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THE FIRST SPARKLING

TALE OF A TOPPING BEW SERIES

THE FIRST CHAPTER.
Whose Seaf L

i O room !
N “Oh, really, Cherry 2
"“Omly room for onge——"
“Well, I'm one, ain’t I, you
pilly ass ¥’ hooted DBilly Bunter.

Bob Cherry shook his head gravely.

“You count as two, old fat man, in
a rallway carriage "

“(Or three!” remarked Frank Nugent.

“QOr four!” grinned Johnny Bull.

There was a chuckle from the Famous
Five of the Greyiriars Remove and an
angry snort from Billy Bunter.

Harry Wharton & Co. were occupying
a carriage in which there was one
vacant seat. It was the first day of
term, and Courtfield Junction swarme
with Gm{fnaru fellows returning to the
pld echool.

Dozens of fellows had looked into
that carriage, spotting the vacant eeat,
and seeking to annex the same; but the
chums of the Remove had cheerfully
and politely requested them to pass on,

Two or three fellows who bad obstin-
ately butted in had found themselves
sitting on the platform, after which
they passed along the train, looking for
a carriage less strongly garrwsoned.

But Billy Bunter did not pass on.
Billy Bunter planted his ample form at
the open doorway, blinked at the
Famous Five thruugil his big spectacles,
and declined to take no for an answer.

“You see, we're keeping this seat for
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a pal, fatty!" explained Harry Whar-
ton. “Roll on!”

“Ain't T a pal? hooted Bunter,

“First I've Leurd of it!”

“ Beast |

“Where's that asa Mauly?”? asked
Bob, glancing over the erowd of heads
on the platform. “He will lose the
train at this rate !”

“Never mind Mauly—" said Billy
Bunter.

“But we do mind |” grinned Bob.

““1 suppose you'd rather have me than
that ass Mauleverer!" said Bunter, with
dignit:,r.

‘“Oh, my hat !

“Besides, it's all right. I happen to
know that Mauleverer ain't coming
back this term |” said Bunter. * So you
can let me have the seat—see?”

“You fat willain, we saw him
changing trains not five minutes ago !™
said Nugent, “He's on the platform
somewhere."”

“Oh! I—I mean, Mauly’s taken a
taxi to the school,” explained Bunter,
“That’'s what I really meant to say.”

“You fat fibber, he knows we're keep-
ing a seat for him! Roll away !

“Shan’t |” roared Bunter. *“I'm jolly
well coming into that carriage! The
faet 18, Mauly’s been taken suddenly ill,
and he’s in the stationmaster’s room,
and they've sent for a doctor. So he
won't be coming on to Friardale by this

tral o "
"ﬁn. ha, h
“Will you

beasts 7” roared DBunter.

.
Tﬂl!: a fellow get in, you
i I!m nnt
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By FRANK RICHARDS

going to miss this train and wait for

the next! Mauly doesn’t want that
seat | He's on the train fartber down.
I saw him get into a carriage with
Smithy and Redwing.”

“Ha, ha, ha!” yelled the Famous
Five.

“If you can't take a fellow's word,
you—=

“Ha, ha, ha !

Really, a fellow of the most trusiing
and confiding nature could hardly have
believed all Bunter’s statements on the
subject of Mauleverer.

“Blegsed if I see anything to cackle
at !" snorted Bunter. “I can tell you
it's pretty low to doubt a fellow’s word |
Well, I'm coming in!”

Bunter made a plunge
earriage,

Bob Cherry, standing in the deorway,
lifted his foot.

Gently, but firmly, he planted that
foot on the widest part of Billy Bun-
ter's extensive circumference.

Bump !

William George Bunter sat on the
platform with a concussion that almost
shook Courtfield Station.

“Ooooocop ! roared Bunter.

A Sixth Form man who was coming
along the platform paused. It was
Gerald Loder, a prefect of the Sixth.

Loder’s pal Walker waving to
him from a carriage !n:mer up. But
Loder paused to give his atéention to
the juniors, ’

The bully of the Sixth had had
trouble with the cheery chums of the

at the
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—STARRING HARRY WHARTON, OF GREYFRIARS, IN A SENSATIONAL ROLE ! 3

Remove last term, and he did not seem
to have forgotten it during the summer
holidays. Loder was not the man to
forget or forgive offences, real or
imaginary. This wag a chance for
Loder to exercise his authority at the
expense of the juniors he disliked, and
he was not the follow to let it, like the
sunbeams, pass him by.

“Btop that, Cherry!|” ho rapped out.
‘‘Beginning the new term with bully-
ing—what "

Bob pave him a glare. DBut he
checked his strong desire to tell Loder
of the 8Sixth what he thought of him.
Sixth Form prefeots could not be told
what Lower Kourth fellows thought of
them ! .

“There's a vacant seat in that car-
ringe,” went on Loder. " Let Bunter
get in at once! Get up, Bunter, and
gebt 1n !

Billy Bunter scrambled up, with a
triumphant grin on his fat visage.

“We're keeping this seat for Manul-
everer, Loder,” said Harry Wharton
quietly.

“You can't keep seats in a crowded
train for fellows who don't turn up,”
answered Loder coolly., “Let Bunter
get 1n at oncel”

“[ can see Mauleverer now——'

“I’ve told you to let Bunter get in!"
sald Loder, in his most bullying tone.
“If you want six all round, as soon as
woe get to the school, you've only got to
ask for it!"”

Harry Wharton & Co. looked at
Loder expressively, They did not want
“gix™ all round. What they really
wanted was to collar the bully of the
Sixth and bump him on the platform;
but that, of course, was impracticable.
Bob Cherry, breathing hard, stepped
back from the doorway, and Bunter,
grinning, clambered in, and dropped
into the corper seat that lad en
intended for Mauleverer.

““Now, no more of this[” said Loder.
“You'ro not allowed to aot like hooli-
gans, even on the first day of term.
Bear that in mind 1”

And Loder walked on along the
irain.

Lord Mauleverer ambled up.

“Hop in, Mauly !” gaid Harry Whar-
ton. ““Bunter’s got your seat, but wo
can make room.”

“Yaas,” drawled his lordship.

“I say, you fellows, therc's no room
for any more!” objected Billy DBunter.
“You cut along the train, Mauly "
H';}F_‘-:hut up, Bunter!” roared Johnny

ull.

“Shan’t |” roared Bunter.
well not going to be erowded !
no room for you, Mauly!”

“All serene! I'll wait for the next
train, you men,” said Mauleverer.

“You won't, fathead! Iop in!"

“You jolly well keep out!" hooted
Bunter. “ You can sce that there ain’t
u seat for youl”

“We're going to find Mauly a secat,”
said Bob. “That's all right! Hop in,
old bean !”

Bob rveached out, grasped Lord Maul-
evorer by the orm, ond hooked him
into the carriage just as a porter came
along to slam the door.

Doors slammed all alon
the engino shricked, an
moved on out of the station.

“I'm not takin’ s seat from wyou
fellows,” said Mauleverer. “It's all
right; I'll stand.”

“You'ro going to take the scat we
kept for you,” explained Bob., * Shift,
DBunter "

“Why, you beast——""

“Shift 1

“The ghiftfulness is the proper eaper,

“I'm jolly
Thore's

the train,
the train

grinned

Yaroooh !
“Leggo my
Leggo my car,
cast, leggo
j::ml[}— well

my e¢stcemed fat DBunter ™
Hurree Jamset Ram Singh,

“Why, you beasts
Leggo I” roared Bunter.
collar, Bob Cherry |
Frank Nugent! Bull, you
my nosel! Groooh! I'm
going to—— Whoooooooop |

“Ha, ha, ha|”

Billy Bunter sat on the floor of the
carrizge. He roared as he sat. Lord
Mauleverer, with a cheery grin, dropped
into the vacant corner seat. The Famous
Five sat down, smiling. Bunter, sitting
on the floor, did not smile. He
scrambled up, spluttering with wrath.

“Think I'm going to stand?” he
bawled.

“The thinkfulness is terrific.”

“Well, I won’t stand ! roared Bunter,
““and if you don’t gimme a seat I'll jolly
well tell Loder, so there!”

“In that case we'd better give Bunter
& scat,” said Bob, rising.

“YFou'd jolly well better!” sneered
Bunter,

“Here poes |

Bump! Bunter sat on the floor again.

“Like 1t?” asked Bob.

“You—you—you idiot!” gurgled
Bunter. “I didn't mean a seat on the
floor |

“I did!” answered Bob.

“Hﬂ. hﬂ-. ha 1"

“If you fellows want anything to rest
your feet on,” remarked Bob Cherry,
“there’'s Bunter!”

“Hear, hear|”

From being head boy and captain

of his Form, Harry Wharton

finds himself plunged into over-

whelming disgrace in the space

of a few hours. . . . All

through the scheming of a
shady prefect !

“Keep vour hoofs off me!” shricked
Bunter, as fect that seemed innumerablo
were planted on him, " Keep off, you
rotters| I say, you follows—I—I—I'll
stand if you likel I—I really want to
stand! I—I want old Mauly to have
that scat! I—I'm pleased to see him
sitting there! Honest Injun! Owl
Take your hoofs off me, you beasts!
I—I—T1 really want to stand.”

And as Bunter wanted to stand he
was graciously allowed to stand while

the train ran on to I'riardale. .But
though he was allowed 1o do as he
wanted he did not look pleased., IHe

looked, in fact, extremely displeased.
Ifortunately, it did not matter,

— —

THE SECOND CHAPTER.
Trouble About a Ticket !

I SAY, vou fellows!”

H Eiﬁy Bunter had stood like a
fat statue of wrath, giving the
chums of the Remove devastating

blinks through his big spectacles, while

the local tram hummed on to Friardalo,
the station for Greylriars School. But
as that station drew near tho fat Owl
of the Remove condescended to come
out of his offended and dignified silence.

“Don’t1” said Bob Chorry.

“Ithl Don't what?” asked Bunter
peevishly.,

“Don’'t jaw, old fat beanl You're
ever so much nicer when you're quiet,

(ive your chin another rest.”

“We shall be in T'riardale in a fow
minutes,” said Bunter, unheeding. “I'veg
lost my ticket !V

“Gammon !"

“It was your fault! I've dropped it
somewhere on the floor——""

“If it’s on the floor we'll find it for
Fﬂ'u-"

“I mean I must have dropped it on
the platform at Courtfield, when that
beast Cherry bumped me over! I hope
you don’t think I've travelled all tho
way from Lantham without a ticket,”
said Bunter, with dignity, “I'm not
i; chap to bilk the railway company, I
1wpe.”’

“What a hopeful nature,” said Bob
Cherry.

“Well, what's going to be done?”
asked Bunter.

“Looks as if the railway company’s
going to be done,” answered Bob, *“ But
if they catch you at it you're going
to be done—done brown|”

“It's only half-a-crown from Lan-
tham,”.said Bunter, “I take it for
granted that one of my pals will lend
me half-a-erown.”

““You should have got into a carriage
with your pals, then,” said Bob, slmkinﬁ
his head. * But vou would push in here,

_ “Oh, really, Cherry! Half-a-crown
isn't . much, after all I've done for you
fellows | I can't very well go out with-
out a ticket. The fact is they're a sus
picious lot on this line, 1 was stopped
once because I hadn't a ticket, nncr the
man practically accused me of bilking.”

“Well, I can tell you what to do,”
said Johnny Bull

“What's that, old chapi”

“Give up bilking.”

“You silly ass!” roared Bunter.

Apparently that resource had nol
occurred to the Owl of the Remove,

Billy Bunter was one of those rather
numerous persons who regard a rail
way company as “fair game.”

“It's up to you, Bob Cherry, as you
m:;}dn me Jose my ticket,” he pointed
out.

“¥You never had a ticket, you fat
villain,” answered Bob. *If you got
nabbed I hope they'll give you in
charge.”

“You can pay from Lantham, instead
of giving up a ticket!” suggested
Nugent,

"*Oh, don't be an ass,” said Bunter.
“If I pay it will be near enough to pay
from Courtfield. I don’t belicve in
wasting money. Dut the fact is I'm
entirely short of tin.”

“For the first time in vour life?”

“lixactly, old chap. In the hurry of
getting away from Bunter Court I left
my purse behind. Or else I left it in
thoe Rolls when I went to the station—
I'm not sure which. I took a ticket
only as far as Lantham, and spent the
rest on doughnuts 1”2

“0Oh, my hat[”

“Well, 1f you'ro loo jolly mean to
lend a man half-a-erown, one of you lend
moe a ticket,” said Bunter. “You'd
better lend me yours, Wharton., The
man will take your word that you had
a ticket and lost it.”

“0Oh erumbs”

“I'll do as much for you another time,
old chap!”

“I'm to help you swindle the railway
company and tell the ticket-colleetor lies
because you preferred to spend your
railway fare on doughnuts!” ejaculated
Harry Wharton, staring at the fat Owl.

“Oh, really, Wharton! That's a
rather rotten way of putting it! 1 say,
you fellows, here wo are at Friarduluf:"

The train Einlppﬂd.

“I say, MaulyI"” howled Bunter.

Tae Maegyer Lisnary.—No. 1,285,
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“Wake up, Mauly!” chuckled Bob
Cherry.

His lordship opened his eyes.

“1 wasn’t asleep,” he said—'1 heard
all you fellows were saying) You're
always talkin’ football or something,
ain't you?l”

“Ha, ha, hal”?

“1 say, Mauly, wait for me " shouted
Bunter,

“Oh gad [

Instead of waiting for Bunter Lord
Mauleverer displayed unusual activity
in hopping out of the carriage and dis-
Appearing nlnnﬁ the platform. As
Mauly had nodded off in the carriago
he was unaware of Bunter’'s dire
extremity in the matter of a ticket, He
supposed that Bunter was gnini* to
bestow his fascinating society upon him
He vanished almost like a ghost at cock-
Crow.

The Famous Five chuckled
followed him from the carriage.
Bunter rolled out after them.

“1 say, vou fellows—"

“ Buzz off, Bunter |”

“ About my ticket—"

“ Fathead !

“1 say, you fellpws—'

“There’s Quelch on the platform,”
gaid Johnny DBull. *Go and ask him
to see you through.”

He nodded towards a tall and angular
figure that towered over innumerable
schoolboy heads, Mr. Quelch, the master
of the Remove, had come down by the
same train, as it happened,

Bunter blinked towards the Remove
master, and grunted.

“What’s the good of that?” le
demanded. *Quelch would put it down
on tho account for my father to pay.
Nice row I should get into at home
if the pater knew he had to pay my
fare one end and Queleh the other ™

“Hallo, you men!” Vernon-8mith

and
Billy

]

came along with Tofh Redwing. “Here
wo are again! Had good hols?”
“Topping I” answered Bob. *“We've

been doing Egypt with old Mauly—"

“1 say, you lellows——"

“Shut up, Bunter 1"

“Fat as ever!” said the Bounder,
glancing at Bunter—"or a little fatter!
When are you goin’ in for slimming,
Bunter 1

“1 say, Smithy, old chap, lend me

¥

half-a-crown—

“Coms on, Reddy! Time we got out
to the bus. All the seats will be taken,”
said Vernon-Smith,

"1 was speaking to you, Smithy

“Mind sﬁeaking to somebody else in-
stead 1 asked Bmithy, ahd he walked
on with Tom Redwing.

“Beast! I say, you fellows——"

Bat the Famous Five had turned
away to greet Peler Todd and Squiff
and Ogilvy and Tom Brown and Hazel-
dene and two or three other Remove
men, Billy Bunter gave them o wither-
ing blink which produced absolutely no
cffect on the backs of their heads.

Then a sly glimmer came into his
little round eyes behind his big round
spectacles, harton had taken out his
ticket ready to give up at the barrier,
and was holding it carelessly between
finger and thumb, Certainly it never
occurred to him that that oblong of
cardboard was in any danger,

But  Bill Bunter was rather
desperate. 'Licketless, and with all his
available financial resources expended
on necessary refreshments, Billy Bunter
simply had to do something—or “do
somebody. As Wharton’s back was to
him it was really quite easy. He rolled
behind the captain of the Remove,
coolly snapped the ticket from his
fingers, and rolled away hurriedly into

Tue Macxer Linrary.—No. 1,285,
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the erowd that swarmed on the plat-
form,

Wharton gave a jump.

“ What the dickens——"

He spun round.

“Hal 0 hallo, hallo! What’s the
trouble 1’

" Bomebody’s bagged my ticket—that

fat villain Bunter| Why, I'll burst him
all over the station!” exclaimed
Wharton.
_ Bunter, going strong, was disappear-
ing in the crowd. ut he was not
out of sight, and Harry Wharton rushed
in wrathful pursuit.

“Iere, lock out! Where are you
barging, you cheeky fag |” roared Coker
of tha Fifth., * Look out!”

Leaving Coker of the Fifth stagger-
ing, Wharton rushed on. Temple of the
Fourth stepped in the way—but the next
moment Ceeil Reginald Temmple was
strewn on the platform wondering how
lie had got thers,

“Puonter i"" roared Wharton. “ Stop!”

Billy Bunter cast a guilty blink over
his shoulder.

“0Oh erikey I” he gasped.

He did mnot stop—he put on speed.
Behind him the captain of the Remove
fairly raced, TLoud objections were
heard on all sides. A erowded railway
platform was really not the place for
a foot-race. WMr. Quelch looked round
with a frown, Mr. Quelch supposed that
this was some schoolboy “lark,” and
the elderly and somewhat tart Form
master had little use for larks. With a
frowning brow, he stepped directly into
Bunter's path and raised a commanding
hand ar a signal to him to stop.

But Bunter was going too fast to stop
suddenly, He did not even seo Henry
Samuel Quelch til] he charged headlong
into him.

“0Oh!” gasped Mr. Quelch, as he went
over.

Even a hefty footballer would have
falt the shock of a charge with Billy
Bunter’'a uncommon wniglijt behind 1t.
Mr. Quelch was long past the age for
standing up to such charges. Ie did
not stand up to it—he crashed down on
his back,

"“Qooooocogh 1 gasped Bunter, as he
sprawled” headlong over Mr. Quelch.

Wharton tried to stop.

But he was fairly on Bunter’s heels
when the fat Owl] crashed, and it was
a physical impaossibility to halt in time.
A fraction EIF a sccond after DBunter
crashed on Quelch, Wharton erashed on
Bunter,

It was a terrifie crash.

Dunter, sandwiched between Wharton
and Mr. ?ue]{:h, gurgled horribly. But
Mr. Quelech, sandwiched between Bunter
and the hard surface of the platform,
was even worse off—he could not even
gurgle. He sprawled, breathless and
winded, unable to utter a word, but with
an expression on his speaking counten-
anca that spoke volumes.

Wharton rolled breathlessly off and
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gained his feef. Bunter continued to
spraw] on the winded Form master and
gurg(le. .

“¥You fat idiot |” gasped Wharton.
“Urrrrrrgggeh 1™

Wharton gribbed the fat junior by
the collar and dragged him off Mr.
gueluh. Bunter planted a knee in Mr.

uelch’s eyc rs he rose, and a foot on
his waistcoat. Then, luckily, he was off,
and Wharton rolled him aside.

“0Ooooogh I gurgled Bunter, as he
rolled.

Wharton hastily bent to ﬁiva his Form
master aid. A crowd of fellows gathered
round. Many of them were grinning,
ns if they saw something comio in this
painful episode. Mr. Quelch, it was
clear, saw nothing comic in it. His
expression was simply terrific as he
sat up.

He found his voice at last. Tt came
out in spasmodie jerks.
“How—how dare you? Bless my

soull Oococogh! Wharton, you—you—
you unruly boy! Fow dare you "
; ¥ EEITF, sir |* gasped Wharton. *J—

“How dare you chase another boy
along a crowded platiorm? 1 can—

rooogh I—make some excuse for a
oolish hui like—ooogh |—Bunter, but
you, the head boy of my—ooooch |—
Form—you should be ashamed of such
stupid horseplay! Have you no sense
“f“*f.l{ﬂ“‘imms” hooted Mr. Quelch.

“Bilence—not a word 1” 'The Remove
master rose rather painfully to his feet,
panting for breath and glaring at his
head boy with a look that the fabled
gorgon m:{ght have envied. “I am
ashamed of youl Bilence!”

Wharton stood erimson.

“Here’s swour hat, sir,” said Skinner
of the Remove officiously. “I'm afraid
it's been ratter trodden on, sir.”

Skinne.: did mot think it necessary to
add that he had trodden on it before
picking it up.

“Thank you Skinner! Wharton, go
to the school at once and wait for me
in my study, Wait till I see you there !

“It was really not my fault, sir—"

*“Silence |

"If you'll let me explain, sir—"

“I have told you to he silent,
Wharton,” said Mr. Quelch, in a grind-
g voice. “‘la it your desire that I
should administer punishment here, in
this publie place t*

Wharton compressed his lips hard.

The Remove master turned away,
anxipus to get out of sight into a
walting-room, to set himself a little to
rights. Billy Bunter, in the meantime,
had disappeared. DBeing in possession
of a ticket, Bunter was ablo to pass
the barrier, and he had promplly passed
it and vanished. Harry Wharton, with
compressed lips and a clouded brow,
and a glint in his eyes, went back to
join his friends.

THE THIRD CHAPTER.,
Hard Lines I
BILLY BUNTER, squeczed in a

corner of the school ocmnibus,
frmm:d a fat grin as the Famous
five wedged in. IIe noted the
cloud on Harry Wharton’s brow, and
discerned that Wharton’s temper was
ruffled, Still, the captain of the Remove
could hardly kick him in the crowded

bus, so that was all right. By the
time they got to Greyiriars Bunter
hoped that Wharton would havo

recovered his good temper, or, alterna-
tively, as the lawyers gay, that he would
be able to dodge the beast till he did
recover it.
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“It you fellows want anything to rest your feet on,’” laughed Bob Cherry, *‘ there’s Bunter !’ *‘ Keep your hools off

me I ** shrieked Bunter, as feet that seemed innumerable were planted on him,

As Bunter had used Wharton’s ticket,
apparently Wharton must have paid
over again at the barrier—but that was
his own fault! Why couldn’t the silly
nss have stated that he had dropped
the ticket? DBunter saw no reason why
not—though no doubt Harry Wharton
saw & good many, They would havo
taken Wharton's word, and that, so
far as DBunter could sce, was all that
mattered.

But the affair of the ticket was not
likely to worry Wharton long—it was tho
“slanging * from his Form master,
bofore a grinning crowd of Greyfriars
men and a good many strangers, that
bronght the angry cloud to his brow.
Bunter, of course, was not going to
bother about that, Old (%IIDI[:]'! had left
Bunter out of it and taken it all out
of Wharton, and the fat Owl could not
Lhelp considering that it had really
turned out very fortunately,

So DBunter grinned cheerfully as the
achool bus rolled on down Friardale
Lane to Greyfriars,

There was a buzz of cheery voices in
the crowded wechicle. Ilarry Wharton
did not join in it. Ie had a senso
of injustice, which was uncomfortable
and irritating, and he had the prospect
of “sticking * in his Form master’s study
when he reached Greylriars insfead of
joining in the usual rush and buzz of
the first day of term. Queleh, il seetned,
was not coming on to the school yet.
Perhaps he was still in the process
of recovery from the terrific shock
Bunter had given him. Until ho camo
the head boy of his Form had te wait
for him, kicking his heels idly in the
study, to faco a sharp-tempered, tart
I'orm master when he arrived, It was
a rotten first day of term.

