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ALL ABOUT THIS WEEK'’S FINE PICTURE STAMPS.

Corne Jnlo the
Chjice, ooyl

le:glndhlﬁurﬂmnﬂﬂu,ﬂhﬁnu,mdropmulﬁuhlhefmm:
The Editor, The '* Magnet ' Iibrary, The Amalgamated Press, Lid., The Fleetway

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

YOUR GRAND FREE PICTURE
GALLERY !

MET two fellows yesterday argui
like billy-ho about the Flying ;agu‘::t?ﬂg
man. One said the Flying Beotsman
was the name of a train, the other

eaid it was the name of a railway engine.

Finally, they agreed to write to the

Editor of the MAGNET about it. It was

in my mind to make myself known to

thom, but on second thoughts I decided

to let them wait and see—actually sco a

grand coloured picture of the Flying Scots-

man, in the aNET, And here it is—
one of the six magnificent Super-Stamps
given fres with this issue |

Of course, you've got that splendid

Album, which was given froe with the

October 1st issue of our companion paper,

“Modern Boy,” and, of course, you are

carefully sticking into it—in the proper

places specially provided in the Album'’s

—all your Super-Stamps as you col-
oot themm ! 1 hope you are as carefully
collecting the Buper-Stamps now being
given fres with the " Ranger” and with
the “Modern Boy." Don’t leave these
expensive pictures knocking around loose,

Your motto should be “ Into the Album

with them at once | ™

By the way, you can do your pals a
good turn by telling them about these
magnificent EE picture stamps.

FAMOUS RAILWAY ENGINES !

But about that Flying Scotsman argu-
ment. DBoth fellows were right, for there
is & train as well as a locomotive called
the Flying Scoteman. So there are really
TWO Flymg Scotsmen, The train is much
the older, though, for it was running 69
yoara ago, whereas the Flying Scotsman
engine is only nine years of age. And it
can do 89 miles an hour, hauling an enor-
mously heavy train from King's Cross
Station, in London, to Waverley Station
in Edinburgh, There is no more famous
express train in the whole world—and
what a proud job for the firemen and
drivors who have to take it the whole
392} miles non-stop, an exoeiting run of 74
hours! The Flying Scotsmen engine
and tender together weigh 158 tons
13 owt.

The other famous British railway engine
included in this weeok's Buper-Stamps
belongs to the Schools class locos of the
Southern Railway—the most powerful of
their ial type in this country.. Each
of the iﬂmﬂ are named after a big British
sochool—Eton, Winchester, Lancing, and
80 on. 'The driving-wheels of these splendid
engines are 6 feet 7 inches in diameter,
and the weight of the engine and tender is
100} tons, These Schools locos lock very
much like tho Lord Nelson and King
Arthur class, but wherens the latter have
each ten wheels, the Schools locos have
eight wheels,
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This issue of the
MAGNET contains

ROUGH-RIDERS AND ROUGH
TUSSLES |

NOTHER of our Super-Stamps
this week shows how to get the
better of a fellow in a rough
tussle. Your attacker, who ins

shown on the left, ia powerless once you
got him into this position. Try it ¢n your
chum, and see. ut be very careful, for
that arm stretched out from the baok
oyer your shoulder would easily break if
you put too much pressure upon it. This
18 known as the * Bﬂma-n]nng hold."’

The Rough-Rider is an pine
Gaucho, the cowboy of the wvast South
American pam or prairies, whero
tremendous herds of cattle need expert
horsemen to look after them. From the
very nsature of their job, the gauchos are
more at home in the saddle than they are
on their own legs, and in the use of the
lasso they are amazingly expert. The men
have both Spanizh and Indian blood in
their veins.

VESSELS OF SEA AND AIR1

The paddle-steamer Royal Eagle is the
newest of the Eagle Steamship Company's
fleot of pleasure steamers, and one of our
Super-Stampa shows what a splendid

vessel it is, Driven by oil-engmes, it
carriea nearly 1,800 passenpers, and is
202 feet long. During the months of

summer it takes passengers each day
betwoon London, Eaut.hamf and Margate.
Perhaps you hawe been on her t If so, this
Fiut,ura will be a splendid souvenir of a
mgﬁy holiday trip.

o Inst of this week's pictures shows
one of the latest of the famoua Armstrong-
Whitworth fighting planes—a machine of
which the R.A.F. 18 extremely proud. As
gwift in pursuit of an enemy a8 it is terrible
in actual conflict,

e

A £30,000 FILM STAR DOG.

