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YOUR EDITOR HAS LOTS OF INTERESTING THINGS TO TELL YOU, SO—

Jrom you, chums, so0 drop me a line fo the following address ;
The Editor, The ** Magnet '’ Library, The Amalgamated Press, Lid., The Fleeticay

that meant tremendously hard
work for him—and lived to seo

House, Farvingdon Streel, London, E.C. 4.

ELL, chums! You've got
another pix stampa to add to
your collection, which, I'll
wager, 18 beginning to look

mighty attractive. Don't forget—our
companion papers, “ Modern Boy ' and
" Ranger," also present six grand picture
ptampa to every reader of this week's
isgues, So il you can manage to get theso
popular books you will be able to add
another twelve stamps to the six you have
already received with this copy of the
MagNET. And don't forget, either, there
will be six more super stamps in NEXT
SBATURDAY'S MagNET. Havo you
ordered your copy yet T If you haven't
taken this precaution I strongly urge yvou
to trot round to your nehrost newsagent
AT ONCE. Now for some titbits of
information concerning the fine strip of
stamps given away with this issue,

BEANS FOR THE BULLY !—" Just you
wait, you bully | " is the muttered remark
with which many a fellow has to content
himself after an encounter with n bi%er
fellow. And it's far from satisfying ! Get
to lnow a fow smart tricks of simplo geli-
dofence, and there is no reason why you
ghould not turn the tables on the beefiest
bully, much to his astonishment. Two
of these useful tricks are shown in the
Super-Stamps given away with this week's
issuo,

No. 2 shows the ' Head Trick.” Awiully
simple, yet very effective. If ever you
find yourself in the position of tho fellow
on the right of that picture, with a bully's
arms encircling you and binding your arms
down to your sides, jerk your head back-
wards—hard and sharp and suddenly,
into your attacker's face, and whilst he 18
wondering what hit him you shake his
armg free and make for where it's safer!
That's the Head Trick.

The next self-defence picture shows the
bully on” the left. Grab him as shown—

ur right hand gripping his body beneath

in left arm, your left hand gripping hw
right arm just above hia elbow. en
hoave him suddenly backwards over your
beot right log, and he'll know all about
the Waist Hold and Backward Throw !

SHUNTERS AND WHALERS.—Another
of this week’s six pioture-stamps is of a
huge and immensely powerful -electrie
locomotive used on the Australian railwaye
for shunting heavy goods trains. One of
our British ghunting engines placed beside
this Australian whopper wouwld took =
midget. But then our railways don't have
to carry such tremendous loads sa the
Australibin railways, and smaller engines
and ‘trucks are much more suitable for our
purpose.

e same tremendous strength and
power as shown by that great shunting
vngino is possessed by the big modern
whaling ships of the Pacifio Ocean. These
vessela have to stand up to -all sorte of
awful weather and keep going for long
strotches without returming to harbour, so
it wouldn't do for them to be built on
elogant linoa. Ses the harpoon gun
mounted on the whaler in our picturo 7
An expert is stationed behind that to fire a
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harpoon, attached to a rope, at any whale
that comes within striking distance.
Sometimds the harpoon has a charge of
explogive in its head, and whon that
" goes off "' after the harpoon has pierced
the whale the latter can’t put up much
of a tussle—as it is able to do otherwise—
and so can be d aboard without a
great deal of trouble by means of the wineh
to which the other end of the rope is tied.
SPEEDSTERS OF THE AIR.—All the
world knows the wonderful single-seater
fighting f]nnﬂ colled tho Bristol Bulldog,
used to-day by our R.A.F. and by the air
forcea of soveral other countries. It has
a 450 horas-power air-cooled Bristol
** Jupiter "' engine, carrice 70 gallons of
fuel, and has two Vieckers guns, one on
each side of the cockpit. Ita wing-
span in 34 feet, len 24 feot O inches, its
speed at 10,000 feot up ia 170 milea per
hour, and it can climb to 25,100 feet.
The other plane in this weok's set of
Eict.umu is the Hawker .Nimrod Fleot
ighter, a gingle-seator which “ works "
with the Fleet. Its land under-carriage
can ba substituted by floats, to enable it
to land on the sea, and it is specially
arranged for fﬂm*mhini by mechanical
catapult from the deck of an aircraft
carrier. It has two Vickers guns, firing
‘through the propeller, and its speed at
10,000 feet up is 207 milea per hour.

£8,000,000 FROM BOOTS !

Of all the letters 1 get from my readers,
1 think the most interesting and welcome
are those from fellows who ask my advice
about various ways of earning a living.
It is late in the day for any fellow to start

thinking about what he is going to work
at, after leaving gchool. That should be
depided whilst there 18 still a or two
of school life ahead, so t proper
preparations can be made.

Starting penniless is a hardship whach it
is really a joy to surmount. orkk hard,

siwve ag much as you van, resvember always
that you are as good am the wext fellow—
or eet about it m:tthAEEb t,haf BO—
and Il do g things. ko shoe-
mﬂhuhujmmmdhmldtn
fortuno of £8,000,000. He started life in
a smoall village in Coecho-Slovakia, saved
£80 by the time he was eighteen—and

DON'T PAY MORE'!
The Price of
The MAGNET

in

CANADA

is
5 cents.

hia own factories turning out
10,000 pairs of boots every day !

HOLIDAY IN A BALLOON.

This mighty bootmaker,
Thomas Bata, was much too
busy to take a holiday 'like
ordinary folk. For a change
from business routine, he used
to enjoy himself in a balloon,
which cost £25,000, anchored
to the ground at the end of a
4,000 feet long cable! Up he
would go with %Lia personal staft
and direct his enormous bumness
from the clouds! That was
the world's most prosperous
bootmaker's idea of a holiday !

It is strange that he should
have met his end in the air. He had just
atarted out on a business trip in an aero-
plane when the plane smashed into the
chimney stacks of his own headquarters
factory, in o dense fog, and Thomnas Bata
was Jalled

KEPT IN SCHOOL!

No doubt you've often grumbled at
being kept in at achool, for doing something
you ought not to have dome—or for not
doing something you OUGHT to have
done. But yon ean thank your lucky
stara you don’t go to school at a place
calledd Torda, in Transylvania. At n
certain school there the authorities wera
recontly unable to collect the soholars’
fees when these became due. Bo the
authorities kept the scholars in and told
the parents their children wouldn't be let
out azain until all the fees were paid !

Moat of the parents retorted by saying
their own salaries hadn’t been paid by the
State—which employed most of them—
for at least a year, so the gchool had better
koep the scholars until more prosperous
doys returned |

BOOKS FOR YOU !

Don't forget what I-told you last week
about two of the finest books in all the
world—"* The Holiday Annual »* and “ The
Pu&tla-t Book of Boys' Stories.” One or
both of thess MUST come into your
possession. Last year their appearanco
created an onormous mmh%n. and
thousands and thousands of MAGNET
readeors are still treasuring their Annuals.
The new *“ Holiday Annual®™ and
‘“ Popular Book of Boys' Stories ' are even
better. Ask your local bookseller to let
you pee them—as tho first step to getting
the Old Folks at Home to buy them
for you!

Next Saturday’s Gt'nn!__ Programme :

‘“ HARRY WHARTON DECLARES
WAR ! "

This is o sparkling story by [amous
Frank Ru:bagn.. continuing his series
dealing with Harry Wharton'’s fend with

Gerald Loder amd Mr. Quelch. It's great |
It's amazing! It's wonderful |

“THE RED FALCON!™
More thrill-packed obapters of this
sonsational etory of the days when
Highwaymen menaced the roads.

THE NEW GREYFRIARS HERALD.

Look out for more interesting titbits
dealing with the boys of Greyimars and
another mappy article from the pen of

“ LINESMAN,"

who I8 Dever ier than when he's
dealing with Socoer and Soocer " bafflers.”
i malee sure of the
SUPER-STAMPS GIVEN FREE
with mext week's MaawET, by ordering
your copy TO-DAY !
YOUR EDITOR.



A STIRRING STORY OF SCHOOL ADVENTURE, FEATURING HARRY WHARTON & CO0. OF GREYFRIARS -

THE FIRST CHAPTER
An Unexpected Goal !

RAMP, tramp!
i “Hurrah I
Tramp, tramp, tramp !
“On the ballt” _

It was morning break at Greyfriars
School, and the Remove were “out.”
They had had two hours with Mr.
Quelech in the Form-room, which they
had not Eﬂljnfnd. But now they wore
enjoying life,

A merry crowd of juniors were punt-
ing a footer in the quad. A hefty kick
from Harry Wharton’s [oot landed it
nt a distance on the path that ran under
the windows of Masters' studies. It
dropped almost under the sill of Mr.
Quelch's window, and after it came a
vamping, jostling, whooping crowd of
Removites.

And Mr. Queleh, in_his study, rose
from his table in wrath,

Tramping feet and shouting voices
from & distance were one thing. Undor
his window, which was open to let in
the autumn breeze, it was quite another
mattor.

Morning break was a rest for the Re-
move, though most of them took that
rest in rather strenuous ways. It was
not wholly a rest for the Removo
master, who was preparing a Latin
prose papoer for third school.

Every fellow at Greyfriars knew that
it was not permitted to punt a ball
under Masters’ windows. Perhaps, in
the excitement of the moment, the
juniors forgot, or perhaps they did not
choose to remember.  Anyhow, there
they were, tramping and josthing
under Queleh’s window, as if oblivious
of the rather important existence of
Quelch.

Mr. Quelch laid down his pen, and

stepped to the window. TUnder his
bent brows his gimlet eves gleamed.
Those gimlet eyes fixad on Harry

Wharton, the eaptain of the Remove.
And Mr. Queleh frowned more grimly.

The term was only a few days old,
but Harry Wharton, ones his IForm
master’s trusted head hoy, ecemed to

et mto Mr. Quelch's

have had time to ;
blackest bools. hero was something
almost like dislike in Mr. Quelch’s
look as he fixed his ayes on the junior
whom he had displaced from the
position of head boy on the first day of
the term.

If Harry Wharton saw him at tho
window, he gave po sign of it. He
seemed to be heart and soul in the
tussle round the ball. Yet Mr. Quelch
felt sure that Wharton knew that he
was looking out, and that he was carry-
ing on regardless, to display the spirit
of insubordination and defiance liémt
had marked his conduct from the lrst
day of the new term. And thunder
grew in Mr., Queleh’s brow.

o

Like a snake in the grass,
Loder of the Sixth schemes
to disgrace the boy who has
found out his shady secrets.
But in Harry Wharton, Loder
finds a foe he e¢an neither
intimidate nor subdue !

Bob Cherry kicked the ball, and Bols-
over major stopped it, and it rolled to
Harry Wharton’s foot. Mr, Queleh
leaned from the window.

“Boys! Cease this at once!” he
rapped. “How dare you make this
disturbance under my window! How
dare you Oh! Ocooh! Oooop!”

The ball whizzed from Wharton's
foot.

It came like a bullet, direet for Mr.
Queleh’s window.

Undoubtedly it would have flown
right in at the open window, had not
Henry Samuel Queleh been standing
there.

As it was Quelch stoppod it.

It was long, long years since Henr
Samuel Quelech had played fnt}lhalﬁ
and stopped a whizzing footer in its

FRANK
RICHARDS

Hight. Ewven then, probably, he had not
stopped it with his nose.

Now i1t was with his noso that he
stopped it, the footer fairly ecrashing
on his somowhat prominent proboscis.

Mr. Quelch gave a spluttering gasp,
and disappearcd from the window.

There was a heavy bump in the study.

Mr. Queloh dropped on the floor, and
the footer dropped at his side., He loy
and gasped.

Never in all the ecourse of Mr.
Quolch's long schinlastic career had such
o happening as this happened. Dazed
and dizzy, the master of the Remove
reposed on his study carpet, almost
wondering whether the skies had fallen.

“Oh, my hat!” gasped Bob Eherry,
staring i horror ot ihe open window,
“Was—was—was that Quelch 7"

“It was the esteomed Queleh,” mur-
mured Hurree Jomset Ram Singh.

“You've done it now, Wharton!”
panted Vernon-Smith. “0Oh, my only
winter bonnet! You've done it!”

“You awful ass, Wharton!" gasped
Mark Linley. “Didn't von see whero
vou woere sending the ball—straight at
the window "

“Oh  crumbs proancd  Frank
Nugent, *“There'll be a fearful row!”

“Was Quelch at the window " asked
Johnny Bull. “I didn't sce him.”

“1 didn't, till the ball landed.” said
Harry Wharton. “1 dare say ha will
fancy that I did. Duy, as a matter of
fact, T didn't.”

“You knew the window was there,
if you didn’t know that Quelch was
there,” grinned the DBounder,

Wharton made no reply to that.

“Iallo, hallo, hallo! Here he is!”
murmured Bob Cherry.

The Remove master appeared at the
window again. All eves were fixed on
him. The Remove erowd, noisy cnough
a minute ago, were silent now. The
most reckless fellow thero wished that
the ball had not been punted under
Masters' windosws.

Mr. Quelch was searcely recognisable.
That old footer had collected a good
deal of mud from warious puddles n

Tae Macner Linnany.—No. 1,280,

|13

(Copyright in the United States of America.)



4

the course of the punt about. Quite a
considerable quantity of tho mud had
been transferred to the august features
of Henry Samuel Quelch. Mud elung
lovingly to his rather angular features,
and 5ripped from his chin.

“Wharton !” His volce was almost o
gasp. “ Wharton !

" Yes, sir!” answered the captain of
tha Remove carelasaig.

“Y¥ou kicked that ball at me™

“ No, sir ! answered Wharton coolly.

“What! I saw you!” thundered Mr,
Quelch. “How dare you tell such a
palpabla falsehood, Wharton "

Wharton's face set stubbornly,

“1 did not kick the ball at you, sir,”
ha answered. “I did not sce you at
the window when I kicked. I kicked
it, but not at you.”

“] do not believe you, Wharton. I
bolieva that this was an intentional
assault wupon your Form master,”
hooted Mr. Quelch.

“¥You may believe what you
sir,” said Wharton,
you the truth.”

“Harry!” breathed Frank Nugent
anxiously, pressing his chum’s arm as a
warning. Really this was not the way
for a junior to talk to a Form master.
Even the Bounder, in his most reckless
mood, would have hesitated to “cheek ™
Queleh in that style.

Wharton shook off his anxious chum’s
hand.

Ho stood cool and collected, with a
stoady gaze at the angry, muddy face
of his Form master. The other [ellows
oxchenged uneasy glanees. Wharton
was “asking for it ™ again, as ho scemed
to huve been “asking for it ™ ever sinee
the new term had started.

“Wharton ! Mr. QIUGIGIj’ﬂ volce had
a choking sound. “Insolent boy! |1
shall report you to your headmaster for
a llogmng ™

“Thank you,
imperturbably.

“What—what did you sany?”

“T said thank you, sir!” answered
Wharton calmly., “You are very good,
gir 1"’

“Shut up, you howling ass!” hissed
Bob Cherry, in his ear.

“For goodness’ sake——" breathed
Nugent,

Wharton did not secem to hear them,
Ho stood with a cool, sarcastic smile on
his face. a glimmer of mockery in his
eyes. Mr. Quelch gazed at him speech-
lessly for 2 moment or two.

“KEnough!” He found his voice at
last. “ After school, Wharton, you will
be fAogged! Now go to your study,
and remain there till the bell for third
schoal.”

“Yery well, sir!”

Wharton walked away, mnd Mr.
Queleh disappeared from the window
once more, probably going in search of
a wash, which he certainly needed. Tho
captain of the Remove strolled into the
House with his handa i his pockets,
appiarently quite unmoved by the fact
that a fAogging was duc after =chool.
Ho left tho other fellows in a dismayed
Frou,

“Jevver seo a man ask for it like
that 7" said the Bounder, as the Re-
mavites moved off from the dangerous
precincta of the Masters' studies

“Hardly ever }” grinned Skinner.

“ Blessed if I guite understand Whar-
ton this term,” muttered Bob Cherry

leasza,
“1 can only tell

sir ! said Wharton

unecasily, “He seems keen on getting
Quelchv’s rag out.” _ :

“Biffing a foater on his boko 15 a
En'u'l;; sure wav of getting a beak’s rag
out 1" ehuckled Skinner.

“That was an accident I gaid Nugent
sharply.

‘* Let's hope Queleh will believe go0,”
said Skinner blandly. * He didu’t quite
scem to, did bel™

“Q0h, rats!” ' i

Skinner grinned cheerily, evidently
much entertainad by the episode.
But the famous Co were worried and
troubled. Harry Wharton had made a
bad beginning that term, and his
friends could not help feeling concerned
and a littio alarmed at the way he was
going.

THE SECOND CHAPTER.
Asking lor More !

1 E, he hel” _
H Thait sudden cachinnation
disturbed the silence of the
Remove Form Room in third
lesson.
The Form-rooma had been very
silent. _ e pa
Mr. Quelch, sitting at his high desk,
was engaged with some papers, but he
had a gimlet eyo on his Form. )
The Removites. each with a Latin
prose paper before him, worked with
unusual care and docility, After what
had happened wn break, every man in
the Remove knew that b had to walk
warily under the: eye of Mr. Queleh.

The Remove master had come in for
third school newivy swept and garnished,
g0 to speak. with no trace of the mud
from the footer on his scholastic counten-
ance, but with an expression on it which
said, more plainly than words, that it
behoved his Forin Lo be on their best
behaviour.

It was no time for any fellow to break
out into a sudd:n chuckle, snd when
Billy Bunter cachinnated 1t sent almost
an eleotric shock through the silent
Form-room. .

Mr. Quelch, at his lugh desk, lifted
his head and glared. Almost every
fellow jumped.

Bunter, the uext instant, was silent,
realising what he had done. His un-
musical cachinnation had been quite
involuntary. What caused 1t was
rather a mystery. lZ'J«tslr'uzl.iﬂ[;,T no other
fellow in the Remove waa ieeling like
laughing.

Really, it wam't DBunter’s fault.
Really, 1t was because Bunter was try-
ing hard to work up a good Eupﬂr that
he had been guilty of that indis-
crotion.

Bunter had soon founr hiz Latin paper
too much for him. It required mental
cffort. Mental efforts were not in
Bunter’s line. At such tunes it was
Bunter's usual resource to blink at some
other f{ellow’s paper, if he could do so

undetected and copy down what he
saw thero.
This resoorce often saved Dunter

trouble temporarily; though it certainly
led to mor trslg::: m the long run,
On the present occasion he blinked over
Harry Wharton s shoulder, to sce what
he had written.

Wharton, though no swot, was a good
and careful scho:ar. and, as a rule, a
fellow who followed Wharton's lead was
safo from Quelch’s * jaw."”” But blink-
g at Wharton's paper, Bunter did not

THIS ISSUE CONTAINS
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behold the answera to the questiona se:
by Mr. Quelen What he beheld was a
rather artistio drawing, representing
Mr. Quelch at his study window, with a
football bauging on bis majestic nosel

That waa how the ecaptain of the
Remove was filling up his paper.

That unex d mght drew the unex-
pected cho from Billy Bunter, Ieo
could not help .

“Bunter 1" came Mr, Quclch’s deep
Sh ¥ r d Bunt I

| Yesa sir|” gasped Bunter. “
—I wasn’t laughing. sirl”

“What 1" ) )

“I—I—1 wss cvughing, sir!” gasped
Bunter, " 1—I'm earching a cold, sir!
I—I—I was just kik-kik-coughing, sir !”

“Bunter, you will take a hundred
lines I¥

llﬂ'h In:.,," I.H

“Bilence I’ ;

There was silemse once more. DBilly
Bunter worked weari'y at his paper;
it was obviously no use’ to copy down
what Wharton hau donel And with
Mr. Quelch’s attention drawn to him,
Bunter did not venture to blink at any
aother fellow’s.

Several! fellows. however, glanced ot
Wharton, and some of them grinneq,
though they were careful not to give
audible expression to their merriment.
Wharton had nor toucaed his paper,
so far as Latuin went* but he was draw-
ing very sedulousls and carefully, and
the picture was quite good. He seemed
immersed in his task, and oblivious of
the attention he was getung.

The fellows near hvm knew what lie
was doing; fellows farther off knew
that something was “on,” and wou-
dered what it was. it caused a certain
restiveness in the Form, which in its
turn caused Mr Quelch t. glance up
several times with a glinting eve.

I'rank Nugent, who was at Wharton's
gide, seemed to he sitting on pins. Ha
could hardly imagine what was going
to happen when the papers were eol-
lected—Wharton's among the rest.

He touched his chum’s arm at last.

Wharton glanced at him.

“Chuck it, you awful as:!” breathed
Nugent. in nn almost terrifiead whisper.

0 I.IH"E“II l:l

It was Mr. Quelch’s voice.

“Oh! Yes, girl”

“You were speaking to Wharton! It
is my intentioun to mamntain srder in
this Form1” eaid Mr. Quelch, in a
rumbling volce. **You will take a hun-
dred lines, Nugent! The next boy who
speaks before the end of tho lesson will
be caned 1"

Nobody spoke again beforo the end of
the lesson, Buot the restiveness in tho
Form grew more and more pronounced.
There were nods and winks among the
juniors, and grinning {eces that became

suddenly solemn and sedulous when Mr.
Quelch looked round.

Wharton, having finishad nis artistio
effort at last, sat back on the form, idly.
Mr. Quelch gave mim a look. But it
was not unusual for Wharton to finish
a paper before tne others, and, beyond
that look, his Form master gave him no
hued——nnfy mentally resolving that if
this sulky boy's paper wus not up to
the mark he should have cause to ba
sorry for it.

The hour struck, much to the relief
of the Remove, and the papers, finished
or unfinished, had to be collected. That

6 FREE-GIFT PICTURE STAMPS
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* Wharton [ ** rapped out Loder. *‘ You're wanted !'* ** What is it ?** asked the junior, turning round. **If it’s a
message to the Cross Keys, Loder, I'm alrald I can’t oblige 1 '

duty fell to the head boy of the Form.
Mark Linley camc along the desks,
taking the papers.

He gave quite & jurmp when he came
to Wharton's.

Wharton did not hiand it to him; he
left it on the desk for the Lancashire
junior to pick up. DMark stared at it.

He stared at it with something like
horror, and gave Wharton a startle!
look. Wharton replied with a sarcastio
smile,

Mark coloured.

The Lanocashire lad had always been
on friendly terms with Wharton, They
had not been exactly chummy, but they
had always been pgoo friends.
Certainly, 1t was no fault of Mark's
that he had been appomnted head bo
in Wharton'’s place; that rested wit
the Form master It was not like the
Wharton he had always known to
resent it

But Wharton was in an unusual mood
this term, and Mark had a feeling that
Wharton did resent it. Now he knew
beyond a doubt. To hand that paper
to the Remove master was to hand over
Horry Wharton to the severest punish-
ment; an irksome matter for Mark,
which the rebei of the Remove did not
wizh to spare him.

Slowly Mark Linley picked up the
paper.

“You ass!” he whispered.

Wharton stared at him coolly.

Linley added the paper to the rest
and passed on, He knew that his
momentary hesitation had not escaped
Mr. Quelch’s eye. The Remove master
knew that something was “on ” in the
Form, and guessed that it was in con-
nection, somehow, with Wharton. He
surmised that the recaleitrant junior had
turned out a very bad paper intention-
ally. It that was the case, the vials of
wrath were ready

Mark Linley gathered up all the

pers and returned to his own desk.
e laid them there, arranging them in a
noat ﬁnla before he took them to Mr.
Qucleh,

He contrived to stand with his back to
the Form master, screening what he
was doing from the gimlet eye,

Mr. Quelch did not see—but some of
the juniors saw—that Mark swiftly
slipped one of the papers out of sight

under a sheet of blotting-paper on his
desk.

It was done so swiftly that Mr. Quelch
had not the slightest suspicion, and
was not in the least aware that one
paper was missing when Mark laid the
pile on his high desk.

“ Dismiss |”
The Removites marched out,

DﬂIF two or throe fellows had seen
Mark’s action. Most of the Form, in-
cluding Wharton, supposed that Whar-
ton’s paper was in the pile under the
Form master’s hand.

They wondered what on ecarth was
going to happeu when his eye fell on it.

Mr. Quelch followed his Form out.
Ile had the stack of papers in his hand,
tEking them to his study te look over
them.

The juniors went out inte the quad.

“Harry, old man,” muttered Nugent,
“you've done it now |”

“Think g0?” drawled Wharton.

“As soon as Quelch sees that paper,
you'll be called in. He's going over
them before dinner.”

“ What about it ?”

“It means a fearful row!”