The bus rolled in at the school gates,
and Bob Cherry gave Gosling, the
porter, a cheery yell. Old Gosling, as
gnarled and ecrusty as ever, regarded
the returning swarm of Greyfriars men
with a pessimistic eye, During vacation,
William Gosling almost cnjoyed life—
there was hardly a boy on the horizon.
The beginning of a term revived in Gos-
ling’s mind his old convietion that all
boys ought to be “drownded.”

“Hallo, hallo, hallo, old bean!”
roarcd Bob,  “Many happy returns,
Goasy "

Gosling blinked at him.

“Did you men know 1t was Gosling’s
hundredth birthday ?” continucd Bob.
“Doesn’'t he look fit, for a man that’s
made his century?”

“The fitfulness is terrifie.” grinned
Hurree Jamset Ram Singh. “ But I think
you are in error, my csteemed Bob, It
15 the excellent Gosling's hundred-and-
fiftieth birthday.”

“Which is it, Gosling 7"’ asked Frank
Nugent allably.

Gosling snorted. Gosling owned to the
apo of sixty., He had owned to that
ago for years. But he was not a hun-
dred, and he knew that he did net lock
a hundred,

“Wot I says is this 'ere——2
Gosling wrathfully.

“ Hundred and seventy-five, I thinlk,”
said Johnny Bull, “and, considering his
age, my opinion is that Gosling 1sn’t
half so doddering as a fellow might
expect.”

And the Famous TFive left Gosling
more convinced than over that all boys
ought to be immediately and ruthlessly
“drownded.”

The old quad, silent so long, hummed

began

““ Keep off, you rotters [ **

and buzzed with footsteps and wvoices.
Passages rang to tramping feet, study
doors banged, fellows shouted to one
another up and down staircases.
IF'orm masters were very busy—and
rather crusty! Names had to be taken,
medical certificates looked at; imnumer-
able were the duties of the first day of
term. Mr. Quelch, for once, was not
carly on the scene; the Remove, for the
moment, had no master, and, like the
ancient Hebrews in the days when there
was no king in Israel, they did that
which was right in their own eyes|

Fellows bagged their old studies in
the Remowve passage, or argued hotly
with other fellows who wanted to bag
them. Harry Wharton and Frank
Nugent took possession of Study No. 1
in that passage as a matter of course,
and hoped that there were no new
“ticks” to be “bunged” in on them.

Fisher T. Fish, who had spent his
vacation at the school, having [ailed to
“plant” himsclf on anybody for the
holidays, walked up and down the
Remove passage, talking to every [ellow
he met, till tho fellows could bear no
more. IFishy was bursting with bottled-
up conversation, and it flowed from him
like a “spate ™ on a Highland stream.
Every voice in the Remove was heard,
more or less, but the nasal tones of
IFisher . Fish were heard continuously.
Like the little brook in the poem, they
went on for ever,

In Study No. 1, TFrank Nugent
planced several times, rather uneasily,
at his chum as Wharton unpacked
various things. Wharton seemed to have
forgotten his FTorm master's injunctions,

“ Hadn't you better eut off to Quelch's
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study ” asked Frank, at last. " He may
come hunmq in any minute, you know.

“1 know,”’ said Wharton shortly.

“Well, he will expect to find
there.,”

“Let him expect}” i

“It’s rather rough, old chap,” said
Frank quietly. “But I wouldn’t begin
the term with a row with Quelch. The
old bean's bark is worse than his bite,
you know. And he did have an awful
cosh at Friardale.”

“That wasn't my fault[”

“No; but the fact is, Quelch was a
bit damaged, and an elderly gent ie
liable to fly off the handle at such
times,”” said Frank, with a smile. " One
has to make allowances for Form
masters, you know. They're like horses
that have to be ‘fi?ﬂn their heads”

Wharton looked at his chum, and his
grim face melted into a grin.

“] dare say you're right, Frank. 1in
fact, I know you are! I suppose I'd
better play up |”

“T'lIl get the study to rights, old
bean,”

“Right-ho 1™

Wharton left the study, and went
down the Remove staircase. Frank had
succeeded in pouring oil on the troubled
waters, as he often did. There was a
stubborn strain in Wharton’s nature; he
rather resembled, perhaps, a high-
mettled steed, that could be led but
not driven,

Skinner and Snoop and BStott were
lounging on the next landing. Skinner
and Sgnnnp exchanged winks as
Wharton came down.

“Going down to wait for Quelchy?”
asked Skinner,

“¥Yes!" snid Harr

“1 iolly well wouldn’t, if I were you.”

“1 think you would, Skinner,”
answered Wharton quietly. .

“Rotten injustice,” said Skinner,
shaking his head. ‘"'Quelch seems to
have come back in a bad temper this
term—not that he's ever good-tempered |
You looked no end of an ass when he
was slanging you at the station. I
wouldn’t stand it.”

“Same here,” said Hnm&. :

Wharton went on down the stars with-
out rngl:.ring, but with his cheeks burn-
ing. Skinner & Co. grinned at one
another as he went. If the captain of
the Form started the ,new term at
variance with his Form master, Skinner
& Co. were not the fellows to regret it.

Half a dozen fellows called to
Wharton before he reached Mr. Queloh’s
study. But he had to pass them un-
heeded. He was the only fellow in the
Lower Fourth who was not free to do
as he liked just then.

Harry Wharton went into his Form
master’s study. The room had a " first-
day-of-term ** look. A bucket of water,
left by some forgetful housemaid, stood
in the middle of the room, and a brush
lay in the hearth. Wharton glanced
from the window, Plenty of fellows
were to be seen in the quadrangle, and
he sighted Mr. Prouf, the master of
the Fifth, laying down the law to Mr.
Capper, master of the Fourth—and saw
though Mr. Prout did not see, thq{-
Capper was longing to get away to his
duties, glancing round him dismally,
and shifting from one leg to the other,
as he listened to the ponderous Prout.
But he saw nothing of Mr, Quelch,

He moved about the room restlessly.

Probably something had delayed Mr.
Quelch’s arrival. It was quite unlike
him not to be on the spot to take hie
Form in hand, on the first day of term.
If he was delayed, Wharton had to wait
till the delay was over. It was irritating
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curtly.

and irksome, ana more than once he
was tempted to leave the study and go
about his own affairs. But he restrained
that desire, and walked to and fro
with & clouded brow. _

He threw himself, at last, into Mr.
%L;ﬂch'l armchair, bored and dismal.

could not even help himself to a
book; the bookcase was locked—if any
of Mr. Quelch’s rather weighty literature
would have upfmalad to-him. When the
dickens was old Quelch coming mn?

The doors suddenly opened. )

“8Bafe as houses!” said the voice of
Loder of the Sizth. “Come in, Carne.”

i But—"

“Quelch’s not in yet; we can use his
phone. Come in, I tell you.”
~ Loder and Carne of the Sixth came
into the study, and shut the door. Harry
Wharton smiled rather gourly. Sitting
in the high-backed armchair, the back of
which was to the door, he was unscen by
the two seniors. As they knew that the
Remove master had not yet arrived, they
naturally supposed that the study was
unoccupied,

If Loder and Carne wanted to borrow
Quelch's telephone, in his abscnce, it
was no business of Wharton's, and he
did not sfir.

Carne sat on a corner of the table,
and Loder crossed to the telephone,
which was near Mr., Queleh's desk.
From that spot he would have seen
Wharton in the armohair, had he locked
in his direction; but, standing at the
telephone, he had his back to him. He
took off the receiver, and gave a
number. Wharton, naturally, did not
know the telephone number of the Cross
Keys at Friardale, so it meant nothing
to him. So far as he gave the matter
any thought at all, he supposed that
Loder was going to ring up his people
at home, to tell them he had arrived ot
the school, or to give somo harmless
message. He gave quite o jump when
Loder spoke into the transmitter.

“JIs that you, Banksf”

Wharton did not know the telephone
number of the Cross Keys, but he knew
the pame of the frowsy racing man,
Mr. Joseph Banks, who made that
delectable  establishment his head-
quarters. He realised that he was going
to hear something that was not only
not intended for the general ear, but
which Loder would be extremely dis-
concerted to know that a Lower boy
had heard. Gerald Loder’s reputation
as a sporting man was not unknown in
the Lower School.

“Hold on, Loder!”
Wharton quietly.

Loder of the Sixth gave quite a con-
vulsive jump, and the receiver dropped
from his hand, hanging at the length of

sald Harry

its cord. With a gasp of startled
affright, Loder spun round towards
Wharton.

THE FOURTH CHAPTER.
A Fight with a Bully!

HAHERY WHARTON rose to lus
eotk.
His face was cool and con-

temptuous. )

Tor » moment Loder stared at him,
fairly frightened. The sportsman of the
Sixth was losing no time in getting into
touch with his shady associates of last
term. No doubt he had some pressing
busi .ess to transact with Mr, Pa ks, of
the Cross Keys! DBut if the Hood, or
any master, had learned that Loder had
dealings with Mr. Joseph Banks, Loder
would not have been likely to complete
that term at Greyfriars. He would pro-
bably have had to shake the dust of
Groyfriars from his feet on the very first
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day of term. That sudden voice from
the armchanir had sent an icy chill down
Loder’s back.,

But alarm gave place to rage, as he
stared at the captain of the Remove.
Carne stared at him, too, and then
cﬁ;.netly slipped from the table and left
t

o study.
“Wharton |” Loder gasped. “ What

are you doing here?”
“ Waiting for %l_.lﬂlﬂh | .
‘:]Yuu prying littlo scoundrel!” said
or.

Wharton's lip curled,

“Don't be a fool, Loder,” he answered
curtly.

“What 7" roared Loder.

“If I'd wanted to hear any of your
shady rot I could have let you run on,”
gaid ;Whurtun scornfully. “I stopped
you !’

“Get out of this study 1™

“T can’tl I've got te wait for
Quelch ™

The telephone was buzzing, Loder
hastily picked up the receiver. 'Lhe

voico coming from it was plainly audible
in the study. )

“Hallo! You there? I'm ‘ere, sirl
Are you cut off, or what?”

er 1izumunn:aﬂ. the receiver om the

hooks. He did not want Joe Banks’' re-
marks to be heard by a Remove junior.
Mr. Banks, at the Cross Keys, could
only conclude that his sperting friend
had been cut off at the exchange.

The bully of the Sixth fixed his eycs
on Wharton again, with a savage gleam
in them.

“Will you get out of this study?” he
hissed.

id Nﬂ IJI

“1 order you, as a prefect”

“I've my Form master's orders to stay
here |”

“I will explain to Mr. Quelch.”

Harry Wharton laughed.

“¥Yes—I can see you explaining to Mr,
Quelch that you turned me out of the
study becmuse you wanted to talk to a
bookmaker on his telephone 1”

Loder clenched his hands.

“]1 was ringing up my home about a
bag I've forgotten,” he =zaid, “1 was
speaking to the butler.”

“Whose name is Banks, and who has
a Courtfield number?” asked Wharton
cantemptuously

Loder stood silent, It was not much
use to lie; he knew that the junior knew
to whom he had been speaking. He
knew, too, that if Wharton had nob
chosen to warn him of his presence, the
junior would have overheard his con-
versation with the dingy racing man,

But Loder was not thinking of gmti-
tude for that warning. He was almost
trembling with rage. Loder was a pre-
foct, and about the last prefect at Grey-
friars to take “backchat ” from o Lower
boy, if he could help it. He looked as if
he would spring on the captain of the
Remove like a tiger.

But he was more anxious than any-
thing else to get rid of the junior, and
get through to Mr. Banks again, It was
a very pressing and important matter
about a “geec-gee,” and Loder was
anxious to be “on.” It was rather a
dangerous matter to use a school tele-
phone for such a purpose, so it was
rather a stroke of luck for Loder that
Mr. Quelch's delay in arriving placed
tho Remove master’s instrument at his
service. Wharton’s unexpected presence
in the study spoiled it all.

“I've told you to get'out !” said Loder
at length.

“I'd be glad enough,” said Wharton
coolly. "1 suppose you don’t think 1
want to stick here ™

“Well, go!”

“I won't 1"

(Continued at foot of neéxt page.)



EVERY SATURDAY

HERE'S SOME GREAT NEWS FOR YOU, SO—

COME INTO THE OFFICE, BOYS!

ALLO, CHUMS! 1 expect the
H first thing you looked for In
this extra-special number of
the MaeseET were tho first
Six Super Stamps given away free in
our  Record - Breaking ollecting
Scheme. And 1 can imagine you
all smiling with joy when you caught
a glimpse of them, for aren’t these
Super Stamps grand? Far better
than I promised, ¢h? I made up my
mind that MaexET readers should have
the finest Free Gift Scheme ever devised
for British boys, and I must say these
colourful Stamps, showing Every Doy's
World in magnifieent pictures, have
gsurpassed even my wildest dreams. The
scheme will turn out the finest collect-
ing boom of the century!

A SIXPENNY ALBUM FREE!

All Magrer readers are now started
on the fascinating hobby of collecting
the whole series of SBuper Stamps. The
six mm(fietg sets of S!;nm_‘?s—bﬂautifullj
coloured pictures of ruilway engines,
aeroplanes, ships, dogs, roughriders, and
the art of self-defence—comprises the
mammoth total of 144 Stamps. Every
one of you, L know, will be tremendously
keen to collect the six full sets, but
you will want to kecep the Stamps clean
and in a safe placo.

Well, as I have already told you, a
mngniﬁcent Album has been speecially
prepared to hold the whole series of
144 Stamps, which, by means of their
gummed backs, can be affixed 1n the
Album. This Album is priced at six-
pence, but every Magnetite will have
the oppartunity of getting it FREI!
It is a wondertul offer, and nono of you
should miss the great chance of obtain-
ing it. All you have to do is te buy
to-day's issue of the *“Modern Boy,”
price 2d, and vou will find inside this
special Free Album. But not only this
—the “DModern Boy ” also econtains six

more Super Stamps, so you will have
the grand Album and twelve Stamps
with which to start off your collection.
You can, however, improve on this
start, for our companion paper, the
“Ranger,” on sale to-day, price 2d.,
also contains six Super BStamps—
that ig, eighteen Stamps and an Album
from the three publications.

“SWAP ** YOUR SPARE STAMPS.

Week by weck, for filteen more wecks,
the Maexer, “Modern Doy,” and
“Ranger " will each contgin six Stamps.
To obtain the whole series of Stamps it
will be necessary to take one or other of
the companion papers I have mentioned,
each week, in addition to your usual
copy of the Maexer; then, by the end
of this record scheme, you will have
collected four cunl}:lete sets of Stamps.
Now, you will have enough sparo
Stamps over to enablo you, by judicious
“swapping ” with other boys, to com-
plete the two remaining sets. You'll
like this “swapping” scheme im-
mensely, for it adds no end of interest
to the cﬂIlE{:tinlg of the Stamps.

Here are a {ew points to bear in mind,
chums :

If vou take two of the three papers—
the Magxer, the “Modern Boy,” and
the * Ranger "—caclh weck for the next
fifteen weeks, yvou can, by judicious
“swapping ¥ of your epare Stamps,
eomplete your six sets and so fill the
Album.

By taking all three publications you
can complete two entire Albums. There-
fore, two pals clubbing together to talko
tho three papers between them, could
each possess a full Album by the end
of the scheme.

This Free Gift Scheme is the finest
that has ever been presented to British
boys, chums, so don't keep o good thing
to yourselves—tell all your pals about
it] Don't forget—this tupendous
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"Scheme is confined to Britain’s DBest
Boys' Papers:

THE MAGNET,
THE MODERN BOY,
THE RANGER.

On Sale Saturday.  Price 2d.

THE SUBJECTS OF THIS WEEK'’S
SUPER STAMPS.

The world’s fastest train| That's the
proud record of the G.W.R.'s famous
Cheltenham Flyer, which makes such
an imposing picture of Stamp No. 1 of
the railway set. This train travels the
T74 miles from Swindon to Paddington
in 65 minutes, and it touches over 80
milps an hour in placea ! :

Not quite so famous, perhaps, is the
Cornish Riviera Express, also belonging
to tha G.W.R., the subject of Stam
No. 2 of the railway set. The Cornis
Riviera Express travels to and fro from
Paddington to Penzance, and it does the
305 miles in 64 hours, which means that
it travels over 46 miles per hour.

The Ankle Throw, which is Stamp
No. 1 in the seli-defence set, is a very
useful wrestling trick to know, and you
can throw an opponent to the ground in
a twinkling if you master. it in the right
w:a?'. Practise it on your pals.

'hose of you who are keen on aero-
planes will get quite a “kick” out of
this week’s fine picture. It shows one of
our leading scouting planes, which is
capable of high spceds, and can give
any invading aircraft more trouble than
is altogether pleasant, in times of war.

The Thames Tug, those fussy little
craft that snort up and down the River
Thames, towing many barges laden with
merchandise, makes the impressing
picture of Stamp No. 11 of the ships set.

The Dalmatian, or “Plum-pudding
Dog,” as it is known, makes a stately
picture in No. 10 of the “dogs™ set.

The Dalmatian appears to have
originated in a cross between a hound
and a pointer. It has a white coat,
which is besprinkled with either black

b ts.
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“Then I shall deal with you myself!
Find me a cane!” .

“Find it yourself if you want it!”

Loder glanced round the studg. A
cane was generally in evidence there in
term time, But Mr. Queleh had not yet
arrived to sort out that very necessary
article, There was no cane to be seen.

“Go to my study and fetch my ash-
plant,” said Loder. “You’ll find it on
the table.”

Wharton made no movement ; he stood
and watched Loder with a cool face, and
g lurking smile. The bully of the Sixth
was, obviously hardly able te keep his
hands off him.

his

“Will you go?” roared Loder,
tem EI‘IHIIIIDEI'. at breaking-point.

i n_ 1¥ -

Loder said no more. He made a
sﬁrm at the junior, and grasped him by
the shoulder, spinning him towards the
door. .

It was not much use for a junior,
sturdy and strong as he was, to put up
a fight against a big Sixth Form man.
But Wharton's temper was as fierce as
Loder’s now, and his blood was up. He
struggled desperately, and junior as he

was, he was not easy f[or Loder to
handle.
Up to that point there was no doubt

that the captain of the Remove had been
in the right in the dispute. But at that
point there was equally no doubt—as
reflection would have told him—that it
was time to give in. Mr. Quelch had

ordered him to stay there, but certainly
he would not have expected him to resist
n Sixth Form prefeet who was removin
him by force. The responsibility wuulﬁ
have been Loder’s.

But the junior was hardly in a mood
for calm reflection with the Sizxth Form
bully's grasp on him,

Loder spun him to the door, and ho
twirled round Loder and got back into
the middle of the room. There was &
¢rash, as he collided with the forgotten
housemaid's pail. The bucket went
oter, and the water swamped on Mr.
Quelch’s carpet, Wharton stumbled
over the bucket and fell, Loder sprawl-
ing over him. There was a yelp of pain
from the senior as he knocked himself on

the bucket.
“You young hound ! breathed Loder.
Heo snrnmbﬁ:d up, dragging Wharton

to his feet, and swung the junior to the
door again. Wharton grabbed at the
furniture as he went for a hold, and two
or three chairs crashed over in turn.
They bumped on the door together,
Wharton still resisting fiercely.

Loder had almost forgotten the cause
of the dispute now, nand quite forgotten
where ho was. His temper was boiling
over. Harry Wharton barely dodged a
blow that would have hurt him con-
giderably had it landed, and Loder gave
a frantic yell as his knuckles crashed on
the door an inch from the junior's head,

The next moment Wharton hooked his

leg, jerked him over, and Loder
spruwfﬂd on his back with a ecrash.

Wharton stood panting.

He was still determined not to go,
savagely determined, though it was cer-
tain that he was going to get damaged
when Loder got on his feet again. All
the stubbornness in his nature was
roused now,

Tt was at that moment that the study
door opened from outside. Mr. Quelch
had arrived at last!

THE FIFTH CHAFPTER.
Loder Lies !

ENRY SAMUEL QUELCH

H stared into his study as if he
could not believe his eyes.

Perhaps he could not, for

a moment or two.

It was an extraordinary scene that
met his gaze.

He had expected to find Wharton in
the study. But he had not expected to
find him rufled and crimson and pant-
ing and dishevelled. And most cor-
tainly he had not expected to find a
Sixth Form prefect there, sprawling on
his back in the water upset from the
housemaid’s bucket. As it dawned on
Mr. Quelch that he had arrived to
interrupt a “scrap” in his study—a
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fight between a senior and & jumor—
thunder grew in his brow. _

Mr. Quelch had arrived in an irritable
mood. Hp had been annoyed and dis-
turbed by the incident at Friardale. He
had failed to obtain a texi, as there
had been & rush on those useful vehicles
on the first day of term, and not
one was available. He had walked to
the school, & tiresome walk, not
enlivened by the reflection that he was
late to take his Form in hand, that the
Remove would be running wild on the
first day of term, and that if the
Head noticed it he would, at least,
elevate his eyebrows.

Tired and irritable, Mr. Quelch
arrived to find his study looking as if
a tornado had struck it, and a panting
junior glaring at a sprawling prefect
on the floor | Perhaps it was no wonder
that Mr. Quelech’s irritable ill-humour
was transformed at once into deadly
wrath. ‘

His lips set like a vice as he stepped
into the study.

Loder scrambled up.

In the Form master's presence, he
could not venture to hurl himself at the
junior, as otherwise he certainly would

ave done. But it was with great diffi-
culty that the bully of the Sixth checked
nis rage.

“What does this mean?”  Mr.
Quelch’s voice was not loud, but deep.
“What does this disgraceful and un-
exampled scene in my study mean?”

“J—I—I—" panted Loder.

“Wharton! Is it possible that you
have so far forgotten yourself as to
strike a prefect 1”

“I pitched him over, sir!” panted
Wharton,

“Upon my word!"

“I'm sorry for this, sir,” said Loder.
Ho had himself in hand almost at once.
“1 found this junior in your study, sir,
and supposing that he was here to play
some trick in your absence, I came in
and ordered him out. He refused to
Eo, so—"* .

‘Did not Wharton explain that I
ordered him to remain in the study?”

Loder coughed.

“He said so, sir, but it is so very
unusual, on the first day of the term,
that I did not believe him. If I made
s mistake I am sorry: but I offered to
explain the matter to you when you
returned—if you had indeed commanded
him to remain here.”

“l see no reason, Loder, why you
should not have takenm Wharton’s word
on the subject.”

“The fact is, sir, that the Remove
boys have been running rather wild,
owing to your absence, and there has
been so much larking—"

“No doubt,”” snapped Mr. Quelch.
" Nevertheless, it is a fact that I ordered
Wharton to wait for me in this study.
However, he should certainly have left
it when a prefect told him to do so,
and left you to explain the matter to
me, Why did you not do so, Wharton 1"

“I did as you told me, sir I’’ answered
Harry. “And Loder did not think I
was here to play any trick in the study,
either.”

“What? You have heard him say so |”

“He has spoken falsely, sir.”

“Wharton 1%

“Loder came here to use the tele-
phone,"” said Harry. *“He told me to
clear out while he did so. I refused, ns
I had your orders,”

“I did not think, sir, that you would
object to my using your telephone to
speak to my peuplu about some things
I had forgotten,” said Loder. *“The
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matter hardly concerns a boy in your
Form, at all events.”

“Certainly it does not!” said Mr.
Quelch., " Wharton, you are very well
aware that you were bound to obey the
order of a prefect of the Sixth Form.,”

“I fancied that I was bound to obey
your orders, sir.”