I doubt if there ia a MAGNET reader in
any part of the world who has not heard
of %’imﬂi‘in-'l‘in, the most famous film dog-
actor that ever lived. Most of my readers
have probably seen that eplendid Alsatian
dog on the soreen at some cinema. And
now Rin-Tin-Tin, who earned the colossal
and almost umbelievable sum of £20,000
as o screen star is dead! The splendid
old dog's son is to take Rin-Tin-Tin's
place as film actor. But Rin-Tin-Tin him-
solf—fourteen years old—will NEVER be
forgotten |

WHERE RIN-TIN-TIN CAME FROM.

It was daring the Great War that some
goldiers discovered two puppies in a
German dug-out, and an American airman

romptly adopted them. He took them
gr.mk with him to California, and one of
them, which he named Rin-Tin-Tin, got
a jub on the films and was presently

earnmg £400 a week | He waa
ghortly to have retired from
cinema ing for » when
ho Bad an SHAk, of pectiveis
—and died! And now this
amazing Alsatian jg but =a
memory |

AMAZING—BUT TRUE !

Ears on their Legs.—Did you
know that crickets listen with
their front lega? A funny
place for an insect to wear ita
ear drums, but that’s where
crickets smarten themselves up
when told to wash behind their
ears | In spite of this, cricketa
have very keen hearing.

Champion Chirpers.—
.]'ujmneaa crickets are also aplen-
did songsters. The Jape put
them into little wicker cages and hold
championship contests, matching cricketa
whose singing ability has beon amazingly
developed &quin.at- other champions, and
thousands of peopls pay to heer the
muaio] Some of the crickets can chirp
ninety times a minute right through the
night.

Alligator Nests.—In the Bouthern States
of America boys go " alligator-nesting "'—
looking for nurseries of alligators,
which are made among the riverside
bushes. An ulligator may lay as many
as Iﬁuogu. And an alligator can bito
off & boy's leg at ous snap. Rather more
exciting than sparrows'-nesting, you'll
agree with me !

Balloon-Busters.—They've invented o
new gport for glider pilote. When a
number of gliders—motorless aeroplanes
—are well going, people on the ground
launch air-balloons and the glider pilota
see which of them can burst the largest
number by prodding the balloons with
stioks surmounted by pins! So far there
is mo record of any balloon-chaser falling
out of his glider, but I should say it would
be much easier to tumble out than priclk
one of those bobbing-about air-balloona !

Every MacxwET reader should make a
point of getting this year's HOLIDAY
ANNUAL. It'sa better-than-ever volume
of prizo stories and pictures. For the price
of six shillings it is a hngmn—-n. bargain
which should not be missed.

OW I'll let you know something

N about the splendid programme

I've got in stors for you next

week. To begin with, you'll enjoy
reading :

“ THE SCHEMER OF THE
By Frank Rlchards,

SIXTH!"

the next story in our d new series
dealing with Harry Wharton’s feud. Thia
is a roal first-class yarn, chums. So don'd
miss it, whatever you do!

Watch out, too, for more thrill-packed
chapters of our sensational highweymam
story : ' The Red Faleon|"

Another tip-top issue of the * Greyfrins
Hernld »* comes next on the list, and
you'll vote it great, too |

“ LINESMAN,™

of course, will deal with more miricate
Soccer problems set him by readers.
ghb Bure

A word of waming bere !
of the

SIX SUPER-STANPS GIVEN FREE
with next week's MacxeT, by ordaring
sour copy 10-ds¥ ! v GUR EDITOR.

SIX WONDERFUL PICTURE STAMPS FREE!



A GRAND SCHOOL STORY OF THE CHUMS OF GREYFRIARS !

