the
Courtfield road, where they breathed
rather more freely, :

By that time there was-little doubt
that Loder's substitute had arrived in
the Remove Form Room and found a
crowd missing.

“Bafe now!” ssid Bob Cherry, as
they trotted along the road towards
Courthield.

“But we've got to get to 8t. Jude's,”
said Peter Todd. “If we're taking a
train from Courtfield we might as well
have utqeﬂ at home. We should get to
8t. Jude’s about tea-time.”’

" Bmithy, old man——'" said Boh.

“Follow on.”

“Walking it ?" grunted Johnny Bull,

The Bounder did not answer. A little
distance up the high-road he turned off
into a lane. In that lane stood a motor-
omnibus. )

The driver stood leaning on the big
vehicle, emoking a cigarette. He threw
away the cigarstte and touched his hat
to the Bounder.

“Ready, sir "’ \

“Sharp's the word!” said Vernon.
SBmith, *Pile in, you men|”

“Oh, my hat "

“Great pip!”’ .

“The pipfulness is terrific!”

Evidently the captain of the Remove
had made his arrangements beforehand,
The crowd of ‘juninru piled into the
motor-bus, and the engine roared,
Away up the lane went the crowded
vehiole, lirmving Greyfriars rapidly in
the distance behind.

“ ¥ou had this jolly old bus all ready,
Smithy " chuckled Bob Cherry.

“Tooks like it, doesn’t it?” drawled
the Bounder,

“Good man 1" . X

“ Jolly lucky that wire coming fn.r
Loder I said Squiff, “If that hadn't
happened, Smithy, we couldn’t have
cleared.” E

“That’s why it happened,” answered
the Bounder coolly.

“ Wha-a-at$” ejeculated the Aus-
tralinn junior. - .

“What the thump, Smithy——" 0x-
claimed Bob Cherry.

Harry Wharton looked at the
Bounder, but did not spesk. The gus-

jcion was already in his mind that

ernon-Smith had somehow * wangled "
that ‘telegram from Lantham. It had
happened altogether too luckily for
him, to be merely a coincidence,

“What the dickens do you mean,
Smithy 1” asked Tom Redwing uneasily.
“You couldn't have known that Wingate
wes going to wire to Loder.”

The Bounder laughed.

“Didn't you fellows think it rather
queer that Wingate should happen to
want Loder at Lantham, at the last
minute like that?” he asked.

“The queerfulness was terrifio,”

“If Loder knew a&s much about his
own cricket as Wingate does, he would
have thought it jolly queer, too!”
drawled Bmithy, “I fancy Loder is
goin’ to get rather a jolt when he drops
in at Lantham cricket ground."

“ But—" gazped Bob.

The juniors stared blankly at the
Bounder as the crowded bus roared on.
Bmithy was grinning; but the other
faces were very serious,

“Mean to say that you wangled that
rira. Bmithy 1 asked Peter Todd, at
nst,

“What do you thinkt” yawned
Bmithy.

“Oh, my hat "

“But—but how—" stuttered Bob
Cherry. “Do you mean that Wingate

never sent the wire at all 1*

“Wingate never even heard of it,"
answered the Bounder.

*Then who—"*

“Oh, I know a man at Lantham [”
sald Vernon-Smith carelessly. “ And as
soon as I knew Loder was to take con-
trol this afternoon in the Form-room, I
got my friend at Lantham on the
phone.”

“You—you—you got a man to send a
telegram in Wingate’s name?” gasped
Bob. “Oh, great Christopher
Columbus |"’

“Then—then Loder isn't wanted to

lay ot Lantham at all?” exclaimed

ugent,

i EGEI-I]EIJF 1"

“Oh erikey "

“You—you awful
said Bquiff. ""There'll be a fearful
row about this. What do you think
Loder will feel like when he butts in at
Lantham and finds he’s not wanted 1*
~ “Like a bear with a sore head, I
imagine,” answered Vernon-Smith care-
jaﬁslf. “But I'm not worrying a fear-
ful lot about Loder's feelings.”

“It’'s too jolly thick '’ said Johnny
Bull, * Why, it's against the law to send
a telegram in another man’s name; it's

idiot, Smithy!”

jolly like forgery !” ,
“Loder ha be got rid of some-
how,” remarked the ?Bnundﬁr. “1'd

have been ready to collar him, and fie
him to Quelch’s desk; but I dare say
you'd have kicked st that."

“The kickfulness would have been
terrific, my esteemed Bmithy.”

“It's too thick|” growled Jchnny
Bull. * Loder’s rather a cad and & bully
—but_ ]i\ulling a men’s leg like that—
He will look an awful fool when he butiis
in at Lantham——"

“0Oh, guite |”” yawned the Bounder.

“There'll be s row about that
telegram,” said Nugent. *“You may
have a bobby dropping in to ask you
about 1it, Smithy."”

“Hardly! I've got a pretty complete
alibi. I wes at Greyiriars when the
telegram was sent at Lantham,”

B “lil call it a rotten trick |” said Johnny
ull.

“Bo glad to hear wvour opinion, old
bean,” said the Bounder, unmoved.

Johnny Bull grunted, but made no
further rejoinder. As a matter of fact,
his opinion was generally shared. The
Bounder's methods were his own, and
gsuch methods as these were mnot hl:E]F
to be approved by the other fellows.

“Well, we're for it now,” said Harry
Wharton. " Anvhow, we get the game
at St. Jude's, It's worth a flogging all
round—we ghall get that. But we can
stand it."”

“The fogfulness will be terrifio”
remarked Hurree Jamset Ram Bingh.
“The esteemed Quelch will be pre-
posterously infuriated.”

“No doubt about that!" chuckled
Bob Cherry. “Quelch will be in a
royal wax | Can't be helped.”

“I told Quelch we were going to play
this match,” said the Bounder. *“And
we're going to play it. We've got to
face the musio afterwards, I know that.

Anybody who's afraid can hop off this
bus, and get back to the Forni-room in
time.”

i ﬂ]'l, rats trl

The motor-bus rolled swiftly on its
way, eating up the miles,

THE ELEVENTH CHAPTER.

Spoof |
AMES WALKER of the Bixth
Form lounged along to the

Remove-room, with a nove! under
his arm. Loder had found him
in his study, deep in that novel, and
asked him to take his place with the
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Form under detention, while he buzzed
off on his motor-bike for Lantham. 4

Walker was willing to oblige; but he
8aw no occagion for hurry, and he stayed
to finish his chapter before he loafed
slong to the Remove,

He arrived there a quarter of an hour
after Bmithy and the fellows who wete
backing up the Bounder had departed.
He found the Form-room in a buzz of
exciternent, whijch died away as the
pr&?ﬂﬁ anta:ied. £ :

alker glanced carelessly at the
Form, ahd then stared, Hag only two
or three fellows slipped out while no
ge& was on the Remove, it was probable
at Walker would not have mnoted
their absence. But the most careless
eye could not have failed to notice that
there were hardly a dozen fellows
present out of a rather numerous Form.

“Hallol What does thiz mean”
asked Walker. *“Isn't the whole Form
under detention this afternoon 1

Some of the juniors grinned, but no
one answered.

“Loder told me that the whole Form
was detained I’' snapped the prefect.
“Where are the others? Wharton—
1sn' & Wharton here?! What the dickans
is this game? Russell |”

2 Yes, Walker 1 gsaid Russell,

Where are the other young swecps ?
Hﬁve the ocleared off, or what 7*

I—I think a few fellows have gone
uuﬁ. Walker I'"" answered Bussell.

More than half the Form, you mean |

You sweepal” grunted Walker
“Well, they'll get it hot § '
Asking for it, E Jove I" AR ot

e remnant of the Remov
whether James Walker wa: wgﬁll:l; rﬂ

leave it at that. Apparently he was-
for he sat down at Mr, nglch'a deskk
EII;IIﬂYﬂpBI‘IEd hig nwalg.

" You young rasca t on with it 1"
said Walker admonishingly. "Dl-.:ﬁ't
jaw, and don’t idle and fool about! If
there's so much ss a whisper, I shall
wade in with the ashplant, see 7

And James Walker settled down to
read, and the detained juniors gave
more or- less attention to their tasks.
Walker was generally an easy-going
fellow, and not severely troubled by a
strong sense of duty. So long as the
juniors left him in to read his
novel he was aatiaﬁms; and ss he was
undoubtedly a change for the better after
Loder, the juniors were satisfied also,

So there was peace and quiet in the
Remove-room, and fellowa who talked
instead of working, were careful to talk
in low whispers that did not disturb
that dutiful prefect.

Walker gave them no heed; mot even
when a low rumbling sound in the Form-

rocm announced that Billy B
gone to sleep. ot

It was a warm afternoon, and Bunter
had done very well at dinn?r, and deten-
tion tasks had palled on him. He
enored pepceful(liy, while the other
fellows whispered, or lounged at their
desks, and Walker devoted himself to
the breathless adventures of Bulldog
Drummeond.

But that atmosphere of contented
peace was destined to be disturbed. The
chug-chuggin & motor-bike was
wafted from the distance on the summer
breeze, unheedéd; but a few minutes
afterwards there was a tramp of foot-
steps 1n the passage,'the Form-room
door was hurled open, and—to the
amazement of the juniors and James
Walker—Loder of the Bixth strode in.

Loder was not looking pleasant.

He had been bad-tempered before, till
that arrival of the telegram from
Lantham made him uncommonly genial.
But his previous bad temper, compared

Tae Maigrer Lisriny.—No, 1,269,
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with lhis present bad temper. was as
mioonlight unto sunlight, as waicr unto
wine. Loder, judging Ly his expression,
scomed to be understudying a demon 1n
a pantomime.

Walker stared at hium,

“Hallo |” he said. “ You back? Tl'ﬁt
Lantham match gan't be over, surely.

"TN}?I” hﬂsseﬂhLager.

“Then what the thump—"'

“I've had my leg pulled |” muttered
Loder, ‘ Some—some practical joker
—some rotten, spoofing rascal—sent thut
telegram——""

“\Wha-a-at t*

“It wasn't from Wingate!” Laoder
choked, “He fairly jumped when I
told him—hardly believed me, till I
showed him the telegram. Some rotten
rascal pulling my leg—making a fool of
nige——" !

“My hat!” said Walker. He sup-
presesed a grin, “ Who the dooce could
have played a trick like that, Loder?”

“1 don’t know—but I'm going to find
out,” gaid Loder, between his teeth.
“There's a crowd of fellows over at
Lantham, and it might have been any

one of them, I suppose.”
“What a sell !” murmured Walker.

He looked as sympathetic as he could.
But the glimmer in his eves showed that
Lie saw an entertaining side to the affar.

As a matter of fact, Walker had been
greatly surprised when Loder told him
that he was wired for to play at
Lantham. So he was not so surprised as
Loder to learn that the wire was a
“spool ¥ by some unserupulens practical
joker. _

Probably Loder guessed kis thoughts,
for he gave him a black scowl.

Loder was fecling sore and savage.

His rush across to Lantham on his
motor-bike to play in a match where lio
was not wanled and not even thought
of was likely to become a standing joke
for somo time. )

Ho vearned to get hold of the practical
joker, bui he could not even %uess who
it might bave been; the bully of the
Sixth had too many enemies to be able
to think of them all at once,

“Rotten, old chap!" said Walker.
“ But really, you know, you might have
guessed that it was a spoof, come to
think of it.”

“How was I to guess, you ass?”

“Well, you weren't really likely to
be wanted in a First Eleven mateh, were
vou, old fellow ?” said Walker blandly.

Loder gritted his teeth.

Plenty of fellows would be putting it
like that, and chortling over it! It was
extremely humiliating and disagreeable
for Loder,

“Well, I'll leave you in charge here, as
yvou're not—"hem—playving cricket, aftt'.r
all 1” said Walker; and he tucked his
novel under his arm.

Loder glanced inimically at the de-
tained juniors. Most of them had heard
what he said to Walker, and he was
locking for & grinning face. DBut the
juniors were careful not to grin. They
knew what to expect from Gerald Loder
if they did,

There were a good many of thein who
could have enlightened Loder az to the
probeble source of that “‘spool ™ wire.
As soon as thev heard that it was a
trick they thought of the Dounder at
once,

That, however, they were not likely to
tell Loder,

How Suuthy had wangled it they did
not know; but they had litile doubt that
he had wangled it someliow, Tt could
scarccly have been a coincidence.

Loder's suspicious eyes did not detect
any grinning among the juniors. But

Tee Micxer Liprart.—No. 1,269,

he noliced at once that a large prcpox-
tion of the Form was absent. He
snapped at Walker as the latter was
going to the door,

'*Have you been letting the fags out
of detention, Walker? Where's the rest
of them 7"

Walker logked round.

“0Oh, thev'ro gone I’ he said. * They
seem to have cleared off when vou left
them, Loder. They were gone when [
came in!”

“Where are they, then?"

“Haven't the foggiest.”

“ Look hers, Wa%Eer-, this won't do!"
snapped Loder. “You wers left in
charge here, and it was up to you.”