“What—what?! Ts that meant for im-
pertinence, Wharton "’ rumbled Mr.

Quelch, “Ilow dare you make such an
answer "

"I only want to know, sir,” answered
Wharton. “You told me to remain in
this study, and I told Loder so. He
knew that it was the truth; he knows
that I am not a liar, like himself.”

“What 1 thundered Mr. Quelch,

“That is the kind of language I had
to listen to from this junior, sir,” said
Loder. *“I leave it to you to judge
whether it is proper language to n.cfdreaa
to a Bixth Form prefect.””

“How dare you, Wharton 7

Wharton was doggedly sileat.

“As Wharton refused to go at my
order, I was taking him out of the
study,” said Loder. **He resisted. That
is all, sir."”

“Wharton | Even if you supposed
that you had a right to remain here
in defiance of a prefect, because of my
order, did you suppose that you wera
expected to resist a prefect by force?
Dare you say soi”

Wharton did not speak.

“ Answer me |” thundered Mr, Quelch.

Wharton drew a deep breath,

“1 suppose not, sir. But——2

“You should have obeyed Loder's
order, in the first place, and left him to
explain to me. You are perfectly
aware of it. But, passing that over,
you cannot have had the shightest doubt
that when Loder proceeded to remove
you from the room you should have gone
quietly,”

Wharton said nothing.

There was, in fact, nothing for him
to say.

The fact was that at the beginning of
the dispute he had been in the right,
but that, under great provocation, he
had lost his temper and placed himself
in the wrong.

He stood with a set face and lips.

“You will leave my study now, Whar-
ton " added Mr. Quelch, as the captain
of the Remove did not speak. “I shall
deal with you later, after fully consider-
ing the matter. I have now no time for
it."

Wharton left the study without a
word.

Loder looked—and felt—uncasy as the
door closed on the junior. Ile had no
doubt that he was going to hear some-
thing unpleasant, now that the junior
was no longer there (o hear it, He
was right,

Mr, Quelch fixed hia gimlet eyes on
the bully of the Sixth with a grim and
frowning brow.

“Wharton has acted very reckless!
and foolishly, Loder,”” he said. "{
shall have no resource but to deal with
him HE‘E"{BH}H. But I cannot help secing
that your distrust of his word was the
cause of the trouble. You should most
certainly have accepted his statement
that he had my orders to remain in
this study, and you should have left
him here undisturbed. You could havs
had no real reason to doubt the word of
a lim*_f known to be truthful and honour-
able.”

“1f I have made a mistake, sir,” said
Loder smoothly, “I am sorry. Whar-
ton was extremely impertinent, and for
that reason, perhaps, I did not give
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his statement the attention I might have
done,”

““Possibly, but—"

““As it turns out, sir, I am sorry, and
in the circumstances I should be glad
if you would let the matter drop. So
far as I am concerned, I am quite
willing to overlook Wharton’s conduct
and say nothing more about it.”

Mr. Quelch's frowning brow cleared.

He was in a rather awkward position,
under the necessity of punishing a boy
who had, after all, only obeyed his
orders, though in a hot-headed and
reckless way. Loder .had suggested a
way out. Mr. Quelch’s opinion of
Gerald Loder improved on the spot.

“I am glad to hear you say so,
Loder,” said the Remove master
cordially. “Whearton has been very,
much to blame, but he has the oxcuse
that my orders to him were very
precise.  Such reckless insubordination
as forcible resistance to a Sixth Form
prefect could not possibly be overloolked.
But if you make the suggestion—"

“1 do, sirl” said Loder. *In my
opinion, sir, a little wildness on the
part of Lower boys, on the first day of
term, 15 a matter that may very well
be overlooked and forgotten.”

“Very good!” said Mr, Quelech. “T
ghall, then, see that Wharton expresses

his regret to you personally, Loder, and
the matter closes.”

"If you will allow me to say so, sir,
I would leave that to the junior’s own
sense of propriety,’’ said Loder blandly.
"I am sure that when he is cool he will
realiso that he has acted very badly and

will be only too willing to make
amends,™

Mr. Quelch’s eyes were fixed on Loder
with a rather penetrating lock, He did
not, as a matter of fact, hold Loder in
very high estimation, Certainly he had
not expected this from him,

“Very well, Loder,” he said, after a

pause, *‘let the matter close Eam and
now,"

Mr. Quelech had quite a thoughtful
look when Loder left his stud v Buch
o sense of magnanimity, such a for-
giving spirit, surprised him in Loder.
He could not help feeling that he had
hitherto done Loder less than justica in
his estimate of him,

Loder of the Sixth breathed more
freely when he was outside the study.
The matter was ended. He had had io
let that cheeky young scoundrel off, but
he would find some way of making him
squirm later on, The matier was at an
end—that was the chief thing. Thero
was no danger now of the junior, called
over the coals by his Form master,
mentioning what he had heard Loder
say on the telephone.

Cortainly Loder was prepared to
deny, if necessary, that he had called
up Mr, Joe Banks, at the Cross Keys,
on the phone. Liecs cost Loder very
little, But, obviously, it was safer for
that little matter to be left unmen-
tioned ; the less that was said about Joo
Banks in connection with Loder the
better |

Letting Wharton off punishment was
disagrecable enough, bubt Loder's
maxim was “‘Safety First!”—a very
hecessary maxim to a fellow who was
trusted by his headmaster to maintain
the laws of the school, and who flouted
all those laws in secret.

Mr. Quelch was revising his opinion
of Loder upward, as it were, Had he
been aware of the prefect’s thoughts
he certainly would have revised it
downward [



EVERY SATURDAY

|
il

Lk L IR L (N
b O L
WAy ey e

b A I".".'il' :'l'ﬁr"' &

A

9

RN “Ohl'" gasped Mr. Quelch, as Bunter charged
RS headlong into him. The Remove master crashed

down on his back, with Bunter sprawling over him.
A fraction of a second later Wharton erashed on
Bunter, fairly sandwiching the fat junior.
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THE SIXTH CHAPTER.
A Difference of Opinion I

bi ALLO, hallo, halle!”
H Bob Cherry’s powerful
voice boomed into Study

No. 1. He arrived there in
his usual cheery mood, with Johnny
Bull and Hurree Jamset Ram Singh at
his heels. But the bright cheerfulness
fadod from Bob's ruddy face a little
as he looked at Wharton and Nugent.

Wharton's brow was like thunder, and
Nqﬁcnb looked worried. Something was
evidently amiss.

« Anything up?” asked Dob, rather
uncomfortably,

Wharton did not answer, and Nugent
hesitated. _

“YVou fellows haven't "beon rowing,
gurely 7 exclaimed Johnny Bull

“No, no!” said Nugent hastily.

“The rowfulness between such sticky
and ridiculous friends would not be the

roper caper!” gaid Hurreo Jamset
}){&m Singh solerunly., “But what 1s the
cause of the ludicrous frownfulness on

our idiotic brow, my absurd

harton 7'

That qluaslinn had rather the effect
of dispelling the “frownfulness” on
Wharton’'s brow. He grinned for a
moment.

“Only a row with Quelch!” he said.

“Only 1” said Johnny Bull.

“Well, Quelch had rather a bump
at _ Friardale,” prinned Boh. |
noticed he was rather like a gargoyle
when he was calling over the Form.
What has he fgivan you—two hundred
lines, or six of the best?”

“Nothing! It's not that. Quelch

seems to have forgotten about that idiot
Bunter bumping him over. Perhaps
it's dawned on him that it wasn't my
fault if a fat chump butted into him,”
said Wharton bitterly. “I've had a
sorap with Loder in Quelch's study.
crikey! Scrapping with a

ect 1"
“Jorapping with a rotten bully and
blackguard !* eaid Harry.

Wi Um I’I

“ Nugent thinks I was to blame, and
I dare say you fellows will think the
game,” added Wharton, with a curl of
the lip.

“f] didn't say you were to blame,
Harry.”

“You think so."

« (iontlemen, chaps, and sportsmen,”
said Bob. “What's the good of argu-
ment? Some old johnny said once that
argument was knowledge in the
making | He was clear off-side! Argu-
ment is & way of letting off steam, and
nothing else in the wide world. A
better way of letting off steam is punting
about a footer. Come on, and let's!”

“T'1l tell you fellows,” said Harry
unheeding. “You know Quelch nrdﬂre-:i
me to stay in his study till he came.
1 wasn't going to, but Nugent advised
me to play up, and I did.”

“Lucky for you you had o
some gumption, then!” grunte
Bull.

“Loder knew that Quelch was away,
and he came into the study to ring up a
racing blackguard at the Cross Keys.”

“PDraw it mild, old man!” said Bob.

Wharton loocked at him,

“Does that mean that you don't

al with
Johnny

"

believe me, Bob Cherry?” he askeaq,
very quietly.

_ “Don't be a_silly ass, if you can help
it,”” answered ob unceremoniously.
“You jolly well know that it doesn’t
moan anything of the kind.”

“What does it mean, then?%

“It means that I think you must be
mistaken! We all know that Loder is &
bad hat; but using a Form master's
telophone to talk to & racing man is
pretty thick, even for Loder!”

“He rang up before he saw me in
the study. As soon as he spoke the
name of Banks I knew what he was at,
and warned him that I was there.”

“Tots of people named Banks.”

“Yeos: Loder said it was the butler's
name at home!” said Wharton scorn-
fully. “But he gave a local number
and I heard Banks' voice. I've heard
his voice before.”

“The man must be mad to take the
risk 1” said Bob, *“He might be heard
at the exchange. Ho must be frightfully
keen to get in touch with Banks.”

“Do you still think I was mistaken?”

“Not after what' you've said, of
course. What's the rest?”

“Toder ordered me out of the study,
and I refused to go.”

“Well, he had a right ms a pre-

foct—

“] had Quelch’s orders
there,”

“TUm 1" snid Bob.

“T,oder tried to sling me out, and I
serapped with him. Quelch came in
while it was going on. He blamed
me."”

Tae Macner Lisrary.—No. 1,285,
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h'HMTF Wharton's chums looked at
1In.

“Didn’t you expect lim to blame
you " uskﬂti Johnny Bull quictly,

“Ior carrying out his orders?” asked
Wharton.

A man might be expelled for scrap-
ping with a prefect! You ought to
have gone, and explained to Quelch
afterwards.”

“That's what Nugent thinks,” said
Wharton bitterly.

“You'll think the same when you'ro
cool,”

“I'm cool now! I wasn't going to
be bullied by Loder, I know thatl]
Queleh would take e rather different
view if he knew that Loder was calling
up a boozy blackguard at o pub!”

"You didn't tell him that?"

“I'm not a sneak—even about a cad
like Loder|”

“Well, Loder’'s a pretty thorough
rotter; but it's no business of the Re-
move,” said Bob. " You can't give a
man away! They'd sack him like a
shot if they knew what a dozen fellows
could tell them. But what's the upshot ?
Mean to say you're up for a flogging 1”

“1 don’t know yet! Quelch is busy
to-day, and hasn't time for me,” said
Wharton satirically, “I'm to hang on
walting till he has time to consider the
matter, and then, I suppeose, I'm to
know whether I'm going to be flogged
because Loder couldu’t got through to
his bookmuaker 122

Bob Cherry chuckled.
~ ""That isn't how Quelch will look at
it,” he said, “If you mention Banks,
Loder will swear black and blue that
he's never heard of such a man., He
can't afford to tell the truth, even if he
wanted to—a fellow can't carry on tho
way Loder does without being a pretty
thorough liar.”

“I'm not going to mention Banks.
I'm not at Greyfriars to help the Head
n}uln’aga the Sixth Form, that I know
n‘ ?

“Well, you've put yourself in the
wrong, old chap! It was no business of
yours what Lodor was up to; and, dash
it all, a Lower man has to hop when a
prefect tells him to hop 1%

“You'd have hopped ?”

There was a perceptible sneer in
Wharton's tone.

“Yes,” said Bob quietly. “I'd have
liked to give Loder one in the eye when
he butted in at Courtfield to-day, But
I don’'t quite see how they'd run n
school if a junior dotted a prefect in the
eye every time he felt inclined. Come
to that, fellows often feel like dotting
a master in the eye, Coker of the Fifth
got info a fearful row once because he
gassed that he was going to punch
Prout. I think there's a limit, Whar-
ton, and so long as we're in the Remove
it’s up to us to toe the line. If we don't
like Greyfriars, we can ask our people
to take us away, and they might—
perhaps| But so long as we're here
wo know what we've got to stand 1”7

This was quite a long speech for
Bob Cherry. Wharton listened to it
with a sarcastic smile on his face.

“Well, I'm not quite so good and
obedient,” he said; “and if I get a
Head’s whopping, I'll make that cad
Loder sit up for it somchow! Loder's
a rotten cad and a bully, and glad of a
chanco to, get me into a row with
Quelch. And I dare say Quelch is glad
to find somebody to rag on the first day
of term—a beak generally is!”

“ Wharton !”

Five juniors in Study No. 1 jumped
fairly cloar of the floor as that name
was uftered in the doorway. They
spun round, to stare in absolute dis-
may at Henry Samuel Quelch.

Tae Maoxer Lisrary,—No. 1,2865.
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Mr. Queleh stood in the open door-
way, his face a picture of wrath.

“Oh  crumbs!”  murmured DBob
Cherry.

It was elear that the Form master
had heard Wharton's unthinking
specch. Coming up the passage to a
study, of which the door was wide opoen,
he could scarcely have avoided doing
50.

Wharton'’s face flushed crimson, and
then paled, A dogged cxpression camo
over it. Fe had spoken without think-
ing—words that he eertainly would not
have uttered had he drenmed that Mr.
Queloh was within hearing, What on
earth Queleh was there for was a
mystery! A fellow had a right to
speak in his own study without taking
precautions not to be overheard, If
Queleh chose to butt in where he was
not expected, or wanted, it was his own
look out.

“I heard what you said, Wharton,”
rumbled Mr, Quelch.
. “Did you, sir?” Wharton’s tone was
1cily calm.

“I am surprised, pained, shocked, to
hear such expressions on the lips of my

head boy!”

“Are you, sir?” asked Wharton, in
tha same tone. "1 didn't know, of
course, that you were listening, sir.”

If Wharton's chums had been dis-
mayed before, they were horrified now.
LIhey dared not look at Mr. Quelch as
Wharton made that answer.

“What—what " Henry  Bamuel
Quelch scemed unable to believe his
cars. ““Wharton, what did you dare to
BLY ?M

“You heard me, sir."

“Yos,” said Mr. Quelch; “I heard
you, Wharton. You have returned to
school this term, Wharton, in a very
strange mood. You have implied that
your Form master was capaglu of in-
justice. As I have heard these words
unintontionally, by accident, I cannot
talte note of them; but I am very dis-
appointed i1n you, Wharton. I am
shocked and surprised. I shall say no
more.”

Wharton stood silent.

“With regard to your reference to
Loder,” went on Mr. Quelch sternly,
"1 came here, Wharton, to speak to
you on the subject of Loder. You are
very well aware that you would be
flogged for fighting with a Sixth Form
prefect. Boys have been expelled for
such lawless outbreaks of temper. But
Lodor himself has requested me to pass
over the matter, and to allew it to be
forgotten.”

IHe paused.

“That matter, therefore, closes,” said
Mr. Quelch, “and I trust, Wharton,
that you will express your regrot to
Loder and a sense of your gratitude to
him, for having so kindly and gener-
ously spoken in your favour.”

No answer,

Mr. Quelch gave his head boy a long,
hard look, turned away, and left the
study without another word.

Silence followed.

“Well, that's that !” said Bob, at last.
“Thank goodness it's done with, any-
how. Unusually decent of Loder.”

“1 fancy he had his reasons,” said
Wharton, his lip ecurling. *“Loder
doesn’t want any talk about Banks.”

“Oh!” said Bob. *“If that's it—"

“Do you think Loder would let me
off for any other reason? He would
be glad enough to get me fAogged. He
can pull Quelch’s leg, but he can't pull
mine.”

“Well, let's get out,” said Bob.

Getting out of doors was Bob Cherry's

cure for all ills, and not a bad ecure,
erther, There is nothing like fresh air
for blowing away worries and troubles,
sulks and discontents.

“You fellows get out,” said Harry.
“I don't feel inclined for kicking a
ball about now.”

" Better come out——"

“I'vo got some things to do,” said
Wharton curtly.

“0Oh, all right!”

Bob Cherry tramped awny with Johnny
Bull and Hurree Singly, and Nugent,
after a doubtful glance at lLis chum,
followed. ITarry Wharton was left
alone, but the “things” he had to do

did not seem to occupy him. He stood
staring from the study window, with a
elouded and moody brow. The new

term was not opening well for Harry
Wharton, and his present mood was one
that was more likely to make matters
worse than better.

THE SEVENTH CHAPTER.
Bunter Comes In Useful !
GERALH LODER eame tramping

mmtoe his study, with a hoavy

stop and a frowning brow. He

hurled the door open and
marched in, and slammed tho door be-
hind him, apparently not caring that
the slam rang the length of the Sixth
Form passage, and apprised all within
hearing that he was In o savagu
temper. There was no doubt about the
savagoe temper. Loder, scowling, kicked
a chair across the study, and it fell with
a crash. And a fat junior of the Re-
move, who was in Loder’s study, where
he certainly had no business, gave a

squeak of sheer terror. And Loder,
staring at Billy Bunter, undoubtedly
looked as if DBunier had cause for
torror.

Loder's tomper had been sorely tried
that afterncon. Owing to Harry Whar-
ton, he had failed to get through to
Joey DBanks at the Cross Keys. He owed
it to that cheeky junior, Wharton, of
the Ilemove, and he was strongly
tempted to take his ashplant and wvisib
that checky junior in his study, and give
him what he had asked for, and o little
over,

Without some sort of a pretext, how-
ever, even the bully of the Sixth could
not go to that iﬂnfth. So Loder came
into his study feeling angry and sav-
age, and in a mood to “whop” any
luckless junior whoe came in his way.
It was rather like Billy Bunter to walk
into the lion’s jaws, as-it were. Why
he was in Loder’s study was a mysiery ;
but there was no doubt that Loder was
glad to see him there. He wanted to
whop somebody, and the fat Owl was
there to be whopped. And Loder
reached for the ashplant on his table.

Billy Bunter eyed him through his big
spectacles in terror. IFor two reasons
Bunter wished hoe hadn't come to
Loder’s study. In the first place, there
wasn't & bag of jam tarts on Loder's
table, as Skinner of the Remove had
led Bunter to believe; in the second
place, Loder had caught him there, and
was evidently in one of his worst
tempers. DBunter quaked as he edged
round the table, to keep that article,of
furniture between him and Loder, and
cast & longing blink towards the door.

Loder Erinned at him savagely, and
swished the eane in the air.

“Well, what are you doing in my
study, you young rascal?” he asked.

“Nothing [” gasped Bunter. “J—I

(Continued on page 12.)
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THE WORST BOY IN THE FORM !

(Continucd from page 10.)

never came hero for the jam tarts,
Loder,”

“Ior what?” ejaeulated Lodor.

“Skinner never told me you had a
bag of jam tarts,” groaned Bunter,
“ Bend over that chair !”

. “I—I say, Loder, it—it was a rotten
joke, you know. 'That beast Skinner
was pulling my leg,” grosned DBunter.
“I—Il—I wouldn't have touched your
tarts, if thero were any., The—the fact
15, Loder, I—I came hore to speak to
you. It was nothing to do with jam
tarts—nothing whatever. I—I wanted
to thank you, Loder, for—for getling
me that scat in the train to-day. It
was so—so kind of vou.”

Loder pointed to the chair with his
cane. Billy Bunter remained on the
safe side of the table, blinking at him
dismally,

“I—I thought you'd like m® to thank
you, Loder. It was so—so nice of you
—nice and kind. I never thought you
did it just because you wanted to take
it out of those chaps. I don’t think
you're a beastly bully like other fellows
do, Loder.”

Loder, looking across the tablo at
Bunter, changed his expression as a new
thought scemed to come into his mind.
Much to the fat junior’s relief, he Inid
down the ashplant,

“C.cccan I go,
Bunter.

“Hold on a tick,” said Loder, quite
genially, *“The fact is, Bunter, I want
a kid to take a message for me.”

Bunter gasped with relief. He would

heve taken dozens of messages gladly

to get out of Gerald Loder’s study
unwhopped.

Loder " gasped

“I'll take it with pleasure, Loder I”' he
gasped.

“It's dowa to the village,”
Loder, eycing him keenly,

“Oh lor’ |” groaned Bunter.

He did not want a walk to Friardale.

“You're willing to go " asked Loder,

said

his hand siraying towards the ash-
plant again,

**Oh, yes! Yes, rather|”

A walk to the village was better than
a whopping,

“Not just vwet,” added Loder.

*“ About half-past seven, in fact.”’
“That’s after lock-up,” said Bunter.
"I believe fags sometimes sneak out

after lock-up,”

“That’s all right; E(H_.l can give me
a pass out of gates, being a prefeet,”
said Bunter,

Loder smiled grimly. He was not
likely to give a junior a prefect’s pass
to take such a message as Bunler was
to take,

“The fact is, it's a rather private
matter,” said Loder quietly. *“You'll
say nothing about it among the other
fags., 1 can’t possibly get away mysclf
—there’s tho prefeets’ meeting, and a
lot of other things, first day of term.
You ean ent out.”

“Ye-e-es " said Bunter dubiously.

Ho grasped the fact now that he was
to break bounds—and that, officially,
Loder of the Sixth was having nothing
to do with it. That meant a whop-
ping if ho was spotted. Still, an
uncertain whopping was better than a
certain whoppmmg, and Bunter realised
very clearly that if he did not agree to
oblige Loder, he would be whopped
before he got out of the study.

“0Of course, it's quite a harmless
matter,” went on Loder, eyeing the fat
Owl sharply—and a little uneasily. “A
man I know is staying in the village,
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and he happens to have put up at a
place that is out of bounds.”

:"D‘h I"”” said Bunter.
_“There’s no time for a letter, as he
simply must get my message this

evening.”

“I—I1 see.”

_ “I'll dash off a note, and you can take
1t for me,” said Loder carelessly. “1'd
be obliged, Bunter.”

Billy Bunter blinked at Loder through
his big spectacles, Billy Bunter’s fat
faco indicated that the brain within was
not of the most brilliant variety. But
1f Loder supposed that even Bunter was
fool enough to believe that he was send-
ing a “harmless ** note to a place that
was out of school bounds, he did even
Bunter’s fat intellect an injustice.

Bunter knew more about tho sports-
man of the Sixth than Loder faneied.
The fat Owl was quite well aware that
he was to take a note to somc one of
L%{IETE shady acquaintances outside the
school.

"You sce how it is,” said Loder
genially, but watching Bunter like a
hawk. He was wondering whether

Bunter was really such a tool as he
looked.

To his_surprize, and not to his
pleasure, Bunter'gave him a fat wink,

"My dear chap.” said Bunter. “T seo
how it is! T'll do it. Leave it to me.”

Loder made an almost convulsive grab
at tho ashplant. *“*Dear chap” from
Billy Bunter, and a confidential wink,
were rather a great deal for Loder to
stand from the fatuous Owl.

But he restrained his natural desire
to thrash the fat Owl and piteh him out
of tho study. He had to get word to
Joey Banks—it was awfully important,
if Loder waa going to be “*on" in the
raco at Wapshot on the morrow. He
had to make use of somebody.