“I'm getting used to rows. Quelch
hos & down on me this term, I mav as
well give him something to bite on.”

“You're up for & flogging already,”
sald Bob Cherry.

Harry Wharton laughed.

“Yes; for nothing. Even Quelch
can't ask the beak to give me two
floggings at once. So it won't be a

ﬂ{:;Fg'mg for drawing a picture of tho
old ass stopping the footer with his
nose."

“ Perhaps not,” said Bob sharply.
“But it may bo detentions—in fact, it's
sure to be. And what sbout the gamoes?

Have you forgotiten that you're cap-
tain of the Form, and that we play
Higheliffe on Saturday 1"

“Oh, I dare say Linley would bo will-
ing to take my place, 1f 1 have to be
left out!” said Harry. “He's rather
keen on that sort of thing.”

Marlk Linley was passing tho chums
of the Remove, and he heard tho words
—as no doubt he was intended to do.
He Hushed erimson, but walked on with-
out speaking.

“That’'s rot!” snid Johnny Bull
angrily.

L1} IE it?]l

“Yes, it is; and you know it is!”
snapped Johnny,

“Well, if T know it is, you mneedn't
trouble to tell meo,” said Wharton.
“Let’'s go and punt a ball about till our
lord and master calls me in to jaw me
for my paper.”

But Wharton, to the surprise of his
comrades, and his own, was not called
in. The juniors went into dinner, and
Mr. Quelch, &t the head of tho Removo
tablo, gave him no special attention.
It was clear that the Remove master
must have gone through the Latin
papers, and cortain that, if he had seen
Wharton’s paper, he must have been
deeply incensed. Yet ho gave no sign
of it, and the juniors could only wonder,

S

THE THIRD CHAPTER,
In Suspense !

4 SAY, you fellows !”
E “Oh, get out!” snapped Harry
Wharton.
“If that's what you call civil,
Wharton——"

“Trathead ! Trave] |"

“I haven't come to tea,” said Billy
Bunter, blinking into Study No. 1,
where Frank Nugent was poaching eggs
over the fire, and Harry Wharton was
sitting in fha window seat with a
clouded brow, “1 mean, that isn't
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what T came here for. I'm not s fel-
low to sorounge & tea, I hope. BStill,
if you fellows are standing a feed I'l]
join you, and leave Loder over till to-
morrow. Loder will keep.”

Wharton stared at him, and Nugent
cast a surprised glance over his shoulder
at the fat Owl of the Remove.

It was uncommon ﬂﬂl.'lllih for a prefect
of the Sixth Forin to ask a Lower boy
to tes. And Loder, the bully of the
Sixth, was about the lmst senior at
Greyfriars who was likely to do so.

Billy Bunter grinned complacently as
he saw that he had surprised Study
No.

1.
“ Loder’s asked you to tea$” exclaimed
Nugent. .

“Well, not exactly msked me,’ E:d
mitted Bunter cautiously. * But we're
rather pally, you know, and I cen drop
into his st if 1 hike.”

“You fat chump }” grunted Wharton.
“The less you have to do with that
tntﬂmr thuhl:l:u-_ﬂt;ird 1"'t o

unter bDln 1 .

“When 1 want your advice, Wharton,
I'll msk for it?“' e said, with di ltgi
“] know you'rs up against r
the Sixth; !t::;t. he's ﬁut such a bad chap.
Still, if you fellows would like me to
stay——"

“We wouldn’t I”

“The fact is, 1 shouldn't care to tea
with you two,” said Bunter calmly.
“You have rather measly spreads in
this study—hardly worth my Wwhile,
And vou're rather a skeleton at the
foast, {thtﬂn, old chap. You've coms
back this term like a bear with a sore
head, and you can't expect fellows to
like it. 1 can tell you that if you're
not s bit more civil you won't see
much of me in this study.”

Harry Wharton half-rose, and sat
down again. The egregious Owl of the
Remove was hardly worth kicking.

“1 think I'll trickle along and seo
Loder,” said the fat junior. " But—
He paused.

“QOh, there's a ‘but’l”

Nugent.

“%VGH, a fellow hardly knows how to
take Loder of the Sixth,” confessed
Bunter. “After what I've done for
him, he’s bound to Elay up, ien't het”

“ What on earth have you done for
Loder, you fat duffer?”

“That’s telling,” said Bunter mysteri-
ously. “I'm mnot talking about 1t up
and down the Remove. A fellow may
have taken a message to a ocertain place
that wns out of bounds, and he may
not. He may have got fogged lor
going there, and he may not. [I'm not
saying anything. 8till, considering that
a fellow took a Head's whopping with-
out giving Loder away, the man’s bound
to do the decent thing. What do you
think 1”

Nugent stared at the fat Owl, and
then looked at Wharton. The latter
gave a sarcastic laugh,

“ Bunter took a message for Loder to
the Cross Keys frst might of t.rm.)”
gaid Harry. “ You know he was spotted
there, and Bogged. Loder [rightened
him into keeping his mouth shut. |
tried to get him off the fogging, and
I was a foo)l for my pains. You heard
me tell the Head, in Hall, that a Sixth
Form prefect had sent Bunter out of
bounds. TI've had the beaks and the
prefects down on me ever since for dar-
ing to say such a thing.”

He laughed.

“Well. you needn’t have butted in,”
aatd Bunter.

“] won't another time,” said the
captain of the Remove. "] was trying
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grinned

to get you off the flogging, you fat
worm " :

“What's a flogging?” said TBunter
valiantly. “I'm not soft like some fel-
lows. I can stand being whopped.”

Now that the flogging was days old,
Bunter did nor mind it in the least., At
tha time he had roused all the echoes of
Greyfriars School on his top note. The
bully of the Sixth had frightened him
into keeping the secret, but now that
it was over and done with, Bunter pre-
ferred ©o think that he had kept
“mum " from the loyalty and [ortitude
that were such prominent character-
istica of his. He was, in fact, rather
proud of that Aogging now that it was
safely over, and the last twinge had de-
parted from his fat person.

“] never asked you to butt in,” pur-
sued Bunter. “Like your cheek, I
think. As if 1 care about a Boggmng!”

“You burbling ass, you looked as
sick as an owl!” said Frank. “I've
never seen such a frightened rabbit as
you looked.”

“Oh, really, Nugent! DBut to come
to the point,” eaid Bunater, “ Loder’s
bound to play up. It isn’t cvery fellow
who'd take a whopping to keep his
gearets for him,”

“Then it's true that you went to the
Cross Keys for Loder?” said Nugent.

“Don't you ask any guestions, old
chap, and 1 won't tell you any fibs”
answered the fatuous Owl. “"I'm not
going to say anything about Loder. Ho
told me very specially not to, But
after all I've done for him, you know,
you'd expect a fellow to be rather
friendly, wouldn't you?! He smd
plainly that he'd make it up to me if
I stood it through. Well, the queer
thing is that he's taken no notice of
me whatever since—doesn’t seem to
know that I'm at Greyfriars at all, far
ps | can see. Queer, isn't it 7"

“Not very,” said Nugent, laughing.
“If you make out to Loder that von've
got a claim on him, you're more likely
to get six than an invitation to tea in
his study.™

“Think so?"” asked Bunter anxiously.

“Try him and see,” chuckled Nugent,
as he turned out the poached eggs.
“You'll soon find out.”

Bunter blinked at him dubiously.

“ After all, there’s such & thing as
gratitude,” he argued. “You know
Spokeshave—] mean Shakespeare—says
that a thankless tooth is sharper than
a serpent's child. Still, Loder’s rather
a beast, and 1 think, on the whole, I'd
rather tea with my pals.”

Bunter rolled into the study.

Harry Wharton rose from the vindow
seat, took a fat ear between a "nger
and thumb, and led Bunter back into
the passage. DBunter went :queaking.
The studv door closed on him.

“ Beast !” came in a8 howl through the
kevhole, “I'll jolly well ask Loder to
whop you! Yahl”

Afrer which there was a sound of
hurriedly departing footsteps, as 1 Billy
Bunter leared that the study door mught
open agaim.

Wharton and Nugent sat down to tea,
Harry Wharton was not in a cheerful
mood All day he had been expecting
to he called into his Form masrer's
presence to answer for his paper in
third school, but the summons had not
reanched himn. It was impossible for Mr.
Queleh to overlook such an offence, and
it seemed to Wharton that the Remove
master waps deliberately keeping hun
I Suspense His interview with the
headmaster was due at six o'clock, too—
and that was not a Elpn:mnt. rospect.
His face was hard and glum; Nugent's
was troubled and distressed, Anyone
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looking at the two would bhave sup-
posed tnat it was Nugent who was
" 1‘1]!1 * for the Aogging.

'he dcor opeuned, and Skinner of the
Rewmove looked o,
book 1h his hand.

“ Mot gone to the Beak yet 7" he asked.

“Not ull six,” answered Harry curtly.

“Well, I've brought you this,” said
Skinuer blandly, bolding up the
exercise-book,

Whartou stared at it.

"“What on earth for?” he asked.

“To Euk in your bags, old bean!”

“Don't be a silly ass!” said Wharton
grufly.

. "My dear man, take my IuF and pack
1t in,"” sa1d Skinner, tn%mg the exercise-
book on the table. “The Beuk's

lot of musele for an old gent o
venerable years—I've been there, you
know. You'll be glad of it when the
old boy starts in with the birch.”

There was a chuckle in the passage
fromr Snoop and Stote. Harold Skinner
strolled out of the doorway.

Wharton picked up the exercise-book.

Whiz |

It caught S8kinner in the back of the
neck as he went, and he gave a howl
and pitched forward on his hands and
koces. At which Snoop and Stott
chuckled more explosively than before,

Wharton kicked the door shut.

“The fellows seem to be enjoying it,"
he remarked. "1 suppose it's rather
cnt&rtaiﬂnmg for & man to be up for
a Aogging.”

“They're not all like Skinner,” said
Frank quietly, " It's rotten, Harry! I
wish you hadn't barged that footer at
Quelch 1™

“I'm glad I did!”

There was no rejoinder to be made to
that, and tea in Study No. 1 fimished
in silence. Wharton lounged to the
window and stood looking out into the
quad. Frank's eyve was rather anxiously
on the study clock.

“It’s six, Harry,” he said at last.

“JIa it?" sanid Wharton indifferently.

“You're due with the Head.”

“1 know.” .

“Quelch is to take you there,” said
Frank. * For goodness’ sake, Harry,
fﬂ to his study. He will come up
or you »

“Let him come.” )
“What's the good of asking for more
trouble, old chap?”

He had an exercise-

ol &

his

"“What's the good of not asking for
it 7" returned Wharton, with a curl of
the lip. "1 get it either way."”

The hand of the clock erawled on.
Wharton stood grimly at the study
window, staring out. At fGve minutes
past six_there was a tramp of footsteps
in the Remove passage, and the door
was flung open and Loder of the Sixth
pppeared. Evidently, as the rebel of
the Remove did oot come to his Form
master as bidden, a prefect had been
sent for him.

Loder stared mto the study and fixed
his eyes on the figure at the window.
Wharton did not turn his head,

“Wharton !" rapped out Loder.

The junior looked round ther.

“Well 7" he asked coolly.

“You're wanted " snapped Loder,

“What is it?” asked Harry. “If it's
a message to tho Cross Keys, Loder, I'm
afravd 1 ecan’t oblige. Ask DBunter
again.” i

erald Loder set his lips. breathing
hard throngh his nose. he look. he
gove Wharton might bave scared any
iunior. Frank gave hiz chumn a look,
Lut Wharton did not glance at him. His
eyes were fixed on the sportsman of
the Sixth with cool mockery. It was
some moments before the prefect spoke
again.

“I'll deal with you later for your
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impudence, Wharton! At present I'm
taking you to the Head. ollow me "

“With pleasure,” asaid Wharton
politely. *“I'll go to any respectable
sort of place, Loder, but I really bar
the Cross Keys|”

Loder scemed about to choke. Ho
clenched his hands and made a stride
towards the captain of the Remove.
But he checked himself and turned back
to the door.

Wharton followed him from the study.
And many curious glances were turned
on them by the Remove fellows as they
went down to the Head's study.

THE FOURTH CHAPTER.
A Fresh Start!

R. LOCKIE fixed his e¢yes on
Harry Wharton as the junior
ceatered. Ilis face was wver
grave and a little stern, and 1t

grew sterner os he read Wharton's ex-
pression, The junior’s manner was
respeetful ensugh, Even in his present
dogged mood Wharton was not likely
to be guilty of disrespect towards his
Lheadmaster. But there was & subtle
touch of stubbornness in his face which
did not escape the chief beak’s keen
glance.

Mr. Quelch was in the study, His face
was grim, There was a8 redness in Mr.
Queleh’s angular nose, a trace of the im-

pact of the footer that morning. lis
eyes dwelk on Wharton wit rim
hostility. Last term Bkinner and his

friends had had a gibe that Wharton
was the Form master’s favourite, They
would hardly have fancied so now.

“Wharton," said the Head gravely,
L]

you have been brought bofore me
on & very scrious matter—uothing less

than what amounts to an assault upon
your Form master. Your Form master
tells me—and I have myself observed—
that your conduet this term has been
strangely insubordinate—quite out of
keeping with your former character.
But such an offence as this " Thae
Head paused a moment. “Wharton,
why did you do this?”

“Mr. Quelch is mistaken, sir,” said
Harry. *“I did not do it.”

“ Wharton |”

“I did not know that Mr Quelch was
at his window when I kicked the foot:
ball, sir—nobody c¢lse saw hLim there
till the footer was kicked—and there
wero a dozen of us. I don't see why
Mr. Quelch should suppose that I saw
him when nobody else did.”

Dr. Locke looked a little perplexed,

“Mr. Queleh is of opinion that you
deliberately kicked tho football at him,
Wharton,” he eaid.

“I did nothing of the kind, sir! But
I am not surpriséd that he believes so,”
added Wharton bitterly.

“What? What do
Wharton 7”

“I mean that I don't expect justico
from MIr. Quelch, sirl”

That reply was followed by a
moment’s dead silence, The eolour came
imto Mr. Quelch's checks.

“Wharton I” There was a deep nots

you mean,

-of anger in the Iload's voice when he

spoke ngain. *“How dare vou make
such a remark 7"

“¥You told me to speak, sir.”

“Dr, Locke—" began the Remove
master in o trembling voice. He broke
olt. his eyes glinting at the junior.

“If you make another such remark,
Wharton, I shall send you away  from
{he school the s=ame lLour.,” saild Dr,
Locke. *Take earc! I will not allow
any Greylriars boy to insult the most

trusted and wvalued member of my
staff |

“Thank you, sir!” said Mr, Quelch.

“¥You deny, Wharton, that you in-
tended the football to strike your Form
master 7"

_“I had ro idea it would touch him,
BiT.

“Can you believe this, Mr. Quelch?”

““No, sir,” said NMr. Quelch through
his set lips. “I do not believe it

“Is it your cxperience of this boy
that he 15 untruthfnl #”

Mr. Quelch patsed. He was in-
tensely angry; his  feeling towards
Wharton, for the time at lenst, was
one of intense dislike, But he was a
just gentleman.

“*No, sir. Hitherto I shauld have
said that Wharton was incapable of a
falsehood.”

Wharton sturted a little. He had not
expected that.

Ho turned to his Form master with
some of the hard defiance gone from
his face.

“Mr. Quelehl I give you my word,
gir, that 1 never saw vou at the window
—1 had no idea you were there.”

“Laost term, Wharton, I should have
taken your word withont hesitation, I
cannot take 1t now."

Tho junior's face hardened again,

“Very well, sir " he said quietly,

“Yon kicked the ball, Wharton, pre-
cisely in the dircction of Mr. Quelch’s
window,” said tho Hepad., “ Do vou tell
me that that was an accident 7"

“No, sir! I meant to land the ball
in his study.”

“You knew that your Form master
was in the room?®"”

“I supposed he was, sir.”

“You admit, then, that you were play-
ing a foolish and disrespeetiul trick!™
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exclaimed the Head. “You mean that
you intended to startle Mr, Quelch by
dropping the football into his study,
undp that us he had stepped to the
window it struck him by accident.”
“Yes, sir."" .
“That is serious enough,” said Dr.
Locke. *Such s disrespectful trick 1s
a serious matter. Bui——"' He
and looked at Mr. Quelch. *Can
accept this explanation, Mr. Quelch?"
“No doubt it iz possi _
Remove master. “My impression was
that the boy saw me, and that his action
was intentional. But 1 am prepared to
leave the matter entirely to jJour
judgment.” ) .
Perhaps a doubt was r:rcegmgil into
Mr Quelch’s own mind. And, though
Wharton did not think =0, or did not
choose to think so, the Remove master
was only anxious for strict justice to be
done.
“If you are willing to give the bﬂdy the
benefit of the doubt, sir—" said Dr.

Locke.
“Quite !” said Mr. Q‘l._:e'lt:h. )
The Head looked relieved. His own

opinion was that the junior was tellin
the exact truth; and that Mr. Quelc
had been misled by & very natural anger.

“Very well,” said Dr. Locke, “ You
hear what your Form master says,
Wharton! The reckless Prn.nk you have
admitted is a matter for your Form
master 1o deal with ; it 18 not an occasion
for a Qogging. 1 shall leave Mr, Quelch
ta deal with you.™ .

"Go ta my study, Wharton,” said
Mr. Quelch.

“Very well, sir.”

Harry Wharton left the Head's study
and walked down the corridor. Loder
of the Sixth was wailing at the end of
tha passage. He signed to the junior to
stop.

ble,” said the Wh

"You've been whopped?” he ax-
claimed. -

“Sorry to disappoint you, Loder—no|”
answered Harry politely.

Loder gritted his teeth. .

“So you've squirmed out of it, you
wily young scoundrel,” he said.

“That's it!' assented Wharton.

“You've lied yourself out of a lick-
iug!"‘

1 suppose you would think so,"’ said
arton contempluously. “You'd
hardly believe that other fellows are
not lying rotters like yourself, Loder.”

“Follow me to my study!” enarled
LS in—anoth b1

" So again—another engagement!:
said ﬁﬂ.l‘tﬂ-ﬂ. and he walked away to
Mr. Quelch’s study. .

l.oder stared after him b!lnkg'. A
better-tempered prefect than Gerald
Loder might have been angered by this
flippant sort of treatinent from a Lower
boy. He made a stride after Wharton—
but paused, as he saw the jumior turn
into Masters' passage.

Heedless, n.pparenﬂgf of Loder, Harry
Wharton went into Mr. ?uﬂlch’a study
and waited there for his Form master.

He had a loag time to wait.

As a matter of fact, Dr. Locke and
Mr. Quelch were in cr[m::p consultation
on the subject of Wharton; and the
kind old Head, with o gentle but per:
sistent persuasiveness, was soothing the
Remove master's ruffied [eelings, and
leading him to take a kinder and more
lenient view of his former head boy.

It was a quarter of an hour later that
Mr. Quelch came in; and rather to
Wharton's surprise, the frown was gone
from his face. )

“Wharton,” he said quietly, *“I have
decided to neccept your statement, and
can only hope that it was a truthful one.
1 shall not cane you for the offence you
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have admitted. You will take an im-
position af Gve hundred lines”

“Very well, sir!”

“You will Ering the lines to me after
school to-morrow,” said Mr. Quelch,
“und [ trust, Wharton, that from this
time forward, you will make an cffort
to regain the good opinion I formerly
had of you."

Wharton looked at him.

A sense of bitter injustice had roused
all] that was stubborn, all that was
dogged and hard in his nature. Bub
through the mists of sullen resentment o
better feeling and a better understanding
came to him as Mr., Quelch spoke
gravely and quite kindly.

“1'm sorry, sir, that you changed your
opinion of me,” he said earnestly.
“1—I"'m sorry I played that silly trick
with the footer this morning, sir—but I
never dreamed it would touch you,
And—and I apologise for my paper in
third lesson, sir.”

Mr. Quelch stared. .

“I have not seen your paper in third
lesson, Wharton! [t was missing from
smong those Linley handed to me, I
concluded that Linley had scmehow lost
1 e

“Oh!” ejaculated Wharton,

“1 gather from what you say, Whar-
ton, that your paper was an intentionally
bad one,” said Mr. Quelch quetly. ** Bub
as 1 have wot seen it, and as you have
offered an apology, nothing [urther shall
be said on the subject. You may
leave my study, iy boy.”

“Thank wyou, sir!” said Harry.

It was in a changed mood that the
captain of the Remove lelt his Form
master's study. Frank Nugent saw 1t at
once, when his chum came back to
Study No. 1 1n the Remove.

“ How's it gone?” he asked.

VWhartop smiled.

“Right as rainl” he answered. “Ib
all boils down to five hundred lines, to
ba handed in to-morrow,”

“Good luck!” said Frank, in greab
ralief.

“ Blessed if 1 make Quelch out " said
Harry slowly. 1 suppose the Head haa
talked him round—the Head's a good
old bean. He's been down on me with-
out cause, but——" he paused.

“Wash it out and start afresh!” said
Frack.

“That's just what I am thinkingl
That cunning rotter Loder pulled his
leg and got him down on me. [—I may
have been a bit to blame——" Whar-
ton caught an involuntary smile on
Nugent's face, and smiled, too. ““ Well,
look here, Frank, I'm going to try toe-
ing the line and see how it works!
And I'll turn out that impot right uF to
time and make it & regular peach ol an
mmpot !” He laughed. "' Quelch shan't
have anything to grumble at—and 1f he
means fair play, 1t's all serene.”

And Harry Wharton clearcd a corner
of the table and started on his lines at
once; looking wmore like his old cheery
solf than Frank had seen him look since
the first day of term. And Nugent's
face was bright as he strolled away and
left him to 1t.

THE FIFTH CHAPTER.
Inhospitable |

ILLY BUNTER stood in the
B Sixth Form passage, blinking at
the door of Gerald l.oder’s study
with & dubious and hesitating

blink.

Two or three Sixth Form men who
passed him, stared at him expressively,
az if wondering what a uncrobe lLike a
Retnove kid was doing in that passage.

Bunter did not heed them.

Bunter was thinking it outl

His fat brain was not really planned
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by Nature for hard work in the way of
thinking. The more he thought, the
more dublous he grew. )

Bunter, in his own estimation, had
done a lot for Loder of the Sixth. Had
he not tuken o message for hun, after
lock-up, o the Cross Keys; and hud he
not kept the seeret when he was ﬂnﬁgcd
for that performance? Surely there
was such & thing as gratilude.

Had Bunter succeeded tn snaffling a
tes in the Remove passage, he would
not have thought of putting a strain on
Loder's gratitude. But Bunter had
only had tea 1in Hall; which was a mere
bagatelle to Bunter. Toddy, his study-

mate, was tea-ing out; Swmithy had
hurled a loal at %ﬂn} when he looked
into Study No. 4 in the Remove—

Wharton had walked himm out of Study
No 1 with a vice-like finger and thumb
on his ear. Nobody min the Remove
secmued anxious for Bunter to butt in to
tea and annex the lion's share of what
was going. It was, in fact, tea with
Loder or no tea at all—neck or nmhlnil

Bunter was hungry; but though he
was hungry, he hesitated. He had seen
Loder go to his study, after taking
Wharton to the Head; and short-
sighted as he was, he had seen that
Loder did not look good-tempered. A
little later' he had seen Tubb of the
Third, who was Loder's fag, leave the
study, wriggling as he departed—which
looked as if Loder had given Tubb toco,
1t did not seem a propitious time for but-
ting in on Loder. 3Sull, Bunter wanted
his tea, and he knew that Tubb bad pre-

ared. tea for Loder; and after all he

nd done for the sportsanun of the Sixth,
he felt entitled to at least ene spread in
Loder's study. Moreover, though he had
said nothing about Loder's share in the
Cross Keys affarr, so far, he could still
tattle f he liked; and surely Loder
would understand that it was wisest to
be pally |

Billy Bunter made up his fat mind at
last.

His mntellect, such as it was, would

robably have led him away from
twer'a study ; but his fat inside led him
to Loder's door. But his fat hand was
very nervous as he tapped.

“Come in!" came a snap from the
gtudy.

Bunter entered.

Loder and Walker were at tea, at the
tabie. Both of them stared at Bunter.
Loder gave an angry ’grum. He had
supposed that it wus Wharton conung,
as he hud been bidden, and his ashplant
was ready for Wharton. He did not
look plessed to sce Bunter,

“Well, what?” he sunpped.

Bunter blinked at the tuble. There
were sandwiches pnd jam and a coke.
It was not a gorgeous spread; still, it
was 4 spread, and Dunter wuas anxious
to do his bit—if he could. , As a matter
of faet, Loder was rather short of
funds these duys.