THE FIRST CHAPTER.
Mauly Astonishes the Natives !
f AULEVERER !
M “0Ohl Yaas?”
“What?"" exclaimed DMMr.
Quelch,
“Yanst” drawled the schoolboy carl
of Greyfriars neghgently.
Mr. Quelch, master of the Remove,
looked tixedly at Lord Muuleverer.
Every fellow m the Remove looked at

him, It was third school at Greyfriars,
and during thnt "school” Lord
Mauleverer had been acting in an
unusunl, reminrkable, and  really
unaccountable munner.

It was seldorn that Remove mon
ventured to “rap”™ m class.  DMr.

Quelch was not the sort of master to
be ragged. Even the Bounder, who waa
a born rebel and ragger, was rather
carcful how he ecarried on undor the
mimlet oye of Henry Samuel Quelch.
Mauly was no ragger—he was about the
last fellow ar Greyfriars to rag. Indeed,
Mauly regarded ragging o master as
bad form; and for "Iﬂ.l,ﬁjl’ to be guilty
of what he considered bad form, was
amaozing,

Yot he was ragging Quelch, on thias
particular morning, in the most
unexasmpled manner !

The oeension was rather ill-chosen, for
Mr. Quelch was in one of his tartest

and severest tempers that morning.
Recent happemings in his Form had
rousad Quelch’s deepest re.

(Ono place 1 the Remove was vacant.
Harry Wharton, captain of the Form,
was not there. Huarry Wharton was
locked in the punishment-room, for the
dire offence of “ punching a prefect,”
and most of the Romove expeected that
he would be * bunked.” His friends were
gloomy and glum at the prospect, Mozt
of the Removites were concerned about
it. But all of them were on their best
behaviour. Quelch was seldom & man
to be trifled with—now he was less so
than ever And this was the timo
Mauleverer had chosen to start in a new
career as a ragger in class! It was

amazing—astounding! It scemed to bo

a caso of fools rushing where angels
feared to tread,

Quelch could hardly believe it at first.
Mauly was his best-bebhaved pupil. He
was lazy—that was true; his “con "' was
generglly nearly as bad a= Billy Bunter’s.
But his manners were moulded on those
of the ineffable Lord Chesterficld. They
were irreproachable.  So when Meuly
dropped a book on Skinner's roe, and
Skinner gave a startled howl, Quelch
supposed that it was an accident, and
tart as he was, he let o sa.  When
another accident happened—the upset-
ting of an inkpot over Billy Buntor’s

- — - -

Ii’s warfare now between Harry

Wharton of the Remove and his

Form master. And though it’s

boy against master, the boy
wins the first round !

trousers—Quelch grew suspicious: but
still he could hardly believe it. Bot he
could not suppose thar it was an aceident
when Mauly caught Snoop in the eye
with an ink-ball. Sidney James Snoop's
surprised roar woke the erchoes of the
Form-room. Mauly received a hundred
lines on the spot. It was clear now that
he was ragging.

Roman history was the subject n
third schonl in the Remove Form Room.

Quelch went on with Roman history,
with n suspicious eye on the surprising
Mauly! And Lord Mauleverer, leaning
back on his form. opened his mouth,
and yawned loud and long.

It waa not a suppressed yawmn, such
as might have proceeded from any
fellow when Quelch was imparting
valuable but undesired information
concerning the reign of the Emperor
Nero. It was a loud and prolonged
Euvm, heard—and obviously intended to

o heard—all over the Form-room. Then

it was that Mr. Queleh rapped out Lord
Mauleverer’'s namo like a bullet, looking
Iike Roderick Dhu on the occasion when
dark lightnings flashed from Roderick’s
aye.

And Mauly, plamly bent on more
trouble, drawled out *“ Yaas,” without
oven adding *'sir”

Remove follows simply starcd at him.

They crancd their necks to stare,
They were astounded to sce Mauly, tho
quiet and placid Mauly, sitting up and
imgTing for trouble in this way, BMr.
Queloh was astounded, toco: but he was
more angry than astounded,

“What did you say, Mauleverer?”
asked Mr. Queleh, ip o low, distinct
volce.

“1 said yaas!” answered Mauly.

“Do you not know how to address
our Form master with proper rvespect,
laulevercr "

“Yans!™

“1f you do not say * yos, sir ' immedi-
ately, 1 shall ecane you, Mauleverer.”

“Yaas, sir, immediately!”  said

Mauly.