_ Taking no notice, thercfore, of the
impudent familiarity assumed by the
fatuous Owl, Loder sat down at the table
to write a note.

Bunter watched him, with a fat grin.

The note was written and scaled in an
envelope that bore no superseription,

Loder handed it to Bunter.

“I've told you that it’s o rather private
matter,” he said. *“You'll keep that
dark till you deliver it.”

“You bet I"” grinned Bunter.

o slipped the letter into an inside
pocket.

“There’s & call-over at seven,” went on
Loder. * After that you can slip away
casily enough—thare’'s ne prop to-
night.™

“That's all right.”

“You'll go down to the village,
and " Loder paused and went on¢
“You knéw the inn, the Cross Keys?”

“Don't 11” grinned Bunter.

“Tap on the side door, and hand that
note to whoever opens it, and say it's
for * Mr. B," * said Loder.

“Right-ho 1"

“No answer—just cut off when you've
handed it in.”

g | ]gut you, old beaa!” said Bunter
breezily,

“Come and tell me when you get back..
There’ll be a bag of jam tarts in the
study then,” added Loder, with a very
genial smile,

Bunter’s eyes glistened behind his big
spectacles,

“Rely on me,"” he said,

“Not a word, mind |

“That'’s all right.”

Billy Bunter rolled out of the study.
He was plad to got out safe.

Loder shut the door after him, and
}iglﬂtnd o cigarette, with a thoughtful
ook.

Even s fool like Bunter was capable
of dropping over the Cloister wall,
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taking the note to Mr. Banks, and get-
ting back undetected, Gspeﬂmfly on the
first night of term, when there was a
good deal of confusion before things had
sottled down. Dut in ecase the young
ass made some bloomer, and was caught
out, there was nothing in the note to
endanger Loder,

“He had his own code for communica-
ting with Joey Banks; Loder was not
fool enough to put himself into the
power of the racing man.

When he wrote to Joey Banks, as he
often did in term time, he wrote in
“print ” letters that bore no resemblance
whatever to his own handwriting, and he
signed himself “X.” Had Mr. Banks
ever thought of furning to blackmail, he
could have made no use of Loder’s
letter against him. Loder certainly was
a fool to have any dealings with Mr.
Banks at all, but he was a good deal
more of o rogue than a fool.

It was all right, Loder concluded;:
anyhow, he ran no risk, and he dis-
missed the matter from his mind, and
strolled along to Walker's study for a
gamo of banker to pass the time till
the prefects’ meeting.

THE EIGHTH CHAPTER.
No Bunk for Bunfer !

ARRY old chap—"'
_ Harry Wharton uttered an
unpatient exclamation.

e was not in the best of
tempers, and certainly in no mood for
B:Il:liv Bunter,

e was walking by himself in the old
Cloisters, a quiet and secluded spot,
after call-over. The House was not yet
locked up, and though fellows wero sup-
posed to be in the House after call-over,
there was some laxity on the first day of
term.

Wharton was in # troubled frame of
mind.

Also, he had been curt, to say the
lenst, with his friends, and they had let

him alone since, That was not agree-
able. Ho knew that they would wel-
come him, without dreaming of taking
offence, it he joined them. That was all
right, but it was rather like making
allowances for a fellow with an un-
reasonable temper, and Wharton did not
like admitting, even to himself, that
he was a fellow with an unreasonable
temper.

He was taking a walk in the fresh
autumn evening to think it over, which
was about the best thing he could have
done, Then Bunter happened,

The fat junior came rolling into the
Cloisters, blinked at Wharton, and
joined him. There was an air of
secrotive slyness about Bunter, which
would have revealed to anyone who had
observed him, that the fat Owl was
“up " to something.

“1 saw you mooching this way, old

fellow,” said Bunter. “ Just what 1
want. Give me a bunk, will you”
“A what?” ejaculated Wharton,

staring at him.
"Aiunk up, old echap| This way 1"
“You're not poing out of bounds, I
suppose ?'" gaid Wharton, in wastonish-
ment.
“Ask no questions, and I'll tell vou
no fibs,” said DBunter astutely. * What
I want is a bunk over the walll”

“You fat chump! Go back to
House |”

“Oh, really, Wharton! I think you
might give a fellow a bunk over the
walll Never broken bounds yourself, 1
suppose "' added Bunter, with a sneor,

“Don't be an ass, Bunter,” said Whar-
ton patiently. * You'll get six if you're
spotted.”

“Well, they're not likely to spot a
man first night of term,” said Bunter.
“Besides, o man can po out after lock:
up with a prefect’s leave.”

“If you’ve got an exeat, thero's no

the

13

““ You will come with ma,
Bunter ! ** said Mr. Prout,
grasping the Owl by the
shoulder, **Oh crikey [ "’
gasped ]iunter in horror as
he heard the voice ol the
Fifth Form master. * I—I
say, sir, I—I haven't been
to the Cross Keys ! "

need to sneak over the wall. You can
usl Gosling to let you out at tho gate.”

Bunter grinned.

“Likely " he said.
into a fearful row!"

“Then yvou've not got an excat?”

“Well, Loder wouldn't be likely to
give me one, considering!” chuckled
Bunter. “Too jolly deep for that. Hoe,
he, he !

Wharton started.

“You're going out for Loder?" he
exclaimed.

“That’s {elling 1"

Wharton stared at the fatuous Bunler
blankly,

“You utter idiot!” he said. “If
Loder's sending yvou out of bhounds——"'

“*No bizney of yours,” said Bunter
independently. *'I can oblige a [riend
in the Sixth Form if I like, I supposc?
Besides, it's not a note for Loder that
I'm taking out. I shouldn't tell you if
it was, Loder told me specially to keep
it darle.”

“Where are you taking a note for
Loder?" asked Harry quietly.

“Iind out!”

“Look here, DBunter—

“I didn't ask you to meddle with my
personal affairs, Wharton,” said the
fat Owl, with dignity. “1I asked you for®
a bunk over the wall.”

“Well, I won't bunk wou over the
wall,” gaid Harry. “That cur isn’t
roing to send a Remove man on lhis
shady business if I ean stop him.”

“Look here, vou cheeky beast

““Is that note for some racing man?"
asked Wharton, *“ It can't be anylhing
clse.” Ide started again. “Of course,
that's it—Banks! Loder couldn’t got
through on the phone to-day—and he's
sending a message. DBunter, you born
idiot, it's a flogging if you're caught.”

“I shan’t be caught!” said DBuonter.

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

“I'm pretty cute, you know. Besides,
I'm only going to hand in the note at
the side door.”

“Listen to me, Bunter.” “Wharton
spoke patiently and kindly. “Don’t get
mixed up in anything of the kind. Can't
you see that it’s a rotten, disgraceful
business 7"

Bunter sniffed.

“I didn’t ask you for a sermon, Whar-
ton! Loder may fancy I beliove that a
man he knows has put ulil at the Cross
Keys—he, he, he! I jolly well know
what I know! I know who Mr. B. is!
He, he, hel Loder's having a flutter !
Well, I rather like a flutter myself, at
times."”

“What?” ejaculated Wharton.

“I'm rather goey, you know,” said
Bunter breezily. “I'm a bit of a rorty
dog at times, old bean. Not namby-
pamby like you, you know.”

“You babbling fathead——"

“That's enough,” said Bunter. “If
you won't give me a bunk, vou won't,
and you can go and eat coke. Mind your
own business,”

And Bunter rolled on into the shadow
of the Cloisters, leaving the captain of
the Remove staring after him.

A moment more, and Wharton ran to
overtake the fat Owl. Whether it was
Wharton's business or not, he could not
let the foolish, obtuse Owl be made use
of like this, at his own risk, by an un-
scrupulous rascal. He caught Bunter
by the shoulder, as he was blinking at
the Cloister wall, selecting a spot to
climb,

“Look here, Bunter——"

“Ow! Leggo!” sq’uankud Bunter.
“You can't go—="
“Will you let go, you meddling

beast ?"” demanded Bunter., *“I tell you
I'm jolly well going!”

“And I tell you you're not!” said
Harry Wharton. “If you haven’t senso
enough to kecp out of such a thing, I'll
keep you out. You're going back to the
House 1"

“I'm not |” roared Bunter.

“You are!”

And Bunter did. With Harry Whar-
ton’s grasp like iron on the back of his
collar, the Owl of the Remove had no
choice in the matter. He went—loudly
and wrathfully expostulating as ho
wont. But he had to go.

“Will you leggo, you beast?” roared
Bunter, as they neared the lighted door
of the House. “Mind your own busi-
ness, you rotter., Leggo!”

“Get in, fathead !

Bunter got in, gasping with wrath,
Then Harry Wharton released his
collar. Billy Bunter gave him a glare
that almost cracked his spectacles.

“You—you—you cheeky beast!” heo
gasped.

“Cut off, ass!”

The door of the House was wide open,
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and Harry Wharton stood in the door-
way. Bilf;,r Bunter eyed him in speech-
less wrath. He waa going—and he
wanted to get it over ! Afterwards there
was to be a bag of jam tarts in Loder’s
study, If that was not a good reason
for obliging the bully of the Sixth, Billy
Bunter did not know what a good reason
was.

He made a rush to get round Whar-
ton. The captain of the Remove caught
hime by the collar again.

“Leggo, you rotter !” yelled Bunter.

“Upon my word 1" Mr. Quelch came
out of Musters’ passage, frowning por-
tentously. ‘'Wharton! You seem to
have a peculiar desire to make sccnes!
Aro you unller the impression that the
House doorway is a proper place for
horseplay 7"

Wharton flushed erimson and released
Bunter’s collar,

“I warn you, Wharton, that beiter
behaviour than this is expected of the
head boy of a Form !" said Mr. Quelch
sternly.

“"Very well, sir!” said Wharton
quietly, and taking no further notice of
Bunter, he went towards the stairs.

“Bunter! You must not leave the
House |” said Mr. Quelch. “It is now
lock-up,"

“I—I only wanted to ent across and
post a letter, sir, only Wharton began
ragging &

"Oh, very welll You may post the
letter,’” said the Remove master. *Re-
turn to the House immediately!”

“Yes, sir!”

Bunter rolled out. Mr. Quelch walked
away with a knitted brow. It lobked to
him as if his head boy had changed very
much for the worse during the vacation.
This was the second time that day he
had found him ragging a fat, helpless
fellow—first chasing him headlong along
the platform at Friardalo Station, and
now preventing him from cutting across
to the school box to post a. letter—prob-
ably a letter home to tell of his safe
arrival at the school !

These two incidents, added to the
scrap with a Sixth Form prefect, and
the expressions Wharton had used to
Loder—actually calling the prefect a
liar—made Mr. Quelch shake his head
very seriously, Most keenly of all, per-
haps, rankled the words he had over-
heard at the door of Study No. 1—words
which he felt to be unjust as well as
disrespectful. It was only the first day
of term, but Mr, Quelch was already
wondering whether he could continue to
trust Harry Wharton in the position of
head boy {}{thﬂ Form.

There was a sarcastic smile on Whar-
ton’s face as he went up to his study in
the Remove. Bunter had gone out again
—most assuredly not to post a letter.
He was on his way fo the Cross Koys,
with a note from Loder of the Sixth to
a bookmaker! Wharton had done what
he could to stop him; as head boy, as
captain of the Form, and as a decent
fellow, it had been up to him to save
the egregious Owl from his own folly if
he could! Quelch fancied that he Eﬂd
been “‘ragging” Bunter—practically
bullying him—that was his reward for
an intervention of which Quelch cer-
tainly would have approved had he
known the facts.

He did not know tho facts. But he
might have trusted his head boy: he
might have known that Harry Wharton
was not a bully, and that if f\u ragged,
it was not a fat and helpless fellow like
Bunter that he would pick out to rag.

That scemed to be Queleh’s opinion of
him! Wharton sarcastically told him-
self that if that was Quelch's opinion, he

was welcome (o it. Fle could do without
Queleh’s good opinion, if it came to that,

Btudy No. 1 was cmpty and dark.
Wharton turned on the light and
frowned round the study., IHis friends,
no doubt, were in the Rag—Nugent, at
least, might have given him a look-in.
He did not go down to the Rag to join
the merry e¢rowd there. Ho was feeling
angry and sore,

But the cloud faded from his face as &
hurrying footstep came nlong. Frank
was coming up to look for him!

But it was not Frank| It was Her-
bert Vernon-Smith who looked into the
study., The Bounder was grinning.

“Only you here?"” ho asked. “Join
up, old bean|”

“What's on?" asked Harry, without
much interest. He had supposed that it
was Nugent coming, and he was dis-
anppointed and rather miserable,

“"Rag on the Fifth!"” said Smithy.
“Coker’s been asking for i e

“What's Coker been up to?”

“Blessed if I know,” confessed the
Bounder frankly. ‘ But the follows are
going to rag his study—first night of
term, you know—there's always a rag.
Come on and lend a hand. 0Old Prout's
out—tho coast's clear 1"

Wharton hesitated a moment., The
Bounder, utterly reckless at the best of
times, was the fellow to take the utmost
advantage of the licence allowed on first
night of term. It was not Wharton's
way to join in Smithy's hare-brained
escapades. Indeed, as head boy of the
Form, he was oxpected to exercise a
restraining influence. But his hesitation
was brief. If he was to be judged a
rockless ragger, he might as well have
the fun of ragging. So he told himself,
at any rate. His friends were leaving
him alone, and he did not want to he
odd man out on the first night of term.
Smithy was better than nobody !

“I'm on!" he said.

“Good manl!” gsaid the Bounder.
“Come on.”

And Wharton followed him.

THE NINTH CHAPTER,
Caught !

\ A R. PAUL PROUT, master of

#¥ the Fifth Form at Greyfriars
School, stopped in his portly
and majestic progress, and
stared belore him.

Mr, Prout’'s eyesight was not so good
as it had been in the old, old days
bhefore the hair had thinned on the top
of his majestic head, and when he had
been able to see his knees.

He doubted now whether his eyes had
not deceived him.

Prout had walked down to Friardale
to call at the station about some lugpgage
which ought to have been sent on to
the sahnnE but which had not heen sent
on. Having completed his business at
the station, Prout was rolling homoward
at his usual slow and stately pace. Ilis
homeward way took him past the dis-
reputable establishment, the Cross Keys,
which lay back from the lane outside
the village. And as Prout came along
by the Cross Keys from one direction,
a podgy figure came along from the
other, turned from the lane, and cut
into the dark path beside the inn.

It was no wonder that Prout wondered
whether his eyes deceived him. The
person he had seen was a Greylriars
junior, in a Greyfriars cap, and, from
the ample outlines of his fﬂrm, Prout
had little doubt that he had recognised
him as one of Mr. Quelch’s boys—Bunter
ta wit |

(Cantinued on page 18.)




A BRIGHT AND BREEZY SOCCER CHAT ABOUT

PLAY AND PLAYERS.
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Do you know that there is a football law broken in almost every match?
The Llnnamnanhﬂlu first cheery chat is full of interesting football facts,

tells you all about it.
who have problems to solve.

He will be pleased to hear from MAQGQNET chums
Write to him at The Fleetway House,

Farringdeon Street, London, E.C.4,

to enlertain his readers with some
weekly chat on the pgreatest of
winter games—football.
“*You can start off,” he said, " by
answering that.”
Now * that " was a lotter from a reader
which eontained the following conundrum :

‘t There iz a football rule,”’ the lelter
began, '* which is broken in hundreds
of football matehes every Saturday,
but nobody ever tales the slighicst

Eﬂ?ﬁn Can you guess which rule it

TIIE other day your Editor asked mo

A MISLEADING LAW,

I got out my football rule book, put on
my thinking cap, which is really a towel
ponked in cold water, and went through
the rules with a small toothcomb, ns il
were. And I am happy to tell you that 1
think 1 discovered the rule which is the
point of my friend’s conundrum.

It is football law number three, and it
reads as follows :

i After a goal is scored the losing
side shall kick off.”’?

Now supposing a side is losing a match
by five to nothing, then that side which
ia loging scores a goal. 'The side which is
losing by five goals to one doesn't ro-start
the pame from the centire of the field.
The other gside—that ia the winning side—
kicks off. And the referee never stops
them from doing so.

Of course, the trouble with this football
law is that it doesn't really mean what it
says. It means—and this is the way it is
carried out—that the side losing that
particular goal shall then kick.off from the
centre of the field, It is possible that
thero are other lawa of the gamo which
aro broken every week, but I am very
glad to have been able to solve this
conundrum, and if I have not solved it
correctly I hope the reader will write and
tell o which rule he had in mind,

Incidentally, I want to say, this first
week, that 1 am always ** at home " to
any reader interested in this game of
football. If therc is anything you want
to know about the rules of the game—
how to play tho game in any particular
position, or about any of the first-class
playera in whom wyou aro interested, writo
to me. I shall enjoy being of assistancoe,

WEAVER, THE WONDER.
It is often said that there is nothing

new, and possibly this statement may
apply to football. But while there may
be nothing new, there are interestin

developments, from time to timo, of ol
ideas. The readers who like to see some-
thing out of the ordinary should take an
opportunity, if possible, of watching tho

ewonstle United team this season—or at
least, one particular member of it. I refer
to Sam Weaver, the loft half-back.

This footballer ia at least a champion
in cne difeotiony

e can throw the ball from the
fouch line, legitimately, farther than
uny other player I have ever seen.,

His throw-in is so powerful, and the
ball goes so far, that when Nowcastle
United have a throw-in on Weaver's side
of the field, it ia almost as good as o free
kick to them.

I had a chat with Weaver the olher day
about this throw-in of his, and ho assured
me that he ean throw the Lall for forty
varda, He has actually thrown it that
distance in u IFirst League match.

On o full-sized pitch a throw of forty
yarda [rom near tho corner-flag means
that the ball would land about lovel with
the far goalpost beforo it touched the
ground. Now you can see why Weaver's
throw is as useful to his sidé as a free kick.

PRACTICE AND PATIENCE.

There ia nothing extraordinary in the
way the throw is done. Weaver told me
that when he went to Nowecastlo the idea
ocourred to him that he ought to be able
to throw the football much farther tharn
he did. 8o he started practising. He used
to stand on the edge ﬂfpthﬂ penalty arca—
that is, ecighteen yards fromn goal—and
try to throw the ball over the crosshar.
At firat he could scarcely do it at all.
Then he began to do it ogeasionally, and
now, of eourse, he could do it every time.
Here there is a littlo lesson in what
practice and patience can achieve,

I don’t think Weavor is specially strong,
nor has he very big hands or ultra-powerful
arms. It is all & matter of timing.

In malking this exivaordinary throw
Weaver takes the ball yvight back be-
hind his shoulder blades, and bends
his body well back, too. Then, as
he comes over with his arms, the body
comes forward, so that the full
strength of the body and arms are
behind the throw,

FOOTRBALL’S PETER PAN.

There are footballers who seem to grow
old when they are still very young. Thero
aro others who never scom to grow old.
In the latter eategory must be placed
Bob Kelly. I shall follow ILelly with
special interost this secason. Heo has
joined up with Preston North End, and
tho idea is that his experience will holp the
side back to the top class and munke them
worthy once more of the title ' proud
Preagton,”

Kolly has been in first-class football
just over twenty yecars, and it is indeed
sirange that he should now become a
Progton North Xnd player, for therem
lics an interogting story.

When Kelly was a lad of cightcen,
playing with St. Helens, ho was such o
knowing forward that big eluba begoan to
be intercsted in him. Among these cluba
wero Preston North End and Burnley.
That meant thero was a little affnir of
o transfer feo to be arranged,

Pyeston Norih End could then have
Lhad Kelly for less than three hundred
pounds, but Burnley made an offer
which was five pounds more; and so
Kelly went to Durnley,

I wonder haw often, in intervening yrars,
during which Kelly has been worth
thousands of pounds, the North End
officinls have regrotted they did not spring
the other five pounds when Kelly was a
boy. He has been a consistent goal-
gotter for both Burnley and Hudders-
ficld, and his scheming play has resulted
in many more goals being scored. Also,
he has been capped no less than thirteen
titnes for England. So Preston must
fcel pleased that they have got this
player on their staff at last,

THE LINESMAN.

“GOLLY!

are all the

and

case You

.....

>

The GREYFRIARS
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Where’'s my
HOLIDAY ANNUAL?”

2ol | Bunter is distinctly perturbed. Somebody's ** pinched ™
= Wi his HOLIDAY ANNUAL-—and that's no jake!
#2754 You'd hate to lose yours, wouldn't you?
You all know what a

School-life, S

Furt and Adventure it contains.
1
two covers. There are breezy poems and articles,

a clever little play for amateur actors. In

haven't i
See your Newsagent right nowl

HOLIDAY

6/- ner

Now on Sale at all Newsagents

rand budget of storres of |
There

mn and thrills of a lifetime between

got yours yet, here’s a tip—
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THE WORST BOY IN THE FORM !

(Continued from page 16.)

“Bless my soull” gaid Mr. Prout,

There are black sheep in every flock,
as Prout knew—though, like most Form
masters, he was persuaded that the black
sheep at Greyfriars were not in his own
particular flock, the Fifth Form, But
for o fellow to breank bounds mfter lock-
up, on the very first night of the new
term, to wisit a public house, was very
“thick " indeed !

Prout was not wholly satisfied with
the way any JForm at Greyfriars waa
managed, with the solitary exception of
the Iifth! Often and often did FProut
give his colleagues ponderous advice on
the subjeet of their Forms. This advice
was sefd-:}m received with gratitude—
sometimes, indeed, Prout's colleagues
showed a feeling quite of bitterness on
the subject! Quelch, the master of the
Remove, was bitterest of all when Prout
kindly and ponderously butted into what
did not concern him.

Quelch had no use for advice from
older and wiser heads—but even %elch
could =zcarcely expect the Fifth Form
master to pass on, unregarding, when a
Remove boy was breaking the laws of
Greyfriars right and left. Quelch ecould
hardly maintain that all was right in
his Form, and that he had no need of
assistance from @ more experienced
colleague, when one of his boys was
spotied—and  caught—haunting the
forbidden purlicus of a * pub.”

For Bunter was going to be caught.
Prout was detgrmined on that! From
& sense of duty as a Greyfriars Form
master he was going to catch the young
rascal, and march him in for judgment.
Mingled with Prout’s sense of duty was
a happy anticipation of the look on
Quelch’s face when he marched Bunter
in.

Prout’s ponderous figure moved on,
and came to a halt again at the corner,
where the path beside the Cross Keys
turned from the lane.

There, deep in the shadow of »
sprecading beech, Prout wailed.

Bunter of the Remove had gone in
without the slightest suspicion that he
had been seen. He would come out
and walk right into Prout's hands.

Prout waited paticently.

He was Hl‘ﬂpﬂl‘ﬂd for a long wait,
But, as it happened, he did not have
to wait many minutes. Billy Bunter
had not gone into the Cross Keys, as
Prout ﬂuEpnspd. He had delivered a
note at the side door.

That duty done, Bunter rolled away,
thinking certainly not of Prout, but of
a bag of jam tarts in a Sixth Form
study.

He gave a squeak of alarm, as passing
under the branches of the beech towards
the lane, he felt himself suddenly
grasped by the shoulder,

“QOooogh I"" squeaked Bunter.

“You will come with me, Bunter!”
gaid Mr. Prout’s deep and fruity voice.

“Oh crikey |” gasped Bunter.

Ho blinked at Prout through his big
spectacles, in horror., Prout jerked him
towards the lane,

“Come!” he boomed.