“1 tell you they were pone when I
came here,” answered Walker, "I dare
say they've cleared off to Lantham to see
the First Eleven play. Didn't you see
any of them there?”

And Walker left the Form-room, not
greatly troubled about the truancy of the
Removites. He did not grin till the
door had closed after him, after which
he grinned breadly. He met Price of
the Fifth at the end of the corridor and
stopped to tell Price about Loder's tele-
gram, whereat Stephen Price chortled
and went off to tell other fellows.

Loder, in the Form-room, scowled at
the remaining Removites. All the
juniors, excepting Billy DBunter, were
giving keen attention to their tasks now;
they were quite aware that Loder was
yearning to “take it out ” of somebody.
Billy Bunter was still asleep, and his
snore rumbled more or less !'I'.I'I.IE-II:BHF
through the room. Loder picked up
a cane from the Form master's desk and
approachod Dunter.

Whack !

“Yarooooh 1"

Billy Dunter’'s snore was suddenly
changed into a fearful yell.

Whack !

“ Whooop 1" _

“Do you think you're in the dormi-
tory, you fat young scoundrel?” de-
manded Loder, as Bunter blinked at him
like a startled owl.

“Ow! Oh crikey! Beast!” gasped
Bunter.
“What 7"

#]—I—1 mean—vyarcoonoch !" roared
the hapless Owl of the Remove, ns the
cane came down across his fat
shoulders again.

“ Parhnps you'll lkeep awake now!”
remarked T.oder.

“Ow! Wow !" groaned Bunter.

There was no doubt that William
George Bunter would keep awake after
that Ile was very wide-awake indeed,

Loder glared round, as if looking for
another wvictim. But the rest of the
juniors were working sedulously, as if
they laved Latin prose, and even Loder
had no excuse for hnndli:{iy the cane
again. Lodor sat down at Mr. Quelch’s
desk and tried to think out the problend
of who could have sent that spool tele-
gram from Lantham, while the detained
juniors worked wearily at Latin and
onged for five o'clock,

.

THE TWELFTH CHAPTER,

The St. Jude’s Mateh !

= I bat!” said the Bounder.

Harry Wharton & Co,
were almost surprised to
find themselves on Little
Qide ot 8t Jude's. But there they were !

The keenest cricketer in the Reinove
Eleven could not help thinking a little of
what was to follow that game; the
reckoning that was to come after the
feast.

THE MAGNET

The Bounder's puans had worked like
a charm—so far, He had got away with
it! The Remove men were at St. Jude's,
the game was about to begin., In that
peculiar contest between a rebellious
junior and his Form master the junior
had taken all the tricks—up to now.
And 1t was plain that the reckless
ezcapade added fo the Bounder’s enjoy-
ment—he was in a mood of elation,

IFFew of the other fellows shared it.
Trouble waited for them when they re-
turned to their school, and though they
admitted that the St. Jude’s fixture was
worth it, nevertheless it was a disagree-
able prospect. Wharton, as head boy
of the Form, could not feel his conscience
guite at ease., Breaking detention was
a serious matter, But he felt that he
had had no choice about backing up the
Bounder,

Anyhow, there they were, and they
tried to thiok only of cricket and dismise
less pleasant matters from their minds.
That was not very difficult once the
game had started,

Vernon-Smith opened the innings,
with Tom Redwing at the other end, o
knew as well as the rest that he ought
to have opened with YWharton; but it
was Smithy’s way to give his chum all
the limelight he eould—rather to Tom's
discomfart,

Lunn, the junior ecaptain of St, Juda's.
led his men into the field. And that the
Bounder was at the top of his form was
soon shown, as he proceeded to knock
the bowling all over the field,

Harry Wharten & Co. stood belore
the pavilion, looking on, with the little
crowd of Greyfriars men,

A dozen Removites were present, aa
well as the cricketers, though some of
them were feeling dubious about their
wisdom 1o following the team on this
occasion, Still, Bolsover major re-
marked that the more fellows there were
in the soup the easier the beaks would
have to go with them; and thore waa
something in that. It was extremely
unlikely that a score of floggings would
be administered: it would be rather a
record for Greyfriars if it happenped
And the followers of the teamn were at
least given a good pgame to watch.
Vernon-Smith was always a good man
with the bat, and sometimes brilliant;
but he had never been so brilliant as
now. The fact that he was the leader
in a wholesale and reckless rebellion
against authority was like wine to the
Bounder. He was enjoying every
moment to the full,

“Bmithy's good !** said Bob Cherry
gleefully., *“That's another four! My
hat! Smithy can handle the willow
when he likes!”

“Terrific!” said Hurree Jamset Ram
Singh,

“Blessed if I thought it would comae
off, but here we are!” said Harry Whar-
ton. “Smithy's an ass, but he-has a lot
of luck. 5o long as we play out the
match I shan't grouse.”

“Well, we're all right now ' said Bob.
% Nobody's likely to come after us from
Greyfriars.” '

That thought had haunted Wharton's
mind.

But it was, after all, improbable. The
prefect who had taken Loder’s place in
the Remove-room, or Loder if he had
returned from Lantham, would not know
where the truant Form had gone. Alore
likely than not they would suppose tha
the juniors had cleared off to Lantham
to see the First Eleven play. And as
Quelch was awny for the afternoon he
was safe—or so it appeared, at least.
Where Quelch had gone that afternoon
nobody kuew or cared, and certainly
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Mr. Quelch sirode on {0 the cricket field and raised a hand commandingly. ** Stop ! ’* he ordered. *‘ Vernon-Smith ! Stop

this game at onee ! How dare you? You are under detention—and I find you here !

nobody was likely to guess that he was,
in those very moments, sitting in the
study of the headmaster of St. Jude's,
enjoying a deep discussion of *“The
Public School—Present and Future.”

“ Safe as houses |” said Frank Nugent.
“It was a rotten trick Smithy played on
Loder, but it worked all right. Poor
old Loder " . X

“There goes Smithy again i

*Good old Bounder !*

“Well hit, Smithy [

“8t, Jude's are going to have some
leather-hunting this afternoon,” grinned
Bob Cherry. * We're beginning well, old
beans.2

“ Wait till Redwing gets the bowling,”
said Ogilvy. “ Smi,t’hy shouldn't have

started with Reddy.Z
“8mithy knows that!” grunted
Johnny Bull,

Redwing, however, lived through an
over, and captured a couple of runs;
and then the Bounder had the bowling
again. He proceeded to make hay of
it. A single brought Tom to the bat-
ting end, and then he found the Bt.
Jude's bowling too good for him.

" How's that 12

“Qut I”

“Man in, Wharton !* said Bob.

Harry Wharton took Redwing's place
at the wickets. Then the Greyiriars
fellows seitled down to watch a good
innings. Wharton was as good as the
Bounder in his most brilliant moments;
and Smithy was at his very best. The
partnershig locked likely to last long.

“Bravo |2

“Good man "

“Hurrah!”

“Runs are cheap to-day,” said Bob
Cherry. “Dash it all, you men, it was
worth while risking it for this, what?”

“ Hear, hear!?

#The worth whilefulness was terrifio,”

return to your school I »’

said Hurree Jamset Ram Singh, “if
there is no estcemed and execrable
interruption.”

“QOh, we're as right as rain!” gaid
Bob  cheerfully. “If anybody was
coming after us from Greylriars, we'd
have seen him by this time.

Hurree Jamset Ram Singh nodded,
but his dusky face was thoughtful. The
Nabob of Bhanipur, like many of the
fellows, wondered dubiously whether
that game would be played out fo the
end, So far as they could see, all was
“safe as houses Y—but—there was a
“but,” and it seemed to many of the
fellows a big “but.” Some af the fellows
simply could not believe that such a
reckless escapade could be carried out
successfully to the finish.

And if authority intervened—and the
game was interrupted — what then?
That was an awful possibility.

“If Quelch happened to come back
—" murmured Peter Todd,

“QOh, rot!” said Bob. * Quelch is away
for the afternoon. It would be rotten
luck if he got back and missed us.”

“The old bean would jolly scon find
out where we were—he'd know at once
we were playing ericket,” said Peter.
“And he would come after us as fast
as petrol could shift him I#

“Think he'd interrupt a ericket
match, even if he did?” asked Bob.

“Fathead |2

“Well, I—I suppose he would|” ad-
mitted Bob. “ Beaks don't look at these
things as we do, I suppose.”

“No supposing about it,” said Squiff.
“If Quelch a%nf:tad us playing gricket,
when we ought to be in detention, he
would wade in and walk us off the field
—if we were playing in a Test match!
We'd better hope that Quelch hears
nothing about it till it's all over.”

“My hatl What a soenel? gaid

19

Cease this game immediately, and

Ogilvy, with a deep breath. “What
on earth would the Pt. Jude's men
think ?

Johnny Bull gave a snort,

“They would think we’re a crowd of
silly, pifling duffers—just what we
are!” he answered. “They'd think that
if we let our skipper lead us into a
scrape like that, the sooner we lynched
our skiﬁper the better.”

“If this game is_interrupted by the
beaks, Smithy will be jolly well
lynched,” said Peter Todd. *We're

backing him up, all along the line—
and facing the music afterwards—but
if Smithy doesn't get away with it after
all, Bmithy can look out for squalls.
1's up to Smithy I”

“Yes, rather!” said Tom Brown.
“Better have scratched than be walked
off the field, with the game unfinished,
by a beak! Precious lot of silly idiots
we should look.”

“Oh, chuck it!” said Bob Cherry un-
comfortably. “You're making my jolly

old flesh creep! They're knocking up
the runs all right! Think of cricket—
and give Quelch a rest ",

*Let's hope that Quelch will give us
a rest!” growled Johnny Bull,

“Oh, bless Quelch! Look at Wharton |
—that's four [*

“Brayo "

The innings went on in great style,
runs piling up; and the Greyfriara
fellows tried to dismiss Quelch and pain-
ful possibilities from their minds.

“Hallo, hallo, hallo! There pgoes
;.Bmithy " exolaimed Bob Cherry, at
ast.

The Bounder had knocked up forty
off his own bat, when a catch in the
field put him out. Johnny Bull weni
to take his place, and the Bounde:
joined the little crowd at the pavilion
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Wharton was well set, and looked like
staving in. Herbert Vernon-Smith stood
waiching, when he felt a tap on his
arri, and looked round at Bolsover
major. Bolsover's face was startled and
scared ; and the Bounder stared at him
in irritated surprise,

“AVhat the thump—"

“Quelch !” whispered Bolsover major.

The Bounder started.

“What? Where?”

“Here!”

THE THIRTEENTH CHAPTER.
Carry On !

ERBERT VERNON -SMITH

H felt for a moment as if his

heart had missed a beat. He

stared blankly at DBolsover

major. Then his swift glance swept

round, For that moment he dreaded

to see the tall, angular figure and severe

face of his Form master, bearing down

on him. But only the ericketers, and

the crowd of fellows that had gathered

round the ground, were to be seen. The

Bounder caught his breath, and gave
Dolsover major a fierce look.

“You fool!” he muttered. “What do
Fou mean "

““He's here!” breathed Bolsover,

“You've seen him?Y’

“Yes!”

“If you're pulling my le

“Don't be a fooll I'm giving you
the tip!” muttered Bolsover. L3 |
baven't told anybody else yet—

“Quiet I breathed the Bounder,

He moved away with Bolsover major
out of hearing of the other fellows.
Hiz heart was throbbing. Quelech, so
far as he had known, was safe for the
afternoon: he had calculated on that.
But the Bounder was still cool,

“Now cough it up!” he muttered.
“Quick! If you've scen him, where is
he? How the thump can he he here?”

“Goodness knows, but I've scen him.
I fancy he was here before us,” answered
Bolsover. “I was taking & stroll round,
talking " to some St. Jude's men, when
I spoited him-

“Whera " hissed the Bounder,

“In a study—the headmaster’s study,

»

I

I think. The window was open, and I
heard his voice—and looked ! There he
was—jawing awey nincteen to the dozen
to a St. Jude's beak.”

“Oh gad! Did he see you?” .

“No jolly fear!| He wausn't looking
towards the window—and you can beb
I ducked after I spotted him !’ grinned
Bolsover major, *‘He can't know we're
here—he wouldn’t be sitting there jaw-
ing if he knew”

The Bounder nodded.

That much was clear; though what
could have brought the Remove master
of Greyfriars to 8t. Jude's that after-
noon, of all afternoons, was & mystery.

“This was his jolly old appointment,”
muttered Bolsover. “He told us he
would be away for the afternoon; and
he must have been coming over to seo
the St. Jude's beak., He doesn't know
we're here.”

“Cf course, he knew we had a cricket
match on, but he didn’t know it was at

8t. Jude’s. What rotten, putrid luck!”
muttered the Bounder, between his
teeth. < Lucky he mnever saw you.

DBut—-?
The Bounder clenched his hands,
He stared away across the playing-

field towards the distant House.