The dead cert which bhad led him to
send a message to Mr. Joey Banks on
the first day of term bad turned out a
ghastly deception, like so many dead
certs. The geegee that was absolutely
certain to romp home and leave the
rest of the field standing, had tailed in
eleventh.

Instead of receiving a nice little sum
from Mr. Banks, Loder had had 1o
hand out a nice little sum to that frowsy
gentleman; and in such matters as this
it was assuredly pot more blessed to
give than te receive,

S0 far from feeling grateful to
Bunter for having delivered his mes-
sage in time to Mr Banks, Loder
wished that the voung ass had been
caught before he had delivered itl

In these circumstances there was no
doubt that Bunter was leaning on a

very frail reed in relying on Gorald
Loder's gratitude for services rendercd.

“What does the young idiot wantt”
asked Walker, as Bunter hesitated to
speak. :

“A licking, 1 should think!” said
Loder, reaching out his hand to his ash-
plant,

“J—I say!" gasped Bunter. “1 say,
Loder, I—I haven't had any tea!™

Loder simply stared. _

“You bemighted little idiot ! he said.
“What the thump does that matter to
IHET"

“I—I thought—I—I—I thought you
—you'd like mo to como to tea with
you, Loder!"

“Oh gad!” said Walker. " Are you
taking up fags for tea-fights, Loder?”

“Not that I know of,” answered
Loder. *“I suppose this is meant for
cheek. This cheerful idiot i1s following
young Wharton's example, I suppose,
and thinks ho can cheek the Sixth! I'll
give him a tip about that !" o

Loder rose from the chair, picking
up his cane.

“Oh lor'1” gasped DBunter. “I—I

ANOTHER WALLET
WINNER |
More Limericks Wanted From
Budding MAGNET Poets|

Peter Jolliffe, ot 23, High Street,
Shanklin, 1.0.W., has been sent
a handsome pocket wallet for
the following éjrﬁﬁﬁnra limerick :

Muttered Paul Prout, one day in
deapalir,
"“*On my head | wlll soon have no
hair.
S0 he purchasad some [otion,
And now he'sa a notion
That he'll soon give the barber a
scare |

Have you sent in your limerick
yet ? Follow Peter's example and
win a wallet.

T e —

eay, Loder, after all I've done for you,

know——*

you
“What 2" _
“Well, I toock that flogging, vou
know, and you know what would have

happened if 1'd told the IHeud you sent
me out of bounds——""

“Great pip!” ejaculated Walker,

Loder guve Dunter an almost
homicidal glare.

It was true that Loder, having a
touch of compunction when DBunter was
flogged for lus folly, hud told the fat
juntor that he would make it up to him.
But touches of compunction dlj not lust
long with Gerald Loder. He had for-
gotten that little trifle, and the mere
suggestion thar tho fatuous Owl sup-
posed that he had a hold on him roused
Loder's deepest ira.

“hid you say that I sent you out of
bounds, Bunter?” asked Loder.

“TLh! Y-you know you did!" stut-
tered Bunter. “Wharrer you mean?”

“[f you thought of spinning a yarn
like that wyou should have spun it at
the time,” said Loder. “If T hear that
vou've said a single word of that sort,
Bunter, | shall take you to the Head,
and report you for amnother Hogging.
As a hint not to talk rot about a pre-
fect. I'll lick you now! Bend over that
chair |

Billy Bunter blinked at him, fairly
gogeling through his big spectacles at
the bully of the Sixth.

He did not quite know what to expect
when be invited himsell to tea with
Loder. But whatever ho had expected,

)

hoe nad not expected this—though
really he might have expected 1t.

Loder poiuted to the c¢hair with the
Can,

“"I'm waiting 1" he snapped.

“0Oh lor' 1" gusped Bunter. )

His first thougut wus that he wished
he hadn't come. Hia second was Lo
depurt as tast as his [at Lhiule legs
could carry him. He made a jump for

the door.

Loder strode at him, and grabbed
him by the collar.

“1 think I wold you to bend over that
chair [ suid Loder pleasantly.

“Ow!l I—Isay, Loder Yaroooh !”

A strong arm bent Bunter over the
chair. Then the ashplant swished and

whisiled.
Bunter roared in anticipation.

His awful anticipations were fully
realised. The ashplant rang like =»
pistol-shot as it landed on his tight
trousers.

Whack !

“ Yarocooop [
Whack, whack, whaclk!

“(0Oh urikuﬁ! Helpl Yocop!”

Whack, whack |

“Whoooop! 1 say—— Yarooooh !
Ow! Wow! Yow!" roared Bunter.

“Oh crumbsl Oh crikey! Oh scissors!
Oh jiminy! Whooop!" .

“You can get out, Bunter,” said
Loder genially. “Take my tip, and
don't ask for it again| I shall have an
eye on you'! (et out!l”

“* Doooo-goooh-woodh-coch I
Bunter, as he got out.

He wriggled down the passage,
squirming and twisting, looking as if
he was trying to fold himself up like a
pocket-knife. He heard Loder and
Walker laughing as he went. i

Bunter did not feel like' laughing.
Ho groaned his way to the Remove pas-
sage, and groaned into Study No. 7;
and stood leaning on the table there,
still groaning He even forgot rhat ho
was hungry and that he had had only
one tea, Had he remembered it, and
had he been as hungry as the Egyptians
in the seven lean vears, he would not
have thought again of going to rea with
Loder of the Sixth! Never again was
Billy Bunter likely to think of asking
himself to tea with Loder!

gurgled

THE SIXTH CHAPTER.
The Woll and the Lamb !

‘6 OTTEN !” said Bob Cherry.

R “The rottenfulness,” said

Hurree Jamset Ram Singh
snlﬂumli,’, 15 terrific!”

It was the following afternocon. A
half-holiday at Greyirnars—and a fine,
sunny, autumn day. That aftérnoon
Harry Wharton & Co. had planned to
bike over to Highcliffe, to see Courtenay
and the Caterpillar, and join them on a
spin. Naturally, they wanied to start
early; in fret, their Higheliffe friends
expected them rarther ecarly. .

ut thers was. so to speak, a lion in
the path. All the Co. ag’ced that
Harry Wharton had got off easily with
an impot of fAve hundred lines. But
five hundred lines was a large order.
Half the mmposition had 'een writton
out the previous day. Tae other half
remained to be done. i

The lines had to be..anded in that
afternoon. Mr, Quelch had aaid “after
school,” which allowed Wharton plenty
of time. In his new mood of seeking
to placate his Form master and make a
fresh start, Wharton was anxious {0
obev the arder to the very letter.

Ho intended to write out that long
and weary impot without a single fault,
and take it to his Form master in «

Torp Macwer Lisrary.—No. 1,286
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timo, If there was Lo be more trouble
I had resolved, seriously sud sincerely,
that the lault should not ba his.

Is chume fully agreed. They were
only too glad to sco the ceptain of the
Remove n this new mood. Buy it
looked like mucking up the hali-holi-
d:ly‘:’ as Bob expressed it. .

Wharten sat at the table in Study
No. 1, lines running from his pen,
But he was not dashung them off with
the careless haste that was rather the
rule than the exeeption in the Lower
School, Ever line was carefully
written; which, again, his comrades
weore glad to see. DBut it mado the long
task longer.

Wharton looked up.

- “Look here, you men, I'll chuck it
if you like,” he said, " Vve got two
hundred more to do, and 1 don't want
to rush them., We shall be back for tea,
wnd T can finish between tea and
lock-up.*

“Woll—" =aid Bab slowly,

Johrmy DBull shool his head.

“Get 1t done,” he said. * Don't risk
another row with ﬁuelnh! Might bo
late back, or eome \ing—puncture, or
anything, It's a rotten idea to put
things off 1

“Johnny's right,” said TFrank at

once. "Wire in, old man, and we'll
wait.”
“Yes, that'a tho best idea,"” agreed

Bab, "’”l.'hﬂm's been too much trouble
already; don't take chances.”

“You can't keep the Highcliffo men
waiting,” eaid Harry., “I'd rather get
l.hruu%h and finish; but you fellows cut
off, on'll boe r:'tiinn; round by Red-
clylfe. Well, I'll cut straight across to
Redelyfe when I'm through, and pick
vou up there.”

“That's a good wheeze,” apgreed DBob,
who undoubtedly was anxious to get
oug of doors, "It won’t help you for us
to stand watching! More likely to
bother you."

“Much more likely,”
with a smile, “Cut off |”

Tha Co, left the study, and in a few
minutes wero f:edalliug away cheor-
fully for Higheliffe. Tt was not in a
happy mood that Wharton was left
alone to finish his weary task. But ho
had mode up his mind, and he worled
carefully and steadily, and did not riso
from the table till the last line had been
written with meticulous care, which was
more than an hour later.

“Thank goodness that's donel” la
murmured.

Heo gathered up the shects and left
ithe ﬁ'tui':llv.

The House was deserted wlien ho went
down, Hardly a fellow remained
indoore on that glorious aflernoon,

Thero was a football match in pro-
gress on Big Bide. where the Sixth were
piaying the Fifth. On the junior
ground the Shell were in a game with
the Fourth. In unnother part of the
ground L“ird and Second wero nt

ractice un fer Lhe superinteadence of
Mr. Lazeelle

Others fellcva had gono the river
or into the avoods, Dilly I?unt{:r wny
blinking in at the window of the schoal
shop, with a 'onging but unavailing
hh{lkmhemﬁ imi is usual stony etate,
Skinner and his frionds were smoking
cigarettos in thoir study. being almost
the only fellows ‘in the House, Mr.
Quelch, the Remove master, hind gono
out for a walk with Capper, the master
of the Fourth Form

The House scemed strangely still and
eilent on that sunay  afternoon, as
Harry Wharten woint down to Lis Form
magter’s study,

o tapped ut the dooe, anl, rezeiving
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said Ilarry,

no answer, opcned it and stepped in.
Alr. Queleh was noet thore; at that
moment, in faot, ho was hive miles from
the school, walking poor Mr. Capper off
his legs.

But My, Quelel’s shsence did not
matter. If a junior look lines to lus
Form mastor’s study, and the moster
was not thero, he liad to leave them on
tho desk, to meet Quelch'a ¢yes when he
cae,

Harry Wharton laid his impoesition an
the desk, and placed a paper-woight on
it, with unusual care and thoughtful-
negs.  Leaving it there for Mr. Quelch’s
mmepection, and thinking, perhaps, with
a touch af.bitierness, that even tﬁuelﬂh
would lLave ne fuull to find this time,
he lefy the study and vlesed the door.

He Lbreathed more freely when he got
out of the House, After his tiresome
task, it was= o sheer pleasure to get into
tho fresh air. He broke inte a trot ns
ha headed for the bike shed.

“Wharton [

It was Loder’s voico

Loder of the Sixth wns loafing idly
nbout the quad, with his hands 1n his
pocketls, and & moody frown on Lis
brow.

Wingata was playing both his chums,
Walker and Carne, in the Sixth Form
team, on Dig Side;, but Loder was not
wanted.  The sportsman of the Bixth
wonld have gone over to tha Threo
Fishers, on tho Tiver, fer a game of
billiards, had not that “ dead cert " of o
few dnya ago run away with all his
available eash.

Loder was stony now, and in a very
nnplensant temper. 16 quite bucked him
to see Harry Wharlon, cutting awuy
witlh a bright and cheerful face, That
bright cheerfulness was going to be
clouded on the spnt.

Wharton glanced round. )

“Yes, Loderl he answered quietly,
coming to & halt

His dislike of the bully of the Sixth,
his seorn for him, wero unabated; but
he was on a new tack rcw. Ho was
going to avord trouble with Lodor if Lo
could. But it was a cnso of the woll
and the lamb over agnin. If it takes
two Lo make n quarrel, it also tuhkes
two to keep the peace.

“I told you to come to my study
yesterday, Wharton,” said Loder. “Yon
did not comoe. I haven't had Hime to
sea about it yet, but I'll deal with you
now. (o back mto the Houze,"

Whearton steod still,

He was bound, as a junior, ta cbey
nn erder from n Sixth Form prefect,
In Lodor's eage, that meant that he was
bound to submit to the bullying of a
genior who disliked him.

“You hear me{” rapped Loder.

“1I'm going out,” smid Harry quietly.
"Ii's o hn]f-ﬁulidmr, Loder."

“You're poing mnle the Ilousel
Go o my study and wait for me there,”
siid Loder in s most bullying tono.

"My irviends will bo waiting for me
at Redelyfe,” enid Harry., “I've
promized to join themn there”

"You've heard what 've eaid,”

Wharton set his lipa,

" Aro you gomng 1" (ﬁrmunded Loder,

“No!” said Wharton, Dbetweon lis
teeth,

Loder grinned, an unpleusant grin.
This was what he wanted. Somechow,
this young sweep had escaped a Hog-
ging the day bufnrﬂ. and scemed to be
getting into his Form master's good
graces again. Now he was delivering
hinself inte Loder's hands once more,

“"Vory well; 1 shall take you to vour
[Form master,” said Loder. [le was not
awave that Mr. Qualch was our of gules
that afternoon. *'Come with me.”

THE MAGNET

ITe dropped a heavy haond en Whar-
ton’s shoulder,

Wharton's face Aushed, and his eyes
glinted,

*Take your hand awny, Loder1" ho
said, i low, but very distant voice.

Instead of taking his band away
Lodoer ll[illtl".':llf.‘l.l his grip. Tho next
moment Wharton !mnf struck the hand
from his shoulder, and Loder gave o
yelp of surprise an' pain,

Loaving the prefect yelping, Wharton
cut away to the bike shed.  Almost in
a twinkling he ran lus machine out, and
ran it along to the open gate.

There was a tramp of feet as Loder
rushed down on him.

"Stop 1” roared Loder.

Wharton threw a !ngi cver hig machine,
He drove at the pedals as Loder rushed
on, The bully of the Sixth made o
fierce grab alter him, missed ns Wharton
shot out of reach, and overbalanced,

Crash |

Lodor landed on hig faco,

Wharton glmmml back at the ¢rash,
laughed, and pedallzd on, and vanished
out of the gateway.

Loder staggered to his feet.

_ Hin nose had hit the earth, hard, and
it felk hure, MHis hands were seratched
on the gravel. Blind with rage, he
rushed out of the gateway after tho
junior, only in time to see Wharton
disappearing in the distonce, riding as if
he wore in a race

Loder glared after him,
‘1‘!1”111 rﬂg’ﬂ'i

Wharton was out of resch. But he
hiad, at least, o serious report to mako
to the young rascal’s Form muaster—a
repart sevious enough to re.awaken the
lroubla that seemed to have blown over.
And Lode:, in a secthing state of fury,
trumf:ed away to tho House and
Irtn-:'-jct ed at the door of Mr., Quelch's
study.

spluttering

THE SEVENTH CHAPTER,
Loder In Luck ]

6 O old ass[*
!I Loder grawlaﬂ the words.
When Gerald Loder spoke o

Mr. Quelch, or any other
master, his manner was quictly respect-
ful, and a little ingratiating. But in
Mr. Queleh’s rbseuce, standing in the
cmpty study, he spoke of the Remove
master i # way (hat certainly could
not have been called reapectful,

It was iyritating enough.

With his nose broised, lis banda
scratched, his knees dusty, Loder had
marched in to maks his report, desiring
that the Remove master should zeo
those signs of damuge. & proof of tho
insubordinate rulfianism of that rebel-
lious member of his Form, Marry
Wharton.

But the Remove master, evidently,
was gone oubl: the report had to wait,
and Loder, naturally, did pot want to
prosorve his signa of damage till Mr.
Queleh came in.  Ho wonted to rub
somo omntment on his soro nose and his
seratched paloe and fingers. So hie con-
fided 10 the empty study what he really
thought of Henr+ Samuel Queloh, s00w]-
ing savagely round the room as he did
O,

Thon it was that hia eye foll en a
neat little pile of impot paper on Mr.
Quolch's desk.

Ho knew Harry Wharton's hand; but
if he had not knowe 1t, he would have
known that thi  was Wharton's work,
for a follow's name had to be written
on tha top sheo' of an mmposilion,

Loder stered au it

Ho had heard that Wharton had
“got off " with lines, though he had felt
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certain that the checky {mmg villain
was up tor a flogpung These, 1t was
olear, were the lines.

A gleam eame into the eyes of the
bully of the Sixth

When Gerald Loder disliked a fellow
his methods were not very particular in
dealing with that ietlow. And at the

resent moment his  feelings towards

harton were more like hatred than
mere dislike.

Ho stepped to the door and closed it,
and then stepped to the desk. Ha
removed the paper-weight and examined
the impot.

A sueer crossed his lips ns he saw
how carefully and correctly the Latin
lines were written. Not a smudge,
net @ smear. pot an erasure, not a
single tmistake in spelling or anything
else. “(Greasing up to Queleh I’ was
Loder’s gibing comment. It was very

&

o1 e i |
"&:.I: ? t_l

o [
Wil

(il 8
[ A |:r1 1Er~'.

seon him go to Mr. Quelch’s study, no
one had seen him leave.

Av a safe distance he dropped into
a casual saunter and made his way to
his own study.

Inside that apartment, he locked the
door and drew Wharton's impot from
under his coat.

There was an evil grin on his hard
face.

Queleh, the old ass, hiad let Wharton
off with lines! Wharton had left them
in his study. But Queleh would not
ind them there. What would he think
when the junmior failed to hand them
in?

Obviously, he could think only one
thing—that the culprit, let off with what
was roally a light punishment, bad
jibbed at it and carried on with reck-
ess disregard of authority.

And that was not all

. ji

When the

l..

LY

frick. Even Wharton could hardly
suspect such a thing, much as he dis-
likee! and despised the bully of the
Sixth. Still, a fellow could not ba too
carcful—when he was a fellow like
Gerald Loder! It was safer to affect
to have forgotten the junior’s existence
altogether.

Thump!

Loder started as the knock came at

his door. The door-handle turned, but
it did not open,
‘“ Hallo! Sportin® your oak, old

bean 7" camn Walker's voice.

Loder gave a hurried glance st the
ashes in the grate, then crossed hur-
riedly to the door and unlocked it.
James Walker lounged into the study,
fresh from the changing-room.

ITe gave a sniff. As he had found
Loder’s door locked he expected to find
the study smelling of tobacco smoke,

Loder of the Sixth made a fierce grab after Wharton, missed the Junior as he shot out of reach, and overbalanced. Crash |
The bully landed on his [ace, hard, and Wharton pedalled on towards the gates.

geldom indeea that an nnpot wus written
out so very carefully.

it was a heavy impot
lines of the seventh book of the
Auerd, from "1 quogue litoribus
nostris,”” to * sauciua et quadrupes nota
inira tecta refug.t

Porhaps it was excusable in Wharton
to leave off withoust waiting for a tull
stop. [ive bundred lLines was flive
hundred hues, and that was that! The
whole of 1t was writien a¢ neatly, so
carefuily, that 1t could scarcely bave
failod to please Mr Queloh very wuch,
had 1t met s eye. Le could not pave
failed to realise that the boy wus trying
to please hun: wnd that knowledge on
the Hemove master’s part would have
assured the success of the weifort,

Five bhundred

‘fhat was oot at all what Gerald
Loduer wanted.
He picked up the papers, shipped

thown under his coat, and walked o the
door. At the door hie hstened lor a
fow moments then quietly let himself
out of the study and walked quickly
AWAY.

The House was deserted; no ono had

junior was called to account ho would
declare that he had done the lines and
delivered them. Quelch was not likely
to believe that statement.

Angry disbelief on cne side, mutinous
resentment on the other—that was what
would follow. By the time the mattor
came to an ond Lﬁe young rascal would
be sorry that he had pitched Loder over
on his face on the gravel.

The fire was burning in Loder's grate,
low. He rtoroe the sheets of carviully-
written Latin  inco  fragments and
stutted them into the fire.

The Aames leaped up.

With that evil grin still lurking on
his face the blackguard of Greyiriars
fed the ‘Aames with the weary task that
haod cost Wharton hours.

He stirred the charred romnants with
his poker, waiching them consume,

There was no need to report the
junior to’ Queleh now. Trouble enough
was coming to Wharton without Loder
having u havd in it. In the circum-
stances, It was saler to keep clear. Cer-
taimly, nobody was likely to suspect a
Sixth Formn prefect of such a dustardly

There was 8 smel! of smoke, but it was
not favoured with tobacco.

Walker gave his friend & rather
curious look,

" Game over I” asked Loder carelessly.
“IDid the Fifth beact you?”
He hoped that they had!

“Not in your lifetime,”” answered
Walker. “Glad it's over. I can tell
you, I'm winded! That brute, DBlun-

dell of the Fifth, charged me over like
a mad bulll Deastly ruflinnl Got a
smoke? ['m dying for a fag."

Loder produced cigarettes.

“What the dickens have you been
burnin’ "' asked Walker. *“Havin’' a

Fifth of November on your own, or
what 7"

“Gettin’ rid of some old papors”
answered  Loder. “The ' Racing
Tipster ' 1sn't the kind of literature
1 want to keep about.”

Walker laughed.

“Oh quite!” ho yawned. “Havo they
taken to printin' the ' Racing Tipster '
in Latin?"’

Tne Maener Linrary,—No. 1,286.



12

“What the thump do you mean?”
growled Loder, starting,

Walker pointed with his cigaretto to
the grate. A fragment of paper, as yet
unconsumed, glimmered in the hot
ashes, and words could bo read on it:
“hunc procul errantem——" A Sixth
Form man of Greyfriars did not need
tolling that it was a fragment of Virgil,

Loder flushed, and hastily jabbed the
poker into the ashes. 'The last frag-
ment of the impot vanished,

“There was an old exercise among
the lot,” drawled Loder.

““Writin’ out bits of the MEneid for
an exercise I’ grinned Walker, * What
pre you tryin' to pull my leg for, you
pss? That was o kid’s fist.”

“I dare say some lines a fag had done
for me,” said Loder, biting his lip. *I
Enme;mhur Skinner did me lines yester-

ay.”

“Skinner's done lines for me, but not
in that fist!” grinned Walker. " What
the dickens is the game, Loder?”

“Mind your own business, bother
you!” broke out Leder angrily., *Havo
you come here to catechise me?"

“Not at all, old bean,” said Walker
amicably. “I've come here for a smoke
and a game of nap, to try an’ forget
the strenuous life a bit! Trot out the
wicked pasteboards.”

With the door locked again, the
black sheep of the Sixth sat down te
their game and their cigarettes. But
once or twice James Walker's glanco
strayed curiously to the dead ashes in
the grate, and he wondered what Loder
had been up to.

—_—

THE EIGHTH CHAPTER.
Sosses for Bunter ]

ct SAY, you fellows!”

Billy Bunter was glad to seo
the F'amous Five when they camo
in from their spin,

His ample form adorned the doorway
of the House as the chums of the
Romove, after putting up their bikes,
came along in a cheery bunch.

Thoy were rather late in for tea,
but as tea was to be in Study No. 1
that did not matter. Bunter, having
tea’d in Hall, to make sure of what
was going, while there was yet time,
waited for his old pals to come in. in
the hope of something better to follow.

Four members of the Co. looked very
merry and bright. Harry Wharton was
n little grave. He expected trouble
with Loder of the Sixth, and though he
was not sorry that he had defied the
bully of Greyfriars, he realised very
clearly that Loder’s report to Mr,
Quelch was likely to spoil the fresh
start ho had tried to make. Ile did
not, of course, expeet Loder to let the
mattor drop.

Ho had told his friends nothing of it,
50 far. There was no nced to WOrry
them  with his troubles. They had
enjoyed a long spin with their High-
cliffe friends and come back more than
ready for tea., Still more ready was
the fat Owl who greeted them as they

came in.

"I've been waiting tea for Fyou
fellows ! said Bunter, rather reproach-
fully. “T've got the kettle boiling in
i,rqur study, Wharton, and the table
aid, and everything. Everything's
ready except the grub; and, if you like,

I'll cut down to the tuckshop and do

the shopping for you,”
“"Good cgg!” said Frank

langhing, *“*Cut off I
DBunter did not cut off. Cutting off
Toe MaoNer Lisrany,—No. 1,286.

Nugent,
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was not much use without a supply of
that essential article, cash, )

“The fact 1s, you men, I've been dis-
apppinted about a postal order,” he
explained. “Otherwise, 1 should have
had the grub ready, Did I mention to
you fellows that I was expecting a
postal order?”’

“Did he, you men?” asked Bob
Cherry.