“I—I—I say, sir,” gasped Bunter, “I
._I EH.-F_"]-

“You need say nothing!" boomed
Prout. “‘I shall take you to your Form
master, Bunter! Anything you have to
say may. be said to Mr. Quelch.”

‘Oh lor’ |2

Still with a plump hand on Billy
Eunter’s shoulder, Prout walked along
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the lane in the direction of the school,
Bunter's fat heart almost died in his
podgy breast as he went.

He was “copped.” That was how
Bunter expressed it to himself, though
Prout would not have described it so.

The thought of Mr. Quelch's face
when he got in, was unnerving. Bunter
quaked from head to foot.

“I—1 say, sir, I—1 was only takin
a—a—a walk [” he stuttered. “I—
haven't been to the Cross Keys.”

“1 saw you go there, Bunter!”

“I—I—1 was just passing——"'

"1 saw you go +to the building,
Bunter |”

“It's—it's quite a mistake, sir,”
groaned Bunter. *“I—I've never iman to
such a place, I—I wouldn't! You—you
fancied it, sir ("

“What " boomed Prout.

“P'r'aps your sight ain't very good,
sir,”’ suggested Bunter. * You're awfully
ulcf, you know, sir!"”

If Bunter hoped to improve matters
by that happy suggestion, Bunter was
disappointed. A sound came from Prout
that resembled the growl of the Great
Huge Bear. It sounded as if Prout was
waxy—DBunter did not know why.

“You sece, sir * pursued Bunter.

**Silence [ boomed Prout.

“But, I say, sir—"

“1 repeat, silence!| Not another word
of impertinence, Bunter.”

“Oh lor' "

Prout, evidently, was waxy. Billy
Bunter tramped on by his side, in the
lowest of spirits. Not another word was
said till they reached the school.

The Fifth Form master did not go to
Masters' gate, to which he had a key.
He rang the bell for Gosling to let him
in at the Schiool gates. Almost it might
have been suspected that Prout was
willing to draw the general attention
to the fact that one of Mr. Quelch's
boys had been caught in an act of
serious delinquency,

Gosling came grumbling down to the
gates. He touched his %mt to Prout,
and stared at Bunter,

“My eye!"” murmured Gosling.

Prout marched. Bunter on to the House.
He marched him in, and marched
him to Mr. Quelch's study. Bunter
went with Ingging footsteps. Daniel,
gﬂmg‘ into the den of lions, must have
elt very much like the hapless Owl of
the Remove felt at that moment,

Tap! Prout knocked at Mr. Quelch’s
door, and opened it. Mr. Quelch, who
was busy unpacking books and papers,
glanced round, not with a pleased ex-
pression on lis face. He looked still
less pleased when ho saw Prout.

“Mr. Quelch,” said Prout heavily, “I
have brought Bunter to you——"

“1 can see that you have brought this
boy of my Form to me, Mr., Prout,”
said the Remove master acidly. *I shall
be glad to learn your reason. I have
mentioned many times, I believe, that
I require no assistance from my
colleagues in the management of my
Form ™

“As o master of Greyfriars, sir, as
a member of Dr. Locke’s staff, sir, I
am bound to intervene when I (ind a
Groyfriars boy acting in a manner
caleculated to bring disgrace upon the
school, sir!” boomed Prout.

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

“What has Bunter done—if he has
done anything 7"’ he asked.

“Nothing, sir,” said Bunter hastily.
“] haven't been out of bounds, sir!
Besides, I only went for a walk.”

“Has this boy been out of bounds,
Mr. Prout?” Grudgingly, Quelch had
to admit that if Prout had found a
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Remove boy oul of bounds after lock-up
he was bound fo bring him in,

“This boy, sir, was not only out of
school bounds, but I saw him, sir—saw
him with my own oyes—enter a place
that no Greyfriars boy is allowed to
enter—or even to approach!” boomed
Prout. “I refer, sir, to the disreputable
lﬁlhl:r.: house, sir, known as the Cross

a E-JJ

r. Quelch breathed hard. The look
on his face made Billy Bunter cringe.
The thing itself was bad enough, but
to have it reported to him by Prout was
the unkindest cut of all. Only too well
Mr. Quelch knew that Prout’s fruity
voice would soon be booming in Com-
mon-room, telling the other masters what
he thought of %uulnh'a Form,

f'I leave the boy in your hands, sir,”
said Prout. “I felt it my duty, sir, to
bring him back to the sechool and to
report his iniquitous conduct, sir! No
doubt the matter will come before the
headmaster, in which case, sir, I am
at your service whenever you desire,”

“Thank you, Mr. Prout,” gasped the
Remove master. He was not feeling
thankful.

Prout rolled ponderously out of the
study. Billy Bunter yearned for the
study floor to open and swallow him up.
But the study floor, of course, did not
oblige. He qrmga:f and quaked under
the gleaming eyoe of his Form master.
Seldom, or never, had Mr. Quelch been
50 intensely angry. It was a score for
Prout, which was extremely irritating.
It was a surprise and a shock to Mr.
Quelch to discover that one of his own
boys was a * pub-haunter —and so con-
firmed a young rascal that he ventured
on wmng-duing on the very first day
of the term. here was a Fung' pause,
during which Bunter f{airly shivered
under Mr. Quelch's eve.

“Bunter!” said Mr. Quelch at last.
“I ghall not trouble Dr. Locke with this
matter to-day; he is far too busy to deal
with you. ¥You will come before your
headmaster in the morning. Whether
_E:u will be expelled, or flogged, is for

r. Locke to decide—I wash my hands of
the matter, You will be sent to the pun-
ishment-room for the night; to-morrow
morning you will be judged by your
headmaster.”’

“Oh lor' " groaned Bunter,

Mr. Quelch stepped to the door and
opened it,

“Follow me, Bunter !”

In the lowest of spirits, Billy Bunter
followed his Form master.

THE TENTH CHAPTER.

Bad for Bunfer !

ERALD LODER breathed hard.
G Loder had been waiting rather

anxiously for Bunter to return

and report that his precious note
had been nnfeF delivered to “Mr. B."
at the Cross Keys. The prefects’ meet-
ing was over, which Loder had been
obliged to attend, and he was hanging
about, wondering why the fat junior was
go long, when he saw Bunter come in—
with Mr. Prout!

With feclings that were far from
enviable, Loder of the Bixth watched
Prout take the fat Owl to his Form
master’s study. Bunter, it waaz clear,
had been cau{ht by that moddlesomae
old ass out of bounds! If he had been
caught with the note on him——

There was nothing in the note to
ineriminate Loder; he was too careful
for that. But he was deeply uneasy
and alarmed. He hung about the end

of Mastera’ E{ﬂﬂsa o and saw Prout como
away from Mr. Quelch's study. A few
minutes later the Remove master



EVERY SATURDAY

emerged, with Bunter trailing behind.
Had the fat idiot said anything about
Loder—had Quelch believed him, if he
had said anything?

Loder was soon reassured on that
point. Mr. Queleh glanced at him and
stopped. Loder’s heart beat unpleasantly
for a moment; but the next moment
he was relieved.

“Loder,” said Mr, Quelch, “if you

are mnot occupied at the prezent
moment "

“Not at all, sir.”

“Please  take ithis junior to the

winishment-room. Here 1s the key. 1
mve to give directions for the room to
Lie prepared for occupation for the night.
Plecase lock Bunter in and bring back
Lhe key to my study,”

“Certainly, sir.”

| |

Mr. Quelch handed the bhig key to the
prefect and returned to his study and
rang for Trotter. Loder signed to
Bunter to follow him, and led the way
to the long corridor that gave access to
the punishment-room, a room at a dis-
tance from studies and Form-roomas.

“1 say, Loder—"' began Bunter.

“Hold your tongue!”

Billy Bunter held his tongue until
the punishment-room was reached.
Loder unlocked the door, threw it open,
and signed to Bunter to enter. The fat
junior rolled dismally in,

Loder, after a glance back along the
passage, followed him in and shut the
door. He turned on the Iitght, and fixed
Emlﬂj'ﬁs on the fat face of the dolorous

wl.

“What's happened [ he asked briefly,
Bunler groaned.

“That old ass Prout copped me,” ho
mumbled, * Oh dear !”

““Where 1"

“Coming back to the lane.”

Loder breathed more freely.

“You'd been to the Cross Keys?”
_ "Yes,"” groaned Bunter. “I handed
in your note, Loder, and the man said
it was all right. That awful beast Prout
must have scen me pgoing in—he was
waiting for me, and copped me a3z 1
came away. Fancy that silly old ass
mooching about there! I eay, Loder,
ﬁ}uemh says I'm going to be sacked or
ogged! Oh lor' |V

Loder eyed him grimly.
m‘f You won't be sacked,” he said.
T'hey won't sack a Lower Fourth fag—
on the first day of term, too. You'll got
off with a Aogging.”

- e

Bunter squeaked.

“I—1 say, Loder! I—I can’t be
flogged, you know! It—it hurts.”

“What did you expect 7" asked Loder.

Bunter blinked at him.

“Look here, Loder, I'm jolly well not
ang to be flogged for taking a message
or you,” he squeaked indignantly. “ﬁf
you tell Quelch—*

“If I tell Quelch what?” asked Loder
quietly.

“I suppose you're mnot going to leave
me to 1t,”’ exclaimed Bunter warmly.
“You'll have to tell Quelch that you sent
me. Then I shall get off all right—I'm
huu?nd to do what a prefect tells me,
seal™

“I don’t guite understand you,
Bunter,” said Loder, in a very distinct
voice. " Are you making out that I had

anything to do with your going to that
disreputable place?”
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Billy Bunter jumped.
His little round eyes fairly goggled at
Loder through his big round spectacles.

“Wha-o-a-t7” he gasped.

“If you are thinking of spinning any
s,illf yarn like that,” said Loder deliber-
ately, “you’d better think twice about
it, Bunter! You will be flogged for
breaking bounds and going to a pub.
But you'll be sacked like a shot if you
tell lies about a Sixth Form prefect.”

“Lel-lies!™ gllrilﬂd Bunter.

“If any Sixth Form man sent you to
that place, Bunter, that man will be
expelled from Greyfriars,” said Loder.
“Dut it will have to be proved. Can
you prove ib?"’

Bunter gasped.

“Why EDH-—-}’GH—FGH
jolly well know—-"

beast!  You

Mr. Quelch starled almost convulsively as he made the une

pleasant discovery that it was a Remove rag.

Greene were sprawling on the floor, with Remove men sitting

on them, and Coker was struggling heroically in the grasp of
five or six other juniors,

Potter and

l"l

“I know nothing whatever about the
matter,” said Loder calmly, “and if you
try to make out that I do, you'll be
called on to prove it.”

Bunter goggled at him.

It dawned upon his fat and obtuse
brain that the sportsman of the Sixth
would not, and could not, sce him
through. Bunter was up for a flogging,
there was no doubt about that. Loder
was booked for the “sack,” short and
sharp, if his part in the affair came to
light. It was hardly likely that the
black sheep of the Sixth would face
that, to save the junior from a flogging.

“Say a word about me,” went on
Loder, in a low tone of menace, “and
I'll see that you get it in the neck. If
guu‘m fool enough to be caught out of

ounds, you can stand the racket. Bring
me into it if you dare!”

Targ Maoner LisrarY.—No, 1,285,
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“You—you villain !” groaned Bunter.

“That’s enough!” gaid Loder. “Think
over what I've said—if you've got brains
enough to think.”

tiﬂl dE'H.I' lll

Loder turned to the door. But he
turned back, porhaps with some twinge
of compunction.

“Look here, Bunter,” he muttered.
“I'll make it up to you. Stick it out,
like a good kid, and held your tongue—

ou can't give a man away at's
rusted you. I'll make it up to you
later; you can rely on that. A Sixth
Form prefect can do a lot of things for
a fag. You'll ind it useful to have a
friend in the Sixth. BStick it out, and
stand the racket.”

“But—but it's o fogging!” groaned
Bunter, “and Quelch will be down on
me all this term. Oh lor’ I?

“A flogging’s better than the sack!
And I warn you that it’s the sack if you
try to bring me into it!”

“But if you told Quelch—"

“Don’t be a fool 1"

Loder left the punishment-room,
locked the door after him, and departed.
Billy Bunter was left to his reflections—
which, to judge by his groaning and
mumbling, were not at ul[gplcnszmt.

A quarter of an hour later Mr. Quelch
arrived with Trotter, the page. Bunter
blinked at him dismally, but the Remove
master took no notice of him whatever,
He superintended Trotter preparing
the room for the fat Owl's occupation
that night; saw Bunter's supper brought
in on a tray, and then sent the page
away and retired, locking the door; all
without a single word to Bunter.

Onco more the fat Owl was left alone,

“On lor’'!I"”" groaned Bunter,

He sat down to supper. Matters
were going badly with William George
Bunter, but there was consolation in
supper, at all events.

THE ELEVENTH CHAPTER.
Rough on the Remove !

9 CANDALOUS!1” snapped Mr.
Quelch,
Prout frowned.
He had “had ” Quelech| Now
1t looked as if Quelch “had * him.

Prout could not deny that there was
an uproar going on in the Fifth Form
passage. On the first night of term there
was generally a good deal of noise
before fellows had settled to the collar,
as it were, Uproar in junior studies
was rather the rule than the exception.
But senior men were supposed to know
better than thoughtless juniors. It was
not at all the thing for a terrific din to
be echoing and ringing from Fifth
Form studies. Prout, indeed, was
coming along personally to give the
rioters a hint to moderate their trans-
ports, so to speak, and it was distinctly
disagreeable to him to find the Remove
master bound on the same errand.

Quelch, as a rule, was not the man to
interfere with another man’s Form. He
had more tact than Prout. But no
doubt he belioved in tho idea of a
Roland for an Oliver. Prout had done
his painful duty in “copping ” Bunter.
Now Quelch was going to perform a
painful duty in quelling the uproar in
the IMifth.

The two masters met at the end of the
Fifth I'orm passage, and Prout frowned
a8  Quelch declared that it was
scandalous, He couldn't deny that it
was indeed scandalous. Indeed, if any
but the Fifth had been concerned, Prout
would have gsaid that it was un-
paralleled.

“This must cease "' said Quelch firmly.
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“You may leave matters appertaining
to my own {?ﬂrm in my hands, sir,” said
Prout, with dignity.

“That, sir, T should be only too will-
ing to do,” snapped Mr, Quelch, “if the
boys of your Form, sir, would remember
that Greyfriars 1s & public school and
not a bear-garden.”

And as Prout marched along the Fifth
Form passage towards the study from
which the terrifio uproar proceeded,
Quelch determinedly marched along with
him. Sauce for the goose was sauce for
the gander; Prout could not have it all
his own way. Heedless of the expressive
looks of Prout Mr. Quelch marched on,
and reached Coker's study at the same
time as Prout.

Mr. Prout halied at the door, put his
hand on the door-handle, and turned to
Quelch with almost Olympian dignity.

“Pray leave this matter in my hands,
Mr. Quelch,” he said.

“I have no desire or intention to do
otherwise, sir!"” said Quelch. *“But I
must see that this uproar ceases.”

“It will cease, sir, at & word from
me!” said Prout. “My Form, sir, is
moro samenable to discipline than a
Junior Form.”

“I am glad to say, sir, that no such
uproar as this is likely to be heard in
the Remove studies, even on the first
night of term. Remove bo;m. sir, have
some sense of propriety——'

“ Really, Mr, Quelch——*

“ Really, Mr. Prout——-"

Prout snorted and threw open the
study door.

A startling scene was revealed.

The study was crowded—not fo say
crammed! But it was not crammed
with Fifth Form men, as both the
masters had naturally supposed. Thero
were only three Fifth Form men present
—Coker, Potter, and Greene, to whom
the study belonged. The rest of the dis-
tinguiahud company were Removites,
and Mr. Quelch started almost con-
vulsively as he made that unpleasant
discovery. It was not a Fifth Form riot.
It was a Remove rag |

Potter and Greene were sprawling on
the floor, with Remove men sitting on
them to keep them there. Coker of the
Fifth was struggling, heroically but
vainly, in the grasp of five or six more
Removites. Harry Wharton held his
right arm, Bolsover major his left.
Skinner had hold of one of his ears,
Ogilvy of the other. Russell gripped
his hair, Squiff his collar. Tom Brown
and Hazeldene held his legs to keep him
from kicking. Horace Coker, hefty as
he was, was powerless in the hands of
the Philistines. Herbert Vernon-Smith,
standing in front of the helpless and
infuriated Coker, was painting his face
".a.'il:h a mixfure of soot and gum and
ink,

Coker evidently was not enjoying the
process. Rours of laughter showed that
the Removites were enjoying it. Roars
of a different kind from Coker demon-
strated that he wasn't |

Scufling and trampling, yelling of
laughter and roaring of wrath, filled the
study with din. A rag was not an
uncommon occurrence on the first night
of term, But this rag was rather a
record ; undoubtedly the juniora had let
themselves go to an uncommon extent,
Warming to their work, as it were, they
had forgotten that there was & limit
even on the first night of term.

“Uuuuurrrgh 1" spluttered Coker of
the Iifth, as the Bounder deabbed the
sooty, gummy, inky brush into a mouth
that was opened for a roar, “Yurrrrgh!
I'll emash you! Urrrrrrghl” )

“He's beginnin’ to look quite nice,"”
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said Smithy, “You'll never be a
beauty, Coker, but this is improvin
you. The best thing vyou ean do wit
features like yours is to keep them out
of sight.”

“Ha, ha, ha!"

“I'll spiflicate you I gurgled the hap-
less Coker. **I'll pulverise you! Potter,
you idiot, back up! Greene, you
dummy, lend me a hand! Urrrggh!”

Potter and Greene could not back up
and lend a hand. They were safely sat
on. They were almost hidden from
sight by the number of Removites who
sat on them.

“Upon my word !” gasped Prout.

“Oh, my hat!” ejaculated Ogilvy.
“"Ware beaks "

“ Oh, what rotten luck! Prout!”

The juniors stared round in dismay at
the door. More dismaying than even
the Fifth Form master was the face of
Henry Samuel Quelch at his side. Mr.,
Quelch was almost pale with anger.

He had come there to give Prout
“tit for tat.” And he discovered that
his own boys were responsible for the
riot. Prout had him again. It was
an overwhelming blow for Mr. Quelch.

Prout was not the man to lose such
an advantage. After the first moment
of astonishment Prout smiled. He could
not help smiling. Tt was as if Quelch
had been delivered into his hands bound
ha%d tﬂnd foot. 3

ith overpowering dignity he turned
to Mr. Q.Llﬂll;’il. A

“Mr. Quelch, will you have the kind-
ness to order these bn‘%_a of your Form
to leave this study? ill you be good
cnough to instruct them to keep their
horseplay, their ruffanism, their hooli-
ganism, confined to their own quarters?
Far be it from me, sir, to interfere with
a colleagues’ Form. But this is intoler-
able, sir; I repeat, intolerable I”

Sudden gilence had fallen on that
uproarious study. Potter and Greene,
released, rose to their feet, red and
rufled. Coker, released at the pame
moment, dabbed at his gummy, scoty,
inky face. The Removites stood as if
frozen under the baleful eye of their
Form master. Through the sudden
silence Prout’s fruity voice boomed
vicloriously,

Mr. Quelch's feelings were almost too

strong for words, His iiﬂﬂﬁt-ﬁj’ﬂ
singled out Wharton. He spoke.
“Wharton 1

“Yes, sir |

“You are the head boy of my Iform.
It is your duty to sco that some sort of
order is kept in the Remove. On the
first night of term you are expocted to
exercise a restraining influence. Yet I
find you taking a leading part in this—
this riot "

“It was my idea, sir—" gaid the
Bounder,

“Silence, Vernon-Smith |

“Wharton only joined up like the
rest——"

“Will you be silent, Vernon-Smith?
Wharton, whether you are the leader in
this outrageous riot, or whether you
have allowed yuura&ff to be led into it
by a reckless and undisciplined boy,
18 immaterial, You are no longer my
head boy.”

“Very well, sir.” )

“Every Remove boy present,” said
Mr. Quelch, “will go at once to my
study. I shall admimister the most con-
dign punishment for this riot! Gol”

'E‘hn Removitea went,

Mr. (ﬁuﬂluh followed them,

He did not speak a word to Prout—he
could not. But Prout’s voice followed
the Removites.

“Intolersble! I am bound to repeat—

2y
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intolerable. Buch ruffianism—sguch- un-
heard-of hooliganism | Upon my word, I
hardly know what expressions {o use!
Words fail me 12

_Alihough words failed Prout he con-
tinued to utter a good many so long
as Mr. Quelch was within hearing.
Henry Samuel Quelch was glad to get
out of the range of Prout’s fruity voice,

Proud rolled away to Common-room to
bestow his eloquence on the other
“beaks,” and to ask them whether they
did not think that the conduct of
Quelch’s boys was scandalous, unpre-
cedented, unheard-of and unparalleled.
The other beaks agreed that it was.

Perhaps Mr. Quelch thought so, too!
At all events, he acted as if he thought
sol In Mr. Quelch’s study there was
a scene of woel Bix of the best were
handed out to every one of the delin-
quents. Harry Wharton, considered the
chief delinquent as head boy, came first
and received the severest strokes. It
was an extensive punishment—an un-
usually ]nr%a order, as the Bounder
remarked afterwards, and Mr, Quelch,
though he had had a great deal of

ractice, was a little tired and breath-
ess when he had finished. Some of the
fellows wondered where the old bean
packed the muscle,

Dismal raggers trailed dolorously
away from Mr, Quelch’s study when it
was over, They trailed away dolefully
to their own_studies in the Remove.
And for a long time afterwards the
Remove passage eshoed to the sounds
of lamentation,

. E— —

THE TWELFTH CHAPTER.
What's Happened to Bunter ?

ECIL REGINALD TEMPLIE of
q the Fourth Form, smiled as he
strolled into the
Dabney and Fry, of that Form.
Cecil Reginald seemed amused. He
seemed surprised, too, ns he saw Bob
Cherry, Frank Nugent, Johnny Bull,
and the Nabob of Bhamipur standing in
B group with Lotd asuleverer and
itwo or three more of the Remove, Cecil
Hngumld raised his eyebrows.

“So you weren't in it 1” he remarked.
“First time I've ever heard of you
keepin® gquict, Cherry, when there was
a row on.”

“Hallo, hallo, hallo!
on 7" asked Bob cheerily.

In the Rag, far away from the studies,
the uproar in the Iifth had not been
heard.

“You're gencrally with Wharton,”
gaid I'ry.
~The Co. sat up and took notice, as
i were, at once.

“Wharton in a row?” asked Nugenl
quickly,

“Oh, rather!” grinned Dabney.

“Some row, believe me,” said ‘f‘emple,
chuckling.  “They've been ragging
Coker of the Fifth, paintin' him up like
a Red Indian or a Black Hottentot, or
somethin’, I hear, and Quclch has
scalped the lot. I've just watched ’em
trailin’ wearily home!| They looked a
jolly crew 1?

“ Wharton was in it7? asked Bob.

“In it to the neck, I faney—he looked
as If Quelch had given him a few of
the best, and a few more, and a few
over |”” smiled Ceecil Reginald. *“Do
him good, I hope—fags want a lot of
whackin’.’

“Oh, rather |” said Dabney.