At the distance he ecould not pick out
the headmaster’s window, ut he
remembered that it overlooked the
cricket ground.

The two gentlemen in Dr. Wyatt’s
study ecould hardly fail to be aware that
a cricket match was going on. Certainly,
it wasg not likely to ocour to Mr. Quelch
that his Form, whom he supposed to
be under detention at Greyfriars, were
playing cricket within sight of him.

But if he looked out of the window—
if he #xed his eyes on the cricket ground
—if that hoppened, the Bounder knew
that Quelch would know at once.

Quelch’s eyes were remarkably keen,
and it was certain that he would
recognise the Removites. For nearly
an hour, already, they had been playing
cricket within sight of tho room where
Henry Samuel Quelch sat!

“What putrid luck!” repeated the
Bounder bitterly,

It seemed to Smithy that this was
an undeserved blow from fate. All had
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THE MAGNET

gone 80 well, #n far; his luck, which
seldom failed liim. had stood his friend
onge more. Now it gad failed—or had it
failed? The Bounder was not the man
to give in while there was a shot in the
locker. '

“] thought I'd give you the tip,” said
Bolsover major. “The sooner we clear
off the better now. Quelch hasn’t spotted
us yet; but, of course, ho's bound fo spot
us before the game’s over. We don't
want a row with our beak—hers |”

“Clear off as soon as you like!”
answered Smithg, with a nod.

“But you—"
“I'm here to play cricket.”
“Oh crumbs! Now you know

Quelchy’s here——"

The Bounder shrugged his shoulders.
His mind was made u?. He was going
to carry on, and hope tor the best. Bol-
sover major stared at him,

“You're sticking to it 1 he asked.

“Of course,”

“Phew! Quelch is simply bound to
spot you sooner or later—the minute he
squints this way——"

“I'm chancing that. But you may as
well clear off—go while the going's
good | Keep your mouth shut|”

“But—the other chaps—"

“Keep your mouth shut, I tell you,™
muttered the Bounder fercely, “If this
gets round, the game's as as
chucked away | Think the men will put
up a good game when they know that
Quelch’s eye may fall on them at any
minute 7"

*Not likely,” grinned Bolsover major.
“They haven’t all got your nerve,
Smithy—not to mention your dashed
impudence ! I fancy there would be a
fine assortment of duok’s eggs.”

¥ Exactlly! Keep it dark, then ”

“0Oh, all right! Wish Jyou luck, old

t an earthly.
sense you'll cut the
fore Quelch gets on

If you've got an
game and clear
your track.”

“I can see myself doing it,” said the
Bounder disdainfully. His eyes gleamed.
“By gad! If he butts into the game I'd
run him off the field by his neok.”

*T don't quite see any Remove man
running Quelch off the field by his
neck I chuckled Bolsover, “Well, if
you're sticking it out, Smithy, I'm stick-
ing it out, too—and chance Quelch.”

’%Im Beunder nodded, and walked back
to the pavilion.

The Bounder knitted his brows as he
watched the cricket. Cool as he was,
reckless as he was, it made his heart
beat unpleasantly to think of Mr. Quelch
sitting near an open study window that
overlooked the game. If the gimlet eyes
once turned in that direction—

Smithy hoped that they would not.
But he knew that he was taking the most
desperate of chances.

He glanced round at the waiting bats-
men, They were keenly watching ar-
ton and Johnny Bull at the wickets, and
if they had not forgottem Quelch, at
least that obnoxious gentleman had been
relegated to the backs of their minds.
Ho wondered what would be the effect
on them if they learned what Bolsover
major had discovered.

Probably they would be willing to take
the chance with him and back him up—
hoping that Quelch would remain too
deep 1n “jaw © to give any attention to
what was going or. almost under his nose.
After havicg backed him up so far, they
could hardly let him down. Buf what
sort of cricket they would play, in such
circumstances, was quite another matter,
Duck’s eggs would be chen ore was
little doubt about that. ew Remove
men had the iron nerve of the Bounder.

But they did not know, and were not
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going to know, if Vernon-Smith couia
help it. He was going to finish that
game, if he could, and win it if he could
—and the Bounder had an almost super-
stitious belief in his luck. His luck
would see him through yet.

“Hallo, hallo, halle, Wharton’s out 1*

Squiff went to take Wharton's place.
Wharton had put up a good innings, and
his face was ruddy and very cheerful as
he joined the Greyiriars group at the
pavilion. He had succeeded at last m
forgetting Henry Samuel Queleh and
disagreeable possibilities. And he had
taken fifty runs. _ ]

“Good man!* said Smithy, with a
cordial grin at Wharton. “That’s the
stuff to give 'em, old bean!” :

Wharton nodded, with & smile, a trifle
surprised by the Bounder's cordiality.
As skipper, Smithy had to be pleased
with Wharton's fifty, but as batsman he
was rather likely to compare it with his
own forty snd find dissatisfaction in the
COMpAarison. _

“We may not have to bat a second
time,” added Bmithy. “If we keep on
like this we may make them follow
their inninge—what 1=

" Looks like it,” agreed Wharton.

The Bounder watched the batsmen
tensely. Sguiff and Johnny Bull were
putting on the runs. The Bounder was
keen on a win—keener on a rapid win
With all his nerve he was wildly anxious
to get through., The mere thought of
the game being interrupted, of the
Remove cricketers being ordered off the
field with the match unfinished by an
angry Form master gave him a chill. He
wanted fast play and piles of runs. If
Greyfriars did not have to bat a second
time they would get through all the
sooner—and every minute counted, In
the peculiar circumstances. Even then
he had to hope that the gimlet eyes in
Dr. Wyatt’'s study would oot turn 1in
that direction during the first and second
innings of St. Jude’s. It was a lot to
hope for. The Bounder’'s brows were
knitted, end his eyes gleamed under
them as he watched the game.

THE FOURTEENTH CHAPTER.
The Sword of Damocles !
HHALLU, hallo, hallo! There goes

"Johnny 1"
muttered the

“Fool I?
Bounder.

Johnny Bull went down to & ball that
spread-eagled his wicket, The Bounder
gave a snurl. ]

Harry Wharton glanced at him rather
grimly. .

“That was a good ball, Bmithy,” he
gaid quictly. “ A man can't stay in for

ever.”
Vernon-8mith grunted angrily.
“Tho dummy| Was he asleep when

that ball came down?" he said bitterly.
“We want runs—not duck’s egge |”

“Bull has put up a dozen runs,
Smithy.*

“What's the pood of that?” snarled
tho Bounder. “We want runs—not
wickets chucked away I”

The strain was telling on Bmithy’s
nerves and temper. If there was a
chance of getting through with that
match it was by saving an inninge—and
even so the chance was remote, and the
Bounder knew it, He was hungry for
runs, as it were, and in & mood to rag
any of his men without mercy.

“My esteemed Smithy,” said Hurree
Jamset Ram Bingh, who was next man
in, “the runfulness is already terrific.”

“0Oh, pet on!” snapped the Bounder.
“And for goodness’ sake dom't throw
your wicket away like that clumsy ass|”

“The clumsiness of the esteemed
Johnny is not preposterous,” said the
Nabob of Bhanipur warmly.

“Are you here to jaw, or to play
cricket 7 snapped Vernon-Smith.

“My esteemed and idiotic Bmithy—"

“Bhut up, and get moving 1™

The. Nabob of Bhanipur gave Smithy
a rather fixed look, but he went out to
his wicket without further rejoinder,
Johnny Bull had put on a dozen runs,
and it was good bowling that had taken
his wicket; but the Bounder was in no
mood to ba just.

He gcowled at Johnny as that sturdy
youth came back to the pavilion; receiv-
Ing a grim stare In response.

“Were you asleep when that ball came
down ?” jeered the Bounder,

“No,” grunted Johnny Bull, “Il
wasn't {”

“You hadn't got your eyes shut?”

“No,” gaid Johnny, in & voice that
was like the growl of the Great Huge
Bear, “1I hadn't!”

“Looked as if you had ™

“You cheeky ass—=

“0Oh, ghut up!”

Johnny Bull drew a deep, deep breath.
But he restfained his feelings, and
stalked away without answering,

A USEFUL LEATHER
POCKET WALLET

oes to E. H. Owen, of 12, Wood-

Eines Avenue, Kingston-on-

Thames, Surrey, who sent in the
following Greyfriars limerick.

Hosking, the Bhsll musician,

Thought out a great composi=
He fanoiad that it tion.
Would prove a big hit.

But—alas |—Iit was only a vision.

Tr%r your hand at writing these
r

jars limericks, boys! |t's
a fascinating pastime and _the
prizes offered for winming efforts
are well worth having.

Grey

The other fellows eyed the Bounder
curiously,

Wharton was frowning. He could sce
that there was something amiss with the
Bounder, though he could not guesa
what it was. 'The restless glitter in
Smithy's eyes, the suppressed excitement
in his face, were not wholly accounted
for by his keenness on the game—though
he was keen enough.

Wharton noticed, too, that every few
minutes the Bounder’s eyes turned from
the pitch and sought the windows of
the distant House—and several times
he followed Smithy’s glance in wonder.
Other fellows noticed it, too, and won-
dered. Bolsover major, leaning on the
pavilion, with his hands in his pockets,
noticed it, and grinned. He wondered
whether the Bounder's nerve would hold
out. Smithy was equal to the strain;
but he was showing signs of it,

“What's the row, Smithy?? Tom
Redwing spoke quietly in his chum's
car. “What's the trouble, old bean 12

Smithy gave him a grim stare.

“Wo've got to got throughl” he
snapped. )

W Well, we're getting through—it looks
as if we mayn’t have to bat a second
time, at this rate. What more do you
want 1™

Grunt, from the Bounder. :

“Not likely now that anybody will
come slong from Greyfriars and butt
in!” added Tom. “That would have
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happened already, if it wes going to
happen at all, Smithy 1"

Smithy gave another grunt. He was
not afraid of anyone coming along from
Greyfriars Lo butt in. That danger was
over. What he was afraid of was a
pair of gimlet eyes in a study within
sight of the criniat-ﬁald, which might
at any moment discover what was
gouyr on, But he did not tell Tom
Redwing that.

“You've got something on your mind,
old fellow " said Tom, uneasily.

“Think so?"’ scoifed the Bounder,

“1 don't gee—"

Y0Oh, rot!"”

Tom Redwing said no more. It was
plain to him that something apart from
the game was troubling the captain of
the Remove, but Smithy evidently did
not intend to say what it was.

Again the Bounder’s glance sought
the windows of the House, sharply, sus-
piciously, savagely. He looked back as
there was a shout from the St. Jude’s
men round the field,

“How's thati”

Ffﬂut E#l

Herbert Vernon-Smith gritted hia
teeth., Sampson Quincy Iffiey Field was
down and out, and Peter Todd was
preparing to take his place,

“"My hat!” said the Bounder savagely.
*"I've brought a precious crew of rabbits
over here for this match! I might as
well have brought Bunter |

“What utter rot!” said Harry
Wharton sharply. *“ What the dickens
is the matter with you, Smithy ! Squilf’s
put on twenty—"’

“0Oh, don't jaw !

Wharton compressed his lips hard.

“Thinking nlp the flogging to come,
Smithy 1" asked Peter.

“Don’t be a silly idiot, if yeu can
help it!"” snarled Smithy. “ Keep your
breath for making runs—if you know
how to make any! 1 suppose you're
going to hand out a duck’s eggl®

“Possibly I said Toddy, coolly. * But
with & good-tempered, smiling,
encouraging sort of skipper like you,
Smithy, a man's bound to do his level
best! Your good-tempered face bucks
4 man no end ™

“Get a move on, you fool |” snapped

the Bounder, as some of the fellows
laughed,.
“I won't punch your face here,

Smithy !” said Peter thoughtfully. “I'l]l
punch it later in the Remove passage 1"

And Peter passed Squiff on his way
to the wickets. Vernon-Smith scowled
at Bquiff, rather to the Australian
junior’'s surprise,

“Hallo, what's biting you, Smithy?Z
he asked.

“Call yourself & batsman?" snarled
the Bounder,

“Nol I call myself a bowler "
answered uiff calmly. “But I can
hmfi a little bit! I don’t call twenty runs
bad 1%

“T call it rotten!”

“Well, you can ocall it what you like,
and be blowed to you!” said Squiff, and
he turned his back on his disgruntled
skipper.

“Dash it all, Bmithy——" said Bob
Cherry.

“Don't jaw—get ready to follow the
next silly ass who chucks his wicket
away |” growled the Bounder.

“Qh, rats!” said Bob.

The Bounder stared savagely at the
batsmen., Peter Todd and Hurrce
Jamset Ram Singh were making the
running in good style. The runs were
coming slowly, but they were coming,.
With hours of play ahead, it was not
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much use counting minutes, but the

Eoumnler was counting the minutes. He
vitted his teeth when Peter Todd went
own, after adding ten td the score.