“Ha, ha, hal”

“Hasn't it come, old fat man?”

nsked Johnny Bull. “Blessed if I
wouldn’t dun the post office for it, keep-
ing it back all these terms——"

“Ha, ha, hal"

“Oh, really, Bull! What about the
shopping 1” asked Bunter. *“I'll change
a pound noto for you with AMrs. Mimble
with pleasure,”

“l fancy you'd get more pleasure
than we should,” chuckled Bob. *The
shopping’'s done, old fat bean. I've
got it in this jﬂhj old parcel.”

“T'll carry it up to the study for you,
old chap,” he said.

“Thanks! You might carry it into
tho wrong study,” said Bob, shaking
his head. *“Como on, you men! I'm
as hungry as a hunter—or a Bunter!"

The Famous Five tramped up the
stairs. Loder and Carne of the Sixth
were standing by the staircase, talk-
ing togother, and the former’s eye
turned on the juniors, Wharton
expected to bo called, but except for
a glance, Loder took no notice of him,
The captain of the Remove went on his
way, astonished. If Loder was letting
the matter drop, it was rather a sur-
prise,

They arrived at Study No, 1. Billy
Dunter rolled in with the chums of the
Remove, As he was not kicked out, the
fat junior considered himself invited to
tea, Anything short of kicking was
as good as ‘an invitation, to William
George Bunter,

Bob Cherry dumped the parcel on
the study table. Tho Famous IFiva had
pooled resources for tea together, as
they often did. Billy Bunter opened
the parcel and smiled sweetly at tho
sight of sausages. Bunter liked ™ sosses,”
and at cooking them he had fow equufs.
Tho things Bunter could not do were
numberless as the sands on the sea
shore, but he could eook.

“Prime 1” smd Bunter, *Six—seven
—eight| Good! But what aro you
fellows going to have?”

Bunter, apparently, felt up to dealing
personally with so small an order as
eight sosses,

“Ehl We're going to havo sosses,”
said Bob.

“Oh, really, Cherry——"

“One for you, if you cook the lot,"
added Bob.

Billy Bunter gave him a laok,

One soss to Billy Bunter was like a
drop in the occan—a very small drop
in a very big occan,

Words were inadequate. Bunter could
think of nothing sufficiently crushin
to reply. In dignified silence he turne
away and looked for the frying-pan.

There was also o eake, but it was
only a Fnund cake, merely cnough for
one fellow—one Bunter, at least—to
wind up tea with., But'Bunter realised
that all these greedy fellows were going
to have cake as well as sosses. '%huru
was lots and lots of bread-and-butter,
but they couldn't be satisfied with bread-
and-bulter—really good, healthy foad,
and much better for fellows, in point of
fact, thau e'ther sosses or eake. Bunter
felt that it was a solfish world—himself,
in fact, almost the only unselfish fellow
in it

However, ho cooked tha sos:=es.

A fragrant aroma spread through ihe
study, 1t was grateful and comforting
to fellows who had come in from o long
Epin.

While Bunter, with a orimson face,
watched thé sosses in the frying-pan
as if he loved them—as, indeed, he did—
Harry Wharton told his chums of the
Loder incident. He was more than half-
expecting to see the bully of the Sixth
every moment—it scemed 1mpossible that
Loder could overlook the matter. Tho
juniors listened, with grave faces. That
Loder was a bully and a rotter they
agreed unanimously; mnevertheless, a
Lower boy could not directly disobey
an order from a Sixth Form prefect
without trouble to follow.

“ Loder can't let it drop,” said Frank
Nugent unpeasily, “I—I wish—"

“You wish 1'd stopped in and left you
hanging up for me at Redelyffe 1 asked
Wharton rather slm':n,:ati-:mlF+

“Well, yes, old chap! A fellow has
to too the line at school.”

“Bunter toed the lino when Loder
sent him te the Cross Keys, He was
flogged for it”

“That's quite different,” said Frank,
rather sharply,

“The diterentfulness is preposterous,
my esteemed chum!” said Hurreo
Jumset Ram Singh, with a shake of his
head. “But what cannot be eéured
must go longest to the well, as the
Inglish proverb says.”

“1 say, you fellows ™

Billy Bunter blinked round from the
firo with a rather peculiar gleam in his
little round eyes behind his big round
spectacles,

" Ready 1" asked Bob.

“Quite, old chap! But don't begin
yet,” said Bunter. “I'm going to fetch
something trom my study. As I'm
tea-ing with, you, you know——"

“0Oh, my hat|”

It was so unusual for Bunter to con-
tribute to a feed that all the Famous
Five looked at him, Apparently, how-
ever, the fat Owl was in earnest, Ha
turned the deliciously browned sosses
into a dish, placed it in the fender to
keep warm, and rolled to the door. In
tho doorway he blinked back rather
anxiously.

“1 say, you fellows, you won’t begin
till 1 get back with the ham and eggs,
will you?” ho asked.

“We're

“Buck up, then I said Bob,
I've only got

hungry, old bean |™
“l won't be a tick!
to cut along to Btudy No, T—I've got
the cake thore——"
"“The cake ?”
“I mean the ham and eggs!
for me, won't you?”
“Yes; but buck up, fatty1”
Bunter rolled out into "the passage.
The juniors stared after him. Bunter
was going to contribute to the spread,
which was unusual, and he seemed un-
certain whether his supply consisted of
cake or of bam and eggs, which was
remarkable.  llowever, they waited.
But a moment later a fat face and

Wait

a large pair of spectacles blinked
anxiously in at the doorway.
“1 say, you fellows, you're not

starting )

Dunter seemed inexplicably anxious on
that point.

“No, you ass! Buck up, though, or
we jolly well shan't wait1” hooted Bob

herry,

“0h. a!l right, old chap!
don’t bogin.”

And DBunter rolled away at last.

The juniors waitea.
Then through the open doorway of
the  study  floated unter's  voice,
r:pr:-rlu‘entlj' addressing Loder of the
Hixth

(Continued at foot of next page.)
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LISTEN IN HERE, CHUMS, TO LINESMAN’S FOOTER TALK,

The Linesman, who is an expert on Soccer, will be

MAQNET chums who have problems to solve.

pleased to hear from
Write to him at The Fleetway

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

ORE than a month of the now
football season has gone, and
gome ¢lubsa have made an
excellent start—beoyond expecta-

tions. Others have failed completely to
fulfil the hopes of their supporters.
But it must be remembered that the foot-

ball season lasts eight months—not one.
The placings of the clubs at the beginning
of October is often very different from the
placings at the hﬂghnigg of May, and it is
the latter placings whioh tell

I have just looked up the

tables ofter the gomes of the first
Saturday in October last season.
The leading positions were then held
by West BHromwich Albion, Bury,
Southend United, and Lincoln
City. Only the last-named of those
Jour clubs finished the season as
ledaders of their division.

The same sort of story can be told of
the olubs which made a bad start last
season. After the clubs had played about
nine matches each, Purumnut;l?ﬂ.nd Chelsea
were in the two lowly places in the First
Division. Yet these olubs finished the
peason in the top half of the table. Bo
elub supporters ehould not get unduly
clated or depressed, whichever the oase
may be, over the positions of their teams
at this early stage in the season.

A TACTICAL TALK,

Many fu]lll-hunkainfmt.hﬂ.ll i erienced
mon a8 well as you Ia ieve that
thoy have done hh?ir[?juﬂ if, in making a
clearance, they have just kioked the ball
eomewhere up the fleld. Consequontly, I
was much interested the other day in
having a chat with Bob MoAulay, the new
full-back of Chelsea, when he told me that
this wasn't his idea at all. He believes in a
full-back feeding the forwards.

for Beotland against

A couple of yoars ago MoAuliy played
reland, and before
the matoh started he had a talk with
MoGrory, the Scottish contre-forward,
as to how he would like to be fed ** up the
middle.”

As a vesult of this chat several
fimes in the game the full-back sent
the centre-forwoard away with nice
passes, and from one of the move-
ments Scotland scored a geal,

That's just one little iden of how things
can be done by forethought, I will give
you some moro tactieal ideas of tho star
players [rom timoe to time. The notiona
of the men who know are worth while
congidering by the young players who aro
only learning the game.

GOAL-GETTERS.

I rocoived a latter from a reader tho
other day which contained the following

query: “Can you tell me how many
footballers thero are still pln_',ring who
havo scored more than two hundred goals

in big League games ¢

Ignoring the goals scored by players
gince the start of the present season, there
aro soven footballera still playing the gamo
who, at the end of last season, had scored
more than two hundred goals.in League
games,

Harry Bedford, now with Bradford,
headed the list with 279 goals and, of
course, you won't be surprised to learn
that Dean, the centre-forward of Everton,
came very near with a total of 276 goals.
One or both of these players may pass the
three hundred mark before the ond of
the present season.

The othor players who have scored
two hundred goals are : Hine, of Hudders-
field Town, Camsell, of Middlesbrough ;
Hampson, of Blackpool; Harper, of

I3

Proaton North End;
Manchester City,

and Halliday, of

But all these players have still
some disfance fo go before thoy
egqual the record of Steve Bloomer,
toho in the course of his wonderful
career scored a grand tolal of 353
goeals in League games.,

TRAINING TO BE A TRAINER.

Let mo introduce you to & new idea—
training & boy to be a trainer of foot-
ballors. That is an exporiment which is
being tried by Nowecastlo United,

The nineteen-year-old son of BSandy
Mutch, who used to koep goal for Hudders-
field Town and Newcastle United, hna
been taken on to thoe staff of the Newcastle
United olub to bo trained as a trainer.
He will undorgo a complete course of pre-
paration under the eye of the exporienced
trainer MoPherson, who now looks after
tho physical welfare of the Newcastlo
United playors.

This is & sound idea, for the man with
the sponge, the towsl, and the myaterious
bottle of “reviver” is a very valuable
member of tho staff of any football club,
But he must know his job. On the way
he “monds™ a man who has boen hurt
may depend whether thot man ia fit for
play in a very short time or whether the
injury takes weeks to get right.

Then the trainer who knows his job in
theso days must also be an expert massour,
as well aa know exactly how to manipulate
the X-ray and other apparatus which are
now part of the equipment behind the
scenea at most football grounds.

PLAYERS' PREFERENCES.

Many big footballers have their likea
amnd dislikes of the different grounds on
which they play—places *where they do
well or, on the other hand. where nothing
seoms to go right. The managers know
this, and keep records in consequence.

For instance, when I was chatting with
the manager of the B olub the other
day he showed me an interesting book.
In it were details of the various matches
rla ed by the Bury Club in tho past—who
iad won the toss, who got the goals, and
And 1 was very taken with an
entry, among the details of each matoh,
which showed which way the team kioked
in the firat half.

" We have players in our team who are
much more confident when kicking one
woy at a partioular nd, than when
they are kicking the other way," the Bury
manager told me. Curious, n't it 1

B0 O.
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“Yes, Loder—I'll tell them !

Eﬂ]l:f Bunter reappeared in Study No.
1. “’"a}. Wharton & Co. exchanged

lances, They had no doubt that it was
the expected summons to Loder’s study.

“I say, you fellows, Loder says you're
to go to his study,” said Bunter, blink-
ing at them.

“Only e, I suppose,” said Harry,

:iﬁi:laf.
“Ho said all of you.”

“What the thump does he want the
lIot of us for?” grunted Johnny Bull.

“Eh? He didn't say! I—I wouldn’t
keep him waiting if | were you,” said
Bunter. “Loder gots frightfuil; wild
if a fellow keeps him waiting,

“0Oh, come on!” said Bab,

With rather grim faces the Famous
Five left the study and went down
the Remove staircase. Billy Bunter
blinked after them from the doorway of
Study No. 1. As tht{ diuppenrad? on
the stairs the fat Owl grinned, closed
the door, and made a jump for the
508308,

A moment more and the dish of sosses

was lifted to the table, and Bunter
was beginning. Eight sosses went down,
and then Bunter started on the cake.
There was no time to lose. Probably
it would not take the chums of the
Remove long to discover that Loder of
the Sixth had not sent for them. Bunter
had not many minutes! But he mado
tha most of them !

—

THE NINTH CHAPTER.
Bunter Is Not Eel.eved !

ODER of the Sixth was still stand-
I ing by the staircase, talking to
Carne, when Harry Wharton &
Co. came down. he juniors
looked at him and paused, According
to Bunter, Loder had said that they
wore to go to his study. But as the
came upon him en route they stopped.
The two prefects did not deign to take
notice of the juniors for some moments,
but Carne looked round at them at last
and snapped :

“Don't hang about here "
“The desirefulness to hang about is

not terrific, esteemed and absurd
Carne,” answered Hurree Jamset Ram
Singh. “ But——"

" Well, cut off 1"

“Don't you want wus, Loder?®

demnnded Bob Cherry.

“What do you mean 7" snapped Loder.

“We've como|” explained Bob.

Loder stared at him.

“You've come |” he repeated.

“Yes, here we arel Are wo to go on
to your study and wait, or what1” asked
Bob, rather testily,

Bob Cherry was not blessed with an
appetite like Billy Bunter’s, but he had
quite & healthy one and he wanted his
tea, Hanging about at Loder's beok
and call was not pleasant when a fellow
Was huniry and late for tea.

“Is this a rag?” asked Carns,
frowning.

“Looks like it,” said Loder, “Tha
cheeky young sweeps——"

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

His eyes glinted at Harry Wharton.

“Look here, do you want us or not?”
exclaimed Harry Wharton impatiently.
“If vou do, hero we arel”

Loder looked at him, amazed, As he
had intended to let the trouble drop he
had naturally supposed that the junior
would be at least willing to let it go
nt that. DBut 1t seemed now that
Wharton wanted to get on with it.
Forcing trouble with a Sixth Form
prefect was an unheard-of proceeding.

“8o you're asking for it, Wharton,”
ho snid,

“I'm asking you what you want!”
snapped Wharton. “1 suppose you
hnvup’t sent for us for nothing.”

“Not merely for_ the ?Imsura of our
company—nice as 1t 18[” grinned Bob
Cherry.

“Take a hundred lines each and clear
off |” said Loder.

“Oh, my hat |”

So far as Wharton was concerned a
hundred lines was a light enough
Egnn!_ty for giving Loder a fall bthind

is bike. But as the other fellows had
done nnthlt}fﬂ it was rather surprising,
even from Loder.

“A hundred lines 1” repeated Johnn
Bull, in a deep, growling voice. “ An
may a fellow ask what he’s given lines
for, Loder "

“Cheek I” said Loder briefly. “Now
cut, or I'll make it two hundred I

“But the cheekfulness is not terrific,”
urged Hurree Jamset Ram Singh.
“Where 1s the idiotio cheokfulness,
venerable Loder 1

“You gent for us, and we've como !”
hooted Johnny Bull. “ And if we geot
a hundred lines for that, I'm going to
Quelch about it.”

* Who sent for you?” snapped Lodes.

“You did ™

Loder stared at him, and then his
face broke into a grin.

“0Oh,” he said, “well, T didn't soend
for you! Somebody's pulled your leg,
I suppose. Now cut off | If I don't get
those lines to-night, it's six all round
for you! Clear!”

The Famous Five looked at one
another, and looked at Loder, and fin-
nl!?'rrwent up the stairs again.

hat villain Bunter |” breathed Bob
Cherry.
“Bunter |” repeated Wharton.

“What's Bunter got to do with 1t?
Loder told him to tell us—"

“Loder never {old him anything.
The fat villain was pulling our leg.
I'll bet you the sosses are gone k- thia
time !”

“Oh!” exclaimed Wharton.

“Come on!" exclaimed Johnny Bull;
and he raced ulF the Remove staircase,
with the other fellows at his heels.

Crash | went the door of Study No. 1
as the juniors burst in.

“QOooogh !"” came a startled gasp.

Billy Bunter jumped up from the
study table.

His mounth was full of cake. It was
his first bite at the cake. Its owners
had/ not beon gone so long as he had
expected. But it was a large bite.

THe MacNer Lierany.—Noo 1,286,

And as Bunler jumped up, startled, o
lot of it went tho wrong way. Dunter
gurgled,

“You f[at burglar!” roared Bob.
"“Whore's the sosspst"”

“Groooogh 1" )

“You pernicious porpoise———"

“Urrrrrgh 17

“He's scofied the
Johnny Bull.

“Qoooogh !”

“SBquash him!” roared Bob.

“Yugggh! 1 say, you—gng-gug—
fellows—ooogh——" gurgled tho un-
happy Owl, struggling spasmodically
with the cake. “1 say—— OQOooogh!”

“Hold on "' said Harry, catching Bob
Chorry’s arm. “Loder’s cad enough
for anything! Let's make sure—7”
Wharton was deeply suspicious of his
enemy in the Sixth.

snsses ! roared

“Rot!” growled Johnny  Bull,
“DBunter was fooling us!”

“ Bunter, you podgy scoundrel—"

"Urrrgh 1"

“The fat porker heard us talking

about Loder, and that put the idea
into hia head,” growled b. “That's
why he went out of the study, pretend-

ing he was going to fetch something
E{:m Study No. 7. I'm going to burst
im !”

“Groogh!” Bunter got rid of the
cake at last, and pufied and blew.
“I—I say, you follows, wharrer you

waxy about?”
“Did Loder tell you to sond us to his
study, Bunter?” asked Harry Wharton.
He was more willing to give Bunter
the benefit of the doubt than to give
the same to Gerald Loder.

“"Of—of course he didI!” gasped
Bunter. * Why haven’t you been? You
can't have been to the Sixth and got
back already. I—I say, Loder will be
waxy if you keep him waiting.”

“Weo've scen Loder, and he says ho
never sent for us.”

“Oh!” gasped Bunter. “I—I say,
Loder’s an awful fibber, you know!
You—you heard me answer him in the
passage,”

“We heard you pretend to answer
him !” snapped Bob. “You were pull-
ing our leg to get us out of the study.
Loder wasn't there at all.”

“Oh, really, Cherry——"

“Bump him !

“Hold on!” said Wharton. *Loder’s

cad enough to play any rotten trick on
this study 1"
. " Yes, that's it[” exclaimed Bunter,
in_great relief. “1T say, you tellows, I
think you might take a fellow’s word.
I suppose you'd rather take my word
than Loder's.”

“1 would I" said Wharton.

“Bot " bawled Johnny Bull, "1t
was all spoof| Ts Bunter going to tell
us next that Loder scoffed the sossesi™

“Yes—exactly I” gasped Bunter.

“What?” ejaculated Wharton.

He was, perhaps, willing to believe
almnst anvthing of Loder of the Sixth,
but ho could not quite see even Loder
“scoffing” sosses in a junior study.

“Loder scoffed the sosses?” repoated
Bob Cherry, almost dazedly.

“¥Yes," gasped Bunter. “ As—as soon
ag you were gono, he—he came into tho
study, and—and scoffed the eosses.”

“Oh orikey!”

As the juniors had found Loder at
the foot of the stairs, they were not
likely to believe that statement. Even
Wharton’s prejudice against the bully
of the Sixth was not quite strong
enough for that.

“ You—you—you Ananias! You—you
Munchausen! You Washingtonl You
fearful, frightful, frabjous fibber !

THE MAGNET

“Loder’s nover

gasped Bob Cherry.
We saw him

been near the study.
downstairs [

“Oh!” gasped Bunter. “I—I mean
Walker 1”
“You—you—you mean Walker?"

stuttered Nugent.

“¥Yes, old chap, Walker of the Sixth.
Ho marched into tho study 1is bold as
brass, and—and scoffed the sosses!”

“Let's take him to Walker's studs,
and tell Walker,” said Johnny Bull.

“Good! Let's!"”

“Oh lor'!” gasped Bunter. “I—I
mean it wasn't Walker! It—it was the
—the cat ™

“The cat!” yelled the juniors,

“Yes, the Houso dame’s 2at! Yonu
know how that brute of a cat is always
nosing into the studies! Well, I saw
it sneak into this study, and—and ecoff
the sosses!”

“Well, my hat!” said Bob. "I =up-
pose ho'll tell us it was the Hoad, next.
Suro it wasn't the Head, Bunter 7"

“Ha, ha, hal”

“Nunno, old chap, it—it wasn’t the
Head, it was the Lodor—I mean the
Walker! I—I mean the cat! [—I'd
complain about that ecat, if I wore you!
I'd go to Quelch and say—— Yaroop!”

Bump !

In the grasp of many indignant hands,
Billy Bunter smote the floor of Study
No. 1. He smote it hard.

“Now up-ond him, and shake the
sossos out of him,” said Bob.
“ Ha, ha, ha!”

“QOooogh! 1 say, wou fellows—
Whoop! I never ate the sosses!
Ynnp Leggo my legs, you beastsi

Don’t crack my napper on the floor,
you rotters| I say, I'll pay for those
sosses when my postal order comes!
Honest Injun! Yaroooh I”

“Bhake 'em out!" chuckled Bob.

“Ha, ha, ha!”

"Yurrrrr%gh " came in agonised
tones from illy Bunter, as he was held
upside down, his fat features going red,
his jacket Huttering about his podgy
neck, and his fat hands clawing the air
wildly, “QOooogh! Whooop! I say!
Gurrrrgh !

“Shake ! chuckled Bob.

The juniors shook. Billy Punter
squirmed like a fat jelly. There really
was no hope of uhaliing the sosses out
of Bunter—that was only a little jest.
But the up-ended Owl was shaken as if
that really waa the intention of the
Famous Five. He gasped ind gurgled
and guggled horribly.

“Urrrrrgggghh 1

“TI'm nfraid those sosses are gone for
good,” remarked Bob Cherry. “3ut
give him another shake "

it Yur.rrr h!‘“

“Now roll him out!”

Bump! Billy Bunter landed in the
passage. The door of Btudy No. 1
closed on him, and he was left to
gurgle,

Harry Wharton & Co. sat down to
tea, minus the eausages. Bread-and-

butter filled up the rching voia and
there was still the cake to wind up with
—only a quarter of it gone. But ns the
juniors were about to start on what re-
mained of the cake the door opened,
and Billy Bunter put his head in.

“1 say, you fellows, have you finished
the cake?” A hurried blink =howed
Bunter that the cake was still there.
“1 say, Wingate wants youl In his
study.”

“What 7" roared the Famous Fiva.

"“He's just told me—you're to go to
his study at oncel"”

“Well, my only hat and sunshado!"
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gazped Bob Cherry.  “Does the be-
nighted owl think that that chicken
will ight twica?””

Apparently Bunter did.

“1 say, you fellows, I wouldn’t keep
Wingate waiting, f I were youl” ho
urged. “He gets waxy if a fcllow
ke?s him waiting. I—I'll stay in the
study, and—and take care of that cake
for you.”

“Ha, ha, ha 1"

“Blessed if 1 seo anything to cackle
at! I say, you fellows had better cut
off I" urged Bunter. “You can't keep
the captain of the school waiting——"

“1 say, you fellows—oh ecrikey!” A
cushion, hurled by an unperring hand,
smotoe Billy Bunter suddonly on his
extensive equator,

He disappeared from the dcorway.
There was a bump in the passage.

“Owl Wowl"

“Now come in again, Bunter | roared
DBob Cherry. “I've got the kettle ready
for you.”

" Beast [

Bunter did not come in again.
Bunter did not always know when he
had had enough ; but this time he knew.
ITe had had the cushion: and he did
not want the kettle. He rolled away;
and the cake in Study No. 7 was
finished without the assistance of
William George Bunter,

THE TENTH CHAPTER.
Bitter Blood !

1] HARTON I
W “Adsum !”
Mr. Quelch was calling

the roll BE Hall.

Several fellows noticed that his glance
dwelt on Harry Wharton as he called
the name of the captain of the Remove,
and that the expression on his face was
grim,.

Wharton observed it, and his lips set.

The glance was brief;: Mr. Quelch went
on ca.lhnﬁ the names. But it told Whar-
ton that his Form master had something
to say to him after roll-call. What was
it now, he asked himself bitterly. Even
Quelch could have found no fault with
his impot. Leoder, perhaps, had reported
him, after all, though he seemed to have
let the matter drop. But if that was
the case, Quelch had had plenty of timo
to send for him beforo last calling-over.
Anyhow, thero was something to come—
Wharton knew that,

The roll was finished, and the school
dismissed. As the Remove wont out,
a prefect called to Wharton and told
him to go to his Form master’s study.

Wharton left his friends and pro-
ceeded there., His brow grew darker
and darker as he waited. Tn a few
minutes he heard tho voices of Mr.
thuelech and Mr. Prout in the passage—
Queleh had stopped to talk to the master
of the Fifth—or, more probably. Prout
had n!anmd Quelch to talk. Wharton
continued to wait; his angry impatience
growing, yet resolved not to err in his
conduct when thlch at last came in.
Hoe had honestly resolved to try his
hardest to get on better terms with his
Form master: and he said to himsoif
hitterly that if there was going to be
trouble, it should he plain that it was
Quelch who wanted it.