*Tho more they whack fags the better
for the fags,” said Fry solemnly. “I’ve
always believed in whackin' fags!™

The Co. were rather anxious to see
their leader and ascertain precisely what
had happened. But they spared a
moment or two for Temple, Dabney and

Rag with

What row’s

I'ry. They collared those smiling
youths, bumped them for their cheek,
and kicked them for their neck, and
smacked them for their impudence.
Leaving Temple & Co., no longer emil-
ing, in a dusty and spluttering heap on
the floor of the Rag, the four %temﬂvites
hurried out of that apartment and
repaired without delay to the Remove
passage.

That the news was well founded was
evidenced by tho sounds of woe, and
the sights of tribulation that grected
their ears and their eyes. Skinner was
in the passage, looking as if he was
trying to fold himself up like a pocket-
knife, Peter Todd leaned on the wall,
breathing hard and deep.
hung on the banisters, saying continu-
ously: “Owl Ow! Ow.| Ow | Ow [ Ow I
Squiff, in his study doorway, wriggled;
Smithy, in his study dcorway, writhed.
From many studies came ejaculations,
yelps, and mumbling groans. It was
clear that quite a lot of the Lower
Fourth had been through it.

l A PENKNIFE FOR A
LAUGHI!

Hazeldene

Toddy (after hearing Bunter's
holiday experiences): '‘“Wasn't
that a magnificent gorge In the
mountaina 7 ¥

Bunter: “Yes, It was the
equarest meal I've ever had 1 "

E. Gibbs, 13, Tyer's Terrace,
Vauxhall, S.E.11, has been awarded
a_very uscful penknife for pro-
viding MAGNET readers with a
chuckle or two. There's plenty
more of these penknives to be won.

Send YOUR joke along to-day.

“Where's Wharton 1" asked Frank, as

the Co. passed Hazeldene on the
landing.

"Ow!l Ow! Owl” answered Hazel.
“Owl Wow! Owl Wow!"

They passed on.

“Where’'s Wharton 1 asked Nugent
agein, addressing Skinner.

“Blow Wharton! Wow ! Bless Whar-
ton! Yowl!”

“Had it bad?” asked Bob Cherry
sympathotically.

Skinner gave him a glare.

“You fathead | Think I'm doing this
for fun, you burbling idiot? Wow "

Sympathy did not seem of much use
to Skinner.

The Co, arrived at Study No. 1. The
door was closed, and no sound came
from within. But the captain of the
Remove was there, as they saw when
IFFrank flung the door apen.

Harri_"WImrtﬂn stood by the table on
which his hand rested, His face was
ale, and he twisted ulight!r. He
ooked at his friends, but did not speak
as they came 1n. It did not need a
second glance to see that Wharton had

Zl

“had it ¥ more severely than the other
fellows, though he was not likely to
make a fuss about it. He was standin
it quietly, but there was a glint in hias
eyes that his friends did not like to
see,

“You look as if
it, old chap,” said

Wharton nodded,

“Temple says it was a rag on Coker,"”
said Johnny E.IH

Another nod.

“What had old Coker dono this
time ?” asked Bob.

* Nothing that I know of.” Wharton
spt}lﬁ 113 last, :

“My dear man, you weren't raggip
Coker for nothing i* spTe

“Why not?” said Wharton. “I dare
say he had been throwing his weight
about—he gonerally is. I don't suppose
ho's changed this term.”

“TUm!” DBob felt rather uncomfort-
able. “Well, after all, what's life
without a rnﬁ at times? If Coker didn't
ask for it this term he did last term.
Jolly. old Horace can do with a lot of
ragging.”

Eﬂu‘ vo been through
ob.

"%ua ch gobt you?” asked Nugent,
“Yes. 'Ths old fool came along,
think, fancying that he was going to
take a rise out of Ppout. He was
fairly dished when he found it was the
Remove ragging in a I'ifth Form study,
and he went oif at the deep end.”

A silence fpllowed that. Lower Fourth
fellows at Greyfriars were not particu-
lar in their choice of expressions, But
no self-respecting fellow ever thought of
;lpﬂInkmg of his Form master as an “old
ool.”

It was utterly unlike Wharton.

Perhaps he saw in the faces of his
friends that he had shocked them. It
was not difficult to see. The bitterness
in his pale face intensified.

“There’s one good thing, at any rate,”
he said. “I'm no longer head boy of
the Remove! I'm glad to be out of
that.”

“Has Quelch——" exclaimed Nugent
in dismay.

“He has—and I'm glad of itl I'm
fed-up with Quelech. Heo seems to have
picked on mo this term, but even a beak
can't have it all his own way. There
are ways of hitting back.”

“I dare say he will come round in
a day or two,” said Frank. “Quelch
really thinks a lot of you, Harry.”

“Does he? He has a queer way of
showing it, then. I'm going to show
him what { think of him, too |”

“Well, old fellow,” said Bob slowly,
“if you wore caught ragging the Fifth
Queleh was bound to weigh in with six.”

“He wasn't bound to take it for
granted that T was to blame, or to give
me more than he gave the rest, It
was Smithy's stunt, and Smithy teold
him so. ut he took most of it out
of me,” said Wharton savagoly.

“Well, as head boy, you know—"

“¥You needn’t trouble to tell me that
you think I was to blame—I know that
in advance. I'm always to blame, it
seems! I was to blame for staying in
Quelch’s study when he ordered mo to
stay there; I was to blame for chasing
Bunter when he pinched my ticket at
Friardale Station.”
"%ualch never knew—
“He might have asked before he
glanged me in front of a crowd of
Greyfriars men—and strangers, too!”
said Wharton bitterly. “Bug that’s not
the whole sum of my sins. I caught
Bunter trying to break bounds after
lock-up, and walked him into the House,
and Quelch slanged me for ragging him |
Raiglng Bunter | Head boy 15 supposed
to keep fellows from ragging a fathead
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in the Fifth Form, first night of term,
too. But it seems that he’s not supposed
to stop a silly young idiot from futtmg
himaeﬁ into serious trouuble, can’t
quite make ocut what head boy really
i supposed to do, and I'm glad to be
shut of it1”

*“ Bunter,” said Bob,
and perhaps willing to ﬁ}mnge tho
current of the talk—“I haven't seen
him for some {ime. I heard a Shell
man say he'd seen Prout bringing
Bunter in after lock-up.”

Wharton gave a hurslli laugh.

"“If that’s so, Prout must ﬁﬂ.ve caught
him out of bounds, the fat ass! I
remember Smithy said Prout was out
when he called on me. Prout would be

lad of a chance to scora over Quelch—

@ beaks are like a lot of old cats try-
ing to scratch one another. Bunter must
have got it hot and strong if Prout took
him to Quelch.” .

“Queer that we haven't heard him on
his top note, then. Bunter isn’t the man
to take six without telling the world.”

“May be the sack,” said Wharton
coolly. “Fellows are sacked for pub-
haunting, and that was Bunter’s game.
Perhaps Quelch will be satisfied 1f he
gets a man sacked on the first day of
term, and may let other fellows have a
rest.”

“Oh, rot!” eaid Bob uneasily. *“I—I
think I'll go and look for him. Dash it
all, the silly fathead can't be bunked |”

Bob left the study, and Johnny Bull
and Hurrece Singh followed him, It was
clear that Wharton did not want their
company, and it was judicious, too, to
leave him to himself til]l he had re-
covercd h little from that severe “six.”
Frank Nugent lingered. He was uneasy
and distressed, and a little alarmed by
the look on his chum’s face. A faint
%rl;aap escaped Wharton as he leaned on

e table. Ha set his lips savagely.

“It's rotten, old chap!” said Nugent
at last. “We didn’t know the rag was
on. I wish we'd all been in it !”

“¥You must have been pretty deaf not
to know that it was on. Most of Grey-
friars peems to have heard it.”

“Well, we didn’t hear it!”
Nugent a little tartly.

“All the better for you !” said Whar-
ton. *“¥You'd better keep on Quelchy's
safe side while he's in his present
temper.”

There was a tone in Wharton's voice
that brought a flush to Nugent's face.
He opened his li;l)a, and closed them
ngain, Quietly he left the study without
sl:u_m:kmgﬁ Wharton locoked after him
with & hard face, It was because his
friends had left him to himself that he
oined Smithy in that wild rag. They

ad left him when he wanted them, and
they could leave him now that he did
not want them; that was the 'bitter
thought in his mind.

He did not see the Co. again till dorm,
83 he did not -care to go down to the
Hall supper. In the Remove dormitory
Icllows were ta!king of the rag on
Coker, and its painful outcome. But
that topic was dismissed when it was
discovered that Billy Bunter had not
turned up for dorm. Wingate of the
Sixth came in to see lights out, and as
he made no remark on Bunter’s absence
1t was plain that the Owl of the Remove
was not mercly late for bed. Apparently
hﬁ was not coming 10 the dormitory at
all,

Bunter was nobody in particular, but
& rumour was spreading through the
Remove that a man was “up * for the
sack, and Bunter's absence seemed to
confirm it. Bob Cherry ventured to put
the question to Wingate.

“Bunter's not here, Wingate,” he said,
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"I know that!” answered the captain
of Greyfriars. “Tumble in!”

“Isn't he coming 1"

“No I .

“He came back to-day,” said Bob.
“Ho was in the train with us. Look
here, Wingate! 1Is anything up with
Bunter 1

“Yes; he's in the punishment-room,”
sald Wingate. “Now turn in.”

The juniors turned in, and Wingate
put out the lights and went. There was
a buzz of excited talk from bed to bed.
The rag on Coker, and the record whop-
ping in Quelch’s study, paled into insig-
nificarice beside this news. If a fellow
was taken away from his Form, and shut
up in “punny,” it could scarcely mean
anything but an intended expulsion.
“Bunking ” a man at the beginning of
the term was unheard of, but it looked
like it.

Harry Wharton did not join in the
talk. But if he said less, he was think-
ing the more, Wharton knew, what the
the other fellows did not, that Bunter
had been sent out of bounds by a prefect
of the Sixth Form. It was fairly clear
that the fatuous Owl had been caught in
the act, and that meant a fogging, if not
the sack. TLoder was .a “rotter,” but
surely even Loder would not leave the
wretched Owl to his fate! If he did——

If he did, the fellow who knew the
facts had to intervene.

THE THIRTEENTH CHAPTER.
Up to Wharton !

ILLY BUNTER did not appear in
B the Remove Form room the
following morning. First and
second school passed off without
Bunter. When the juniors eame out in
break they were all discussing Bunter.
By that time there was no mystery about
the matter. Prout had talked in the
Common-room, fellows had picked up
news here and there, and everybody
knew that Bunter had been caught at
the Cross Keys the night before. Some
fellows were shocked, some amused, and
all surprised,

Billy Bunter had plenty of faults, but
amateur blackguardism was not sup-
posed to be one of them. Bunter, it was
true, rather fancied himself as what he
was pleased to call a “rorty dog.” But
that had ﬂn]Is; caused merriment among
fellows who had heard the fat Owl thus
talking out of the back of his podgy
neck. It was a real surprise for the Qwl
of the Remove to be caught “ pub-haunt-
mq.” Really, such a thing was not in
Billy Bunter’s line at all.

But there was no doubt about it, and
fellows wondered what was going to
happen to Bunter.

“They can’t sack him!” declared
Skinner. “That’s all rot! Stickin
him in punny to give him a scare,
fancy [ A night in punny will cure
Bunter—but they can't turf him out!”
Skinner shook his head. “No such
luck I”” ho added.

“Head’s floggin’, and a royal jaw!”
said the Bounder. * Fancy that fat
duffer breakin’ out like this—first day of
term, too! Seems to have been in a
fecarful hurry to bag a beak’s whackin’.”

“Poor old Bunter!” said Squiff.
“There’s a notice on the board—Big
Hall after third school. That must be
for Bunter——" .

“We shall hear him wakin’ the jﬂﬂg
old echoes !” remarked Skinner. *“The
Bull of Bashan won't be in it with
Bunter when the beak gets going with
the birch 1”

“Can't %litﬂ- make it out, though,”
said the Bounder thou htfu ly.
“Bunter’s just the idiot to [ﬁay the goat
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if he is in funds; but did he come back
this term with anything he didn't spend
on tuck "

"I know he diddled Wharton for his
ticket,” said Bob Cherry. *Bunter
never had any tin to blow on playing
the goat. He was stony, as usual,
believe he blew his railway fare, or some
EI lij: on tuck, on his way here yester-

ay.

" 'Then it’s rather weird,” said Smithy,
shaking his head. “I've heard of
fellows—bad fellows—really naughty fel-
lows—who sneak down to I‘_{m Cross Keya
and get a man there to put somethin' on
a horse for them—there are such fellows
present at this moment ad

Some of the juniors laughed. The
Bounder himself was one of the *bad
fellows ” to whom he alluded.

“But what would be the good of goin’
without a bean?” said Smithy. “Think
Bunter wanted to put that postal order
he’s expectin’, on a horse 7

“Ha, ha, ha |

“But he went,” said Bob. “Heo was
caught there, Smithy, Prout gobbled
him fairly on the spot !”

" Looks to me as if the silly ass was a
catspaw ! I fancy some sportsman sent
him there with a message or somethin’
—s0me ]ﬂllﬁn]d sportsman like Carne, or
Loder, or Hilton of the Fifth 1”

“Oh, my hat! I shouldn’t like to be
that sportsman, then,” said Bob, with a
whistle. “Bunter will shout it all out.
He's not the man to take a flogging to
oblige anybody.”

“No fear!” chuckled Skinner. “If
Stithy's right, we may hear somethin’
interesting when Bunter comes up for
tho oxgeution. If it comes out that it
was o senlor man sent him, there will bo
n bunking, after all. The Head would
como down like a ton of bricks,”

I fancy somebody in the Sixth or
Fifth is sittin’ on pins this mornin’ 1"
grinned the Boundor,

“He'd be a fool, though, to give tha
man away [" sald Skinner. " The Head
would want a lot of proof before he be-
lieved it. He knows jolly well that a
chap like Bunter wt:-uki saY nn?‘thing to
get out of a flogging ! f it's as you
think, Smithy, Bunter’s best tip is to
keep his mouth shut,”

“ Catch him keepin’ his mouth shut!”
said the Boundur derisively,

“ Well,” said Bob Cherry slowly, “if a
sentor man szent him to that den, he
cughtn't to have gone. But he -:ruglzjtn't
to give the man away.”

“How often does Bunter do as he
ought 1" inquired the Bounder,

“The man who sent him ought to
speak out,” said Harry Wharton, who
had been listening to the discussion
without speaking so far.

“That's likely !"
laughing.

“The likefulness is not terrifie ! re-
marked Hurree Jamset Ram Singh, with
a shake of his dusk;; head,

“Heo's bound to,” said Harry. “The
rottenest rotter couldn’t let a silly duffer
like Bunter go through it to save his own
skin. You can depend on it that the
man will speak out before Bunter gets
his gruel.”

The Bounder chuckled,

“If you'd bet on that, I'd give you
long odds,” he said.

“0Oh, rot!” said Wharton curtly, and
he left the group of Removites and went
into the House.

The captain of the Remove was in a
troubled trame of mind. He had plenty
of troubles of his own at present, but he
could not help thinking of Billy Bunter's
parlous plight.

It was clear that Bunter had eaid

said  Skinner,

nothing so far about Loder. A sense of
lnya.Itﬁ- might have kept him silent,
though that was not much like Billy
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““ Wharton ! How dare you?’* The Head, birech in hand, regarded him with a look of thunder. *‘I've got to

speak, sir,”” sald Wharton,

Bunter. More likely he was afraid to
give Loder away.

In either case, it was plain that it was
up to Loder to speak out, and save the
miserable Owl e had taken unscru-
pulous advantage of Bunter’s stumdity,
in getting the obtuse Owl to carry his
message to the Cross Keys, Now that
Bunter was ‘' for 1t,” Loder had to admt
his part in the transaction, and gee him
through.

It was difficult for Wharton to
imagine himself in the place of a black-
guard like Gerald Loder. But he knew
that if he had been in Loder’s place, he
would have owned up at once, rather
than have allowed a E-:mvy punishment
to fall on his dupe. That Loder was n
rank outsider he knew well enough, but
he could not believe that he was outsider
enough to leave Bunter to his fate.

The bell for third school called the
fellows back 1o the Form-roomas.
Bunter was still absent from his place
in the Remove. Evidently he was to
remain in “punpy® until he was
brought into Hall to be dealt with by
the Head.

After third lesson the Greyfriars
fellows headed for Big Hall, It was
still unknown whether they were
pssembled to see a flogging or an expul-
sion, and excitement was keen. The
prefects of the Sixth were all in their
%lm—thu masters present with their

orms,

Harry Wharton at
Loder of the Sixth. There was nothing
unusual in Loder's look—he certainly
did not appear to be a fellow with a
trouble on his miad. If he was feeling

lnward uneasiness, he did not betray it.

lanced across

There was a stir as the door of the
upper end of Big Hall opened, and the

cad entered. He was followed by
Gosling, carrying the birch, and Billy
Bunter, whoze fat face was the picture
of woe. _

All eyes were fixed on Bunter.

Even unfeeling fellows like Skinner
felt compassion at the sight of the
wretched Owl's dismal face,

Bunter was not the fellow to stand
punishment with equanimity. He had
none of the iron hardihood of the
Bounder, or the stoical stubbornness of
Harry Wharton. He was the fellow to
hunt for trouble, and to crumple up
when the trouble accrued. He was now
in an absolutely crumpled-up state. His
fat face was long and lugubrious; his
fat little legs seemed disposed to totter
and let him down, He blinked round
through his big spectacles, with a miser-
able blink that might have moved a
heart of stone.

Wharton's eyes turned from him to
Loder, and he saw the prefect set his
lips hard. Even Loder was not un-
moved. _

But Loder gave no other sign.

Surely he was going to speak—even a
rotter, even a villain, could not leave
the wretched Owl to it| But it was
borne in upco Wharton’s mind that
Loder was not going to speak.

His eyos glecamed at the Sixth Iorm
sportsman. .

Loder was thinking only of himself,
thinking only of saving his own skin.
Bunter was “for it.” 'The Head's voice
was heard in the silent Hall:

“ Bunter I

There was
Bunter.

a faint squeak from

‘ Bunter was sent out of bounds last night by a Sixth Form prefect 1

“¥You have beea discovered in the
very nct of disgraceful eonduct—dis-
graceful to yourself, disgraceful to your
school I” said Dr. Locke, in a deep
voice. “I have considered whether to
expel d?r:-u from Greyfriars, 1 have
dmiga to administer a fAogging——"

il wIll

“¥our punishment will be severe,
Bunter. I have no choice but to make
it severe, as & warning to you, and as
a warning to others, Gosling, take up
that boy 1"

A Head's flogging at Greyfriars was
not merely a matter of “bending over.”
The culprit was ‘taken up ” in the old-
fashioned way, which wus no doubt sup-
posed to be more impressive. That
duty fell to Gosling, and was pcrhaps
not an unwelcome duty.

Billy Bunter gave a despairing blink
in the direction of Loder. Loder had
sent him on that hapless expedition. A
fag could not stand up against a Sixth
Form prefect—it was all Loder’s doing [
Loder ought to own up, and tell the
Head !

Loder did not look at him.

Bunter's lips opened—and closed
again. It was useless to speak, and
could only make matters worse for him,
He had no vestige of proof to offer—
and the Head would require the strictest
proof of such an accusation. He would
no more believe it about Loder than he
would have balieved it about Wingate,
or Gwynne, or any other Sixth Form

refect. He would have believed it

rom Loder himself, but most assuredly
not from Bunter. He would simply
regard it as a reckless falsehood. Any
follow in such a position could have spun
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sich a warn—about anybody! And
Bunter, nnfortunately for himself, had a
reputation for untruthfulness that was
well known to all Lrreytriars!

Bunter did not speak, He
groaned as Goslineg heisted hnn,

Wharton looked on. 1Ile looked at
Loder of the Sixth with a scorn and
Joathing in his face that were beyond
words. He looked at Duniev. Ile had
said to himsell, the previous night, that
if Loder did not speak, he hiad to inter-
vene, Knowing what lhe did, could he
allow this to go on and =ay nothing?
Whether it was a mstaken sense of
loyalty that kept Dunter silent, orv
whether he was too foolish and [right-
cned to spenk out, was it for the fellow
who knew the truth to hold lris tongue
and lel thalt scar:d, squirming, miser-
able young duffer take another man’s
punishment ?

It was not easy for Wharton to decide
what he ought to do. But as the Iecad
grasped the bireh, an impulse of indig-
nation settled the matter for him. Ile
left his place in the Remove, and strade
up the Hall—amid stares of astonished
ayes.

“Wharton I” Mr. Quelch’s voico was
almost ferce, “Go back to your
placo I

“Iarry |"" breathed Nugent.

“Cheeky fag—"" murmured Coker of
the Ifiith,

Hceedless of commands, stares, and
murmurs, the captain of the Remove
marched steadily up the Hall. The
Head, birch in hand, regarded him with
a look of thunder.

“Wharton! How dare you 7 rumbled
the Head.

“I've got to speak, sir,” said Whar-
ton, in a clear voice that was heard in
every corner of Big Hall, * Bunter was
scnt out of bounds last niﬁ%hf g Sixth
Form prefect, and I'm nd to tell
you so ¥

only

THE FOURTEENTH CHAPTER.
The Birch for Bunter !

ELP gilence in Hall followed
D Harry  Wharton's  startling
words.

Billy Bunter, already hoisted
on Qosling’s broad back, squirmed
round to look at the captain of the
Remove. Gosling stared round at him.,
The Head gave him a fixed, petrified
gtare., Every fellow in Hall, senior and
junior, gazed at him blankly. Ono
senior—Loder of the BSixth—gave a
start and shut his tecth hard together,
For @ moment terror gripped the black-
guard of the Greyfriars Sixth. What

id Wharton know—whut could he
prove? If he could prove anything

The silence lasted only a few seconds,
but it scemed like an age to the breath-
less school,

Astonishment waa depicted in  the
Head's face. But astonishment gave
place to anger—decp angor.

“Wharton! How dare you make
such a statement 1" he exclaimed.

“It 1s true, sir 1" said Harry.

“Bunter has not said so,”

“I believe he's afraid to say so! Any-
how, it's true.”

“Oh erikey I” breathed Bunter.

“If your statement is true, Wharton,
which I cannot possibly believe for one
moment, you muost have some proof to
offer,” =aid Dr. Locke sternly. “I will
not allow you to mention names—I will
not allow the name of one of my trusted
prefects to be uttered in connection with
a wild and shameful accusation. But I
will hear you. Tell me what you know
of this matter, if indeed you know any-
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thing, but take heed of my command
that you menlion no nam..™

“I don't want to menlion it, sir—=1'd
rather notl  But the man is present
here, and f he had any decency he
would speak out I”

“It is for you to speak, boy, and offer
proof of your wild words!” rapped the
iIvad,  “You have mado an utterly
imcredible statement, If you have any
reason to believe that tlins boy Bunter
hus been a victin in this matter, muke
your stalement at onceo!™

“1I stopped Bunier from moine out of
bounds after lock-up last night,” =aid
Wharton, **Ilo et out that he was
being sent out by a prefect of the Sixth.

I brought him inte the House, and
should have kept an eye on  him,

b p—o>*

"“DBut it appears that you did not!”
snapped the Head, “If you wore
aware of Bunter’s intention, it was your
duty, as head boy of the Remove, to
sce that he did not carry it out.”