“Fumbling, foozling dummyi” he
growled. “For the love of Mike, put
up a better show that that, Cherry I”

“Tll try!” said Bob., “But Toddy
isn't a i'umbliugﬁ foozling dummy,
Smithy, and you know it as well as I
do!”

“Don't jaw, for dpess’ sake |”

“ Bow-wow |” said Bob cheerily, and
he walked out with his bat.

Toddy came back, Eireeted by the
Bounder with a bla scowl which
seemed to be all the reward he bad for
his batsmen.

“I'll bring Bunter
snapped the Bounder.

“Do |” said Toddy.

“You fumbling ass!?

“HBame to' you, old bean, and many
uf them!” said Peter affably.

The Bounder was making no effort to
control or conceal his savage temper.
The Remove cricketers looked at him,
and looked at one another.

Bo far as the cricket went, the
Remove skipper had nothing to grouse
about; the score was unusually good.
And Smithy was not the fellow to be
thinking about thc consequences of his
rebellious escapade. So what was the
matter with him was rather a mystery
to the other fellows. But it was only
too obvious that something was the
matter.

The sword of Damocles was suspended
over Smithy—in the shape of a pair of
gimlet eyes in Dr. Wyatt's study. And
under the strain, his temper grew more
and more savage, and his brow blacker
and blacker. . =

“There goes Bob!" eaid Nugent at

next timel?

ast.

“The dummy |” growled the Bounder.
Nobody replieg to  that. Tho
ericketers were getting used to the
Bounder’s savage comments by this
time, Mark Linley went on in Bob's
place, and Bob Cherry, coming back,
was received with the usual scowl by
his skipper—to which he replied with
a cheery grin.

“Smithy's got 'em!"” he murmurcd to
Wharton. .

“Looks like it1” said Harry dryly.

“What's up with him?’

Wharton shrugged his shoulders.
Smithy, unheeding the rather
expressive looks of the Remove

cricketers, watched the finish of the
innings with a black brow—his eyes
wandering every now and then towards
the House. Mark Linley was followed
by Tom Brown, and Ogilvy was last
man in. With a score of 188 for the
innings, the skipper might have been
expected to smile, but the captain of
the Remove secmed to be imitating that
ancient king who never smiled again.

But the end of the innings was a
relief to Smithy, in a way. There was
a good chance, at least, that Greyfriars
might not have to bat again, and so
far there had been no sign from Quelch.
The Bounder was still hoping for the
best when he led his men into the field
for the St. Jude's first innings. The ball
was given to Hurree Jamset Ram
Singh, the champion bowler of the
Greyiriars Remove.

“Put your beef into it, Inky!” said
tha!Bounder. “And a little mustard,
too 17

“The beef-fulness will be terrifie,”
end the estecmed mustard preposter-
ous [ assured the Nabob of Bhanipur.

The dusky junior went on to bowl,
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and the Bounder, watchful for chances
in the feld, had to give up glancing
towards the House at last. He tried
to dismiss Queleh from his mind, though
without success, But the sword of
Damwocles was still suspended, and the
Bounder was still hoping to pull
through. ———

THE FIFTEERTH CHAPTER.
Mr. Quelch Butts In |

» ENRY SAMUEL QUELCH
jumped,

A grave and elderly Form
master was not much given to
jumping. But now Mr. Quelch jumped
—almost like a kangaroo.

Standing at the open window of Dr.
Wyatt's study at St, Jude’s, gazing out
into the bright June sunsgins, Mr.
Quelch stared with gimlet eyes that
looked like popping out of his head in
his amazement.

The Remove master had been enjoy-
ing that discussion with the headmaster
of Bt. Jude’s. . They had thrashed out
the subject of “The Public School—
Present and Future,” in elmost all ita
bearings. On most points they agreed,
but there was just difference enough in
their opinions to give zest to the discus-
gion. Time flew, Two happy old
gentlemen talked and talked, hardly
noticing the passage of time. Both
disliked the interruption when a St.
Jude’s master camo In to speak to the
Head for a few minutes.

However, Mr. Quelch politely rose and
walked to the window, and stood looking
out while Dr. Wyatt disposed of his
caller. For two or three minutes Mr.
Quelch looked out, with a cheerful,
good-tempered face into the bright sun-
shine, and then his gaze turned on the
cricket ground in the distance.

Mr. Quelch had been vaguely aware
that ericket was going on—a shout or
two had reached him, but he had given
it no thought.

Now he turned a benevolent eye om
the cricket ground, watching the white-
clad figures on the sunny greensward—
and the next moment his eye ceased to
be benevolent, and he jumped.

He gazed!

The distance was considerable, but
Mr, Quelch had keen eyesight. Keen
as his gimlet eyes were, he fancied for
a moment or two that they must be
deceiving him. For how could fellows
of his Form, detained at Greyfriars,
possibly be playing cricket at St.
Jude’s? It seemed impossible—as,
indeed, it ought to have been,

After that convulsive jump, Henry
Samuel Quelch stood &till, as if rooted
to the floor, gazing.

It was no deception—no optical
delusion! They were Removites of
Greyfriars who were playing cricket—
be did not know the men at the wickets,
who were evidently 8t. Jude’s fellows;
but he knew the men in the field—he
picked out Harry Wharton, Bob
Cherry, Johnny Bull, Herbert Vernon-
Smith, and the rest, cne after another.
Well he knew the dusky-skinned junior
who was bowling. Mr. Quelch’s face,
previously good-tempered and amiable,
set harder and harder, till it scemed
moulded in iron—his gaze more and
more resembled that of the fabled
basilisk of ancient times,

Even the Bounder might have felt
daunted had he seen the face that
looked from the window.

Mr. Ciuelch's lips set in a hard line,

He had left his Form under deten-
tion_at Greyfriars. Now they were at
8t. Jude's—playing cricket |

This, then, was the match that had
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had to be scratched because of the de-
tention order—unscratched, afier all.

His Form, as soon s&s ﬁug back was
turned, had broken detention—appar-
ently reg}:.rdless of the prefect he had
left i arge of them. Not only the
cricketers—he could see nearly a dozen
other Remove men grouped before the
pavilion, looking on. Nearly all the
Form, apparently—out of bounds, in
defiance of authority |

He reglised that they had been there
a long time; the cricket mateh of which
he had been vaguely conscious was
being played by his own boys—and he
had never dreamed of, jt !

They did not, of course, know that he
was there—it was by & coincidence they
could not have foreseen, that he
was in the headmaster's study at Bt.
Jude’s that afternoen. Had he chanced
to look out of the window before~—

He was looking out now!

He was glad, after all, of that inter-
ruption which had caused him to walk
to the window and look out. But for
that, he might have gone on talking—he
would have gone on talking—and the
rebellious young rascals might have
finished their game and left, leaving
him in ignorance of what had happened
fairly under his nose! He set his teeth
hard at the thought. He did not grit
his testh—they were an expensive set.
But he looked like gritting them.

1 gnn my word!? breathed Mr.
Quelch.

A door closed behind him. The caller

was gone. Dr. Wyatt’s voice fell on his
ears, Mr. Quelch turned from the
window.

The change in the oxpression of his
face rather surprised the 8t. Jude's
headmaster. Mr. Quelch controlled his
wrath; but he could not control the
bitter set of his lips, the glint in his
eyes.

Not for a moment did he think of
sllowing the rebellious young rascals to
“get away 2 with this| His detained
Form had walked out of detention—
and they had to be shepherded back
into detention without the loss of a
moment. It was an awkward situation,
He had to break off that pleasant and
enjoyable discussion, “The gubllc School
—Present and Future,” had to be left
to take care of itself,

He had to get away and round up his
mutinous  Form. Not for worlds, not
for whole universes, would Henry
Samuel Quelch have allowed the young
rebels to go on playing cricket in
defiance of his authority, He trembled
with anger at the thought,

“You were saying—— Dr. Wyatt's
pleasant, chatty voice ran on. You
were saying, when we wure interrupted,
that a judicious firmness will never [ail
to keep order in the most unruly Form,
There are masters who are ragged—
there are masters who are disregarded,
and, indeed, disobeyed—but you have
never experienced anything of that kind
as master of the Lower Fourth at Grey-
friars. I agree with you that the
discipline of a Form largely depends on
the character of the Form master—I
ully agree, that disrespect or diso-
bedience in a Form must be attributed
as a fault to the Form master con-

H

cerne
“0Oh!” gasped Mr, Quelch, “Ah!
Quite! But——

That was what Mr. Quelch had been
saying, just before he spotted his Form
on the 8t. Jude’s cricket ground!

He rather wished that he had been
saying something else !

“1 fully sgree,” said the St. Jude's
chief beak, *'that in case of any such
trouble in a Form, the headmaster
should lay the blame lesz on the boys
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“* Scrag the cheeky ass !’ hissed the surging mob of junlors, as Vernon-Smith lounged carelessly down the Removs

staircase in the midst of the Famous Five and Redwing,

With a very thoughtful face, the Bounder made his way to

Masters” Studles and tapped at Mr. Quelch’s door.

than on the Form master—as you were

gayin »
“Oh! Ah! But—there may be
exceptional circumstances—” stam-

mered Mr. Quelch, his cheeks very pink.
“The—the fact is—I—I must ask you to
excuse me for 'a few minutes—I have
just seen some of my boys who should
now be in detention—I must speak to
them and send them back to the
school.”

“Dear me |” said Dr. Wyatt. “Cer-
tainly, Mr. Quelch.”

“A—a—a few minutes, sir—"

“Qh, guite !”

Mr. Quelch escaped from the study,

He knew—knew in the very marrow of
hia bones—that the 8t. Jude's head-
master smiled after the door had closed
on him,

Mr. Quelch himself did not feel like
smiling.

He hurried out of the House and
strode down to the ericket ground.

The look on his face made a good
many St. Jude's fellows glance at him
curiously as he passed them. Mr.
Quelch did not heed them—did not even
sce them. His glmti‘:f eyes were fixed
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on the white figures ting the green.
He was too dignified a gentleman o
run; but ho strode along &t a great
rato, He burst suddenly on the view of
the Remove fellows at tie pavilion, snd
there was a general gasp.

“Quelch !*

“Great Scott! Quelch ¥

“QOh crumbs 1

A moment more and Mr. Quelch was
striding on the cricket field. Hurres
Jamset Ram Singh had just finished an
over. He had taken two wickets. The
field was about to change over when
Mr. Quelch happened.

a“ Stop »

Every eye turncd on Mr. Quelch.
The 8t. Jude’s men stared at him in
wonder., The Greyfriars fellows stared

&t him in horror. A grisly ghost stalk-
ing on the cricket field could not have
horrified them more.

Herbert Vernon-Smith set his teeth.
The sword of Damocles had come down
—at last! The Bounder stood rooted to
the ground, staring at his Form master.
His eyes blazed with rage.

“Vernon-Smith, stop this at once,”
Mr. Quelch’s voice was not loud, but it
reached all ears. “How dare you? You
are under detention—and I find you
here! Cease this game immediately
and return to your school I”

THE SIXTEENTH CHAPTER.
Ordered Off |

ARRY WHARTON & Co. stood
quite still, their eyes fixed on
Mr, Quelch.

Except for the Bounder, the
whole team had forgotten Quelch by
this time. His sudden appearance on
the ericket field was utterly unexpected.
They had not known where he was that
afternoon, never dreaming that he was
at St. Jude’s—but now they knew | Now
they knew only too well. Mr. Quelch's
hand was raised commandingly, order-
ing them off the field. He was calm—
but with a deadly calmness.

‘ Vernon-Smith 1%

The Bounder did not answer, save
with a savage stare.

“You are tho ring-leader in this,
Vernon-Smith,” rapped My. Queleh. “1
have no doubt of that! And you,
Wharton, the head boy of my Form
have given your support to this act o
fragrant disobedience and rebellion.”

Wharton did not speak.

“Y am surprised at this in you, Whar-
ton, though I am surprised at nofhing
in Vernon-Smith! You will leave this
field, and this school, immediately and
return to Greyfriars.”

The Bounder was breathing hard.

“Will you let us finish the match,
sir?” he asked. i

“Certainly I will allow nothing of the
kind, Vernon-Smith!” exclaimed the
Remove master. “How dare you ask
such a thing 7

The Bounder looked round at the rest.
The expression on Bmithy’s face was
desperate. He muttered in Wharton's

ear :

“We'll collar the old fool and rum
him off—*

“You silly ass!? Wharfon's
answer,

The Bounder snarled.

“Will you men back me up,

“Oh, don’t be a goat!
Johnny Bull.

“8hut up, Smithy, you dummy "

“You've done it now, you silly ass!
Now shut up !*

The Bounder gritted his teeth.

He was in an utterly desperate mood;
but the most reckless fellow in the
Remove was hardly likely to think of
backing him up to the extent of collar-
ing Mr. Quelch and running him off the
cricket field. Probably reven the
Bounder would have thought twice,
even if the other fellows had been reck-
less enough to back him to that extent.