Mr. Quelch came in at last,

Tle gave the waiting junior a frown-
ing glance.

“Wharton,” he said severely, “T am
surprised at thia! You aro well aware
that you were given a light punishment,
considerin Enur offence, Am 1 to
understand that you have deliberately
set yourself to flout authority1”

Wharton looked at him in sheer be-
wilderment. Then doggedness grew in
his face.

“Have I done anything?'’ he asked
quictly,

“That 18 an 1mpertinent question,
Wharton, as you are perfectly well
aware of your fault!” snapped Mr.
Quelch.

“If you are referring to Loder,
gir——"

“1 am not referring to Loder.”

“Then I don't understand yow, sir,”
said Harry.

“Take care, Wharton! You were
directed to bring your imposition to me
after school to-day. ¥ou have had ample
time to complote it. Yet not only have
you not brought.it to me, but you have
offered no explanation, not even taken
the trouble to proffer any excuse. What
do Euu mean by this?"

“I could not give you the lines when
you were not here, sir,”

“Do you venture to ecall that an
oxcuse, Wharton? Do you pretend not
to know that, if I should not be hero
when lines are brought to me, the task
should be left here on my desk ("

“0Of course I know that, sir.”

“Then what do you mean 7' exclaimed
Mr. Quelch, raising his voice. “What
has my absence this afternoon to do with
the matter?”

Wharton was bewildered again; then,
ns he thought of a possible explanation,
he smiled. Apparently, Mr, %uﬂlch had
not found his hnoes on the desk yet; but
as they were there, he had only to look!
Certainly he would look rather a fool,
if he found them thero now. In the
circumstances, Wharton was prepared to
enjoy seeing him look a fool,

“If you will look on your desk,
sir—" snid Harry.

“What do yon mean, Wharton? Do
you suppose that I have sent for you,
without having ascertained that your
lines are not in this study?"

“I suppose so, sir, as thay certainly
are in this study,” answered Wharton
coolly.

“They ara in this study?”’ repeated
Mr. Quelch blankly.

“ Certainly, sir.”

Mr. Quelch gave the junior a long
look, and then stepped to his desk with-
out speaking. harton's manner was
g0 cool and assurcd that he fancied he
might have made a mistake and over-
looked tho lines,

But a rapid search of the desk re-
vealed that the imposition was not there.
He turned to Wharton again, with set
lips,

“Your lines are not here, Wharton.”

“I put them there, sir.”

“] repeat that they are not here!”
said Mr. Quelch more loudly.

“And 1 repeat that I put them there,
this afternoon, before I went out,” said
Harry Wharton.

There was a pause, Wharton's face
was sot. hard, and his eyes gleaming.
He had placed the impot there; he knew
that; he remembered having put the

aper-weight on the sheets, Now that

@ looked at the desk, he could seo that
they were not there now. The lines

had been put out of sight—by whom?
Nobody camo to that study but Mr.
Quelch and the boys of his Form—and

and distrust were in Wharton's mind.
The man had taken a dislike to him—he
had had a down on him since the term
started. As the junior had rcsolved to
give no offence, offences were to be
imvented |

It was an unworthy suspicion—but it
came into Wharton's mind. He would
have driven it away, had any other
explanation been possible. DBut ho knew
that ho had placed the lines there—and
Ciueifh said that he had not placed them
there! What was he to think?

The look was long—the silence deep!
The colour came into Mr, Qualch’'s face
ns he read the expression on Wharton’s
—cool, ohstinate, defiant, and scornful.
The Form master’s face set like iron,

“You are attempting to deceive me,
Wharton 1" ho said, at last.

“*You know that I am not!"" answered
the junior,

“What 7" gasped Mr. Quelch.

Such an apswer from a junior made
him doubt the evidence of his cars.

Thero were masters at Greyfriars who
werae careless in the matter of lines; but
Mr, Quelch was not one of them. Mr.
Wiggins, the Third Form master, could
have his leg pulled to almost any extent
by the fags of his Form. Ilo was an
absent-munded gentleman, and ho had a
great faith in  boy-nature, Young
rascals in the Third would coolly tell
Wiggins that they had handed in lines
they had never written, and poor Mr.
Wigging would think that perhaps they
had, and that he had forgotten. DBut
nobody 1n the Remove ever ventured to
play that game with Quelch. He was
not absent-minded; ho had a frightfully
retentive memory; it was o sheer 1m-
possibility to pull his lﬂg. Now it seemed
to him that, for tho hrst time, 1t was
being tried on; and in a particularly
impudent and offensive way.

Mr. Wiggins might have shifted lines
from his desk and forgotten what he
had done with them. Not so Mr.

uelch! He knew perfent]i well that
Wharton's impot had not becen in his
study when he came in.

Harry Wharton steod cool and steady,
his eyes on his Form master’s face, a
touch of scorn in his look that was
hardly to be tolerated by a master, His
heart was beating rather fast; but he
was cool as ice. ]

Mr. Queleh scemed to have some diffi-
culty in finding his voice. His words
fupped out lilke bullets when he spoke at
ast.

“Wharton! I have warned you to
take carel Have you the audacity to
tﬂ“dﬂ'lﬂ that you left your lines in this
study 1"

“J don't need any audacity to tell
vou the truth!” answered Wharton, “I
left my lines in this study.”

“They are not here.”

“Not now,” agreed Wharton.

“Then wheroe are they

“You should know better than I
gir 1  answercd Wharton, with c¢oo
hardihood.

Mr. Quelch gasped.

“Wharton! Do you venture—do you
dare—to hint, to imply, that I havo
found your lines here, in spito of my
staterment 1% .

“I've said that T put the lines on your

(Coutinued on next page.)

on & half-holiday
no boys came there,

M- Quelch had
fomd  the lines
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found them—it was
impossible that hoe
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them |  Black and
bitter suspicion
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desk,” said Harry Wharton. I went
out ufterwards, aud kuow nothing more
thun that, 1I you did not lind thew 1n
the study, it mweans that somebody came
in and took thewn away.”

“I'hut is a ridiculous .aggestion.”

“1 koow it 15, answered \Wharton
coolly.

“You did wnpot placo
Wharion”

“1 dad I

“] say that you did not!" thundered
Mr. Quelch.

“And 1 say that 1 did—and 1 shall
tell the Head so!” said IHarry Wharton.
“And 1 behieve that the Head will see
justice dane.” .

Mr. Quolch secemed to be choking.

“Wharion, this insolence passes all
bounds! 1 will hear no more—unless
vou have the decency, the solf-respect,
to conless Lo me at once that you have
not written your umposition, and that
you have lied to me impudently.”

"1 shall do nothing of the kind.”

“Then 1 shall report you ut once to
your headmaster, and 1 have little
doubt that you will bo expelled.”

“I'm ready to go to the Head !" gaid
Harry Wharton stubbornly. *1 left the
lines here, and you koow 1 did—"

“Wharton !"

“You may be able to get mo
expelled, but you will not make a liar
of me!” said Harry Wharton, between
his weeth. “1 shall tell the Head the
truth, as I have told it to you. I left
the lines in this study.”

“That is [ulse!”

“It is not false, and you know it is
II.I'JL"

“Upon my word! Go!” Mr., Quelch
pointed & trembling flinger to the door.
“Wretched boy, go—go at oncel 1
shall see you aguin in the presenco of
your headmaster! Gol"

Harry Wharton walked coolly out of
the study. It was conflict now, bitter
conflict, and he knew that his [ate
trembled in the balance. But his face
was cool, his manner unconcerned as he
strolled into the Reg with his hands
in his pockets.

them here,

THE ELEVENTH CHAPTER.
Boy Against Master !

6L ALLO, hallo, hallo!”
H Bob Cherry’s cheery voico
grovted the captain of the
Remove as he came into the
Rag. Most of the Remove wore there
before prep.

“What did Quelech want?" asked
Franl.

“Trouble |” answered Wharton, with
8 laugh.

“ Loder——"

""Not Loder this time. Dear old
Quelch on his own,” said the captain
of the Rediove. * He's coming out! I
always know he was & rusty old fle
and a crusty old stick, but I never knew
he was a scoundrel before!”

“Hharry "

“Wha-a-at did you call Quelch, old
bean "' gasped Lord Mauleverer.

Mauly was reposing his clegant limbs
at full length in an armchair, and
looked as if he was too lazy to move
if the house caught fire. JBut as he
heard Wharton's wild words he leaped
to his feet like a Jack-in-the-box,

“Wharton, old man!" exclaimed
Vernon-Smith, with an anxious glanco
at the door. Had the ears of authority
heard that word i1 would have been
the “sack,” short and sharp, for the
Junior who uttered it.

Tar Maoner Lisnary.—No. 1,286,

Lvery eyo in the Rag was on Whar-
ton, stermmg. Ile scemed to bave
clectrilied the whole crowd.

Wharwn was cool aud composed, But
tho tellows, looking wi him, could seu
the ndygnunt bitverness o his lace.

“Gone wad, old chap?” asked Maule-
VUTOL,

“Not at all. I said what 1 mean,”
answured Harry.

“IFor gouduess' sake, what has hap-
pened?’ excianmed Frank Nugenl.

“1l'm up tor tho sack, that's all.”

“The sack !"" shouted a dozen voices,

“Just chat”

“But whut [or?” gasped Bob Cherry.

“For calling Quelch a har.”

“Y¥ou—you—you culled him—" Bob
fairly stutwered.- * 1l you did, you'ro
up tor the sack, all rnight; and you jolly
well deserve 1t

“I'hanks,” said Wharton, unmoved,
“1 shall get what 1 deserve, then, if
the Head believes Queleh, and not me."’

“You couldn't have called Quelch
ﬂ'___.'

“Not that jolly old word, I'm too
polite,” drawied Wharton. *1 only
told him that he knew 1 was telling the
truth about my lines when he pretended
that I hudo't takew them in. It was
as good as calhing him a liar, and that
was what 1| meant.”

“ But—bur——" stuttered Bob, *1
don't get you., Didn't you leave the
lines 10 his study betore you came out
this alternoon?’’

Il-l dld Il.l‘

“Well, then, what's the rumpus?””

“Quulch suys 1 didn't.”

“Oh, my hat!"”

“Why should Quelch say you didn't,
if you did?” asked the Bounder, with
A very curious look at Harry Wharton.

“Because he's got a down on me, I
supposy, and wants to get mo sacked.”

“Rot!"’

Harrf- Wharton laughed.

“Well. that's how 1t stands,"” he said.
“1 left my fve hundred lines in his
study. Quelch says they weren't there.
Perhaps a daylight burglar dropped in
and baﬁgad them. Probabloe, isn't i7"

“Don't be an ass!” growled Johnny
Bull. “If Quelch says they weren't
thero, they weren't there.”

Wharton gave him a steely look.

“Does that mean that you agree with
Quelch that 1 was lying when I said
I took them in?" he asked.

“I'd as soon believe you mn liar as
Quelch,” answered Johnny Bull calinly.
“1f you weren't n hot-headed ass you'd
know as well as [ do that Quelch would
be boiled in o1l before he'd tell a lie
about a [ellow.”

“One of us has told lies—Quelch or
1, said Harry. “1 say the lines were
there, Quelch says they were not.”

Johnny Bull rubbed his nose thought-
fully. It was rather a problem. Thera
was a buzz of excitement in the Rag.
Harry Wharton, glancing round, could
sée that he was alone in his belief. Even
Skinner & Co., who were “up against "
Quelch on principle, laughed at the idea
of the Remove master being capable of
an act of basvness, That he had a
“down ” on Wharton that term was no
secret, and many fellows were of
opinion that Wharton had given him
at least some cause for it. He wnght
err on the side of soverity, but that
was the limit.

A bitter, sarcastic smile ocame over
Wharton's face.

“3Say what you think, my dear old
Falu," he said, looking at the Co. * QOur
¢ind master i3 a paragon of perfec-
tion and I'm in the wrong, as usual,
You saw mo writing the lines and taking
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a jolly lot of care about them. 1 had
the rotien thing three-parts done when
you left me this afternoon. You fanoy
that | chucked the iwput away instead

of tuking it to Quelch, just for tho
amusement of telling lies about iv. Is
that 1"

“Don’t be an nss,” said Bob. “I

can’t make it all out. 1 know you took
the linvs wn, if you say you did. But
what's become of them?”

“ Better ask Quelch that.”

“Draw it mild, old bean,” said tho
Bounder. “You can’t imagine that
Quelch shoved them out of sight to make
out that they weren't there.”

“1 ean’t imagine anything else.”

“Well, that's rot!”

“Utter rot!" said Tom Redwing.
“You wouldn’t think so if you wero
cool, Wharton."”

“T'm cool enough,'’ said Harry., “I'd
be glad to hear of any other explana-
tion. I don't like thinking such a thing
of any man. The lines may have taken
unto themselves wings like riches, and
own away. Think that's likely1”

“Tt's not a joking matter,” esid
Frank. “If the linos weren't there they
must have been shifted. But who the
dickens would go into a Formm master's
study and take away n lot of linea?”

“Echo answera who,” said Harry,
langhing

“ Anvbody see you taking them in?”
asked the Boundor. *“Some ?ﬂﬂuw mnight
have seen you and played a rotten joke.
You know nnpthing about it, Skinner?”

“You silly ass!" howled Skinner.

_ “Nobody saw me rking the lines
in.” said Harry. “Everybody, =o far
as I know, was out of the House. I
didn't pass a single soul between tho
Remove and Quelch’s study or after
I had left his study, till I got out of
the House.”

_“8till, lots of fellows knew you had
lines.,” said Bmithy. “Somebordy may
hava played a trick. It sounds a bit
thick. but I don't sec any other ex-
planation.”

I'I'I d'l'.'h."

“Oh, vou'ro an ass! Some fellow
whose back vou have put up lately—"

“1 haven't put any Eelﬁ:-w'a back up,
that T know of,"” answered Wharton,
“and T know ;nll_v well that no Grey-
frinrs man would sneak thoso lines from
Queleh’s study to get me into a row.”

“It sounds awfully thick,” said
Bob dubiously. “But if the lines

weren't therg—"

“They were there!” said Wharton,
“1f Quelch says thev weren't—*"'

Q“]l";" told you what I think of
uelch.

“You're not going to tell the Head

that, T suppose?” asked Bob, with
angry sarcasm.
“T am ™

“You're going to tell the Head that
Quelch is making him a false report
abont a Lower boy!” gasped Bob,

“Exactly 1"

“Then vou're mad 1"

“Good-bve, Wharton, in case I don’t
gee you again hefore you're bunked!”
called out Skinner,

One or two fellows laughed. But
most of the juniors were too startled
and too concorned tn heed Skinner’s
little jest Harry Wharton's inflexibla
resolve was to he read in his face, and
his friends were deeply alarmed. Tt was
anhsolutely certain thar any fellow who
called a master a liar would be turned
ol of Greyfriars School on the spot.

And that, evideatly, was Wharton's
Infention.
“For goodness’ sake, Harry—"

Nugent’s voice was beseeching.
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** Shake the fat foozler ! ” chuckled Bob Cherry.
held upside-down, his fat features going red

Wharton's eyes flashed.

What do you want me to do? Am I
to tell the Head lies—confessing that I
never did what I know I did? I know
I left the impot in Quelch’s study, Do
You want me to tell Dr. Locke I didn't 1"

“No. But——*

“One of us is lying—unless the lines
evaporated into thin air! The Head’s
no fool, and he will have to judge which
is the liar. That's all.”

_“Somchody must have pinched the
lineg——"

“Quelch says that that is a ridiculous
suggestion, and I agree with him there,
It’s between Quelch and me, and tho
Head will have to judge | If I'm sacked
it won't be the end of it. My people
will take it up, and it will come before
the governors. I know my uncle will
stand by me, and he's on the governing
board. Quelch won't find it so easy as
he thinks to geb rid of a fellow he has a
down on,”

“Wharton |” Wingate of the Sixth
looked in at the doorway of the Rag,
Hea gave the captain of the Remove a
grimm, stern look., “I've come to tako
}'ﬂ‘l:] Ea the Head, but I heard what you
sa1d.”

“I don't mind,” answered Harry
coolly. “I'm ready to say it before all
Greylriars; to shout it out if you like.”

“You're getting rather free with your
accusations, I think,” said the Cfrnjr-
friars captain, “A few days ago you
were saying that a Sixth Form prefect
goent a junior boy out of bounds "

“T'll say it again, as it’s true.”

“Now you seem to be making some
nccusation  agamst your own Ilormn
master,”

“T'm going to make it to the Head
whon 1 see him,”

“Well, you're going to have the
chance,” said Wingate dryly. “But I
warn you to he ecareful what yon say, if
yvou don't want to be turfed out of the
sebool.”
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“I shall bo quite careful to say that
[ put my lines in Quelch’s study, and
that Quelch knows it as well as 1 do,
though he pretends that he doesn't)”
answered Harry Wharton, deliberately
raising his voice so that it could be
heard all through the Rag and beyond.

Wingato gasped.

“That will do!

“Quite ready !

Wingate led the ecaptain of the
Remove away, nothing doubting that he
was leading him to the Head's study to
be sacked. And no fellow in the Rag
could doubt it, either. And in a very
few minutes Wharton's wild words were
repeated all over the school; and in all
Greyfriars there was one expectation—
that when Wharton left the Head’s study
it would be to go to the railway station
in charge of a master to see him into
the train for home.

Come with me,”

N ———

THE TWELFTH CHAPTER,
Not Good Enough I

Sixth, had a worried loolk,
Walker looked eo worried that
many fellows, who knew Walker’s
little ways, wondered whether he had
recently had news that his favourite
horse had como in eleventh,

But Walker of the 8ixth was not
thinking about horses. Under the
influence of his pal Leder, Walker was
a good deal of a blackguard, but when
lia was among better fellows Walker was
a better fellow himself. His character
was rather like a blank pagoe for other
fellows to write upon. At bottom he
was far from being a “bad hat” like
his pal, and Walker would have jibhed
most emphatieally at many things which
Gorald Loder would have dono without
turning a hair.

All  Greyiriars

j AMES WALKER, of the Greyfriars

knew that Ilarry
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*“ Yurrrrrggh 1 >’ came in agonized tones from Billy Bunter, as he was
» and his fat hands clawing the air wildly, ** Oooogh ! ?Whuuup’l.’ I say—

Wharton was “ up before the beak,” and
knew why he was up. Siuth Form pre-
fects, already rather down on him,
generally agreed that the cheeky young
sweep ought to be sacked, that he was
going to be sacked, and that the sooner
he was sacked the better. Walker was
a. prefeet, and by no means friendly to
a junior whom he regarded as a cheeky
fag. But in this matter Walker did
not, and cquld not, agree with lis fellow-
prefects.

Ho heard the talk in the prefects’
room without joining in it. He felt
worried, and looked as worried as he
felt. He strolled away, and heard a
group of Fifth Form men in the passago
discussing “that cheeky young tick
Wharton ” with general condemnation.
Walker stared at them gloomily, and
passed on. I{e went to his own study,
but did not vemain there.

Ho was haunted by the memory of
what he had seen in Loder's room that;
afternoon. He had wondercd at the
time what Loder was “up to.” Now he
wondered no Ionger; he dreaded to think
that he knew,

He did not want to face Loder’s cool,
hardy stare; his mocking sneer. He
was a pgood deal afraid of Loder.
But——

That young idiot Wharton was up
for the sack! He was a cheeky little
tick, and Walker did not like him.

But
young asa had

The mad gaid—

practically shouted out for all the school

to hear—that his Farm master had gone
to the Head to make o false report
alout him. Fe deserved to be sacked
for eaying such a thing, even for
believing such a thing, But—

There were too many “buts * in the
case for Walker to let it take its course,
Ha dnfted aimlessly about his study for
a time, and then, ag if making up his
mind =nddenly. he frampod out, wont

Tae Micyer Lisrary.—No. 1,286,
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along to Loder’s room, and entercd
resolutely.

Loder was in his study. Heo knew

what was going on, but he preferred to
keep out Eﬂf Eha discussion. He had
expected and hoped that serious trouble
would follow his dastardly trick, but
ho had not dreamed that it would go so
far as this. The reckless young ass had
played into his hands. Not a twinge of
rotnorse came to Loder's hard heart.
The junior who knew too much about
him and his ways, who had once made
him tremble with the terror of exposure
—that junior was up for the sack. and
the sooner he went, the sooner Loder
wouid breuathe ql:uu: frecly.

He gnve Walker a cheery nod as he
came in. He was quite in a good
lhumour: he felt that he had reason to
be.
But the expression on Walker's face
made him glance a second time at the
prefoct curiously.

“What's up?”’ he asked. )

“Jt can't go on, Loder,” said the
other in a low voice.

Loder looked astonished—as he felt.

“ What can't go on, ass " he asked.

“ About—about young Wharton !”

“Wandering in your mind1” asked
Loder pleasantly. “What are you
drivin' at, Ji if you're drivin' at
anything? You might lot a fellow
know."

Walker's glance had turned to the
grate. A fire burned there; it was a
cold day. But thers was na trace of the
heap of papers that Loder had burned
in the afternoon. Loder had taken care
of that.

As he followed Walker's glance Loder
started. Like a fash ho read what was
in the other’s mind.

He rose to his feet.

“Well, what?"' he asked, in a low
tone of mensce. ““What have you got
into your head now, you fool 1 )

“It can't go on," said Walker hesi-
tatingly and yet stubbornly. * It's too
awfuﬁj’ thick, Loder. Dash it all, the
kid's going to be sacked !”

“I hear that he's as good as called
his Form master a liar! A fellow would
naturally be sacked for that.”

“What was the poor littlo beast to
think 7" muttered Walker. “lle doesn’t
know that his impot was lifted.”

“Nobody knows that, I think. What
on carth has put that silly idea 1nto
your head, Jimmy " . _‘

Walker backed away a little. Loder’s
face was hard, his eyes glinting like
steel. He was the stronger character of
the two, and James Walker knew that
he was afranid of him., But there was a
limit; and Walker, irresolute as he was
by nature, -stuck to his puns,

“Look here, Loder, don't beat about
the bush,” he said. “1 don't want to
row with you—we're pals—"

“You seem to be heading for a row,”
said Loder. i

“1 tell you it can’t go on, and it
shan't! You're down on that little tick,
I know, and I don't say you're wrong.
I don't like him any more than you do.
He's chesked me often enough.
But—"

“Put it plain.”

“Well, there's & limit, and I won't
have it|” fAared out Walker. “I saw
you burning a pile of impot paper this
afternoon, and saw Wharton’s fist on a
bit of it—a bit of the Aneid! It's o
thick! Tt—it's foul! T tell you that I
dashed well won't have it, so there!”

“] told you that 1 was burning old
racing papers.’”

“ 1 didn't believe that at the time, and
told you so0.”

“1 believe some old lines got mixed
up with the papers. Wharton's done
linea for me at timds. Nothing sur-
prising if I chucked some of his old
impots into the fire.”

“You said Skinne¥ at the time.”

“Did I1 Well, if you saw Wharton’s
fist, as you fancy, there must have been
some old lines of Wharton's, too.”

“If that's the truth, Loder——"

“Frozen truth!”

“Then you don't mind if T mention
the matter outside this study?”

Loder set his lips hard,

“No need to mention it, that I know
of," he =said.

“T thought not,” said Walker.
“Well, I'm not the man to give a pal
away, but you must see the kid through
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someliow. If it comes out that you
wero burning a stack of papers in Whar-
ton's fist, at the time his impot
mysteriously vanished, you know what
overybody will think. Loder, it’s too
thick; and 1 won't stand for it!"”

Loder did not answer; but his teeth
gritted, and his eyes pglittored at
Walker of the Sixth.

“1 think you must be mad !” went on
Walker. ™ A fag's trick—a rotten trick
on a junior, to land him in a row with
his bedik—and you a prefect! Dash it
all, Loder, ain't you jolly well ashamod
of yourself 1" Walker spoke warmly.
- y, if the school knew——"

“You're mﬂ[{inq a silly mistake,” said
Loder evenly. *And you're goin' to
hold your tongue, Jimmy, so that no-
body else will make the same mistake.”

Walker turned to the door.