—

Given Free

with this week's

MODERN BO

6 Super Stamps

| and a special

20-PAGE ALBUM

Price
2d.

Given Free

with this week's
enlarged issue of

“RANGER "

6 Picture Stamps

for your collection.

Price
2d.

Get these grand com-
panion papers TO-DAY!

“My Form master fancied that I was
ragging him, and ordered me to leavo
him alone,” said Wharton bitterly,
“After that I lost sight of him, and he
must have dodged out again.”

Mr. Quelch gave a little start as he
heard this, ﬂmfcnmpressml his lips.

. “Then what you know of the matier
18 what Bunter told you I*

“Yes,™

“Bunter told you that a Sixth Torm
Erefect had sent him out of school

ounds, after lock-up, to a disreputable
place 1"

“He did not mcan to tell me. He
let 1t out.”

“Have you any knowledge of the
muatter, apart from what Bunter teld
'_jtﬂ?u; or let out, as you choose to express
1 a

(1 Nﬂlli

“You are aware, Wharton, that I
should requira the strictest proof be-
fore I could believe such an accusation
against a Greyfriars prefect?”

“1 suppose so, sir.”

“Yet you are prepared to make such
an accusation, before all the school, on
no better grounds than some unreflect-
ing words uttered by Bunter #”
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“I believed him, and believe him
now. 1 could not stand silent and sce
him punizshed because a raseal landed
Iiim in this,” answered Harry Wharlon
steadily.  “I thought up to the last
minulo that the man would own up.
IIe hasn't—anc I had to speak.”

“1 have no doubt, Wharton, that vou
believe what you say. If I did not
think so, I should expel you from the
scliool for having dared to make such
a slatement,  Butb you should know
better than to hold such n belief, or
vather, such o wild and foolish sus-
picion.” said the Head sternly.

He turncd to the school porter,

“Gosling, you may put this
down.”

Bunter was landed on his feet again.

e blinked at Wharton, and blinked
at the Head. “Wharton's intervention
was as utterly unexpected by Bunter
as by tho rest of Greyfriars, He hoped
that it might be for his benefit, but his
hope was very faint.

He quaked under the IMead's stern
eyes,

“]"f-'luntgr, I am about to question
you,” said Dr. Locke. “I warnayou to
think before you answer. If Wharton's
extraordinary statement has put into
your mind any thought of attempting
to deceive me, I warn you to dismiss
it. You will tell me the truth.”

:‘ Oh lor’ I” groaned Bunter.

‘1f you were acting under the in-
flucnce of an older boy in what you did
last night, tell me tho truth. But take
caro that you do not attempt to mis-
lead me, as you scem to have misled
your Form-fellow.”

Tho hapless Owl blinked at him dis-
mally. Loder's threats were still in his
fat ears. He was going to be flogged,
but if he made an accusation he could
not sustain, he was going to bo sacked.
Loder was too deep for iim.

“Speak!” thundered the Head.

~Oh lor’!” pasped Bunter.

Had a Bixth Form prefect anything
to do with your breaking bounds last
night? Yes, or na? ﬁeﬂeut before
you answer."”

Bunter gurgled.

Loy

“You have nothing to say?” rapped
the Head. ¢ . y
Bunter blinked at him in great dis-

tress. IDe had plenty to say, if he had
dared to say it. He was in the extra-
ordinary position that if he told the
truth, he would not and could not be
believed, while if he told an untruth, it
would he accepted unquestioningly.
That was not a position with which
Billy Bunter's fat mntellect was capablo
of dealing.

He gasped and blinked at the Iead,
and gasped again.

“For the last time, Bunter, have you
anything to say in support of the state-
ment that Wharton has made 7”

“Yes, sir,” goasped Bunter., “I—I
mean, no, sir! Ol lor’! I—I wish I
hadn't gone! Oh dear!”

“I am wailting for your answer,
DBunter.”

“Yos, sir! No, sir! Oh lor'!”

The Head set his lips. Bunter's dis-
tress and trouble implied only one thing
to his mind—that the untruthful young
rascal was tempted to back up Whar-
ton’s statement as a means of esca
[rom punishment, but dared not take
the plunge. Heo turned to the captain
of the Remove again.

_ “Wharton, you have acted very fool-
ishly, and very wrongly in interrupting
vour headmaster. believe that you
have acted in good faith, and I shall,
thercfore, not punish you. Go back tu
your place.”
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Harry Wharton, with burning cheeks,
walked down the long Hall again. Ho
was keenly conscious of the sea of eyes
on him, and of whispers and nudges
and grins. Skinner winked at the other
fellows as he came back into the Re-
move, ‘and some of them sniggered.

Mr. Quelch gave him one loock—a
hard, grim, almost deadly loock. It was
no time for him to speak; but he was
too angry to have spoken, in any case.
Wharton, catching that look, stared
back at his Form master with hard de-
fiance in his face. The Remove master
appeared to be on the point of choking.
He turned his eyes away.

Swish, swish, swish |

Tho sound of the Head’'s birch was
heard next,

Louder than the swishing of the birch,
camo the yelling of Billy Bunter.
Often and often did Bunter yell with
little cause. But he had plenty of
cause for yelling now. The Head laid
sn every stroke hard.

Bunter wriggled and
kicked.

Gosling had a difficult task to keep
him in position for the flogging. Ho
received three or four frantic kicks
from the wriggling, squirming Owl,
Ivery raftor in the ﬂﬁ Hall ochoed
back the voice of Billy Bunter.

The Greyiriars fellows looked on in
silence.  Most of them sympathised,
but every fellow knew that the Head
had no choice but to punish with
saverity such an offence as Bunter’s.
The fat junior had asked for it, and
was getting it, and that was all there
was about it.

But Harry Wharton’s feelings were
quite different. I¥e knew—what some
of the others suspected—ihat Bunter
had been made use of by an older and
deeper fellow than himself—that his
fatuous stupidity had been taken ad-
vantage of by a cunning rascal who had
left him in the lurch. And Wharton,
who had tried to help him out, was
sternly condemned by his headmaster,
and plainly had an unpleasant inter-
view coming with his Form master,
while most of the school seemed to
think that he had butted in from sheer
impudence. lle could see that even his
own friends, his nearest chums, thought
that he had acted foolishly and reck-
lessly. Perhaps he had. But how, ha
asked himself, could he have done any-
thing else?

Swish, swish, swish!

The castigation was over.  Bunter,
howling lamentably, was put down by
Gosling. The school was dismissed.
Sympathetio fellows led Bunter away
to hia study. And for a long, long time
thore were dismal sovnds of woo from
that study,

roared and

—— —

THE FIFTEENTH CHAFTER.
Trouble !

INGATE of the Sizth came out
W of the House, glanced round

the quad, and walked across

to Harry Wharton. Some of
the Remove were punting a footer
about before dinner—the Co. among
them. Wharton had not joined them,
He was in a black mood, and disinelined
for cheery Eﬂﬂ]ﬂﬂﬂj’. He was walking
under the elms, his hands in his pockets,
his brows knitted, when the captain of
Greyfriars called to him.

“You're wanted!” said Wingate
grufily.

“Yes, Wingate,” said Harry, civilly
enough,

Heo liked and respected Wingato, as
gll Greyfriars did, and last term he

had had nothing but kindness from the
Greyfriars captain.

But there was no kindness in Win-
gate’s honest, rugged face now. There
was anger and a touch of contempt,
and Wharton coloured as hoe saw it.

“¥Your Form master wants you,”
grunted Wingate; and he turned away.
Then he turned back. “You young
ass | What the thump did you mean
by saying what you did in Hall? Did
you want to get all the prefects in the
school dewn on you for the term 7"

“I did what was right,” answered
Wharton sullenly.

“That's enough !
master’s study !

Harry Wharton went into the House.
Ho set his lips, and his eyes glinted as
ho went to Mr. Quelch's study. 1f in-
justice was piled on injustice he could
stand it, and nobody should see him
linch. Like Pharach of old he hard-
ened his heart.

It was not in a submissive or respect-
ful mood that he stood before his Form
master,

“I hardly know what to say to you,
Wharton "  Mr. Quelch's voice was
sharp and acid. “You appear to have
roturned to school this term determined
to forfeit the good opinion of all placed
in authority over you, Your conduct
on the first day of term was outrageous.
You are quite well aware of 1t without
my telling you.”

“Not at all, sir,” answered Wharton
coolly.

Mr. Quelch’s gimlet-eye gleamed,

“I have already como to expect in-
solence from you, Wharton,” he said.
“I warn you to be carcful. What you
have done this morning is o culmination
of your offences, You dared to inter-
rupt your headmaster in Hall, to make
a wild and foolish statement reflecting
upon the honour of the whole body of
prefects. I am surprised that you are
not ashamed of yourself.”

“I've nothing to bo ashamed of, that
I know of,” answered Wharton., “I
told my headmaster the truth. I
Lhought that a fellow was bound to tell
the truth.”

“Wharton I

“If I was mistaken, you have only to
tell me so, sir,” said Wharton coolly.

Mr. Queleh breathed hard.

“You may have believed that what
you said was the truth, Wharton, but

Go to your Form
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“Your reckless insolence, Wharton,
has brought contempt upon yourself,
and upon me as your Form master,” he
said. "I ehall punieh you for what you
have done. Bend over that chair!”

Wharton’s eyea glittered,

“You are going to cane me, sir 7"

“ Assuredly |*

“For speaking as I did in Hall 7"

“Yes, Wharton.”

_"'Fhen I shall appeal to the Head,
air,’

“What?”

“I shall appeal to the Iead,” said
the rebel of the Remove, with iey cool-
ness. “Tho Head said that I was nob
to be punished. I have a right to
appeal to him.”

There was a tense silence.

The Remove master had never beon
so angry. But he realised, in an in-
stant, that this rebellious junior had
him on the hip, as it were. Obviously
he eould not punish a boy for an offenco
which the headmaster had pardoned.

For once the Remove master had
placed himself in a false position in
dealing with a boy of his FForm., And
the young r was in a mood to tako
merciless advantage of it.

The cane trembled in his hand.

Harry Wharton eyed him coolly with
a glimmer of mockery in his eyes. Mr.
Quelch’'s faco was pale with anger and
mortification. But he was in a false
position, end he had to retroat from it.
He was beaten in a contest with a
junior A

He laid the cane down nt last.

“Leave my study, Wharlon !” he said,
in a choking vowe. ‘““You are the
worst boy in my Form !*

Wharton left the study.

He went down the passage with n
light step. He had made an enemy of
hizs Morm master, and he knew that ho
would not bo forgiven. And ho did not
care. He whistled as he walked out of
the House,

THE END,

(“THE REBEL OF THE RE
MOVEI" That's the title of the séconid
grand yarn in this magnificent new
seriés  starring Harry Wharton, It
appears in next Saturday's bumpér
number, whieh also contains sizx more
fréee picture stamps. Don't miss i,
whatéver you do.)

you are quite clone
in that belief. Some
foolish words of
Bunter—a most un-
truthful boy—seem
to have put the
idea 1into your
mind, I cannot
help thinking that
yvou acted as you
did from a spirit of
insolence and dis-
respect—a spirit
you have displayed
very promincently
since you returned
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to Greyfriars this
term.”

“You may think
as you like, of
course, sir.”’

Mr. Queleh rose
to his feet. Tlus

was more than the
most patient of
masters could have
tolerated, and
Henry Samuel
Quelch was not a
patient man. He
}Ji.ﬂl-l:{!d up the cane
rom his table.
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THRILLING OLD-TIME

YARN OF ** KNIGHTS OF THE ROAD ™ [

Escape 1
HE Runners!” ecried Jerry

McLean, and before either

he or Hal Lovett had a chance

to esc Bow Street Runners,
led by Martin rave, CAme running
into the room of the Swan With Two
Necks, in which were Jerry, Hal, and
their good friend, Peter Davey, the
landlord.

Martin Cosgrave advanced towards
the two pals. “I arrest you in the
King's name, Hal Lovett and Jerry
McLean 1” he said.

Hal and Jerry loocked desperate.
Wrongfully convicted of theft, they had
been sentenced to deportation, but in a
revolt of convicts they had managed to
make their escape from the prison ship,
to which they had been gsent. The
charge against them had been a “ frame-
up.” Both suspected that Hal's ne'er-
do-well father, Sam Lovett, was at the
bottom of the ‘falnt- and that the
mysterious tattooed shepe of a red falcon
on Hal's chest had something to do
with it. Now it looked as if their
efforts to escape had been all in vain.
But there was still a chance.

It scemed to Hal that Martin Cos-
grave's hand moved lazily in the work
of arrest. So in a moment Hal had
ducked and was away, slipping under his

arm like an eel.
And McLean,

(13

throwing two of the

other Runners aside with nstﬂnishing
ease and quickness, tripped a thir
before he sent Tom i:y:ll:. the potman,
filying on to his back with a punch like
the kick of a mule.

Darting into the passage Jerry saw at
a glance that the way to the inn yard
was guarded by two Runners. lle swung
away from it and pounded up the stairs
followed by Ial.

To their surprise, they found IPeter
Davey waiting for themn on the first
floor landing.

“ After them! Bar tho doors! They
can’t get away, so don't fire!” They
could hear Mr. Cosgrave shouting from
the hall below. “We must take 'em
alive.”

The stamping of feet on the run told
them they were being pursued.

_ “This way,” cried Peter Davey, dart-
ing along a passage which scemed to
end in an outer wall,

But there was a false door at the back
of a large wardrobe. Peter pressed
upon a spring, and the back of the
heavy piece of furniture opened.

“Quick! Go through!  The stairs
lead down to the stables,” said Peler.

Through they went, and as the door
of the wardrobe swung to with a click
behind them, they heard the muflled
echo of running feet and Peter Davey
crying: **They went that way—out of

ENS.

O N !

If you're smart you'll

the window.
catch ‘em.”

Jerry and Hal raced on, came to a
stnirway which wound its narrow way
down to the ground floor. They ocpened
a door and found themselves in a horse-
hox. And there, ready saddled and to
Jerry's hand, was Galloper, with his
new saddle strapped about fﬁa middle,
and in a corner hung Jerry's riding-
coat, hat, and sword.

Jorry buckled on the sword belt and
Elippeg into the overcoat., Then he
whipped open the stable door and peered
out cautiously into the inn yard.

1t was crowded with steaming horses,
but not a single Bow Street Runner
was to be scen. But judging from the
hullabaloo that rang echoing through
the inn, they were all there, joining n
tho chase.

The ostler, chewing a &siraw,
leaming against a post.

“Quick, get your grey horse, Hall”
gaid Jerry hoarsely. .

“If I may make a suggestion, sir,”
gaid the ostler, keeping & wary eye on
the door leading into the Swan, “the
yvoung gentleman would bo better
advised to borrow the chestnut wot is a
gtandin’ nigh the entry. It belongs to
Mr. Cosgrave. The grey don’t last.
Your friend will find ’is things in the
next stall, sir.”

Hal dived into the stall, buckled on
his sword, and slipped on his riding-coat
and hat. Ile cast an envious glance at
the grey who bore the new saddle Jerry
had bought, but kpew that he must
nbandon the horse. His primed and
londed pistols, which were in the
holsters, he slipped in a twinkling into
his side pockets, and then ran along
tha yard.

In a moment he had set his foot in
the stirrup and swung himself on to the
back of Martin Cosgrave’s fine chestnut
and urged it out into the road, having
to duck his head to dodge the cross-
beam of the gate,

After him came Jerry McLean riding
Galloper, who was eager for a run.

The ostler gave them one swift
approving glance, and then vanishe
into Galloper's empty box and shut the
door, He did not want to be scen.

One second later, out into the inn
vard streaked half a dozen Redbreasts,
who were just in time to seoc Galloper
gain the road.

One of them tried a chance shot, bub

only succeeded in bringing down a patch
of p:iluﬁt-t:r [rom the ceiling of the coach
'
3 In front of the house the treacherous
potman, Tom Kinch, who was no doubt
alive to tho seccrets of the inn, showed
himself at the door, and pointing at the
two horsemen, shouted:

“They're escapmg. Quick!”

“And on Mr., Cosgrave's Bow Strect
DBeauty !"* howled o Runner as he recog-
nised the horse Hal Lovett was riding.

The man leapt from the inn steps out
into the rond and seized tho reins as
Hal flew by.

Hal did not hesitate a moment. Hia
lifo was at stake, and Jerry McLean's,
too. And so he whipped a pistol from
his pocket, and swinging 1t by the
barrel, brought it down on those cling-
ing hands.
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The Runner stumbled and plunged
down, the horse's rogress being
hindered for a moment by the figure of
the man it dragged danglng from its
roins,

Then a hoof struck the Runner, and he
let T:u his hold and slithered on his face
mn_the dust,

. Hal Lovett urged Bow Street Beauty
into a swinging gullﬂp and tore along
the road, followed by the gasping cries
of the yokels, who had been tasting their
n13 at th?ﬂ t[ﬂ:les nl_lt.at:lidﬂ the i?ilﬂ-l

erry McLean had purpose agped
behind. He wanted the boy tg be sgn,fﬂ
away before he took his chance of
escaping. And ego he was able to see
and hear what h-aﬁpened as Peter Davey
joined Tom Kinch at the door.

Kinch,”” Jerry heard Peter roar,
it Ilm ﬁﬂlBlElE'd le you EH

Tom Kinch laughed derisively, and
suddenly drew out a pistol from his

ocket and aimed it point-blank at

erry.
Jerr;i; ducked, but he was lucky in
that the pistol missed fire. But the

shot he seut in answer grazed a furrow
along the top of Tom Kinch's scalp, and
as the wounded potman rolled screaming
in the dust, Jerry cried:

‘“That's by way of a warning! The
next time you try to injure me f’ll gend
the bullet through your heart.”

Then Jerry McLean swung his fino
horse into a smashing gallop, and tore
along the road followed by a perfect
hail of bullets from the Bunners, who
%?mﬁ pouring out of the Swan With Two

ecks.

At the Four Cross-Roads!

ROM the squalid neighbourhood of
F Wych Street and the Clare
Market neighbourhood to the

__ open Kentish roads was a pretty
big jump for Hal Lovett, but the bo
had learned a lot since chance ha
thrown him into intimate contact with
Jerry MeLean,

For instance, whereags Hal had only
been able to stick on to the back of
this or that tradesman’s horse which
drew a cart about the mean streets of
ELondon, Jerry had taught him in
theory how to ride properly.

He could not at that stage of his
highway carcer have ridden such a
gpirited horse as Galloper, but he was
well able to hang on to the Bow Streot
Runner's charger, Bow Street Beauty,
even if that well-trained and noble
beast might have resented the rough
and ready methods of its ridar.

8o they made good progress, what
time the angry Runners were getting
astride their horses and urging them
into a headlong gallop.

In the gathering dusk Jerry and Hal
rode like the wind, causing many n
trudging yokel to Eaﬂﬂ as they flew by.
And as they rode they turned in the
saddle to gaze behind. Moving figures
back in the dusk-showed where the posse
came riding 1n hot pursuit. But
Galloper was no ordinary steed, and
the chestnut which Hal rode, in spite of
a hard day’s riding, moved with an
easy springiness of stride that spoke of
speed as well as  stamina, Their

uﬁquglrs began to lag farther and farther

ind,

Then, suddenly, ahead of them ap-
eared an ugly barrier—a toll-gate.

erry McLean cried out to Hal and
slackened speed as they drew close to
1t.

“Mustn’t alarm them by being in too
great a hurry, boy,” said he, as he felt
in his ‘fo-akat for a guinea.

He dropped the gold picce into the
open palm of the gateman, who pushed

wide open the swinging gate.
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“There are somo Bow Street patrol-
men behind, friend,” said Jerry, “but
you need not have seen v~ go I:E:: if they
ask. We might have t. '=d down the
by-road to Mottingham."

And the man, touching his forehead
with his forefinger, pocketed the ™oney
with an understanding grin.

The latch elicked into its socket as
the gate clanged to behind them, and
they rode onward at the same swinging
pace, Jerry riding with a graceful ease

which spared Galloper and suiting his
pace to Hal’s.

With a word here and there he helped
Hal with his riding, and in this way
they covered a few more miles before
Jerry, saem?' a way into a wood, opened
a gate and led the horses through.

And there, behind a leafy screen, they
wailted, listening with straining ears for
any sound of pursuit,

Perhaps five minutes later the Bow
Street Runners came, but moving at a
jaded pace. Their foam-flecked horses
were tired and the chase, to them,
seemed lost. With a broad grin, Jerry
saw that Martin Cosgrave was mounted
upon Peter Davey's grey.

They had slowed to a canter, and as
they mneared the gate they came sud-
denly to am abrupt halt, remaining
clustered in the middle of the road.
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“I don’t think they could have come
this way,” Hal and Jerry heard Martin
Cosgrave say. " That toll-keeper must
have been right.”

“H'm, there's a gate here,”” said a
Runner. The man detached himself
from the ring, rode up to the barrier,
and peered over it into the depths of
the wood. *“ Supposin' we give a look

il-.-.lll.l....-.-IIIIII-IIIIIIIIIIII

around "’

“Waste of time. The nags are beat.
We'd better get back to the Swan With
Two Necks Inn,” said Mr. Cosgrave
gruffly.

“You'll be arresting Peter Davey for
aiding the convict§' escape, I take if,
sird” paid another of the Runners.

“Why, mno,” answered Cosgrave.
"“"Peter owed something to Jerry
MecLean. Besidés, he's an honest man,

and who's to d;;:;mrﬁ anything against
him? But, gadzooks, I wish that boy
had not stolen my horse.”

With that, the whole posse wheeled
about and began to retrace their steps,
talking as they led their horses, in
order to rest them, along the lonely
country road,

Hal and Jerry had scarcely dared to
breathe while they listened to the Run-
ners who wera clustered in the road,
but the moment they had gone Jerry led
the way to the gate, ]

“That was a well Bi)nnt guinea I gave
at the toll-gate, Hal,” he said Fﬂllf.
“Now we can travel at our ease.’

“But' where are we going? We need

ghelter, and hnuﬂmg for the horses,
Jerry,” said Hal., *Our Iuﬁgagfu has
been lefy behind at the Swan With Twa

2]

Necks. We need miney. What aro ws

going to do?”
The boy’s anxiety seemed to tickle

Jerry McLeap, for he set back his
handsome head and laughed up-
roariously. But as the wnﬁ:ed their

horses on he sobered down, and pro-
ducing & black mask from his pocket,
removed his hat and slipped it over
his head so that his eyes glowered like
live coals through the slits. Then, clap-
Egn hig three-cornered hat down upon

is head again, he whipped one of his
pistols from its holster, and spinning
1t 1n the air, caught it by the butt as i
came down.

' Here's the way of it, boy!"’" he cried.
“It’s the hulks or a hanging for you, if
you're caught; and transportation or
Tyburn for me if the Redbreasts seize
hold of me. BSo, my boy, we'll stop the
first traveller who comes along and take
his purse. For fhe rest we'll shelter at
one of the safe inns Peter Davey spoke
about.”

The moon had risen, but it was mostly
hidden by scudding clouds. Now, as the
two friends urged their horses into a
canter, the silver disc swept into view,
flooding the country road with light.

On_their right lay & belt of close.
growing trees, so dense and dark that
they could scarcely see into it. On the
left were open fields silvered by ths
moon,

The road curved to the right, and
presently, as they swung round the enc
of the wood, they saw four cross-roadt
ahead of them.

Here beneath a signpost lurked a
horseman. As they came up, Jerry in-
tending to find the way from the
pointers of the board, the horseman rode
right at them.