“Go ! rapped Mr. Quelch. *Return
to QGreyfriars instantly and remain in
the Form-room till I come. Go!*

The 8t. Jude's men stared on blankly.
The Greyfriars cricketers werc crimson
with discomfort and humiliation.

They were angry with their Form
master; angry with everybody and
everything ; but their anger was deepest
with the Bounder. The captain of the
Remove had landed them in this—they
had backed him up, and this was the
outcome. Slowly, dismally, they moved
off the field.
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*“Yhat's the row! What the
dickens——" Lunn, the St. Jude's junior
captain, cut across to the Bounder,
“VWhat's this game, Vernon-Smith ?

“That old fool's our Form master!”
snarled the Bounder. “We can’t finish
the game,”

“QOh, my hat! But—but what—"

“We're here without leave, Lunn,”
gaid Harry Wharton, his face burning.
“We're awfully sorry—"

“The sorrowfulness is terrific!”
groaned Hurree Jamset Ram Singh,
““Qur esteemed and absurd Form master
left us in detention—-"

“ And we cut—" said Bob Cherry.

“Well, my hat!” said Lunn.

“If these fellows would back me up,
I'd collar ‘the old sss and sling him off
the field!” hissed the Bounder. *DBut

e}.__-”

Lunn stared at him.

“You wouldn't play cricket here after
pitching your Form mastor off the field,
Vernon-Smith !” he said dryly. “Well,
this isa go! My hat!*

The wretched Removites marched off
the field, with erimson faces.

Mr. Quelch followed them, shepherd-
ing them off. The St. Jude's men were
in a buzz of amazement and excitement ;
some of them were grinning. Some of

them made sarcastic comments that
reached the ecars of the Greyiriars
juniors,

“For goodness’ sake, let's get out of
this I breathed Bob Cherry. * Wo were
silly nsses to come! Let's get out of it!"

“They'll wash out this fizture after
this I” growled Johnny Bull, “Not that
I'd cave ever to show my face here
again”

“That fool Smithy—"

* That idiot Smithy—"

“Quelch was here all the time, it
scems—"

“ Asking for it!”

“ Precious set of silly idiots we lock!

Look at those blighters over there
laughing !
“Well, it's enough to make o cat

langh, isn't it? That idiot Smithy—"

“Lose no time!” came Mr. Quelch’'s
grinding voice.

The bapless Removites lost no time.
They were only too anxious to get out of
sight and hide their blushes.

Htaring eyes and grinning faces did
not diminish their ~discomfort. The
Bounder's face was black with rage.
Every other fellow was keenly conscious
of humiliation. Some of them looked as
if they would have been glad for the
earth to open and swallow them up.

The motor-bus was parked near at
hand, waiting to convey the team back
to Greviriars, It was wanted soonor
than anticipated. Mr, Quelch, with a
grim face, followed the hapless juniors
to the wvehicle. A score of dismal
Removites packed themselves in,

BbIr. Quelch stood and watched the
motor-bus depart. Then, still grim, he
walked back to St. Jude's—while the
rcbels of the Remove rolled on their
weary way home,

There was grim silence in the motor-
bus for a time, but all eyes were fixed
on the Bounder.

Vernon-Smith sat with a savage face.
He could not fail to be aware of the feel-
ings of his team, but his thoughts were
occupied with his own disappointment
and defeat. The luck upon which he
had counted had let him down at last—
with a crash! .

Better to have remained in detention—
better to have wired scratching the
match—better to have cut it short and
cleared when Bolsover major warned
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him—better abything than what had
happened.

That scene on the St Jude’s ground
was not likely to be forgotten soon in
the Remove, At St. Jude's the fellows
would laugh, or sneer, or shrug their
shoulders, es the spirit moved them—in
the Greyfriars Remove there would be
gnashing of teeth,

Johnny Bull broke the silence.

“Well, you've done it now, Vernon-
Smith,” he said,

“The donefulness is terrific !”

The Bounder looked up.

“Shut up!” he snarfcd.
want any jaw now.”

“ Whether you want it or not, you'll
get it,” said Johnny Bull, “you cheeky,
pig-headed ass! Do you fancy for one
minute that you're going to keep on as
captain of the Remove efter landing us
like this?*

“We're fed-up with you, Smithy,” said
Squiffi—“fed right up to the back teeth,
if you want to know!”

The Bounder stared round at a crowd
of hostile faces. Ha shrugged his
shoulders, and relapsed into sullen
silence. But the other follows were not
silent, and during that dismal run home
to Greyiriars, almost every voice in the
crawded bus was raised to tell the cap-
tain of the Remove what the Remove
thought of him. By the time Greyfriars
was reached, Herbeit Vernon-Smith
could not possibly have been left in any
doubt on that subject.

“1 don't

—

THE SEVENTEENTH CHAPTER.
The Right Thing !

AVE him out !"

“Reag him [

“Scrag him 1*

1t was a roar of veices in the
Remove passage,

Herbert Vernon-Smith stoed in Study
No: 4, his hands in his pockets, and a
bitter and sarcastic grin on his face.

He was alone there.

Most, if not all, of the Remove were
crowded in the passage, and their voices
came Joudly to the Bounder's ¢ s.

If ever a fellow had been unpopular,
the Bounder of Greyfriars was un-
popular now. And the Bounder, who
was no fool, knew that he deserved it.
From one reckless act to another he had
gone on, till he had landed his hapless
followers in disaster. He could not com-
plain of the backing he had received—
all the fellows had backed him up loyally
and well, The fault was his—and his
alone, and he knew it.

He listened to the roar in the Remove
passage.

The Famouse Five, and two or three
other fellows—Redwing and Mauleverer
and one or two others—were grouped
before his study door. They were stand-
ing in the way of the rest of the Form.
Harry Wharton, his ousted rival, was
taking the lead in his defence—still back-
ing up the Bounder. But nearly all the
Remove wanted to get hold of Vernon-
Smith, and from their shouts it sounded
as if they were bent rather on lynching
than ragging him.

It was some hours since the dismal re-
turn from St, Jude's. Mr, Quelch had
come back—pale with concentrated
wrath, Sentence had been promulgated.
Yloggings had been expected—but the
gentence had not taken that form. It was
worse than that, A notice on the board
in Mr. Quelch's hand, announced that
the Remove were gated for all holidays
in the summer term,

That put the lid on!

Even the disastrous fizzle a St. Jude's

was almost forgotten. Gating for the
summer term meant the washing out of
all cricket fxtures, Henry BSamuel
Quelch had come down heavy and hard.

“Have him out |” yelled 8quiff. “Look
here, you men! Clear off before you get
damaged| We're going to scrag him!”

“Chuck it!” The Bounder heard
Harry Wharton's quiet voice. “Bmithy's
made a ghastly muck of things—I know
that., But the Form elected him skipper,
and the Form will have to stand it.
Chuck it!”

“The chuckfulness is the proper caper,
my esteemed and idiotic friends!™ said
Hurree Jamset Ram Singh. “The rag-
fulness of the absurd Smithy will not
soften the stony heart of the respectable
Quelch,”

“Have him out!” roared Bolsover
major. *“The rotter—skulking in a
study—"

The Bounder stepped to the door and
threw it wide open.

. He stepped into the passage, cool as
ice.
“Here I am!" he said.

There was a roar,

“Collar him !”

“Scrag him |”

“Mop up the passage with him1”

Harry Wharton & Co, gathered round
the captain of the Remove. Bmithy did
not even take his hands from his pockets.
He eyed the excited crowd almost non-
chalantly.

“You cheeky ass 1" roared Peter Todd,
“What have you got to say for yourself
now ?”

“ Nothin® I”
lightly.

“Secrag him !

“0Oh, chuck it!” said Squiff, turning
away. “After all, ragging the silly ass
won't do any good now !”

The Bounder shrugged his shoulders,
and walked coolly down the Remove
passage,

The surging mob of juniors hooted and
hissed, but the Famous Five and Red-
wing kept round Smithy to the end of
the passage. The Bounder lounged care-
lessly down the Remove staircase, howls
and cat-calls following him.

Smithy's face was very thoughtful as
he made his way to Masters’ Studies.
He tapped at Mr. Quelch’s door.

The Remove master fixed his eyes
grimly on the rebel of the Form as he
entered. His voice rapped out:

“What do you want, Vernon-Smith?”

“Only a word, sir "’ said the Bounder,
with unusual meekness.

“Be brief !

“1 should like to point out, sir,” said
the Bounder, quietly and culmli, “that I
was to blame for what happened to-day—
not the other fellows. ﬁ:bady was to
blame but myself,”

“Indeed !” said Mr. Quelch grimly.

“The whole thing was my doing,”
went on Vernon-Smith, “As captain of
the Remove, the fellows felt bound to
back me up—"

“That is no excuse for rebellion,
Vernon-Smith.”

“I suppose not. But every man in the
Form was really against it, but I had
my way! I can see—now—that I was an

as

“Indeed [*

“Y've landed the whole Form in the
soup,” eaid the Bounder quietly, “and
they don’t deserve it, sir. I was to
bleme—and I'd be glad to take the re-
sponsibility, I'm ready to resign the
captainey of the Form on the spot, and
to take any punishment, even "—he
paused a moment—*even if it's the sack,
sir 1"

answered the Dounder

{Continued on page 28.)



RAT-TAT-TAT-TAT-TAT ! OUR POWERFUL WAR STORY IS STILL GOING GREAT GUNS, BOYS !

CHUMS, ARE FLYING OFFICERS.

CGERMANY.
DISASTER IN THE NICK OF TIME.

IN GERMAN TERRITORY.

STATIONED "“SOMEWHERE IN FRANGE.”

WHAT HAS GONE BEFORE.

MAJOR FERRERS LOCKE—A BRITISH SECRET SERVICE AGENT—IS PUT IN CHARGE OF 256 SQUADRON, A.F.C.
JIM DANIELS, RON GLYNN, AND BRUCE THORBURNMN, THREE STAUNCH
LOCKE'S SUSPICIONS ARE BOON AROUSED BY THE STRANGE
SERGEANT WILKINS, WHO 15, IN REALITY, *R. ONE,” ONE OF THE SMARTEST SPIES IN THE BERVIGE OF
LOCKE LEARNS OF WILKINS' DASTARDLY PLOT TO BLOW UP THE SQUADRON, AND ONLY AVERTS
IN THE ENSUING CHASE THE MAJOR 18 KNOCKED UNGONSCIOUS AND PLAGED
ABOARD AN ALBATROSS WHICH I8 WAITING IN READINESS TO GONVEY "R, ONE " BACK TO GERMANY.
RON GIVE CHABE TO THE GERMAN PLANE IN A BRISTOL FIGHTER. THEIR PLANE |8 FORCED DOWN, HOWEVER,
WHILE, DISGUISED A3 LABOURERS, THEY ARE AWAITING AN OPPORTUNITY TO ESCAPE,
THEY COME FACE TO FACE WITH **R. ONE ”—NOW PROMOTED T0 GOLONEL IN RECOCNITION OF HI8 MERITORIOUS

SERVICES—WHO RECOGNISES THEM

AND ORDERS THEIR ARREST,

GCONDUCT OF

JIM AND

In the Tyrant’s Power !

(] REAT  jumping  snakes!”
G gasped Daniels. ‘' The rotter
seems to be o regular son of
a gun here. Now we are in

the soup 1”

“And it's thick soup, st that,”
grinned Ron bravely. “He looks like
a German bandmaster, don't he?”

“Put them on board!” ordered their
old enemy. “They will accompany me
to Holzminden Prison Camp. And if
you value your lives, don't let them
escape.”

“Very well, Herr Colonel!”

“Colonel 1” gasped Ron. ““D’you get
that, Jim, old sport? 'This giddy
British sergeant is a dirty German
colonel, after all.”

“Well, Germany’s welcome to him "
replied Jim disgustedly, *“He was no
durned good as a Britisher, anyway.”

Next moment the two were being
hustled into a compartment, under the
menace of half a dozen armed men,
with bayonets fixed to their Mauser
rifles. A

The. screech of the engine whistle
echoed along the platform, the wheels
started to revelve, and the long journey
to Holzminden Camp began.

“Corks! A Zep shed!”

Ron Glynn made that exclamation
with enthusiasm ag he gazed out of the
grimy window of the rocking train; and
Jim’s spirits, which had fallen te a low
level, revived on the instant.

For hours on end the two captives had

endured that long, wearisome journey,
trying to cheer cach other up, and, by
way of & change, trying to take a rise
out of their burly guards. The latter,
however, knew nothing of the English
language, so Jim's and Ron's efforts
were failures from the start. The same
could be said of Ron's attempts to talk
to the “sausage-caters’ in their own
language. Gazing out of the window of
the train had been the principal oecu-
pation efter that., Now, coming nearer
at every momcent, grew the outlines of
a giant hangar. Dotted about at regu-
lar intervals some distance from the
long shed were smaller hangars.

“Jt's a blessed Zep house all right!”
agreed Jim. “And those other sheds are
seroplane hangars, I'll wager.”