“1f Wharton'’s sacked, I go straight
to the Head, and tell him every word !”
he fBung over his shoulder. “ Mind, I
mean that—every syllable! I'd be
ashemed to look a decent chap in the
face again if I let it go on! Gerald
Loder, you're a dashed rascal and a
rotter [

With that Walker tramped out of
the study, and shut the door after him,
with a8 bang that rang the length of
the passage,

Loder, with set lips and gritting
teeth, stood staring rather blankly at
the door after Walker had gone.
Jimmy Walker, his pal, more or less
his dupe, meant every word he uttered
—the thing was too rotten, and he would
not stand for it. Loder could not undo
what ho had done; but if he did not
save Wharton from the result of his
rascally trickery, there was danger
phead, and it mmight prove to be Loder
of the Sixth, not Wharton of the Re-
move, who was sacked from Greyfriars.
Gerald Loder had plenty of food for
thought now.

THE THIRTEENTH CHAPTER.
Help from the Enemy [
INGATE tapped at the door of

W Dr. Locke's study and opened
it. The Head and the Remove
master were thero—the former

grave and stern, the latter agitated
with an itation very unusual in tho
calm, self-contained master of the

Lower Fourth.

*“Wharton, sir!" said the Greylriara
captain.

"Send bim in, Wingate !”

Harry Wharton entered, and Wingate
closed the door and walked away, with
a frown on his brow. He was “down ™
on the rebel of the Remove, like most
of the seniors, and, like the rest, ho
fully expected to hear that Wharton
had been sacked. Last term he would
have been sorry to hear it; now his
opinion was the sooner the better.

Wharton was perfectly cool and col-
lected as he stood in the presence ol
his headmaster. He toock no notice
whatever of Mr. Quelch. The stern

aze of Dr. Locke had no effect on him.

ertainly he did not look like a fellow
who was guilty, or in fear. He knew
that he had left the whole school in a
buzz bohind him—that almost every fel-
low thought that he was going to be
sacked, and that he deserved 1t. Bub
he was cool as ice, and that coolness
was far from pleasing the Hend.

“] can scarcely credit what Mr.
Quelch has told me, Wharton,” said Dr.
Loecke. *“1s it really possible that you,
a boy in the Remove, have ventured to
cast doubt on your Form masfers
word 7"
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Wharton paused before he replied.
In the bitterness of his heart, he bo-
lieved that a master who disliked him
was bent on getting rid of him from the
school.  He believed that Mr. Quelch
had found his impet where it had been
left. It seemed impossible that he had
not found it. But he realised that he
had te be careful in speaking to his
headmaster. What he believed, or sus-
pected, was not evidence. What he had
to state was the actual fact as he knew
it. And he was wary. Believing, as
he did, that he had an enemy in his
Form master, he knew how necessary
it was to be on his guard. _

The Head’s sternness rolaxed a little
as he paused.

“1 hope that Mr. Quelch may have
misapprehended your meaning, Whar-
ton,” he said. more gently. “ You can-
not have meant what Mr. Quelch sup-
posed you to mean."”

“The boy’s meaning was perfectly
clear, sir,” saic Mr. Quelch. “I had,
and have, no doubt of it.”

“Speak, Wharton !”

"I can only tell you what happened,
sir,” said Harry, quietly and steadily.
“This afternoon T placed five hundred
lines on Mr. Quelch's desk, for him to
find when he eame in. Mr. Quelch
says that I did not. I say, and repeat,
that I did ! )

“No lines were in my study, sir !” said
Mr. Quelch. “The boy's statement is
false I”

“It is not false !” said Harry. “The
lines were there!”

“Be silent! If you placed the lines
there, Wharton, as you say, how do youn
account for the fact that Mr. Quelch
did not find them 7"

“Am I to speak plainly, sir?”

“Certainly I

“Then T beliove that Mr. Quelch did
find them, sir.”

“Dr. Locke—" said Mr. Quelch, in
a choking wvoice,

“Upon my word!” said the Head.
“Is it possible that you dare to utter
fuch words in my presence, Wharton 7"

“You told me to speak plainly, sir,”
said Harry, unmoved. “Mr. Quelch
seems to have taken a dislike to mo this
term. It may be my own fault, 1
suppose I can't judge of that. But——"

“This is inerediblo!” said the Head,
“It is incredible and shocking! Miser-
able bov!  You dare to suggest »
Ho broke offf “Has it not even
crossed your mind that, if yvou indeed
placed the lines there, they may hava
wen removed by some person boforo
your Forgn master's return 7

“Mr. Quelch himself said that that
suggestion was ridiculous, sir. 1 think
ho is right.”

“1 still regard the suggestion as
ridiculous, Dr. Tocke,” said Mr. Queleh.
“Who could, and would, commit such
a senselesa action 7

The Head pursed his lips.

There was a long silence in the study.
Minute followed minute, while the
Form master and the junior waited for
the Head to speak.

Mr. Quelch, in his anger and indigna-
tion and distress, had formed the worst

ssible opinion of his former head

oy. But the Head was calm and
unprejudiced,

Shocked as he was by the junior’s
miserable suspicion of double-dealing
on the part of a master, he could see,
as Mr. Quelch could not, all that was
in favour of the boy. He could 800,
in fact, that Wharton really and sin-
cerely entertained that suspicion, and
that could only be founded upon the
fact that he was indeed tolling tho
truth about the lines. Had ho not

placed the lines in the study he could
not, of course, entertain such a sus-
Fiﬂinn. But evidently he did. It fol-
owed that the lines had been placed
in the study, and that somehow they
had mysteriously disappeared before
Mr. Queleh cameo in.

It was a difficult, as well as a painful
matter, and the Head was long silent—
thinking. He spoke at last:

“You say that you placed your lines
in your Form mastor’s studv, Wharton ?
'[l‘:amJr you say that anyone saw youn do
s0 7’

“No, sir. There was nobody about
tho House. I did not pass anyone till
I left the House.” .

“There was not likely to be a wit-
ness to what never occurred,” said Mr.
Quelch bitterly.

“It 1s not unusual, sir, for the IMouse
to be deserted on a half-neliday,” said
Harry. " But though no one saw mo
take the lines to Mr. Quelch's study,
my friends can prove that I wrote
them.” _

Mr. Quelch started o little.
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“IFour fellows saw that I had written
more than three hundred of them befoco
they went out this afternoon,” said
Harry. *“They knew that I was staying
in to finish them before 1 joined them
at Hedelyffe,”

“If it transpires that Wharton
actually wrote the lines, Mr. Quelch,
what will bo your opinion?” asked the
Head.

Mr. Quelch's lips set bitteriy.

“My opinion will be, sir, that Vvhar-
ton never fnished the lines after his
friends were gone, and that he deceived
themn as he sought to deceive me.”

Wharton's lips curled.

“That is Mr, Quelch's opinion of me,
sir,” he said. “1I have done nothing to
deserve it, that 1 know of. Last term
he would not have said so,”

There was another long pause.

This time it was Mr. Quelch who
broke it,

“1 must say, sir, that I do not believo
a single word Wharton has uttered. 1
do not believe that he took lines to my
study—I do not believe that he went
near my study ag all. That is my fixed
optnion |”

Tap|

The door opened, and Loder of the
Sixth appeared. The Head made an
impatient gesture

2]

*Loder, I am engaged now—>
" Excuse me, sir,” said Loder respect
fully, "1 believe I can throw somse ight

on the matter you are dealing with,

sir.”

Three pairs of eyes turned on
of the Ei?uhl Y d Loder

“In that case,
said Dr, Locke.
to hear
matter,*

"1 understand. sir, from what fellowsa
are saying all ower the House, that
there is some question whether this
{lqmm;, Wharton, took some lines to

15 [:jnrm mester’s study this afters
noon,

“"That is the case, Loder.”

“Well, gir, s a prefect, T am bound
to speak,” said Loder. *To that
extent ean corroborate Wharton's
statement—1 saw  him going into his
Form master’s study this afternoon with
an impot.”

. Bless my soul! Are you sure of
this #  exclaimed the Head; while
Wharton stared blankly at his old
enemy, and Mr. Quelch fair] gasped,

I am quite sure, sir!” sajd Loder,
Wharton! At what time do you
state that you went to your Form
master’s study 7

"ihuu}] half-past three, sir.”

“At what time did you see Wha
there, Loder 7 Y Wharton
It would be about half-past three,
8ir,” said Loder. *“I did not notico
{I!::Et.t}'nlﬂ exactly, but it would be about

al.

. “You noticed that he had an Unposis
tion with him "

“Yes, sir—rather a large omne, I
thought

“Bless mf-

Loder, you may spealk,”
. *1 shall be very glad
anything bearing on this

L

soul I repeated the Head,

“I hope I have done right in coming
to tell you this, sir,” said Loder
smoothlv. *“The fellows are sa ing that
the lines were not found, and that looks
ta mo as if some thoughtless fag has
been playing tricks. I am quite certain
that Wharton left them there, for when
I saw him a fow minutes later he was
coming away without them.”

Wharton could only stare.

Why his old enemy should be speak-
ing in his favour was an utter mystery
to him. [f the bust of Socrates on
the Head’s bookcase had spoken up for
him it could hardly have ustonished
him more.

“1 may add, sir,” said Loder, “thag
I have no very high .opinion of Whar-
ton, and that T have had occasion latel
to punish him. ar & prefect, but
thought myself bound to tell you what
I knew of this matter, sir.”

“Most certainly 1” exclaimed the
Head. “You have done your duty,
Loder, and am deeply, extremely
obliged to you.”

“Thank you, sir!” said Loder
smoothly. and ho left the study and
did not scowl till the door was closed
after him,

There was a deep silence in the study
when he was gone.  Mr. Quelch, in-
tonsely and bitterly incensed as he was
had no thought of doubting the word of
a Sixth Form prefect, especially of a
prefect  who, he knew, disliked the
Ijunni-::-: in whese favour he had spoken.
'he Head did not dream of doubting
it , neither for the moment did Wharton.
It was rtaken as established now that
the lines had been placed in the Remove
master's study.

Dr. Locke coughed,

“It appears, Mr. Quelch, that Whar-
ton spoke the truth in the first place.”

Mr. Quelch nodded—he could not
speak.

“8Soma foolish, thoughtless hniy musk
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have removed the
other explanation.t

Another nod.

“In view of the fact that Wharton
was speaking the truth, and that he was
nccused of falschood, can you forgive
him for his unjust, miserable, wic ed
suspicion regarding yourself, if he ex-
yrosses his regret fully and whole-

eartedly 2V

There was only one reply for the
Ttemove master to make.

“If the boy withdraws and apolo-

ises—""

“Te will do that, frankly and fully,
in my presence, or he will leave Grey-
friars this hour!” said the Ilead.

He looked at Wharlon, _

“If I have done Mr, (%uu]ch an in-
justice, sir, I am sorry for it,” said
Hu.r:% Wharton,

“Mhat is satisfactory,” said the Head.
“You may go.”

The “if ” in Wharton’s sentence had
not struck the, Head, but it had struck
Mr, q_luﬂlﬂh very forcibly. The junior
loft the study ‘with his suspicion un-
altered—he knew that, And if Mr
Queloh had disliked the boy before,
his dislike was tenfold intensified now.

lines—there 18 no

THE FOURTEENTH CHAPTER.
Light at Last!
SAY, you fellows, here he

&
l comes |’ squeaked Billy Bunter.
“ Hallo, ha!lo, hallo1”
“My esteemed Wharton—"

“What's the verdict?Z

“ Sacked 1"

“Bunked 7"

There was a breathless crowd in the
Rag. Harry Wharton strolled coolly
into that apartment with his hands in
his pockets. Certainly he did not look
like o fellow who had been * bunked.”

Heo laughed lightly.

“1s it all right?” asked Bob Cherry,
staring at him blankly.

“But what—how .

“1t turns out that a Sixth IForm pre-
foct saw me taking my lines 1into
Quelch’s study this afternoon.” Whar-
ton laughed again. * He came and told
thﬂ Head so! Quelch had to bite on

it.

“Well, my hat!1”

“Thank goodness gnid Frank
Nugent, with a deep breath, “What
splendid luck! What prefect was ii—
most of them were in the footbal o

“Tt wons Loder!”

“Loder |” yolled Bob.

“Yolly old Loder!” answered Harry,

“J.ader of the Sixth came and saved
vou from the chopper ?” exclaimed Bob.
“ Are you pulling our legs?”

“Not at alll”

“Then he can’t be the bad hat we've
always belioved | Blessed if I shouldn’t
have expecied Loder to leave you to
ik ¥

“Same herel Never more surprised
in my life! But it’s s0.”

“(0Oh, draw it mild |” protested Lord
Mauleverer. * Loder was bound to say
what he knew, and it was decent of
him, down on Wharton as he isl”

“Fancy Loder bein' decent!” grinned
the Bounder. *“And scmo ass said the
ago of miracles was past.”

“ But what on earth beeame of the
dashed lines. then?” exclaimed Johnny
Bull. “Quelch never found them.”

“Didn’'t he?” sneercd Wharton,

" You know he didn’t, as he said he
didn’t ! growled Johnny Bull,

“] know nothing of the kind,” said
Wharton cooly, “7 know ho's had
to ndmit that the lines wers there—
he cen!d» t eall a Sixth Form prefect
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a liar, lik: & kid in the Remove. The
beak thinks that some silly fag must
havo encaked the lines from the study
before Quelch came in. He's welcome
to think so. I don’tI=

“0Oh, rats!l”

“The ratfulness is terrifie 12

“You're an ass, Wharton |”

“ Possibly,” drawled Wharton. “I
know I've had o narrow escape of tho
sack—and I know I did nothing to ask
for it. I'ls believe that some fag
sneaked those lines when Queleh spots
the man! It's up to him to spot him!
If there's a fag going about Greyfriars
bagging l:nes from beak’s studies, fo
get follows into rows, he ought to bo
nailed, I don't believe it myself.”

“Who the dooce could it have been?”
said Lord Mauleverer.

“ Who, indeced?” said Harry, laugh-
ing. “Nobody, old bean. We're learn-
ing Quelch’s little ways with fellows he
dislikes—that’s all.”

“ You're wrong, Wharton,” said Maul
quietly. “I'm not one of thoso intel-
lectual chaps, and I own up 1 haven’t
half your brains, but I tell you you'ro
a fool to think anything of the sort of
Quelch | And I'll tell you this, too—you
ought to be jolly well ashamed of your-
gelf for thinkin’ sol!”

“Floar, hear|” said several voices.

Wharton shrugged his shoulders.

“Thanks!” he said. “I'll keep my
own opinion, all the same, and I can
tell vou that I shall kﬂﬂf an eye open
on Quelch after this! 1'm not gong
to be turfed out of Groyfriars because
the dear man doesn’t love mo any
more [

Wharton strolled out of the Rag, leav-
ing the fellows in a buzz behind him.
o was keeping his own belief, but
ho was alone in it

All the other fellows were wondering
who could have “sncaked ” those lines,
now that it was established beyond a
doubt that the lines had been there.

Everybody wanted to know; and it
was goon clear that the Head wanted to
know, too.

_ That evening, there was a regular
inquisition on the subject.

Masters and prefects were on the trail
of the unknown and mysterious fag who
had played the trick.

It did not occur to them that the trick
had been played, not by a fag at all,
but by one of the Sixth Form prefects,
who was engaged, like the rest, in root-
ing out the delinquent!

No discovery was made.

If some fellow had “sneaked ™ into

uelch's study in his absence and taken
Ik_ harton’s impot away, nobody had seen
vim.

Wharton told the fellows sarcaslically,
in advance, that no discovery would be
mado; end it had to be admitted that
he was right. Still, 1t was not sur-
prising that, on a fine half-holiday, when
the House was deserted, some youn
raseal had found an opportunity o
entering o study unobserved.

There was no news on that subject;
but after prep that night, there was
news on  another subject. 1t was
rumoured that there had been trouble
in the Sixth—that a prefect had punched
another prefect's nose—and that the
two, formerly pals, were no longer on
gpeaking terms.

And when Walker, with & nose like
a tomauto, was seen to pass Loder in the
passuge with a scowl, and without a
word, that rumour was confirmed.

Gerald Loder had done as he had had
no choice but to do, in the affair of
VWharton's lines:; but his rage was deep
and bitter.
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_But for Walker’s intervention, he had

little doubt that Harry Wharton would
have been expelled; but Walker had
intervened end Loder had had to play
up.

It was gall and wormwood to Loder to
be driven, personally, to save the junior
behind wfl‘nm he longed to sce the gates
of Greyfriars close. And in his rage
and resentment he had fallen out with
Walker of the Sixth, Hence Walker's
tomato nose, and a bruise over Loder's
own eye—and the chilly atmosphere of
lllnfrtendlmess that reigned between

1CIm.

It fell to Loder of the Sixth to see
lights out for the Remove that night.
In the dormitory many interested eyes
fixed on the bruise on his brow—a silent
proof that the rumour of his trouble
with James Walker was not unfounded.

Harry Wharton gave his old enemy
a very curious look. The more he
thought over the matter, the more ho
was astonished. Either he had mis-
Eulgﬂd Loder, or there was gomethin

ehind it that he could not understand.
Why had the bully of the Sixth, the
fellow who was always trying to catoh
him out, spoken up for him and saved
him from the chopper? Certainly, if he
knew facts in favour of an accused boy,
it was his duty to speak; but Wharton,
at least, never a:pente& much in the
way of duty from Gerald Loder. I
scemed to him, at all events, that it was
up to him to thank Loder for what he
had done; and at lights-out he had the
opporfunity.

He came towards the prefect, as he
lounged, scowling, in the doorway of
the Remove dormitory.

“ Loder—"" he began.

“Get to bed, you young rotter[”
snapped Loder, without waiting to hear
what he had to say.

As a matter of fact, it was only with
difficulty that Loder was able to keep
his hands off the junior. He had not

been able to keep them off James
Walker.

“J only wanted to say—
“I've told you to get to bed!”

“Very well!” gaid Wharton, com-
pressing his lips. Loder was evidently
not in a mood to receive his acknow-
ledgments.

Loder hud his ashplant under his arm.
He glipped it down into his hand. He
was yearning to lay it on Wharton; and
he remembered that he had a pretext.

“Wharton! Hold on a minute,” he
said, with an unpleasant glitter in his
eyes. ‘“This afternoon you disobeyed
an order to go into the House, gﬂu
caused me to fall when you got away on
your bicyele. You may fancy that you
can carry on here as you like—you seem
to fancy so—but you're going to learn
differently.”

Wharton looked at him steadily.

“Aro you raking that p now,
Loder ?” he asked quietly. ve seen
}'n::i EE\‘FI‘HI times since this afternoon,
an :

“PBend over that bed!” Loder pointed
with the cane.

Wharton hesitated.

“Or perhaps you'd rather I took you
to your Form master?” added Loder
sutirically.

Wharton drew a deep breath. Just at
Ereaunt his Form master’s study was to

]LEI“ like the den of lions to Damel of
old.

I'rank Nugent gave him an imploring
look. His chum was in trouble enough
already, without defiance of a prefect
and its results added.

He would

Loder's eyes glittered.

¥
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have been glad enough to take Wharton
to Mr. Quelch—in that gentletnan's
present mood,

utetly Wharton bent over the bed.

The Remove ([ellows locked on i
silence as Loder laid on the “mix.” Into
that six he put all his beef. The lashes
of the cane fairly rang through the
dormitory.

Wharton rose, his face white and get.
Loder tucked the ashplant under hia
arm. Heo was [eeling better now.

Nothing was said in the Remove
dormitory till the lights were out, and
Loder was gone. "Then there was a
buzz,

“Did it hurt, old bean1” called out
Skinner,

“My hat!” said the Bounder. *1I've
never seen even Loder lay it on hike that
'II:I'.un:-Eiﬂ»:'n:::_r ! What's the matter with the

rute 1"

]

F I ”'i|f1 3

lr“ llmh |

With all his strength Wharton struck, and his clenched fist erashed into Gerald

[
It .
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lines in Quelch’s study on his way
to the hike shed. Loder had been no-
where near the House! Loder had not
seen him tuke those lines to Quelch's
study, as he had stated to the Head!

It was a falsehood! Loder had come
to the Head's study and told a deliber-
ate lie—to save tgﬂ' junior he hated
He had not scen what he said he had
seen—he could not have seen anything
of the kind! Why had he lied?

Wh;.r? Wharton knew, in a flash of
illumination. It was Loder who had
stolen the impot |

There was nothing else to think!

Loder would have been glad to see
him sacked Yet he had told a lie to
save him from the sack] Fear of the
discovery of what he hed done, fear,

rhaps, of being told upon by some
ellow who might have seen him—that
had been Loder's motive.

......
uuuuu

,” ”

Loder's lace. The bully of the Sixth went

THE FIFTEENTH CHAPTER,
The Last Straw !

i MINIJ your eye, old man 1"
that good-natured warning to
Harry Wharton, at the door

of the Remove Form room the following

The Remove were gathered there;
and Mr. Quelch was coming up the
passage. And Mr. Quelch’s face was at

Wharton smiled faintly, but he did
not answer,

Quelch, as he came up, glanced at his
rested on Wharton with a cold glitter
in it. Then he opened the Form-room
door, and the juniors went in to take

3
The DBounder whispered
morning,
its grimmest.
Form, and for a single instant his eye
their places.

]
--------
T

down on his back, and there was a roar In the quad. Under the eyes of the headmaster and many fellows, a prefect had been

and

“Walker's given him a blue eye
said

he'a taken it out of Wharton,”
Peter Todd,

“1 suppose that's it! Queer, though,
after gommg to the Head to speak up lor
Wharton. Can’t make the rotter out,”

Wharton did not join in the talk;
neither did he sleep as soon as the other
fellows, He was hurt—the bully of the
Sixth had maeant, viciously, to hurt hm,
He was thinking, as he turned restlessly
in bed,

Loder loathed him as much as ever—
more than ever! After letting the
epiegde of the afterncon drop, he had
raked it up again, as an excuse for a
caning. Yetin the interval he had taken
the trouble to speak up for the accused
jumior in the Head’s study, aud un-
doubtedly done him a service. It was
nor ¢asy to elucidate. But as Wharton
thought it over, there came a glimmer-
ing of light into his mind.

He started up in bed.

“My hat! The—the villain!* he
gasped,

He remembered! He had run into
Loder in the quad after leaving his

knoeked down by a junior 1

He had lied to the Head, to save
Wharton! He must have had a power-
ful motive! That was it! e had

plotted the whole thing and weakened
at the fimish.

Wharton'’s eyes Hamed in the darkness
of the dormitory. He knew wvow!
There was no other eoxplanation of
Loder having come to the Head with
a lie on his lips. Now that he remem-
bered that Loder could not possibly
have seen him going to Quelch’s study,
as he had stated, he knew that Loder
had }lied—and he knew the reaszon.

“"The hound!” breathed Wharton,

Then another thought came into his
mind. In view of what he now believed,
what became of his suspicion of Mr.
Quelch—of double-dealing on the part
of the Form master?

Wharton's face burned with shame.

Quelch had been hasty, unjust, dis-
trustful. But he had not done what the
Jjunior had been foohsh ecnough, mad
enough, to suspect that he had done.

It was late before Wharton sleps that
night

Mr. Quelch went to his high desk.
The juniors sat down; but as the
Remove muster turned to his Form,
Wharton rose in his place,

Mr. Quelch gave him a look.

“You may sit down, Wharton!” he
snapped.

“If you please. sir.” said Harry, vory
respectfully, “ 1 should like to offer you
an apology before all the Formn.”

“Indeed I said Mr. Quelch, with un-
COmMPromising grimness.

“1 am very sorry, sir, that I answered
you as I did in your study last even-
ing. "

“Indeed I" repeated Mr. Quelch, in

tho same tone.
All eyes were on Wharton now.
Skinner's

Bkinner winked at Snoop.
opinion wns that the cuptain of the
Remove realised that he had bitten off
more than he could chew, and was get-
tjn“g out o. it as fast as he could!

T know, gir. that I must bavo
offended you wvery much,”
Wharton,
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He had made up his mind to do the
right thing, so far as he could, and he
was not daunted by Queleh’'s grim,
rteoly stary.

“Do you indeva realise that, Whar-
ton "' said Mr, Queloh icily., *I should
hardly have expected it of you "

Wlarton eoloured.

“I am sorry, sir: 1 am ashamed of
having allowed such a thought to come
into my mind,” b said, in a low voice.
“I know now that you did not find my
lines in your study—I1 know thai 1 ought
to have known it was so when you said
50.. I am truly sorry, sir.”

Mr. Queleh’s faco did not relax.