And as the rider brought his horse up
with a sharp pull of the reins and
rlrnléped the leather bands to free his
hands, they saw that he was masked.

The horse stood rigid, and the rider's
hands swung up. In his clutching
fingers he held two pistols, which he
aimed in ono movement at Ial and
Jerry.

His voice, obviously disguised, rapped
out a hoarse command.

“Your money, gentlemen! And be

uick about it, for my finger itches on
the trigger. Your nmmgi Nobody ever
refuses when Colonel York commands,
Come, sirs, your money, if you please |”

And as if he entertaimed -some doubt
as to whether he would get their money
unless he adopted forceful measures, he
fired his pistol right across McLean's
face.

But Jerry, instcad of showing terror,
pulled out his pistol again and covered
the highwayman with it. And so mash
covered mask, And whilst the robbe:
hesitated in doubt, Jerry McLean rang
out a challenging reply.

“Would dog eat dog? he eried.

“Then why not hand me your money,
Colonel York? My name i1s Jerry
McLean |?

Shadowed !

O man could have been more sur-
N ];);':sﬁd than Colonel York, the
vghwayman, when he suddenly
found the tables turnmed upor

him,

He had fired his pistol across the face
of Jerry McLean because he sensed
danger in the man. And now, with the
pistol in his right hand empty, and that
in his left held high above his head, he
sat his horse as still as a bronze statue,

and his éyes seemed to burn as he
looked at Jerry MceLean,
Hal Lovett, urging Bow Strect

Beauty nearer to the man, glanced from
Tae MigNer LiBRiRY,—No. LZ285.
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him . t¢ . Jerry . doubtfully, before the
L.ll’tf.‘“ rider Epﬂk-‘ Lgam.

‘{80, vou sec; two can play that game,
ﬁulﬂncl " he said mockingly. “If you
would rvob me, why Ehﬂuldﬂt I rob

you ? L
The highwayman's eyes roved over
Joerry, took stock of his fine horse

Galloper, ‘and noted tho holsters at the

saddle bow and the sword which hung
at Jorry's side.

“The devil only knows what’s going
to coma of the highway game if every
convict escupc:d from the hulks reckens
ho's going “to take n hand in it,” he
grumbled, * ¥ou and your pal are from
the hulks at Woolwich—damme if 1
know your record, McLoan.”

“I've only just started,” answered
Jerry, with a laugh.

McLean still kept tho ﬂﬂlunel covered,

but Jin spite of that the h]ghwn.}m&u-

swung his left hand down. Hal Lovett,
walching him closely, saw him -::lmngu
hiz pistols over. And so the boy urged
Bow Street Deauty round to York's
gther side, and pulled his horse up
close.

**1 et Pryse nfter he’d robbed the
Maidstone eoach,” York went on,
ignoring Hal, mld koeping  his eyes
fixed on Jum}' MeLean. “That was o

smiart bit of work. He told mo - n.ht-u.t.

vau and your pal. And so you're going
it for- the Road—eli 717 ++

Jerty MceLean still Lad his pistols

rarséd, but he lowéred _thmn now, -and
-laid them easily across Galloper’s neck.

“T'o be sure, colonel, and if you can
give me any tips, why—="

I ean, curse you!" answered Colonel
York as he brought his pistol up and
straightened it at Jerry's heart. **Dog
cat dog, n::hEr Now, oubt with ever
penny you've got, and smart, too, or I’I"ll
drive a ball clean thruugh youl I'll
teach you to threaten Colonel York.”

Jerry threw his masked head back
and laughed,

“Bo! That's yvour kind, eh?" he re-
joined. "It sccms I was u, fﬂﬂl to have
given you an inch of rope.’

“I'll have your money or your life,”
the highwayman went on, “ be you hlgh-
wayman or not, “Jerty M(:ern - Now
hand over vour eash!™

“Not likely 1"

THE MAGNET—EVERY SATURDAY

Hal saw Jerry's hands begin to move,
the pistols to rise.

Colonel York saw the mowvement, too,
and pulled trigger, The pistol was
pointed right at Jerry's heart. Scarcely
four paces lay between them,

But Hal was ready. Instinctively he
knew that York meant to kill J erry,
and so, urging Dow Btreet Beauly in,
he struek Ymk.s iight atm up with a
swing of his left arm, and the bullet
was wasted in the air. Toee flash was
blinding, and the report of the shot
echoed loudly along the read.

“Curse you for o meddling fool
howled York, as he wrenched his sword
from its scabbuard after swiftly thrust-
ing the discharged pistol into its en.pty
holaster, “I'll have your life for that!™

.The lighwayman's speech was thick
a,nd his seat unsteady. He had been
drmkmg He paid no heed to Jerry's
ringing command to put his sword back,
and_ignored the pistols which Jerry had
again levelled at him. His sword blade
flashed in the bright mwonlight, "ahd in
a momeoent he had struck a blow' at Hal

I”

which would have cut hizs head in two

had not the lad moved Beauty aside
quickly, |

Colonel York struck no sccond Llow,
for Hal urged his horse in close, und
with tho butt of his pistol, l-:nuLl{Ld tho
villain from the saddle,

The lad put all his strength into the
blow, and the plst-::.-l beat in fhe crown of
tha’ h1g:hwa.yumn s hat and toppled him
sidowise from lus horse mto .the road.
As he fell his sword clattered upon the
stones. And- there he ey in a heap,
scowling dazedly up at Hal and Jerry,

“It would serve you right,” -said
Jerry, as he pointed a pistol at the
ragcal, ““if I drove a Dbullet through
rour heart, York, nnd so saved the

angman a job. But I'm letting you
off this time. I'm not even going to
roh you. There should be honour even
among thieves. But I warn you to bo
careful if we should ever meet again.”

Jerry then slipped the pistol into its
holater, , wheoled lius horso about, and
took the nearest fork of the four cross-
roads ‘with Hal Lovett riding after him.

When they stoppdéd and locked back
from a distance of a furlong, Colonel
York was still sitting on the flint road

,roady.

whither Hal Lad knocked him.. His
horse was waiting patiently, nosing at
him, making no attempt to bolt.

For a moment the two friends watched
and then rnde on again,

*Hal, boy,” said MecLean, *I owao
yvou my life. That rascal meant to slay
me [

R | thnught 50, too! That's why T was
But the fool was drunk.”

sﬂher, boy,” answered
Jorry MeLean, “the man’s o rat. I
know his record. He's a bully and a
coward, and if report speaks truly, a
murderer. I'd shed no tears if thoy
took him on & ride to Tyburn. When
wn turn highwaymen, "lad, we'll rob
like gentlemen, or we'll not rnb at all,”

-MecLean brought a hand down with a
swinging slap on Hal Lovett's shoulder
and pcer{:d intently inte the boy's eyes,
And it scemed to Jerry that Hal had
changed. The youth had become a
man. The world was hardening Harry
Lovett, " The ragged boy of Wyeh Strect
could not bt 'recognised in this muscu-
Inr, handsome, stalwart youngster who
scemed almost as et home 'in the saddlo
now as Jerry himself,

*We're mto it now, boy, right up to
the hilt,” he said.’ "H-::rs,_n-stu.ulmg i
pumshnd by death. And here you are
astride Martin Cosgrave’'s Dow Strect
Beauty. We must wateh our steps.
That bhorse will” soon be " recogmscd.
We'll hdve to sleep by -::'[u,}r and work
by night.™

“To.be sure,” answered Harry Lovett
with a breczy louglh. *“But where are
wo heading for now, Jerry ¥

“Where fate max ;:h-:msc to take us,”
answered Jerry, urging ' Galloper into
a canter,

They journeyed on ot an easy paco
for miles. ” But as fhey -went a horse--
man, who nl‘Wa:,?s ant in the shadows
ot a discreet distance behind, followed.
 The shadowing llﬂrﬂemun was Colonel
York, and theére’ was murdur in tho
-::ﬂhnel’s heart |

(Hal and Jerry have made a vicious
enemy of Colonel York, and the Righ-
wayman 1@ out for revenge! Don't i iag
next week’s thrifling dewvelopments in
this grand serial. And don’t forget that
gfx more picfure stamps will be given
away FREE f}
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Brew Your Own Ginger~Beer !

One threepenny packet of Marvello Mixture
makes two gallons of delicious ginger-beer |
Mimble’s best |
packet contains crushed ginger-beer flowers
of the finest quality, picked from our own
on our own extensive

Better than Mrs.

ginger-beer trees

plantations at Swindleham, Codshire.

3d. to-day 1
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No. 11, Remove Passage.
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Send

No. 1 (New Series).
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October 1st, 1932,

the tuclkehop—the
No. 1!

I pay everything!
remittances in advance |
— V. G, Boyter, No. 7, Bamove Passago.

NO MORE IMPOT WORRIES!

Your own impots recovered from Form masters”
wastepaper-baskots and renovated for further use !
Weo undortake the onfire jobl
linos.—ANGLO-AMERICAN IMPrOT SALVAGE
No. 14, Hemove Passagoe.

YOUR SIDES WITH LAUGHING OVER THE AMUSING EVENTS RECORDED IN THIS FIRST NEW EDITION OF THE ‘‘ HERALD *°! 15
VISIT GREYFRIARS AT MY EGGSPENSE!

Lonuine offer to nll roedera willing to cash postal
orders from my titlod relations in advance.

Sea
tomove Form-room—3iudy
You meerly cash my
Write before offer klogea [

Fee, 6d. por 100
JORY N,

YO-YO IN SECRET CRYPT

Mr, Prout on Amazing Discovery

The notion that Yo.-Yo is
8 modern gpamo received o
povere sothback this  week.
The recontly discovered seerot
erypt underncath Greyirinra
waa oponed by Mr. Prout and
explorod by o party of amateur
archaeologista., And tho first
“find " the party made was
o Yo-Yo toy in an excellent
state of preservation !

Interviewed by a * Herald "
reporter soon after his return
from tho crypt, Mr. Prout said
that the discovery was of tho
utmost importance to archmo-
logista and historiana, As-
suming the crypt to bo 1,000
years old, which was not at
all improbable, it might well
bo that no human hand had
touched thoe Yo-Yo sinco the
time of Williarn the Congqueror.

“If thot be so,' saxid Mr-
Prout, enthusiamiically
“think of the light our dis-
govery throws upon the
domestio life of our land in
that remote period of his.
tory ! supposing  the toy
proves to be of Norman origin,
wo may have to reeconsider
our opinion of the swash-.
buokling invaders. Perliaps,
after all, they were not so
fierce as—blesa my soul! ™

“"What is it, gir 1" askedl
the “ Herald™  reporter,
presging his hands to his
throbbing head.

Mr. Prout, who had heen
examimng the Yo.Yo as ho

talked, looked up with oyes
that egimply Dblazed with
excitoment.

“1 have found something
that may put onr doubts at
reat | " he exolaimed. " The
mitials of the owner has been

L! —

W ﬂ.# .u.uf...“._. : g §

“ Herald " man, palpitating

with suspense,
Mr. Prout

triumphaoantly.

“* D, N, —obvicusly meant
for ‘Duko of Normandy '!

amiled

Come in!" he added, in
reaponso to a tap on the door.
“¥Yea, what ig 1, Nugont
minor § "

" Ploaso, sir, T hoar you've
found my Yo-Yo,” said Dieky
Nugent. " Ilost it in tho new
erypt. May I have it, air 77

" Er—has it any distinctive
mark by which it can be
recognioscd, Nugont T'' Mr,
FProut aslkad faintly,

“Yes, airl"” grinned
fag., *'I'vo soratched
name on it—'D. N.
"Dicky Nugent® 3

“'Hom! Vory
Emw- have it."

icky Nugoent took it and
departed,

“* Now, aboul thia rovised
history you were talking
about, &ir " paid the
W ﬂ?.ﬁé riara Herald " man ;
but Mr. Prout interrupted
him.

“Take filty lines for im-

Lho
my
for

woll, you

distinetly engraved on the riinonce ! ' he  snapped.
toy 1 " B ma.Pﬁ.”_. gol"”

. What—what  are  the Funny-tempored  animals,
initials, sir?" asked the!TForm maosters, aron't thoy 7

" feot,”

ALARM IN FIRE BRIGADE

Nooturnal raiders have taken the firo-
worlk ' house " whioch waa to have been
lighted at the Remove Fire Drigade

display noxt Tucsday.
say we're awlfully s
firomen letling the

We

AMAZING “FEET”

Vernon-Smith secored two pgoals [rom
the contre of the ficld last week—one with
hia right foot and the other with his left.
Wo congratulate him on his omazing

rised at our gallant
0 “ escape -

Haunted Box-Room Terrifies

Fifth

Remove Solve Mystery

The Fiith were simply
terrificd lnst week when o
seried of weird, ghostly monn-
inga and groanings and wails
and shrieka broke out on the
floor above their passage.
The floor in question containg
only a couple of box-rooms
that are wvery rarely wused,
nnd there ia a legond that
they are haunted. The Fifth
could imagine only one thing
—that the ghost had resumed
his spectral wanderinga |

The Fifth, of oourse, hro
mighty mon of wvalour who
fear no foe in shining armour.
Nevortheloss, thero was a
singular reluctance to go up
the staus to investigate tho
pauge of the blood-ourdling
eries. Threo nighis runming
Eho ghostly sounds wero heare.
Fifth-Formers went up during
thoe day but could find nothing
to secount fer them., At
night they all scomed to
have wurgent jobs that pre-
vented their locking into it.

I"ortunately for their peaco
of mind, a pnrrty of Remove
host hunters, under tho
oadership of Vernon.Smith,
came along on the fourth
night, determined to solve the
mystory or perish in tho
attompt.

At tho soumo momont as
thoy remched the Fifth pas-

sago  the “ ghost " wallked
Again, Wild, liyaterical
shricka rang out, mingled

with heartrending moans and
groans. It was hair-raising
to listonn to it; ono or two
fellowa with musical oars
camo over Mﬂ#ﬁ faint, But
Smithy and his followors
were not 8 bit  daunted.
Rushing up tho staira two

WOULD YOU BELIEVE IT?

can only

Dick Roussell, though an un-
obtrosive fellow, is one ol the foible is a partiality for loud
best boxers io the Lower school, check trouse
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nt a time, they burst inlo
the first box-room:.

And thera thoy found the
golution. Bitting on an up-
turned box with a look of
agony on his faco was Hornee
James Coker. His mouth
was oponed wide;  woinl
aounds wore n......:_mnm‘ from it.
The * ghost " waa Coker !

“ What tho thump—-"
giid Smithy.

Then Coker spotted the
ghost hunters and stoppod
hia waila,

“My hat! Have I boon
heard, then 7" he asked.

“Heard ' Why, QGosling
can hear you down at the
lodge, I should think!"
grinned Smithy. * What's
the idea, Coler ? 2

Coker shook hia head and
rezisterod deep disappoint.
meant.

“Well, this is rotton, and
no mistako | ™ ho said.,. 1
thought I could practiso up
here without being heard.
L was going to spring a ploag-
anbt surprise on you all, you
goo | ™

“ A—q mﬁﬁ-ﬂ.mm .m__cnumhw
surpriso 1 hat——

“Tho fact is,’” explained
Coker, "'I've juat discovered
that I've got a gift for singin
negro epiritual songs, and ﬂ
made up my mind to smg a
few at the breaking-up eon-
cort noxt Christmas. Now
it won't be a surprise, after
nll. Rotton, isn't it 7

And ho strollod down to his
atudy in the Fifth passage.

The ghost huntoers tottered
after him in completo silenco.
Their {feelings wore waried
and peoculiar ; but they were

Bunter's one sartorial

too deep for words |

AS OTHERS

SEE THEM

Wha! I Think
By BILLY

I'm not at ol _ure that it
isn’t rather iha dig for a
chap of my clato rnite abont
the son of a masly solissitor
likoe Poter Todd, My titled
rolashuna cerbnly wouldn't
approve of th ideer of my
hobnobbing wil such a low,
kommon person if they knew,
However, being an obliging
sort of EE?_W: nxxodo to
tho relkwest o the Edditer
and teoll you heefly what 1
think of Poter Todd.

Of corse, younll know what
Toddy's like, Hia faco and
figgor are [y enuff to
make a cat gomio convulsions
of merth! Wen you eom.
paro a skinny boest like him
with a fine, woll-bilt fellow
liko myaelf, & makes wyou
wonder why mih spessimens
ave allowed o ¢ggaist !

However, rnu  shouldn't
allow his apparinece to eount
against him—h can’t help it,
[ supposo, pr» chap! A
chap should b udged on his

earriclcter, not tis faco. DBut
ovon theres, I'm afraid, we
find Peter sadly lacking.

To begin wth, Lo's as

moean as thoy naka 'em. It
makes mo gk to Year him
continually bsdzering me to
stand my wlnek in the
mouldy, studly tea heruns
overy day. Tt» only thing
ha sooms to wint from me
is munny; I forgets the
innumerable bmnyfita my
socioty bringt i nl But 1
supposs A pruerby.stricken
solissitor’s son fnds it protty
hard to malke bk th onds meet
aomotimes, go I shouldn't he
too hard on hm !

Then, again, ! o's suspishus.
If I happen b bring a cake
in for tea, the beest always

of Peter Todd

BUNTER

pinched it.
ask him to eash a postal order
in advance he suspects that
tho poatal order won't arrive,
Why, T can’t make out; !

Another easily understood
feature of Peter Todd is hia
lack of manners. In  the
surroundings among which ho
wada  brought wup, manners
don't pount for mueh, I
guppose ! Many a time he

has had the dashed chesk to
oall me a * fat frand ™ and o
" prevorrikating porpuss’
It jars on a refined fellow
like myself, T can tell you.
Apart from his ill-mannered
remarks, Toddy is objection.
able for hia execessive violence.
On the slitest provocation he
acezes a kricket stump and sets
about me like a maniao.
More times than I ecare to
thinlkk about I have been
tompted to noek him into
tho middle of noxt week ;
but each time I have remem-
bered how wrong 1t would
be for me to soil my hands
on such n kommeon person.
Mind yon, I'm not saying
Potor Todd's a bad epg
onticely—far from it! He
does have spasms of sannity
when he sees quito clearly
that he’s not .EEEH to lick
my shoes and that he ought
to be jolly grateful to me for
atronising him as I do. Let
1iim heed this sollum warning,
that unless these sprams show
a considerable increase in
number and dewration soon,
I intend to grab hold of him
ono day and mop up the floor
of Studdy No. 7 with him.
That's what I think of
Poter Todd, deer reeders!
(Next weelk you will hear
what Peter Todd thinks about

scoma to sumect that L've

Billy Bunter.—Ep.)
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Referee Assault
Case

——

And if T E..._._ Judge’s Unusual

Decision

In the Remove Police Court
eleven  footballera belonging
to the Remove were charged

with HmHaumaﬂmHmw« asspulting
(George Potter, deseribed as o
reforoo.

Coungel for the prosecution
gnid that the assault occcurrad
nfter Potter had been referce-
ine a matehh between  the
Fourthh and the Remove,
Thoe Remove team, who ap-
parently resented some of
Pottor's decisions, expresscd

their resentment by ragging
him, and ducking ﬂwﬁ in a
pond !

Prisonera, who waére not
legally  represented, pleaderd
justifieation and left the

matter in the hands of the
jndge.

Judge Mauleverer: " I find
nll  prisoners mnot  guilby.”
(Cheers.) “Wo all know
what the averago referee is
like." (Laughtor.) * Well,
this partienlar specimen secma
to have been all that, only
more 8o | **  (Loud laughter.)

““ Prizoners are discharged
without a stain on their footer
*.E.mﬁ..__.m‘: concluded the
earned judge. “ Furthor-
more, I fine Polter the sum
of fifty doughnuts ! ™

As 1t turned out, however,
there wasn’t much satisfnc-
tion in heaving Potter fined,
for he afterwards couldn’t be

THE TRUTH ABOUT TOWSER
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Towsor,
helonging to (icorge ITerries
of 8t. Jim's, has attained a
somewhot sinister reputation

a prizo  bulldog

in his home ftown, and wo
didn't feol altogether do-
lighted when wo heard that
Herries was  calling in ot
Creyfriara with his Mma this
weok, Now that we've met
Towser, however, we're wvery
pleased to give publicity to
the fact that in our opinion
all that has been said to the
dotriment of that anioral is
falge. Towser, the much-
maligned, is one of the very
best—aa gentle & bulldog as
ever wore a collar, as Herries
puts it !

Of course, As Herries says,
yvou must allow for a little
playfulness in  dogs. We
cheerfully ndmit that he’s
playiul.

As soon a&a ho eaw Dob
Charry, for instanco, he tore
out the =seat of his trouscrs.

A Really “Ripping ” Dog

thing and aaid it was juat like
Towser—always up to little
trielks.

Shortly afterwards tho play-
ful ereature did the samo for
Franlk Nugent and Ilurrce
Singh.

Herries didn’t notice that,
and naturally, Franky and
Inky were too polite to mens
tion if.

Now and apain, 03 wo
showed Herriea round the
school, Towser broke mto o
low, concentrated sort of
rumble. Harrica oxplained
that he often did that in fun
Each little bit of fun scemed
to be followed by somchody’s
trousers going ** West." 1Ib
wag really awfully amusing to
sen the good dog enjoying
himsolf.

Onece or twice, fellows wha
had loast half their reach-me-
downa misundorstood and god
a little excited. But thoy
calmed down and smiled
happily when wo oxplained
that Towser belonged to an
honoured guest, and thal it
wasg just lna harmless fun.

Herries said at the finish
that we'd given him a really
cood time and that he'd hava
to come to Greyfriars more

ofton. It was a real froat to

visit & school whore the

fellowa were dog-lovers.
When Herries finally lef

woe admit that somo of the
fellows indulged in pants of
relief ; but most of us woro
torn with grief to sce the back

found ! Herries laughed liko any- ' of him |
HE'S NO RABBIT, ANYWAY LINLEY LICKS
Wo entirely rofuse to believe that Hazeldene, :m Pﬁimhnmﬂ.
our famous goalie, devotes hia spare timo ; A
Amid tremendous enthusiasin Merk

to poaching. On the contrary, we have always
regarded him ns a game * kesper.”

GREYFRIARS FACTS WHILE YOU WAIT!

in which bhe

Vernon-8mith*s father
soli=~made millionaire,
bopes to see his son enjoy an Creylriars, with 102 points. clearing 6 H. 1 ing

<)

o W

is a Geo
Bpo

and he daclare

almost invariably appears, -mﬁEu successful career in the Patrlock Gwynng

Btock Market,

with- 84 points

ato wms repentl
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Chaumpion o
WAl Tunner-up,

Bob Cherry recenily put up a
record for the Junior High Jump, moss

Remove,

Johnny Buall is
musoslar Iellow

i

W, -v...q__. "’

Linley defeated Bolsover major in the
gym. last night by sending him down
for the full count in the third round.
Linley had to concede a considerablo
amount of weight to hia EWHEEHF and
his wietory waa the resu

t of clever,

: goiontifio taotics.

gomo !

\

bably the
in the

The result was all the more popular
from the ciroumstance that DBolsover has
been tellin .
woek what he was going to do to Linley.
e was going to mako mincemeat of him,
smash  him, pulverise him,
And now he'as woke up |

Aglked by our reporter after tho contest
whother he had anything to say, Bolsover
gaid that how it haoppened was a fait
knoglk-out.

all Groyfriars for the lash

and then

Precisely |