“Must be nearinﬂ Cologne, then,”
said Ron thoughtiu g “]1 remembor
visiting this drome a few months before
this efernal War started. But they
hadn’t"a Zep shed then."” i

‘*Bickendorf I” The guttural voice of
npehtof the guards proved Ron to be
right.

“That’s the name of the show,’ said
Ron. ‘‘Bickendorf. Now we shan’t be
long for Cologmne.”

Tho chums watched the aerodrome
fascinatedly. In their minds’ eye
they could see themselves making a bolt
for freedom—and in one of the speedy
German T&J]anes which lay so mear at
hand.  That a similar thought, must
have crossed the mind of the corporal
in charge of them was very obvious, for
he jerked the chums away from the
window.

“You stay here, zons of pigs|"”

Ron, who understood German, though
he experienced difficulty in spenking it,
had no doubt as to the guard’s meaning.

A few moments later the cathedral
city of Cologne flashed by. The two
Bnitishers thought that a lengthy stop
would be made here; but, beyond a
slight pause, prior to being shunted on
to another line, the long journey to
Holzminden continued.

“How much farther?” Again Ren
tried his bad German on one of the
guards. This time he met with a little
more suocess, although the answer did
anything but please him.

“One hundred and fifty miles.”

Ron pagsed the information on to
Jim, whereat there was a deep groan.
Both the Britishers knew that they were
bound for Holzminden—a ,prison camp
with a reputation for iron discipline and
harsh treatment towards those who at-
tempted to escape.

The hours rolled by. Deeper and
deeper into Germa proper rumbled
the train, covering the miles with irri-
tating sluggishness,

Neither of the prisoners had heen
given s0 much as & bite of bsead since
the journmey started, and now the pangs
of hunger were gnawing at their vitals.
Even @& drink of water would have
tasted like neoctar then.

The train rumbled on, blaring its
snakey way into the night, and rolling
by towns and wvillages of whose identity,
or very existence, the two Britishers
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were totally unaware.  Meroifully,
sleep had claiied them, stilling—for
the time being, at any rate—the desire
for food and drink,

“Bons of pigs] Awake!” Both Ron
and Jim blinked as they opened their
eyes. The guttural command that had
awakened them had plso been accom-
panied by & prod with the buti-end of
a rifle,

The two youngsters rubbed their eyes.
The sun was streaming into the carriage
window.

“Where are we!” asked Ron, stifling
o yawn. “Hallo| Holzminden [

“ (Cheerful-lookin hole—I don’t
think !"” growled Jim, serambling down
on to the platform.

Thereafter the chums had no further
opportunity for conversation. They
were separated by an officious eergeant,
who gave into their keeping the various
baggage belonging to the Colonel von
Wolfsen, and told to get moving.

Surrounded by armed men, the two
prisoners, fifty yards apart, began the
weary foot journey to the camp. Both
of them did their best to memorise the
surrounding country, for there was never
eny telling whether an orYortunii.y to
escape might present itself later.

They came in sight of the prison camp
at last—an ugly barracks of a buildin
in stone, surrounded by a high wall an
vast quantitics-of barbed wire. Bentries
clicked their heels and saluted like
rutomata as the colonel, astride a
magnificent cavalry horse, passed before
their set, strained faces.

Those centries, Ron and Jim told
themselves, looked badly in need of a
equare meal. Vet there were others—
Britishers, Belgians, French, and

ussians—inside the cold, grey walls,
going about their tasks mechanically,
who were much more in need of food,
for they looked on the point of collapse
through starvation. Their clothes, tat-
tered and begrimed, hung loosely over
their emaciated frames. In their eyes
was the bitterness of war, suspense, and
misery.

*Good lor’' 1" gasped Ron to himsclf.
*“The poor beggars look about all-in!"

He scowled as he eaught Colonel von
Wolfsen's gloating face turned upon
him. The _spy‘u expression seemed to
implfathst it would not be long before
the latest arrivals at Holzminden de-
teriorated to a similar condition.

“Halt1” The sergeant in charge of
the two new prisoners brought them to
a standstill, The baggage was taken
from them, and, still under heavy
armed escort, they were marched into a
stone cell. The door of the cell clanged
upon them, & key grated in the lock.

“Well, this is a go, and no mistake!"
grunted Ron, peering about him.

“Hardly the royal suite, what?"” said
Jim, noting the two plank beds built on
trestles and covered by a single blanket.
“ 3till, it might be worse—"

“But not much worse 1" chuckled Ron.

A ray of light filtered through a small
grille set high in the wall of their
prison—the only contact with the out-
side world.

For the space of an hour the two sat
huddled on their resﬁecti\-e beds, a
prey to glcomy thought. Came the
sudden click of the lock, and the cell
door swung open. A tall, massive ser-
geant of infantry, with a face that
would not have disgraced that of an
ape, stood in the doorway.

“ Attention! Quick march!*

Led by an armed soldier, complete in
field grey coat, stee]l helmet, and rifle

carried at the slope, the two prisoners
marched down a labyrinth of corridors
that echoed drearily to their steps.
Eventually the sergeant striding behind
them called & halt outside a steel door,
upon which was the legend :

KOMMANDANT.,

R“Now for the fireworks!" whispered
on.

“8ilence, gentlemen!” ordered the
sergeant, with particular, leering
emq}'laa'm on the *“gentlemen.”

The door swung open; the squad
marched in.

“Hallo! There’s his nibs " breathed
Ron involuntarily.

“His nibs "’ was none other than_the
newly eppointed Kommandant of Holz-
minden Prison—Colonel von Wolfsen,
alias R. One, alias Bergeant Wilkins, of
the Royal Flying Corps.

The tyrant was seated at a table which
was littered with papers, index cabinets,
and reports. Behind him stood two
Qermnn under officers, stiffly at atten-
tion, and with faces devoid of expres-
sion.

But what came into the two young-
sters’ view next thay were hardly pre-
pared for. In the far corner of the
room, between two armed guards, was
Major Locke! He started forward a
step, and the liﬁht from the window,
cutting across his features, brought
simultaneous exclamations from
and Jim,

“Major—"

“ Attention !" bawled the sergeant.

The kommandant chuckled hu, ely at
the surprise writ in every ritish
countenance there.

‘“Ho, ho! Three of my pretty birds
all in one cage! ‘This is indeed
fortunate I'*

“You perishing cur I’ roared Ron.

“You “'tﬂ traitor I” echoed Jim.

And npeither of them saw_ Major
Locke's warning glance,  Neither of
them yet were fully aware of the power
that now lay in the hands of the man
whom they had hitherto known as
Sergeant Wilkins,

“Silence, figa .rasped the kom-
mandant. “1 will have you know that
I am the big noise here. For years I
have sweated beneath your tin soldiers,
obeyed their orders, run and fetched.
Now this is my turn. Do you know
that I could have you shot as easily as
that ™

He cracked his fingers oruelly.

“Do you know that I have always
wanted you two whippersnappers in my
power ? Do yon understand that I have
schemed much to get your acoursed
major in my hands? Be careful,
swinehunds, for you are now in the pre-
sence of the master of this prison camp
—Colonel von Wolfsen 1"

If he hoped to intimidate the two
youngsters by his threats, he was mis-
taken. In the faces of both of them
showed only scorn and loathing. Thoy
were yot, these two bo,fs, to learn the
full venom of the tyrant’s hatred.

“It is my duty to warn you British
officers,” continued the kommandant,
“that any attempt at escape will be
severely punished. Men ve been
known -to shot—mystoriously—for
making such attempts.” He sneered.
“Yet such bantams as yon would
scarcely have enough nerve to try. I
do warn you, morcover, that emy slack-
ness is heavily punishable. Thero are
cells where recaleitrant prisoners linger
in solitary confinement for weeks on end.

Hon
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Thoy see nothing but the four walls,
hear nothing but the mad echoes of their
OWN ¥Y0ices,

He paused to note what impression he
made upon his prisoners.

“Sometimes,” he continued, *the
ask for death—pray for the end.
warn you of this, for it is my duty. You
will carry out all tasks-allotted to you
with smartness, obodience, and implicit-
ness. You will find the rules of this
camp in the compound. Dismiss!”

The prisoners, this time with Major
Locke in the van, left the kommandant's
office under escort.

Colonel von Wolfsen stared after them
with eyes that glittered and narrowed
in cunning and cruelty. Next minute
he was pressing the bell on his desk.

“Bring Colonel Mortimer from cell
No. b at oncel” he barked at the
orderly who appeared like a Jack-in-
the-box,

“Ja, Herr Kommandant.”

Three minutes later the steel door
opened again, to admit the very wreck
o? 8 mam A tattered khaki jacket
sottled on an emaciated frame which
was bowed with exhaustion. A gaunt,
Enle face, in which two eyes burned

rightly, turned challengingly on the
brutal kommandant.

“Greetings,  Colonel ~Mortimer "
began Von Wolfsen. “I introduce
myself as the newly appointed

kommandant.”

The colonel in the tattered British
uniform inclined his head elightly and
waited.

“My information, colonel—handed fo
me by my predecessor—is that you are
a very troublesome prisoner. You have
been in solitary confinement for three
months or more?” This iatter was
more in the form of a question.

The colonel nodded and tried to
straighten up his drooping frame.

“I am going _to rescind that een-
tence,” resumed Von Wolfsen, acting his

art well. “You will not find me &

ard man, mein kolonel, providing you
do not give me trouble.”

“Thank youl" Colonel Mortimer's
voice was weak, but his eyes blazed with
mocking light. _ “Buch kindness was
hardly what I expected—Bergeant
Wilkins, alias R. One, alias Von Wolf-
sen. 'T'was a good job for you that I
was captured so long ago as twelve
months, for T had marked you down as
@ spy gerving in the British Forces.”

Von Wolfsen’s eyes blazed in return,
but he kept himself well in hand.

“Your memory for faces does you
credit. As I said, however, I intend
to rescind your sentence. Take him
eway to the main compound ""—this
latter to tho armed guards. * Give him
food and drink.”

Colonel Mortimer turncd slowly on
his heel and dragged his weary feet
between those of the guards. 'The stecl
door of the kommandunt’s office closed
again—the footsteps died away.

“Now we shan't be long!" muttered
the kommandant in English, a language
which neither of his under officers under-
stood. “Mortimer, tho swine, will talk
—will talk the moment he mects that
dog Ferrers Locke! Who knows but he
will pass on to him the secret document
which the Fatherland needs so much?
After tlmt—ﬁoof [

The thought pleased him mightily, for
he rubbed his large, gross hands to-
gether and chuckled time and again.
Already, in his mind's eye, Colonel von
Wolfsen could sce further promotion
Iying just round the corner.
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EVERY SATURDAY
A Daring Plan !

LL three are safe—prisoners-
of-war in Holzinden Camp 1
Bruca Thorburn’s pale
face 1lit up with relief,
tinged with excitement.

Two weeks had passed since the
memorable night in which his chums
had disappeared into the darkness—two
weeks of mental anpuish.  Fourteen
days of suspense; for no news had
leaked out through the Prisoners of
War Society that the three men from
256 Squadron were still in the land of
the living.

Now, the evening of the fourteenth
day Lieuteniant Thorburn had presented
himself at G.H.Q. in search of informa-
tion, hoping against hope the powers
that be would give him the comiort ho
needed.,

An elderly adjutant laid down the list
of names which had just come into his
possession and smiled at Thorburn,

“And that is all I can tell you, young
man.”

Thorburn murmured his thanks and
withdrew. Hope leaped high in his
heart. His chums were alive—
prisoners-of-war in Holzminden Camp.

He wished from the bottom of Eis
heart that some other camp had been
chosen; for the reputation of that
camp, brought back by escaped Allied
prisoncrs, and corroborated by German
prisoners who had served some of their
time there, was grim, to say the least.

Yet Fate could have treated the
heroes of 256 Squadron worse, Thorburn
told himself—repeatedly told himself
that—until he learned the identity of
the prison kommandant. Then his
views changed.

It was the chance interrogation of a
rrisoncr taken by the British in their
atest advanco across German territory
that put young Thorburn wise. For this
prisoner had been attached to Holz-
minden for the three days following the
arrival of Major Locke and Glynn and
Danicls. Then the TFatherland's need
for troops tph‘ysically fit and trained to
trench warfare to throw into the gaps
made by the Allied advance had seen
the German sent overnight to the front.

Thorburn jumped when he heard the
news.

“Colonel von Wolfsen?” he gasped,
remembering that Von Wolfsen was the
name Pierre Marmot had said Sergeant
Wilkins passed under in his own
rountry. “What's he like 7”?

The description of the tyrant left no
room for_doubt in the youngster's mind,
and the German prisoner-of-war, having
sorroborated that description, passed on
his way, the richer by fifty cigarettes
and a like number of franes, wondering
whether nll Englishmen were similarly
mad, or as generous.

Back at the aerodrome Thorburn kept
to bimself, All the time his mind dwelt
on finding some means of effecting his
thums’ esca from Holzminden and
Yergeant ilkins, Thorburn  still
thought of the spy as Sergeant Wilkins.