He had been too bitterly wounded for
that. His honour had been brought into
question; he had been suspected, if not
openly accused, of double-dealing | Had
Wharton spoken as he was now speak-
ing, in the Head’s study, it might have
yroduced some effect. Now it was too
ate. Too much bitterness had accumu-
lated,

“I am glad, Wharton, that you have
the decency, at least to offer this publio
a‘pulu;ﬂr I said the Remove master;
“and I can only hope that you are
speaking sincerely, and not secking to
delude me.”

Wharton's lips get. Dut he made
another elfort.

“I am more sorry than 1l can gay,
sir! I was hoping that you would for-
give me, and forget what I said.”

“I oan do neither, Wharton 1" said
Mr. Quelch coldly, *Such a suspicion
on your part is, in my opinion, evidence
of a bad heart. I cannot forget your
offence, and 1 cannot ever trust you
again. If you are speaking sincerely,
I am glad, but I doubt your sincerity.
You may sit down and be sileat.”

Wharton sat down without another
word. i

“%uelﬂh is too old a bird to be canght
by chaff I Skinner whispered to Snoop,
and Snoop nodded and grinned.

Morning school went on its acous-
tomed way. Mr. Quelch took no par-
ticular notice of Wharton; but when he
had to speak to him his manner was dry-
ness itself,

That morning, at least, Harry Whar-
ton was & model pupil. His “con ™
was the best in the Form, but did not
elicit a word of commendation from his
Form master. He was quiet, obedient,
respectful, obviously doing his best to
placate the master wno was justly
angered.

ut long before second lesson was over
ne knew that it was in wvain. The
Remove master was adamant. He had
been wounded to the ?umk, and he
could neither forget nor forgive. From
his Form master. henceforth, Wharton
had justice to expect—bare justice—tor
Mr. Quelch was a just man. For the
rest, he had to expect chilly dislike and
cold suspicion,

Wharton's heart was heavy enough.
He had done wrong, an? he know it:
but deep regret did not wash out the
wrong, And yet, going over the
matter in his mind, he could not seco
that he was to blamo so much as Mr,
Quelch evidently thought.

The first fault had beon Quelel’s—ho
had accused the hny, harshly and un-
Justly, of falsencss. Fe might have
remembered that, in conduvmning the
junior,

It was impossible now to set the
matter right—betweer. him and his
Form master there was a gulf fized,
And it was the doing of Loder—a Sixth
Form profect who had been dastard
enough to play a trick of which a mis.
chievous fag would have been ashamed
—Loder, his enemy, his unsorupulous
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cnemy. It was diflicult for Wharton to
think of Loder without his eyes burning
with anger.

“Wharton [

Frank Nugent nudged kis chum
anxiously Wharton came out of deep
thought; h» had forgotten, for the

moment, where he was., He erimsoned,

“1 have spoken to you twice, Whar-
ton 1" satd Mr. Queleu, 1n a steely voice.
“Will you give me your altention or
not 7"

“Yes, sir. I'm sorry——'

“You are very liberal with apolo-
gies, il seems, Wharton,” said the
Ilemove master, with biting contempt.
“I will ask you to make no more—1 do
not believe in your sincerity. DBut I
require yau to give me your attention
while in class. wili not allow any
boy in this formn to disregard me.”

The barest justice—only the very
barest! Mr. Queleh was just; but ho
was implacabie.

“8ince the beginning of this term,
Wharton, you have shown a contempt
of authority which will not be allowed
to contint 2. You will not be permitted
to disregard your Form master, or to
waste the time of the Form. You will
take two hundred lines, Wharton.”

“Very well, gir!l” said Harry, in a
low voice.

It was & dreary morning to the cap-
tain of the Remore. IHe was carcful
not to be in fault again—very careful.
But he had tha fecling all the time that
quulch's eye wns on him; that the
shightest fault, passed over in anotler
fellow, would be picked upon at onco.
Ho breathed more freely when the orm
was dismissed for hrrm{:

"Quelchy's gou his rag out to-day, and
no mistake,” remarked Bob Cherry, as
tho Famous Five went into the quad,
“You've got his back up, old man.”

“The uptulness ol Quelchy’s esteemed
baclk is terrific!' said Hurree Jamset
Ram Singh dismally,

“I've done all I can!” gaid Harry.,

“Quelch may get over 1t in time,”
said Frank Nugeat hopefully. *After
all, he's a jolly good sort, in his own
way,” i

“He's not making it easy for me.”

“That's your own fault, cld chap,”
said Juhnnfr Bull * Keep that in mind
when you feel bad about 1t.”

“It's not my fault, but Loder's!”
Wharton’s eyes burned. “That cad—
that cur—has done this! I tell you fel-
lows I'm as certain that Loder took
those lines from tho study as if I'd seen
him doing it ("

The Co. looked uncomfortable.

"lt's too jolly thizk!" said Dob.
“The man’s a brute—a rotter—anything
you like, but—but——"

“1 tell you 1 know it "

“Well,” snid Johuny Bull, in his slow,
thoughtful way, “you can’'t know it—
you can only suspect it. And afrer your
suspecting Quelch, and finding out ‘that
you wero a silly ass, I think you ought
to be jolly careful how you start sus-
pecting other people.”

“If Loder had done it, old chap, why
should he have come to the Head and
spoiled his own game?” said Frank.

“Because the cur was afruid! He
dared not let it go on to the finish!
1 shouldn’t wonder if he was seen—="

“He would take jolly good care he
wasn't |

“Bomebody may have known some-
thing. He had a row with Walker last
night—perhaps Walker knew, Anyhow,
it was Loder, and I know it,” Wharton
spoke with passionate conviction, “That
cur, that disreputable blackguard, who
ought to hava been kicked out of Grey-
frinrs long ago—that rotten rascal
Lodor——"

1]

“Shurt  up, for goodness® salke!l”
gasped Dob Cherry, catching Wharton's
armni.

Loder oi the Sixth was coming
directly towards the clums of the
Romove—perhaps looking for trouble.

It was too late for Wharton to “shut
up " 1if ho bad wanted to. Loder hud
heard him, os well as o dozen other
fellows, The preicet’s face was nlinost
green with ruge.

*“Wharton 1" Loder choked. “ What—
what did you eall me?”

Wharton turned on him. Believing
what he did—or, rather, knowing what
he did—the anger and scorn that surged
up i his breast broke all control, IHis
eyes flashed at the buliy of the Sixtl.

“What did 1 eall you?” His voice
was clear and ringing. “I'll repeat
what I called you, Luder—a rotien
rascal 1”7

“Harry, old chap——" panted Frank.

“Lew me alone! The cur's asked
me, and 'm telhng him1”  Whaiton's
vowce rose.  “‘Loder took those lines
froms Queich’s study yesterday, to land
me 1n a row with Quelch-—he knows il
Uil tell hum so, and I'll tell all Grey-
friars [ And 1'll tell the whole school
that he’s & coward and a bully and a
rotton rascal {”

Fifty lellows, at least, heard Wharton.

Fellows crowded to the spot, staring,
almost gaspmg. Loder stood alinost
gibbering with rage.

It was such a scene as had never before
been witnessed in the old quadrangle of
Greyfriars School. Mr. Queloh was look-
ing out of his study window 1n amaze-
ment; the Head was looking out, doubt-
ing whether he heard aright the ringing
words that reached his ears, Heedloss
of all, Harry Wharton faced his encmy
of the Sixth, mastered by his scorn and
indignation, and utterly reckless now.

Loder gasped.

“You—you yuunﬁ villainl I shall
take you to the Heud at once—you
young scoundrel! Come |

He grasped at Wharton’s shoulder.

“Hands off, you curl”? shouted

arton.

“Wharton, old man—"" panted Bob

herry

1] Hﬂrr}'_'“

Wharton did not heed his anxious,
almost terrified chums, His blood was
boiling.  As Loder’s grasp tightened
ot his shoulder he struck at the pre-
feet’s arm, and Loder released him
with a howl. Wharton's eyes gleamed
at him,

“Keop your paws off me, you cur!”
he said,

Loder was leaping at him the next
moment,

Steady as steel Harry Wharton faced
him, e had forgotten that he was
a junior, and Loder a prefect, He had
forgotten the surging crowd that stared
on blankly, the masters’ faces at the
study windows. He had forgotten every-
thang but that his base and un-
sorupulous enemy was before him, and
laying hands en him.

With "all his strength he struck, and
his eclenched fist crashed into Gerald
Loder's face, sending him spinning
backwards,

Crash |

Loder of the Bixth was down on his
back !

One of his eyes was closed—ho
sprawled dazedly, panting. There was
o roar in the quad,

A 8Bixt' Form prefect had been
knocked down a junior, in open
quad, under tho eyes of all Greyfrinrs—
under the oyes of the headmaster
staring from his study window. Thearo
was o roar, followed by a breathless

hush, (Continued on paye 28.)



THERE ARE THRILLS GALORE IN THIS AMAZING STORY—

By

The Huntford Arms [

HE inn was set back from the

E road with a broad patch of

grass n front of it on which

stood a mgnpost, whose sign,
newly oiled, swayed noiselessly in the
wind.

[t was such a nice-looking inn, with
ita many gables, its overhunging half-
timburc:{ frnm, and the broad, high
arch with shut, iron-studded cak doors
which led into the stuble-yard, that Hal
und Jerry pulled up as they came to it,
and urged their horses to the elosed
front door.

Overhead, the moon kept peeping out
from the fast-racing clouds

“The Huntford Arms,” saia Jerry,
reading the name on the front of the
mn, "“"Hm, let me see! 1 beliove
Peter Davey set this place on his list
of inns whose landlords we can trust,
Hal."

“To be sure he did!” answered Hal.

“H'm, the Huntford Arms! Is uot
the name strikingly familiar, boy?”

"It remmnds me of the Earl of Hunt-
ford, the villain whose lying evidence
scnt us to the hulks, Jerry.”

“The same,” said Jerry, walking his
horse past the shut doors of the inn, and
then swinging it on to the grass plot and
looking up at the gently swinging sign,
“And what have we here?™

Hal Lovett looked up at the sign.
The post snd frame had been freshl
painted, as had the signboard itself.
And here, upon a background of blue

were five falcons, all jessod and belled
and hooded, as if they were set upon
a shield.

The jesses, or leg straps, were flying
loose, and sihere were bells upon the
falcons’ legs. The hoods were plain to
gce evon in the moonlight. And as he
recalled tho exaetly similar deviee which
Hal bore in a tattoo mark upon his
chest, Jerry drew in his breath in a
sharp, clear whistle, Then be pointed
at the slowly swinging sign.

“By thunder, Hal, look at thatt”

Hal was looking, his eyes wide with
wonder,

“The Falecon!”

Ay, the Falecon, boy! But not red
as you bear it. There aro five of them
up there. And the place is called tho
Huntford Armas.”

Jerry whipped the paper containing
the list of friendly landlords who might
afford the adventurers safe shelter out
of ais pocket and examined it by the
light of the moon It was quite bright
enough to read by, and in the bold

black scrawl he saw “ Huntford Arma.
Dick ‘Temple—proprietor.  Friendly.
Use my name.™

“Hal,” said Jerry, as ho urged

Galloper to the f{ront door, “her:'s
where we are going to stay, no matter
what comes of it.”

The mn was furnished with an iron
bell-pull besides a heavy wrought-iron
knocker. The door was thick and
strongly made. Diamond paned win-

ARTHUR STEFFENS

READ THIS FIRST.

Convicted w robbmg the Earl of Huntford
01 a diamond atar, Hal Lovelt and Je
McLean we conveyed to tho convict hul
Ethalwon, anchored at Woolwich—Hal to
Bbrue + aAntunue oF seven years and Mclean
to awall deportatwon. As the rosult of a
prearranged plan, the convicts fire the ship,
and Hal and Jerry escape in the blackness
of the night, aventually reaching Blackheath,
where thuy stay al an inn named the Swan
With Two Necks. Later, thoey are forced *o
flee from Bow Streel Runners, and Hal and
derry take 10 the road. They make an
enemy of Colonel York, a highwayman, who
shadows them, determined to be revenged.

dows looked out from the stout walls of
the building. The musical ring of the
Lell told, wo, that it was not a common
one.

Jerry set it pealing until the whole
house must have echoed to the sound.
Then, reaching over from the saddle, ho
sot the knocker olattering with din
enough to wake the dead,

Under cover of this noise, the horse-
man who had lollowed them approached,
drawing his horse back into the shadow
of some trees a littlo way along the
road.

A catch rasped open. A window
swung wide. Then out came the might-
capped head of a red-faced and rome-
what angry-looking man,

“In the devil's oame, what’s amiss ™
lio eried, looking down at the two horsoe
ey,

“Weo have been trr.vellinq long, and
need shelter for the night,” explained
Jerry McLean.

“Then you can go and get it some-
where else,” answored the man at the
window, and he pulled tho frame in-
wards and snapped the eatch,

Jerry laughed. He could sympathise
with the worthy landlord, whose house
was closed, and whose rest had been
disturbed ; but he and Hal had to have
shelter.  And so be started ringing und
banging again, until at last the front
door of the inm swung open and the
landlord, arrayed in hastily donned
clothes, confronted him, holding up a
gleaming lantern.

His eyes flashed fire as he glared at
tho two horsewmen, taking stock of them
from top to toe.

“ You can’t stay here,” he protested.
*My 1nn is full—"

He broke off as he noted the quality
of the horses and saw the pistol holsters
and the swords which dangled besido
the riders, and his wanner changed.

“Perhaps my f[riend Peter Davey's
name will serve as recommendation,”
remarked Jerry MeLean

The elfect of the nate was magieal.

“Peter sent you. Why, then, gentle-
men, you shall have the best my house

affords. By your leave I'll go round
and open the yard dours.™
The landlord teft them, and a minute

Iater, bolts were shot back, a key was
turned, a bar removed, and the yard
doors swung open.

The landlord shut and barred them
again tho moment the horses were m,
and then showed Jerry and Hal to two
horge-stalls set apart {rom the rest.

“Your horses will be safe from pry-
ing eyes here, gentlemen,” said mine
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host, and he waited whilst they un-
harnessed their steeds, and gave them
a rub down before leaving them to their
rest. Then the landlord led Hal and
Jerry into the house. “I'll have you
called at your convenience, and break-
fast shall be served 1o & private room.
I take it you do not wish to be seen?”

“"I'would be better,” DMMclean con-
feszed.

“And your names, gentlemen?”

McLean gave them, and the landlord
ghot swift, critical glances from one to
tha other. A wave of colour deepcned
;lm hue of his sun-tanned and rubicund
ace.

*MecLean and Lovett,” he mutlered.
“Two convicts who escaped from the
Lhulk Ethalion. Why, sirs, word came
that one of you had robbed Mr. Cos-
grave of his horse at the Swan With
Two Necks. It may ruin me if 1t be-
comes known that I have sheltered you.
But if Peter Davey sent you, 'tis good
cnough.”

The landlord led the way into a cosy
sitting-room, struck tinder, and lit a
taper, and set some candles aflame in
there. Then he closed the door.

“'"Tis as well I loft the servants sleep-
ing," he said, in a tense whisper. ‘' You
are safe with me and the missus and the
stable-boys, gentlemen, but I would not
answer for some of the others. My lads
will tend to your horses, but they will
not show them. Maybe you'll be leaving
my house to-morrow after dark?”

“We'll meet your wishes in whatever
Way you leage,” answered Jerry
McLean, smiling at the landlord.

“I'm not for driving you forth,” mut-
tered the landlord, as he locked
nervously around as if he were afraid
of being overheard, “but you and your
friend might as well have sat upon a
keg of gunpowder as have come to this
dangerous place.”

“Phe Huntford Arms,” said Jerry.
“And why is it so called, and what is
the significance of those flive falcons on
your swinging sign, Mr. Temple?”

“Don't mister me,” said the landlord,
making a nervous grimace. “ My name's
plain Dick to you. I have many friends
among the gentry of the rnni and 1
have helped many a poor devil to escape
arrest in my house. But the house is
named the Huntford Arms because it
Lelongs to the Earl of Huntford, gentle-
men, and that sign, the flve falcons—
those malie up the Huntford Arms.”

“Ah! And you know how we came to
bo arrested and tried and sentenced lo
the hulks, e¢h, Dick?” said Jerry
MeLean.

“ Because of the Earl of—"

“Beeause of a cheating, lying dog, be
he ear]l or no earll” said Jerry, In a
hissing whisper. “The ecarl framed my
pal Hal here, Dick. I tried to save him
irom the Runners. For that they would
have transported me for life, and sent
this lod to the hulks for seven years.
And so the Falcons are the earl’s blazon,
ch? Does he live near here?"

“The great hall 13 not five miles
away,"” said the landlord, his lips
twitching nervously.

Jerry unbuttoned Hal's coat and
waisteont, ond swung the clothes aside;
then, signing to Hal to remain still,
whipped open the fine cambric shirt the
younger man Wwore.

And there, on Hal's bare flesh, the red
falcon wans revealed.

“Does that bear any semblance to the
falcons on your sign, Dick?" Jerry
asked,

“Damme—what's it mean?” asked the
landlord, staring at the red falcon with
bulging eyes.

“That 1s what Hal and I have yet to
discover,” said Jerry, with a grum
emile, as he let the shirt fall to. *To
my thinking it was not chance or luck
that brought us to your inn to-might,
friend, but fute. Your earl laid a trap
for my friend which clupped us both
in gaol. But now we're out of it, and
intend to take to the road for a living,
IHek,. Wo're warmly elud, and have
fine horses to ride, and the world 1s
wide, With friends ke you and Peter
Davey to help us, we ought to steer clear
of tho Bunners long enough to mako
things pretty hot for your precious
earl.”

Richard Temple's lips
viciously.

“Ihomas DBurbidge, Earl of Hunt-
ford, 15 no friend of mine,"” he mur-
mured raspingly. *1 loathe the gight
of him, and 1 hate the very sound of his
name. Dut, gentlemen, the hour 18 late,
Enz;li .'!.' would suggest that you go soon to

E -I

Dick Temple showed his nocturnal
visitors up & narrow winding stair to
two bed-rooms Ingh in the roof of tho
inn, and there he left them.

Before he turned in, Hal Lovett, who
was still unduly wakeful, in spite of
the night's adventures, opened wide his
window and leant upon the sill.

Below him was the plot of grass. And
on & lovel with his head the swinging
sign, The five falcons rocked to the
urge of a gentle wind and the white
ribbon of the road swept on until it
lost itself in a bend among some trees.

Eagerly Hal looked left and right, but
no living thing was to be seen. The
lurking shadow of Colonel York had
gone,

tightened

Trapped in the Inn !

HE bright sunshine brought Hal
i Lovett out of bed soon alter the

inn was astir., He filled his

lungs with pure air at the open
window and took in again the pleasunt
scene about him.

The painted falcons on the sign had
been splendidly dope, and his first 1m-
pressions of the inn were heightened as
he studied it, for it was indeed a beauti-
ful building.

A rap came on the door, and a girl’s
voico called to him. Hot water wuas
brought, but Hal prelerred to wash
under the cold clear water of the pump
if he could discover where it was,

So, without saying a word to Jerry
MecLean, who was humming a tune as
he dressed in the adjoimmnyg room, Hal
scampercd down the winding wooden
starrway, and, peering here and there
outside the building, made cut a pump
which stood in & stone-paved square at
tha house-end of a beautiful garden,

Tossing down the towel he had
brought with him, Hal bared himself
to the waist, and then worked the
handle of the pump unti] the water was
gushing 1n a steady stream.

Under the gushing water, Hal thrust
his curly head and his naked body,
loving the feel of the iee-cold water
upon his fesh.

Again and again he set the pump
handle werking, occupyving himself so
thoroughly that he did not hear the
clatter and rumble of a barouche and
four, which, with postilions up, came
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thundering to the inn door, and, having
discharged its solitary passenger there,
H‘.‘.’EHL on its busy way into the stable-
ard.
d But there was one who did witness the
arrival of the barouche, newly come
from London town—Jerry McLean, who
was peeping out of tho top window.
And as ho looked the blood drained n
Jerry's face and rushed to his pounding
heart.

“The Earl of Huntford, by all that’s
wonderful I” muttered Jerry, as he
watched the elegant figure of the noble-
man swing into the inn, and noted the
sword which jutted out beneath tho
cloak the traveller wore.

Jerry McLean raced into Hal's room
noxt door, but found it empty.

“Mercy save us, where is the boyi”
he mutterod.

He made his way out on to the land-
ing, and there saw a maid 1n a bob cap
who blushed and said:

“1f you are looking for your friend,
gir, he lately went down to wash at the
garden pump.”

“The dooco he did?"” growled
Mclean.

Jerry hesitated but a moment, and
then, darting into his bed-room,

snatched up & pistol, which he rammed
into his pocket, and his sword, wiuch lay
cn the top of a chest of drawers there.
Then Jerry pounded down the winding
stuirs,

Which was the way to the garden
pump? Jerry looked this way and that,
and so caught sight of the broad back
of the earl as he, with cloak over arm,
strode into a sunlit morning-room with
mino host, Dick Temple, bowing at his
heels.

“I'll have breakfast now, and seo
that it is Wnrllfll;iy of the house,” Jerry
heard the earl say in the polished
musical drawl which had made him
shudder when he had listened to Hunt-
ford giving his lying evidence at the
Old Bailey—the evidence which had
resulted in his and Hal Lovett's con-
viction,

Dick Temple muttered something,
bowed himself out of the room, and
almost tumbled against Jerry who was
standing close against the wall with a
finger to his lips.

The landlord,
fright, hurried on.

Jerry peeped into the room and saw
the carl strolling languidly in the dirce-
tion of the windows. These were thrown
wide open, as also were two french win-
dows which led out into the garden.

Tho earl was taking snuff, his figure
relaxed, his eyes straying over the
lovely scene before him. Then Jerry
heard the noise of a creaking pump
handle, and the rush of falling water,
and he saw the carl stiffen. The Ggure
of the man scemed to grow suddenly
tnut ns if one had serewed it up from
within.

A moment later the Earl of Huntford
went  striding out through the open
]i:l:El!nE]’_l windows, a hand upon his sword-
i,

Jerry McLean leapt into the room.
He ran to the french windows and
peercd out. And then he saw why the
eor! had stiffened, and knew that deadly
trouble was brewing,

Hal Lovett, naked to the waist, was
standing beside the dripping pump, a
towel 1m both his hands with which ho
was massaging his bare back.

The fine stalwart frame of the lad lad
never before showed to such advantage.

his eyes wide with
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The smooth rippling muscles, indica-
tivo of great strength, might have been
chiselled by a master sculptor.

And on the bare white flesh the red
faleon stood out more vividly than any
of the five birds on the swinging sign
that marked the Huntford Arms. The
tell-tale mark revealed the boy's identity
as certainly ns if he had shouted aloud
his name.

Hal's face was turned away from the
inn, He was looking down the open
lawn and at the fine rose-borders that
framed it. Ha did not see the Earl of
Huntford sta]kinF him with his hand
tpon his sword-hilt. .

It was not until the earl was within
six strides of him that he knew a
stranger was near. And then the earl
hissed out in a low and deadly whisper:

“The Red Falcon! Hal Lovett, con.
demned convict and felon escaped from
the hulks, I arrest you! Stand where
you are while I summon help, for,
believe me, should you attempt to move
I'll spit you like a partridge |”

The blade of his naked sword flashed
in the morning sunshine, and he lunged
with it unti] the prick of the point made
Hal leap back.

There the man and the boy stood,
looking into each other’s eyes. The earl
was evilly handsome, with cold, ecruel
eyes, His clothes were exquisite, and
diamonds flashed in his cravat and on
the third finger of his left hand. Ils
bared teeth were faultlessly white.

“Lovett, the gaolbird, the diamond-
stealer, the convict!" he went on, turn-
ing the words over and over in slow
utterance as if he loved to hear them.

“The Wych Street gallows brat! The
highway robber and footpad! Ho,
there! Hol Temple, send out your

men and apprehend this willain, or I
shall kill him where he stands!"”

Aﬁaiu he made a lunge with his sword
at Hal as if he intended to split him
then and there, and again the boy leapt
back.

_ But at this juncture Jerry McLean
jumped between them, sword in hand.

Jerry had thrown down the sheath of
the heavy, clumsy weapon, and he now
faced the FEarl of Huntford as grim and
set in purpose as the earl himself.

“Never mind thrusting at the un-
armed boy, Huntford,” said Jerry almost
gaily. “Try your skill upon a man.
Defend yourself, you lying, treacherous
dog, or I'll cleave you where you stand
and do something worth hanging for "

“Ah|” The Earl of Huntford lowered
his sword and bent it almost double on
the ground. His eyes were glittering
evilly, like & mmake’s. “The other
rascal—Jerry McLean, the escaped con-
viet |” he grated. “This is 8 lucky
morning for me. I shall see you
hanged, you murderous villain !