Plan after plan of action the young-
ster turned down as impracticable; yot
2e refused to give up his idea of reseue.

Then providence—in the shape of a
Gotha night bomber which bad been
forced to land three miles away from
256 Aerodrome, owing to engine trouble
-—came to his aid. A very worried-
looking wﬂtnin, now ecting temporary
major in the ebsence of Ferrers Locke,
singled out Thorburn for & “job™
headquarters wanted done.

* Look here, Thorburn,” said Captain
Winterton half-apologetically, “T know
you won't thank me for giving you o

taximan’s job, but the rest of the boys
are out on a straffe over the lines.”

“Get it off your chest, old bean,” said
Thorburn, with a smile.

“H.Q. bave just phoned through to
say that a blessed Gotha, or somethin’,
came down in Arle meadows last night.
Gun crew, pilot, etcoters, gave them-
selves u 3

Thorburn’s eyes gleamed; his heart
pumped @s though it would burst.

“Go on!" he said breathlessly,

“H.Q. want we to send someocne to
hn\'_{; a look at the machine and report
on it."

“Yes, yes! Is it a wreck, then?’

Captain Winterton yawned.

“No; the beastly thing choked, or
somethin’, so the heads say, Take a
car over, will you, like a good fellow,
and have a look at the job. Fly the bus
back here, if you can.”

“Count on me, old bean " exploded
Thorburn rapturously; and, to Winter-
ton’s astonishment, he seized him like a
dance partner and waltzed him round
until he was giddy.

I say, chuck it, old man I”’ protested
Winterton. “Gone loopy, or what "

Thorburn let him go suddenly—so
suddenly that the dignified captain sat
down in a very undignified fashion in
tho centre of a particularly dark and
greasy oil puddle. What Captain Win-
terton said after that was more forcible
than polite,

By this time, however, Thorburn was
racing for the squadron car, and before
Winterton hnd extracted himself from
tho oil puddle, the car was roaring out
of .the depot as fast as the engine would
take it.

That exhilarating ride to Arle
meadows was performed in record time:
and while Thorburn’s grey eyes were
abstracted, his brain was busily evolving
a stunt that was destined to turn out the
greatest of his War career.

“Ah|” Thorburn’s admiration of the
sight which met his gaze as the car
turned off the main road suddenly, and
bumped across some undulating marsh-
land, was confined to that one ejacula-
tion. Thera stood one of the biggest
bombers he had ever scen—the German
Gotha.,

The squadron ear rocked and bumped
seross the intoervening space, and in o
few more moments Thorburn had
jumped out of tho car, and was racing
towards the Gotha.

Around it stood a group of gaping,
awe-struck peasants and one DBritish
Tommy, hastily summoned to mount
guard over the German plane during
the small hours of the morning.

“Hallo, old bean!” said Thorburn de-
lightedly, answering the Tommy’s salute
mechanically, “And how’s this jolly old
bag of tricks?”’

“Dunno, gir,"”” came the re.tply. “But
I'll be glad to see the back of it.”

“You would, eh?"” murmured Thor-
burn, running a practised oye over the
giant plane. .

“S'pose they thought the bloomin’
thing would fly orf on its lonesome!”
added the Tommy. i

“You mever know, old chap," said
Thorburn, whe had by this time un-
fastened the engine cowling of the near
side motor, and was examining it.

He climbed up into the cockpit and
looked eagerly at the petrol Enuse. To
his great eatisfaction, the tank appeared
to be quite half-full. The cil gauge in-
dicated similarly comforting news.
Then, with painsteking thoroulihness,
he began to ssarch for tha trouble, In
half en hour he had found it—a choked
petrol feed—and effected 8 remedy,

Next, to the wordering interest of the

2

Tommy, he *“doped " the engines with
o hand petrol-pump, and essayed to
start them. At last they broke inta life,
scattering the peasants to right and left,
and giving the Tommy a shock at the
same time by the “draught’ they
created, to say nothing of the din.
Seated at the controls in the spacious
cockpit, Thorburn reyved the engines up
until they were well warmed. Then,
casting about him, he let out a whoop
of triumph; for near at hand was a
black leather flying-jacket and com-

panion holmet,

“The fates are kind!” Thorburn
]ngghed. ‘“German make—a Hun eap-
tain’s, at that|”

Again the engines were tested under
full throttles. They answered nobly.

“Now for the great adventure!” ex-
claimed Thorburn, with eyes glinting
and face grimly determined. ‘Coming
to Germany, Tommy ?"

He throttled back the engines again
as he spoke so that the Tommy could
hear him.

“No bloomin' fear!” bawled that in-
dividual. “France is bad enough "

Thorburn beckoned to the driver of
the squadron car and yelled at him:.

“Tell Captain Winterton—tell him
that Lieutenant Thorburn is off to Holz-
minden——""

“Where, sir?”’ gqueried the driver,
scratching his head,

“Holzminden Prison Camp!’ yelled
Thorburn. “I'm going to try to rescue
my pals who are prisoners there ™

“Luv a duck!” gaped the driver,
ik W}mt_-"'”

The rest of his words were caught u
and swept awny in the mighty bacE
draught of the plane as Thorburn
started gently te taxi forward and head
the nese of the Gotha against the wind.

Would the blessed thing rise? Would
he be able to control it onee it was off
the ground? Was there any chance of
success of bringing about this mad
attempt at rescue?

These and kindred questions chased
their way through Thorburn’s mind, but
he dismissed them all.

Ho was going to make the attempt;
and cared not over much whether he
perished if the attempt developed into
a failure. .

His born “bird sense ” soon made him
familiar with the controls of the Gotha,
although a3 he pulled back on the
contrcﬁstick he had a feeling that tho
giant plane would crash into a hedge,
towards which he was racing at eighty
miles an hour. Anether inch back on
the  controlstick—— The landing
wheels were clear now of the ground.
The Gotha was rising—was clear of the
hedge.

The great adventure had begun!

Singing merrily to himself, Thorburn
climbed the Gotha higher end higher
into the heavens, determined not to
make his “crossing of the line’’’ under
an altitude of sixtcen to twenty thou-
sand feet.

It was fortunate for the youngster
that the driver of the squadron car got
into immediate touch with Captain
Winterton and explained what Lieu-
tenant Thorburn had. done. For the
“temporary 0.C.” phoned headquarters
immediately, who, in turn, notified all
British and Allied planes to allow a
safe passage to a certain Gotha piloted
by a mad young devil from 256
Squadron.

(Be sure you follow Thorburn’s thrill-
ing adventurés over Geérman térrilory b_y
reading next week’s chapters of this
wowerful War story, boys. Order your
Macner earlyl)
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Mr. Queleh looked fixedly at the sec a better man taks it on.  You've grips. Jack stood las ground, grabhed
Dounder, backed me up—not wisely, but too well, the bool's horns in a grip of iron, and

Vernou-Simith stood before him, guict
and calin, quite different from the reck-
less, cheeky Bounder that the Remove
waster knew so well.

Thcrc was a long pause.

“1 repeat, sir, that I did the whole
thing,” said  Vernon-Smith. *The
fcllows backed me up, because it would
have looked like funking if they hadn't,
It's 1ather hard that the whole Form
should suffer for one fellow’s fault.”

Mr. Queleh was still silent, his gimlet
exes fixed on the Bounder, But he spoke
ut last,

“1 am glad that you have come to me,
Vernon-Smith! I shall consider the
matter, It is understood, of course, that
vou cannot remain captain of the Form—
yoit have shown yourself unfit for the
post. No one can command, Vernon-
stith, who hus not lecarned to obey. If
u new election is held, and a boy whom 1
can trust is cleeted in your place, I will
underfake to reconsider mttm
Thar is all I can say af presenk.”

“"Thank you, sir ” said the Bopnder.

And he left'the study quistly.

Harry Wharton & Co. Were in Study
No. 1 when the Boundar looked in. The
Fumous Five stared &b him rather
grimly.

> Feelin' pretty rotten, what?™ asked
Snithy, witﬁ a grin,

“The rottenfulness is terrific, my
idiotic Smithy I

“Think we're feeling joyful with ‘the
cricket washed out for fthe whole
suumﬁ" asked Jobuny Bull sarcastic
au

'”I'l:cu you'll be glad to hear the
news™

“What news ?”* asked Wharton.

“ New election for Form cnptam—!al.a
captain; resignéd, not standin' for re.
clection,” drawled Smithy, “and if a
sportsman whom Quelch ecan trust is
cleeted, the gating is wiped out—and
everythin® in the garden will bo lovely |
Official—fromn Quelch !*

“Oh, wy hat " ejaculated Bob Clierry.

“And if you put up, Wharton, I'm
votin' for you!” added the Bounder.
“I've made a ghastly muck of it—your
own words, old bean—and I'll be glad to

as ]oll} old Shakespeare puts it—aud if
you're eleeted, I'll back you up—in any-
thin’ short of playit’ ericket matehes
without leave. I'n goin’ to draw the
line at that !*

Another “ Magnetite” Wins a
4

Useful

LEATHER POCKET WALLET

for supplying the following Grey-~
friars limerick :

Said portly Paul Pontifex Prout:

“ I've been in my time a great
soout.

I've shot grizzlies by dozens

For my sisters and cousins,’’

But his words are open to doubt!

A handsome wallet has bheen
forwarded to V. E. Birt, 8, Redhill
Cottages, Duxmore, Ross-on-Wye.

And the Bounder walked away,
laughing,

The Dounder had been at the lowest
ebb of unpopularity in the Remove. But
he had done the right thing at the finish,
When tho new  cleetion was  held,
Smithy's hand went up with a crowd of
others for Hairry Wharten—who was
elected almost withous uppnsltlml

And following tha occtmn came the
rescinding of the “gating” of the
Remove, whicl was DMr. Queleh’s contri-
bution to the general satisfaction. And
it was Swithy's resolve to back up the
new captain of the Remove as loyally as
Harry Whaurton had backed up the
Bouuder.

THE END-

(5 the Bounder's veiygn oz sehool cap-
toin has cnded ut lust! Horace Coker.
the fool of the Fifth, is the leading light
i neort wedk's magnifieent yarn uf
fevenfrines.  Note the title, elwms:
CCORER'S CAMERA CCEICKS!?
wndd propave yowrself for w splendid
tregt!)

applicd a swilt fu Jlltsu twist,

Bellowing and shrecking with pain
wud rage, the bool to the
gmuml

*Now run, Miss Molly!™
.]lu{1 Jolly,

“But what about you?”
Molly Birchewmall,

“1 shall be all right,” said Jack,

Molly Birchemall threw him u grate-
ful glarnse and tripped across the field
to join her futher on the other side of
the hedge.

Ouly when Miss Molly had renclied
tie place of safety did Jack Jolly relux
bis grip. 'Then, at lust, he releascd the
bool and walked calmly back,

The Head, who was grinning all over
his dial with delite, almost hugged the
l“:prm of tho Fourth.

“Jolly! DMy brave lad!” he eride.

“How can I ever CESPIess whut I feel
about your hevoism ™ ,

“Oli, it was nothing, sir! I only did
whut any other hevo would have dim in
iy place I said Jack Jolly modestly

Tt was wonderful ! trilled Molly
Bmhmuull, with @ coy glarnse at her
FUACHILT, I s sure pop will never
imgu it!

“Never ! doeclared the Head enthew-
sinstically, “I was going to birel you
and yvour friends black and blew, Jolly,
Bur That's all washed out, now!”

“0h, thank you, siv!” grinned Jack
Jolly & Co.

Y Come, Molly; we will return 1o 8t,

crashed
comnmanded

protested

Sam's for tea,” said Dr. Dirchemall,
lnking avms * with  his  fare daweer.
“ Uood-by, boys!"

YGood-by,  sii! Good-by, Miss

Molly t*

The chums of the Fourth waiched the
Head and bis dawter out of site. "Then
they sat down benceth the shade of the
hedga and sturted on the contents of the
piknik-basket.

And, after all their adventures, ley
Lu]o\ul it trcmenjously |

THE END.

{Vewt week’s amusing yarn of Dr.
Rirehemall and the cheery chums of St.
Sawm's is « real eorker. IV's entitled:
“DIDDLING DX. BIRCHEMALL!
aned is gum'm:!ettl to keep you in fits of
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14 A SPECIAL FULL-OF-LAUGHS STORY BY DICKY NUGENT, OF THE
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b HIS 1is somethin

\M’ breathed Jack Jolly.

“Ripping !" mermered his
chum, Merry,

“Top-hole I" grinned Bright,

It was Wednesday—a half-hollerday
at 3t. Sam’s—and the weather was cer-
tainly a treat.

Above, the sun was shining. DBelow,
birds were warbling, bees were buzzing,
and the river was gurgling, while inside
Jack Jolly & Co.’s piknik-basket the
cheese was humming. All Natcher
secmed to be in song.
~ The chums of the Fourth were stand-
img on the landing-stage by the River
Ripple. Their kricket fixture with St.
Alf's was off owing to the St. Alf's
fellows being down with the mumps,
measles, and hooping-coff ; so Jack Jolly
& Co. had decided to have a ro on the
river and a piknik on the island in-
stead.