The ear] stood lazily biting at his lips,
his eyes oast down.

Then suddenly he lunged forward with
his eword, and had not Jerry foreseen
the move he must have been run clean
through by the darting weapon,

But Jerry whipped the blade of his
sword down and cut the darting blade
aside,

An instant later the two were hOght-
ing & desperate battle in which Jerry
must die should the earl obtain the
ndvantage.

Hal wanted to interfere, but Jerry
waved him back.

“Up to your room, lad, and get into
your clothes!” he cried. “We must
get out of herel”

Hal hesitated, and in that moment, as
the men ﬂirrﬂed’ round, the earl fencing
with the skill of a master, and Jerry
cutting at the small blade with his

clumsy sword, McLean managed, with
an awkward stroke, to beuat the earl's
sword down., Then he leapt in close,
and, seizing the earl by the wrist,
twisted it, foreing him to loose his hold.

Jerry swung the man round with one
arm, gripping him as if in a vice, Then
he struck the earl on the c¢hin with tho
hilt of his sword, and sent the man’s
senses recling. Next moment he lifted
him bodily and carried him into the
MOTrning-room.

Jorry snapped the windows shut and
fastened them. He tore up a tablecloth.
and with the strips tied the earl hand
and foot and gagged him. Finally ho
pitched the helpless man into a cup-
board in the hanautside and turned the
button on the door,

Then Jerry ran up the winding stair-
way and into his bed-room, to pocket

HALT HERE FOR A LAUGH!

Negro Waiter (handing cakes to
diner) : ““Which one do wyou
want, sir 7 '

Diner : * The chocolate eclair.”

Negro Waiter : " Dat ain't no
chocolate eclair, sir; dat's my
thumb 1 "

A splendid penknife has been
sent to IN. Thomas, 2, Hawkes-
worth Street, Anfield, Liverpool,
for the above joke. If you've not
yet won a penknife, send along a
joke to-day.

his second pistol and to put on his hat
and cloak,

As he again reached the passage Hal
joined him, similarly clad.

Jerry glared at him, whispering
hoarsely.

“"We've got to get away now! It
will mean a dangerous ride in broad
daylight, and the Runners may bhe near
for all we know. But we've got to risk
it, What fool's fancy took you down to
the pump, boy?”

Hal opened his mouth to answer, but
at that moment came a hue and ery
along the road, and, rushing back into
Hal’s bed-room and
window, the two adventurers saw a
whola hunt of horsemen riding towards
the inn, some in grey, some in green,
somo in hunting pink, and all of them
splendidly mounted, And in their
midst, unbelievable sight, they recog-
nised the stalwart figure of Colonel
York, the highwayman, now unmasked,
but recognisable because of his horse
and the clothes he wore,

As Jerry and Hal looked out, the hunt
closed in upon the Huntford Arms. A
man who rode in front put -a hand to
his mouth and sang out:

eering out of the’
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“What-ho, the inn there! You've
highwaymen withm ™

At which identical moment Colonel
York, pointing to the two faces at the
top window, cried out:

“"There they are! Seize them! They
are Hal Lovett and Jerry McLean ™

And the wholo hunt eame swarming
to the doors of the Huntford Arms,

A Lucky Escape !

RIMINALS mostly eonzist of two

Q! types; one, the man who,

through his extravagances and

recklessness, is foreed from the

paths of honesty: and, two, he who

takes to thieving and lving or worse

from choice because there is nothing
but bad in him,

Colonel York, the notorious highway-
man, belonged to the latter class. His
record was more than bad. He wap
without scruple or mercy.

Colomnel York was the shadow who had
trailed MecLean and Harry Lovett to
the Huntford Arms. There he had
waited until he was satisfied that the
twa friends were going to stay the night
before riding away.

York did not go very far. Opening a
five-barred gato belonging to a farm
near by, he sought a barn, and, forcing
an entry, fed his horse with hay before
throwing himself down on some clean
straw to rest until daybreak.

At dawn he was up and doing
Leaving the barn, he was about to
mount and ride away, when a gaping
yvokel in a smock confronted him,

“"What be you a-doing in varmer's
barn?" asked the rustic, pointing a
pitchfork menacingly.

“Sleeping,” York answered gaily, as
he presented a pistol at the yokel’s head.
“Put down that fork, friend, and tell
me who's the leading squire in this
neighbourhood.”

“8S-g-squire C-c-chivey,” stammerod
the frightened rustic. “He lives at tho
Home House alarng the road.”

“Then I'll go see the squire,” said
York, urging his horse past the yokel.
“And you go to the house and tell your
farmer that two highwaymen aro stay-
ing at the Huntford Arms. I'm an
officer of the law. I traced them there.
I'm going to rouse the countryside and
we'll surround the inn and take them
there.”

Leaving the rustie to do just as he
pleased, York rode along the road and
boldly approached the Home House, a
handsome and well-kept manor set in a
spacious park. York asked to soeo tho
squire, but was denied by the butler,
who had doubts of him,

York knew how to piteh his tale, how-
ever, and five minutes later he was tell-
ing the squire, who was at breakfast,
about the two highwaymen who were
staying at the Huntford Arms,

“How do I know your story is truc?"”
asked Bquire Chivey, as he eyed York
guspiciously. “Who are you?"

“My name is Dukes,” lied York. “I
am a retired major—King's Own Light
Dragoons. The Earl of Huntford is my
friend. I happened to be in court at
the Old Bailey when these two rasecals
were tried for robbing the earl at
Drury Lane Theatro. They are two of
the men who escaped from the convict
hulkk Ethalion. Their names are
McLean and Lovett——"

“Dear me and bless my soul |’ gasped
the squire, pufling out his fat round
cheeks. “I had heard the scoundrels
wete loose—and in Kent, But how the
dooce did yah come to know they were
staying at the Huntford Armsi”
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“I wgs thoro last might when they
arrived, snd I instantly recognised
them,” York rejoincd.

“Qhen splintor me, we'll go and.take
'em! There's no time for us to get in
touch with the police,
trate of the county, mujor. If youll do
me the honour, we'll rido together and
yrouse the geritry of the neighbourhood,
surround the inn, and apprehend the
two rascals before they are awake.”

Within ten minutes, the squire's horse
was at the door. Within half an hour,
messengers having been dispatched to
every big hounse in the neighbourheod,
horsemen wern bearing down upon tho
Huntford Arms from all directions.

It was this crowd whose . noisy
approach drew- Jerry McLean and Hal
Lovett to the upper windows of tho inn
after Jerrv's dramatic duel with. the
Earl of Huntford.

As he saw York pointing at them and
heard his shout, McLean put anarm
round ‘Hal and drew him away from the
window, -

“That scoundrel York has betrayed
us, Hal,” he“said. “Those men have
net come to hunt the fox, but to cap-
ture us; but, by thunder, boy, if wo can
only ‘giin out” horges, ' we'll Jead them
aindli a dance they’ll never forget'it.”

"MuLean led the roce down the wind-
g stairs. " A glance at the front door
of the int showed him two potmen hold-
ing & heated argument with Squirve
Chivey. _ -

‘“‘Jt's useless your denying they arc
here,” blustered tho squire. " They
were seen in the house last night. " Open
fhose * stable yard gates ' and let us
through, Where's the landlovd ¥

The landlord, as it happencd, was
siunding ‘that vety  mioment at a door
leading out into tho yard and beckon-
g to Jerry and Hal w0 liurry.

Jerey halted to buckle on his hanger
as he éame up with the worthy fellow.

“ [ shun't forget what you have dopo
for us,” ho said, ‘“But there’s an entire
hunt outside. How the deuce are we
going to get away?"

I'ho ' landlord pointed to the slable
vard. '

I nm a magis-.

THE MAGNET—EVERY SATURDAY

“Your lhprses are ready,” he whas-

pered. “Ride away through the garden
and out past the big walnut trec. There
aro open fields behind, with a hedge and
diteh or two, but they won't stop you.”

MecLean seized and pressed hms hand.

“ Peter Davey sent me to a true friend
when he sent me to you,” he said.
“We'll not forget.”

“What have you dome with the
carl?” the landlord’ bawled after him
through cupped hands. “1 saw you
fighting.”

“1 tried him up and bungoed him into
a cupboard,” MecLean answered back,
as he ran to whero Gallopor was being
held ready for him by a grinning ostler,

Into the ostler's palm McLeun
dropped a gold coimn,
The lad then swung DBow _Street

Beauty nearer to Hal and nodded: ap-
provingly as he saw with what grace
and ease Hul gained the saddle.

The way out of*the yard into the
garden at the back of the inn was open.
MeLean Tode away at once ducking his
head under o crossbeam as he called
out:

“You ean open the yard gates now,
Joo 1"

The ostler strode wvery lazily to the
yard front gates, shot back the bolts,
and then slowly pulled a half gato
open,

Squire Chivey, in his cagerness, very
nearly rode him down.

“Seoundrel 1" he said, threatening the
ostler with his riding crop. * Whereo
are the highwaymen?" i

“ Doan’t know,” answered the ostler,
with a sheepish grin.
 “You lymg- rascal,” yelled Squiro
Chivey, eatching sight of his quarry dis-
appearing behind the inn, “there they
go!" Hand to mouth ho roared out:
“Tally-ho ! They've away! Hull-oa!
Hull-oa! There they go!”

(Hal and Jerry need all the luck
thut's going to gel elear, dow’t they,
chums? Be sure and read next week's
tnstalment of 'this gripping serial. And
look out, too, for six more FREFN
picturc stamps in this issuel)

THE REBEL OF THE REMOVE !

(Continued from page 24.)

Loder sprawled and panted, IHarrey
Wharton stood over him with clenched
fists and blazing eyes. He had knocked
Loder down, and he was rcady to knock
him down again.

The Head's window opened.

His face was pale with anger, Never
had the Greyfriars fellows seen such a
look on Dr. Locke’s face before. .

“Wingate 1 The Head's voice rang
sharply. “Wingate! Take that junior
—take Wharton and lock him in the
punishment-room |

*¥Yes, sir. )

Wingate of the Sixth had come up,
searcely belteving what his eyes safv.
He grasped Wharton's arm. _

For a second Wharton turned on him

fiercely, his hands clenched, But he
uneclenched them and dropped  them..
“Come |” Tapped ingate—and ho

fairly dragged the junior away.

A buzz of - wild excvitement followed
them to the Hopse. They disappeared
from the sight of the crowd in the quad.
laoder picked himself” np.  His eye was
rapidly blackening—he Hﬂ]d liis hand fo
it as he limped breathlessly to tho
House. The quad hummed and buzzed
with cxecitement—it was the sensation
of the term at Greyiriars

larry Wharton did not come to the
Remove Form room for third school.
The rebel of the Remove—the mutinous
junior who had knocked down a Sixth
Form prefeet—was under lock and key
And tho Greyfriars fellows wondered
whethor they would sco him again
before he was sacked from the school.

THE END.

(The néxt yarn in this grand ncw
series, chums, is better than ever. Make
a note of the title: “HARRY WHAR-
TON DECLARES WAR!” It will
appear in next week's bumper tssue of
the MAGNET which will also contain sir
more free picture stamps. Order your
copy NOW!)
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LOST!

Yesterday morning, two gallons of liquid
glue. Master Snoop says he saw =a
suspishus carrickter sneaking off with
it, and what I says is this here, & [ lay
my hands on that carrickter, I'll limb
him |— Wil any young gent able ta g ve ||

FOUND!

The Perfect Hair Fixitive |

SNOOPFIX

gives the hair a delightfully smoolh

appearance, Price 6d. per bottle,
Guaranteed fresh—made only yester-
day afternoon !

THE SNOOPFIX LABORATORIES,

COOD
EDITION

e,

Fi i i Pl
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“SOMLE” BUS
SERVICE!

Defying Death at One
Mile per Hour

of tho alleged inelficiency of the

bus service operating between

Higheliffe and Courtfield via
Greyfriars, our S8pecial Representative
was sont to find out the truth.

Trotting down the lane to tho nearest
ticket-inspector's sholter, he found an aged
ﬂn#ﬁ-mzrmguﬂ_ sleeping soundly on a
benoh. y inserting a pin in this official’s
leg he was ablo to wake himn up and ash
him when tho next bus would pass.

The aged ticket-inspector looked some-
what surprised,.

“ Are you wanting to catch it, then,
young gent 1 ' he asked.

“ Certainly, old bean—that's why I'm
Loro ! ¥ our Specinl Rep. grinned.

The  tickot-inspector  stroked  his
venerable beard.

“ Lemme see, it's Monday, isn't it 1"

“"You'ro not far out, old sport—it's
Weodnesday, ns a mattor of fact 1"

'"* Must have slept longer than I inton-
dedt"™ the ticket-inspeotor remarked.
** 1 was going to say you'd got a couple of
days to wait, but if 1t's Wednesday, then
there'll be one along eny hour now!"

“My hat! Pretty swift servico you
run, don't you ? ' our Special Rep. asked,
** When did the last bus pasa ? "

The ticket-inspector shook his head.

“1 don't romember off-hand, young
gent—about & month ago, I should say at
& guess |V

T'he eonversation was interrupted just
then by the appearance of an anciont
vehicle drawn by a pair of rathor dazed-
looking carthorses.

“Ah! Thisis it 1" the ticket-inspootor
exclaimod mnn:__.iﬂﬁ “You're just in
time, young gent |’

“ But—but I always imagined it was a
motor-bus | "

“ 8o it ia, but they keep a couple of
horses with it in cnse they break down
or run out of petroi!”

Having made that little explanation,
the ticket.inspeotor blew a shrill blast on
his whistle and woke up the conductor,
who was sleeping on the platform of the
bus. The driver, who wasa sitting with
his back to the horses having his dinner,

ﬁﬂ.ﬁmﬁ?ﬁzﬂm having been recoived

-

algo looked round omd promptly choked
with exeitement at thoe sight of a pnssenger.
“ Look hore, haven't you over had n
passenger before 1" asked the * Herald
man rather indigantly, as ho got omn.
The conductor grinned sheepishly.
“Wo did ‘ave ono once, gir. 'E stayoed

with us for about threo wecks; then we
'ad & bit of a row an’ ‘e jumped off again ! "

“* Well, earry on, then—I1'm in o hurry.”

" Yes, sirl"

The sondustor rang the bell.

There was no response for half an hour
or 80, tho horses having decided to do a
bit of grazing at the side of the road.
After they had had their fill, however, the
bus moved off again and did a solid mile
in the space of an hour, finishing up at a
petrol-station where the driver and
gonductor dismounted and disappeared.

About a couple of houra later tho potrol-
station attendant informed our BSpecial
Representative that the driver and

conduetor had booked beds there and wore
faat nsleop. Our B.R. decided that he had
seen encugh. He returned to Groyfriars.

Taking it all round, we must admit that,
while the bus people are probably doing
their best, the service doos need a little
gingering up. We'd writo to the company
about it, but we understand that they've
just gone out of business. .

The driver and conductor and ticket-
ingpeator are being, informed by speoial
messages sent by nm..vl_u-. pigeon |

TO WHOM IT MAY CONCERN
Mr. Queleh states that if ever he is made
headmaster, he will put an immediate stop
to the earving of monograms on deska,
This will be his initial step as head-

master, ro to speak |

LET'S BE DEMOCRACIC

Prefect-Politician’s Proposs

Lodar of the Sixth is thinking
of being a politician when he
loaves Greyfriara, With a view
to getting his hand in, he has
just drawn up a revised Con-
stitution for Greyfriars, based
on the latest idens from Rusaia,
Germany, and Italy.

Here are somo of Loder’'s big
ideas ;

The school oaptain ia to be
chogen from Loder and any
othor individual who has the
norvo to stand against him.

The election is to be by seeret
ballot, Loder having the right
to inapect all votes before they
are placed in the ballot-box.

Anyone voting against Loder
will be violently assaulted by
hired bullies and have his study
wrookod.

If the voting resulta in Loder
being elected, Loder will be
promptly appointed eaptain.

If the voting results in Loder
boing defeated, Loder will be
promptly appointed captain
all tho samao.

]

Great celobraiza are to
follow Loder's demooratic
victory., All thoswho fail to
celebrate will be kked round
tho quad till thy do.

Aftor the elewn, Loder's
word is to bo law peverything,

A privato bodpaed of ox-
prizefightera is tolo provided
outr of school funilor Loder's
protoction.

A democratio jystem  of
espionage will hefarted, and
sneaking will bo(neouraged.
Fellows  giving laformation
ahout anyone wp doesn’t
like Loder will llandsomely
rowarded.

Loder has pley of other
bright: wheezes his sleove,
but thia will givear readera o
alight idea _“m thaystom  on
which he proposesh work.

Well, all wo cusay is, we
wigh him all thsgnecess ho
deserves. Wo eaiardly wish

him anything won than thot,
can wo

STRANGE EPIDEMIC IN RMOVE

What Caused It?

We passed Smithy in the
quad one day this week. He
stopped and gave us a bilter
look.

Trotting on towards the
House, wo ‘' capped”™ Mr.
Quelech. Ho responded with a

vinogury smile, .
Torn Brown was standing on
the steps aa we went in, He
greoted us with an acid re-
the

mark.
by
[hero

Emmﬂ_wdmm_mgﬂ_mmu
notice-board in the Hall,

wns 6 sour oxpression on his
_._un__u.

(Going up to the Remove

asange, we ran rhPetor Todd.
Wﬂ spoke to us nier sharply.

Weo wondered &hily what
the thump had bppenod to
mdn_.,.___,w__u_&w..

And then we tmembered.
The cook had serd up lomon
pudding for diow and for-
gotten to put suy in it

To Wun Lung, lanve Form

Why you no litalytie. ?  Me
gondes no more tiid mice or
potted lata till i litee! De
volly eromal Yooites ﬂ_auﬂ
soon !—Auntic Mifks,.-Peking.

AS OTHERS SEE THEM

What I Think of Billy Bunter

By PETER TODD

Fellows often ask me why I put up with
Bunter. The answer is, firstly,
larruping him with a ericket stump loeps
me in exercise during my legal studica, and,
geeondly, becsuse 1 like exeitement ; and
anyone who lives near Bunter gets oxaite-
ment in plenty |

And, after all, there’a a hopelul way of
looking at Bunter.

It's true thai lie talks of Bunter Court
arnd titled relotions and postal orlors—
none of which ever existed. But in a way
this simply showa what o brilliant
imagination he's got |

1 eheerfully admit that he'll eat enongh
for gix and then turn up with the Oliver
V'wist trick. But this, after all, points to
what’s called malassimilation, or asome-
thing, It's a discasa rather than a
charaoteristie |

Provided he's larruped with a cricket

stump hard and often, Bunter is quite a
nite fellow. 1 shall never make him
truthful or honest or Industrions or

modest—not all the ericket stumps in the
world would do that for Bunter! But |
can jolly well keep him in his place—and
de 80 |

Asp for exoitement—well, come along to
Study No. 7 any evening you like and see
the procession of visitora! Fellows who
have had their cakes pinohed, fellows whose
hites Bunter has busted, and lellowa whose
geerets have leaked out through Bunter's
keyhiole tactics pour through the doorway
in an unending stream | If it's the hectio
lifs you're needing, No. 7 will supply your
want |

Apart from that, I put up with Bunter
because he's funny. Hm—w we were all truth
ful and bonest and industrions and
modest, life at Greyfriars would be & pretty
drab affair. But with a fat, [raudulent,
Inzy, boastful old Ananins like William
George on the scene, we're sure of at least
one good laugh & day!

Long live Punterl

Draught Players! Aftention!

Would youo like some hrand-new
draughta entirely free t If you would, we
advise you to sit under the new ventilators
in the Form-room and you'll get all the
draughta you ever wanted |

becnuss

CHARGE OF THE
FLIGHT BRIGADE

Sixth-Formers’

OMING out from morning olasses
yesterday, we wers oonlronted

“ Smashing ”’ Show
with the unusual sight of Wingate

and North of tho Sixth olimbing o

trea. cach with a sort of glorified kite on
his back. A erowd of Sixth-Formers
stood under the tree, examining a weird
pulloy  arrangement which had ropes
trailing from the tree-top and a couple of
Ing lovers which they scemod to operate.

* What tho merry dickens is it 1" waa
tlie query that waa raised on all sidea,

The Sixth eyed uva disdaiofully and
didn't condescend to explamn.

A numbor of brilliant sugpestiona were

made. Skinner opined that they were
rigging up & set-pices for the firework
display on November O6th. Ogilvy
ingoniously suggested that they were

going tree-pruning, nnd that the kites
werm to he used as signals in cease of
emargency. Tom Brown thought _.__Ew“
were rehearging a Olm.  Johnny Buall
bluntly gave it out that they were probably
aufforing from masa-madness,

When Wingate and North had roached
the top they arranged themselves ocom-
tortably in  their respective kites and

Walker ran round the bottom of the treo,
yvelling ¢
“ Stand back, you kuisl Givo us

plenty of rapm "

We stood back
mouthed.

Walker called out :

is mﬂmwm.a._.u_. 1 1]

* We're ready!”™ eame an ANSwWering
yell irom the Sixth-Formers, who had by
bhis time clivided into two parties.

“Then heavel"

Everybody heaved at the ropea. The
two levers shot gut, Wingate and North

I

and wnatched, open-

worn promptly .Hiar.wwwan from Lhe tree
and started a dizzy fall to earth | Thore
was a yell of alarm from the arowd.

*They'll amash themselveal ™

“ Twok out | "

They might eagily have done ao, too, i

The
along—acaidentally, of
course—at the very moment when ha
woas nooded, To his great surprise and

it hadn't bheen for Buntor. Owl

however, rolled

dispomfort, Bunter suddenly had tho
axperience of two Sixth-Formera alighting
on him.

Bump |

“ Whoooop 1" ocame & combined yell
from Bunter and Wingate and North.

That's about all thera ia to tell, qmﬁ:w..
Vernon-Smith, who came along shortly
afterwards, was able to tell us that
Wingate and North had heen gliding and
that their objent in leaving the tree
together was to see who conld remain up
the longest. Wae wers glad to know,
though we were still a bit puzzled. Most
of us had a vague idea that gliding meant
floating about in the air. Apparently we
were wrong. The OGreyfriars form of
gliding, anyway. oonsista of eclimbing up
a trea and charging down to the ground
with the utmost speed and the leaat
poasible delay.

We live and learn, don't we 1

DICKY NUGENT'S
WEEKLY WISDOM

Hord what the Hond snid when he
walked into our booby-trap, deer roeders ?

* A birch in hand's worth two in the—
Whooooosah |

It's a funny thing, but if ever I burn the
eandle at both ends, my pater's bound to
got waxy |

LONZY'S LITTLE LETTERS

——————a

Dear Editor,—I  apprehend  that
Bunter's principal characteristio is a
diurnal predisposition to cireumferential
apgrandisement. An agglomeration of
mm:EEmz.E: ronders this explicable
ﬁ_ﬁwﬁm_nﬁnﬂ:%.lﬂﬁﬂhu truly, FPGEHG

(Appoarently Lonzy means that Bunter's
ﬁ%uﬁm makes him fatter every duy 1—

Harry Wharton Is the deadliest
shot in the :ﬁ.Enqn forward

Petor Todd 1 studyin

lawyer, and s
ppare time po

ends moch of his
over legal tomes

to e & David Morgaa, the Wess juasy
has a splendid voice, and s bely
gpecially traingd,

GREYFRIARS FACTS WHILE YOU WAIT.

Marjorie Haszeldens, of Cff mood, is a very brilliant goal-

House, keeper,

~4

ot n?.. s uﬁ-ﬂh& " Re-
. W. 0. Bunter

In a st
move, Wun L
and T pome Last,

f

\

r

'GET OLDER EVERY DAY

Attain success by looking older than
your years! Our magnificent Old Boys®
Outfit contains [alse whiskers and eye-
hrows, patent throat attachment for
deepening the wvoioe, one bottle of face-
lining mixture, and one tin of nose-
reddener.—The Outfit, u.uEm.E_E. Is. only,

ost free I—-CHUNKLEY'S, Universal
_m__._.ﬂi.“_....__um. n.n:hE.u_E.

WE BUY LO.U'S

Bell out your old I.0.U.'s for spot orah,
boya! Beat prices ald | Quotations
given for anybody’s LO.U. |

SAMPLE PRICES ;
1.0.U.’a from Lord

Mauleverar 10s. 11d. per £1

2 from Skinner 2z 8d. ,, £1
. . DBunter id. ,, Ei0
Full price list on application.—FISH &
0., Bankers and oiers, No, 14,

Romove Pasaage,