Jack Jolly grabbed hold of the piknik-
basket.

“Reddy " he arsked.

“Reddy, I, reddy!” grinned Merry
and Bright,

" Then we'll make a start!”

“"Half a minnit |” interrupted a cul-
J:m..r skollerly voice behind them just
then.,

Jack Jolly & Co. wheeled round in
dismay. They recknernised the voice
instantly.

It was Dr. Birchemall, the vennerable
Head of St, Bam's!

Dr. Birchemall was sianding behind
them, grinning all over his dial, He
was dressed in white flannel trowsis, a
striped blazer, and his usual morter-
board,

"Coing roing?” he arsked jenially,

"“Ye-es, sir!”

“Then you'll have to go roing with
one man and a piknik-basket short, I'm
afraid! As it happens, Jolly, I am
going punting—and I shall want you to
pole for me!™

"“Oh crikey 1™

"“Really, Jolly, I do wish you would
refrain from these absurd slang eggs-
pressions|” snid the Head severely.
“You should say ‘Bust me!" or ‘Oh,
my giddy aunt!'—not ' Oh crikey !’ »

“0Oh, my giddy aunt (™

“That's much better! WWell, here's

the punt, I'll get in first and you can
rand me the tuck-basket !”

If looks could have killed, Dr. Birche-
mall would have shrivelled up and
perrished at that moment. Unfor-
chunitly, looks didn't kill, so he was able
to clime into the punt in safety, while
Jack Jolly & Co. stood on the landing-
stage glaring at him,

" Nice afternoon, sir!" remarked Bur-
leigh of the Sixth, from the speedboat
which he and Tallboy were just starting
up.

“Tip-top!” grinned the Head, as he
sorted out the cushions. “I see you
faver modern mecthods of petrol pro-
pulshun, Burleigh. Personally, I am
all for the ease and ellegance of a punt
—provided, of corse, someocne else is
doing the poling 1"

“Something in that, sir!” chuckled
Burleigh, “But I prefer to hear the
roar of the engine and feel the wind
wissling past my cars, P'r'aps that
duzzent appeal to you 7"

"Not in the slitest! Give me a punt
supplied with plenty of cushions and o
basket of tuck and a commiec paper, and
I arsk for n.uﬂr:._m more! Aren’t you
recddy yet, Jolly ¥

“*Shan’t be long, sir 1" zaid Jack Jolly,
pretending to pick up the tuck-basket.

like I
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Now, while the Head had been exer-
cising his tung, Jack Jolly had not been
icdle. A sudden inspiration had struck

him when the Head started talking to
Burleigh; why not tie up the punt to
Burleigh’s speedboat ?

With Jack Jolly, to think was to akt.
Almost befors he had recovered from
being struck with the branewave, he was
leaning over the side, and deftly knot-
ting up the punt to the stern of the
motor-boat.

When the Head turned round again,
the deed had been dun. .

“Good-by, sirl” called out Burleigh,
as he pressed the self-starter.

“Good-by, Burlmgh! I'm jolly glad
I'm not coming with you—here, what
the thump— Ow-wow! Hellup!
Woooop | yolled the Head suddenly.

When the old buffer said he was glad
he wasn't going with Burleigh, it hadn’t
occurred to him that sercumstances were
going to kompel him.

But they did |

Honk-honk | Bang! Wallop! Crash]
Bang !

Like an unleashed Mummwu::n. Bur-
leigh's speedboat leaped away from the
landing-stage and tore through the rip-
pling waters of the River Ripple. And
the Head’s punt went with it |

The shock of the uneggspected start
almost hurled him into the river. But
in the nick of time he mannidged to peel
his teeth and hang on by the skin of
them.

Chug-chug ! Bang! Crash! Wallop!

“Help | Murder | Perlice! Yearocgo”
shrecked the Head, as he felt his frail
craft skim through the water.

But there was no answoring call. The
crashing and clattering of the engine
drowned everything—though the boat
still kept afloat]—and PBurleigh and
Tallboy didn't hear a sillable.

Clinging despritely to the punt, Dr.
Birchemall was whirled away down the
river at terrifick speed. And Jack Jolly
& Co., from the landing-stage, whero
they =till held their piknik-baszket intact,
nearly bust their sides with larfing.

“Ha, ha, ha!"

iy A
:A’ HANE goodness we mannidged

to get rid of the old josser|”

said Jack Jolly, after he had

dried his tears of mirth,
“Now we'll buzz off before he comes
back.”

“Yes, rtather!” corussed Merry and
Bright. :

The heroes of the Fourth tumbled into
their skiff, taking their piknik-basket
with them. After what had happened,
they didn't feel at all anxious to meet
the Head again| . 3

Grinning all over their dials, Jack
Jolly & Co. roed towards the island,
which was forchunitly in the opposite
direction to that taken by Burleigh and
Tallboy.

Our heroes enjoyed the ro. On the
way they swamped BSwankleigh sand
Downeéer and Buck of the Fifth, and
overturned Toady and Creeper of tho
Remove, and won a terrifick pea-
shooter duel with Btainer & Co. of the
Third. It was just the peaceful kind of
afternoon Jack Jolly & Co, enjoyed best
of ell.
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The Editor feels bound to
expiain that Dicky Nugent
insisied on his story being
set up In print just as it
appeared in the manuseript
—hence ithe weird and

original spelling !

At last they lunded on the island and
opened the piknik-basket, prepared to
do justiss to the whacking grate feed

L |
sangaunssnEEnRsasReape’t

they had brought with them.

Then the luck torned dead against
them,

Before they had taken even a bite of
tha good things from the basket, the
soft purring of a speedboat became

ordible.

Crashl Bang! Wallop! Thud!
Bang |

“Grate pip! Is it an earthquake?™

arsked Merry, turning a little pail.
“Either that, or else it's Burleigh's
speedboat,” grinned Bright,
Jack Jolly nitted his brows.

""Lot’s hope it’s an earthquake, then;
I'd much rathoer face an earthquake than
the Head in his present mood! Here 1t
comes [

The chums of the Fourth looked aeress
the water, hoping against hope that it
wis only an earthquake. But a lass |—it
turned out to be Burleigh’s speedboat |

“My hat! The Head's still being
toed 1" grinned Jack Jolly,

“So shall we Be in & cupple of
moments if he gets near us!” said
Merry significkantly. “Just look what
the old buffer's doingl”

““Few 1" wissled Jolly and Bright.

It was enuff to make anyone wissle.
The Head was stretched out perrilously
in front of the punt, chewing despritly
ar the rope that konnected him with the
speedboat !

* He'll
Merrzy.

“Won't hae?” said Jack Jolly. "1
fansy he will, myself, A man who can

never do it!” mermered

| what I— Ughl|

chew doenutts like the Head shouldn't
find much difficulty about a bit of notted
rope. There! What did I tell you?”

“Oh crikey I”

The Head had dun the trickl The
rope mﬂﬁﬂ%m? the speedboat léaped for-
ward, and the Head’s punt shot off at
a tanjent straight towards the island!

Jack Jolly & Co. tried despritly fo
hide the pikhik-basket, But they were
too late. Long before they had time fo
put it out of site the punt had collided
with the island, and the Head came
Aying through the air.

Bump |

“Woooop | roared the Head. " Oh
crums | I've broken my back and dislo-
cated my shoulder and fraltured my
gpine and——"’ :

He stopped suddenly as he found.him-
self looking up at Juck Jolly & Co.
Then, recovering from his ailments with
serprising speed, he jumped to his feet
and glared at the sheepish chums of
the Fourth, .

“ G-g-good-afterncon, sir|” said Jack
Jolly & Co.

“Ratts!” retorted the Head, begin-
ning to grin a somewhat unplezzant
grin. “8o I have found you again, you
young villains ! What did you mean by
tying me up to that there speedboat,
mite I inquire?™

*Well, you see, sir—""

“Silence |” roared the Head, who was
obviously in one of his unrcasonable
moods. “I'll Hog you all black and
blew when we get back to St. Sam's,
bust me if I won't! In ihe meantime,
I'm going to skoff that fecd .u.n___._:.,m
brought with you! Serve it up!’

“ B-b-but, sir—"

“Berve 1t up and don't argew the
toss |" said the Head, in tones that
brooked no argewment.

There was no help for it. Jack Jolly
& Co. unpacked the piknik-basket, and
Dr. Birchemall spread himself out on
the grass, o

But Jack Jolly made up his mind he'd

ut the greedy old buffer off his stroke
f he could. While the Head’s back was
turned, he got a bottle of likwid soap
from the skiff and sprinkled it jenner-
ously over the sandwiches.

“PDon't keep me waiting, you young
villains | called out the Head.

“Sorry, sir] Here are some delizhus
sandwiches to go on with!l"”

“Ta|" gaid the Head, taking half a
duzzen and cramming them ellegantly
into his mouth. " Alter my eggsperi-
cnces this afternoon, a good feed 1s just
Wooopl Groooo!
Woooosh 1" .

“Jolly nice sandwiches, aren't they 7"
grinned Jack Jolly. .

But by the look of the Head, he didn't
think sol His classical fizz had turned
a sickly green in culler, his eyes were
bulging out of their sockits, and he was
choking snd gasping and spluttering as

.__.._rn,...m.r he had swallowed poison.

“Mmmmmm] Grooool Woooosh!”
he gurgled. “Pat me on the back,
_m.uncﬁ or I shall dye—woooop! Owl
“Warrer you doing?"

“Patting you on the back, sirl” an-
swered Jack Jolly cheerfully. “ Wasn't
that what you wanted?”

“Groooo | I arsked you to pat me, not
to brake my mmmuﬁp._ roared the Head.
“0Oh dear!| That's better] Ow!l And
now there's going to be trubble—trubble

with a kapitel T 1"

r “What for, sir?” arsked Jack Jolly
innosently. )

“Bocawse you young villans, not con-
tent with tying me up to a blessed speed-

| boat, have added to your offence by

THAT WILL CURE YOUR BLUES! 15

trying to poison me |” hooted the Head.
“We will return to 8t. SBam’s at once.
The bell shall be told for a General
Assembly, and the Skool shall be told
of your crimes. After that, I shall
birch you all black and blew [

“Oh crums!”

“Man the boat!” assid the Head.
""You will ro me back to the boathousa
in your skiff. I do not intend to.risk
any more of your larx to-day| Come ™

And the Head led the way.

I11.

T was a cheerless procession that
M wound its way up from the river
bank to St. Sam’s that afternoon,
The Head walked in front, mutter-
ing into his beard and skowling at all
and sundry, Jack Jolly came next, dis.
mally wissling the "“Dead March,” and
Merry and Bright breught up the rear,

still carrying the piknik-basket,

“Wonder if it’]l hurt much?" arsked
Bright, soito vodey, as they tramped
along.

“Not half it won’t!” snorted the
Head, who seemed to have ears at the
back of his head. “Chinese torcher
won't be anywhere in it when I get
going! I intend to make you howl and
shreek for the mersy you'll never get "

“(h, grate pip |”

“Forchunitly 1 got in a brand-new
supply of birches from my holesalers this
morning,” added the Head ecallously.
“So you need have no fear that I shall

run short ™
“What's that?” arsked Jack Jolly

suddenly,

The little procession came to a sudden
stop. A screem had rent the silence of
the summer afternoon. It was e tinkling
mewsical screem like that of a bewtiful
damsel in distress,

“Help| Oh, help!”

“Miss Molly I” J.nnu ed Jack Jolly.
“She is being attacked by a mad bool,
or I'm a Dutchman!”

The Head's face went garstly white.

“You mean Molly Birchemall—my
dawter?” he arsk horsely. *Im-
possibul I ;

“Look for yourself, then1” said Jack
Jolly, pointing through a gap in the
bedge.

.Hmmw all looked. The site that meb
their eyes farely froze the blud in their
veins,

Molly Birchemall, the Head’s mhum;w
dawter, was standing in the middle of
the field in & state of terror, while a
huge mad bool careered wildly towards
her.

“My dawter! My dawter!” moaned
the Head, “Oh erumsl Who will save
her 7"

Forchunitly, there was one who was
prepared to risk life and lim to aid
bewty in distress, Defore the gquestion
had left the Head's lips, Jack Jolly was
plunging through the gap in the hedge!

It was lucky that Jack Jolly was the
champion sprinter of 8t Sam's, er
nothing could bave been dun to save
the uphappy girlk As it was, Jack
covered fifty yards in less than threo
geconds, and arrived om the socon just
in tims.

“Stand bohind me, Miss Molly!” he

anted.

e My hliero 1" sobbed Molly Birchemall
tremulously.

Jack Jolly gritted his teeth and faced
the mad beast, The bool made a terri-
(Rck bool-like rush and charged down on
him,

Thud! Wallop! Thud!

In a fraktion of time, they were af

(Oontinued gn page 28.)