Mr. Queleh quite jumped. So did the
Removites ! Obviously, Mauly conld nobk
have lsur[.‘msr:d_ really, that Queleh was
Iull:’nq nm ta say “yes, sir, immeds
ately.” It was a jest| DMauly was in
a jesting mood; t.!]mugh i was fright-
fullly clear that Mr. Queleh was not.

“0Oh, murmurced Dob
Cherry.

“My esteemed Mauly
Hurrce Jamset Ram Singh,

“Silence in the class!” hiooted
Quelch.  “Mauleverer, you will
two hundred lines.”

“Yaas!”

“At your next offence, T shall cane
youl”

“Right-ho 1™

“(h  crumbs|”
Nugent,

Mr. Quelch eould hardly Lelieve his
oars, He grabbed his cane from hia
desk almost convulsively. When a fellow
answered “Raght-ho!"" to his Form
master in clasa, it was time for the
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my hat!”

whispered

Mr.
take

breathed Trank

(Copyright in the United States of America,)
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skies to fall. Tha skies did not falls
but it was plain that Queleh’s cane was
going to fall—hard)

“Step out  before the
Mauuleverer 1” said Mr. Quelch.

® Any old thing I yawned Mauleverer.

He lounged out, with his hands in his
pockets, The Removites watched him
as if [ascinated. Hie rriﬁnds—nmrif_‘ all
the Formr—were alartned for him.
Unless old Mauly bad suddenly gone off
lltl;u rocker, there was no sccounting for
thia.

Mr. Quelch pointed to a desk with
his cane, held in a hand that trembled
with anger.

“"Bend over that desk, Mauleverer1”

“Yaus §”

Whack! Whaek! Whack!

There is a bad old maxim that to spare
the rod is to spoil the child. Quelch,
for once, scemed to be a firm believer
in that maxim. He laid on those three
ewipea as if he [ancied that he was
beuting  carpet. Lord Mauleverer
wriggled at the first, yel at the
secoud, and roared at the third. Quelch
wuas angular, and rather bony, ond
would uot have been suspected, on his
looks, of packing a lot of muscle. But
the beef he put into those swipes showed
thut he had Plﬂnty sowewhere,

“0Oh gud 1” groaned Mauleverer, as he
straightened u;‘J” after the infliction.
“Oh, my hat! Wow

“Go buck to your place, Maulevercr |
If lyuu offend aguin in this lesson, I
shall send you to your headmaster!”
eard Mr. Quelch, in & deep voico,

This was a dire threat, Only as a
last resource, if a fellow was incorrigibly
troublesome, was he sent with a note to
Dr. Locke. It meant n ﬂorﬁingl The
Bounder, in his wmost reckless mood,
would have beon brought to order by
such a threat. It remained to be seen
whether Mauly, in his new and remark-
able ragging humour, would be brought
to order.

IHHe went back to his place, and
wriggled painfully as he eat down.
Quulch’s eye wus on him. He was
gomg to give Mauly his particular
attention now, Muul;, if ho did not
behave, was "for it.”

“ Mauleverer 1”  rapped out  Mr.
Quelch. *“What were the words of
INero when the centurion discovered him
in the garden?”

That was, as tho juniors would have
said, an easy one. They had just had
it in the lesson! Even Billy Bunter
kunew that, Nero, rooted out of his
hiding-place after his fall, had snid to
the centurion, *“ Haec est fides 1”—* This
is fideluity 1” 8o Lord Mauleverer's
answer, when 1t came, made the Remove
juinp.

“Yaoas,” said Mauly, “he said: *Kiss
me, Hardy!" "

The expression that came over Mr.
Quelch’s  speaking countenance was
simply terrific. There was an irrepress-
ible chuckle in the Remove. Even
Mauly could not have supposed that
Nelson's remark had been made by tho
fallen tyrant of Rome. He was ragging
again. The glare that swept over tho
class from Mr. Quelch stilled the
chuckle.

“What did you say,
thundered Mr. Quelch.

“*Kiss mo, Hardy '!” repeated Lord
Mauleverer calmly. “Or was it ' Take
away that bauble| ' 1

Form ¥

Mauloverer 1"

“Ha, ha, hal”

“8Silence! Mauleverer, this is not
stupidity—this s intentional  1m-
pertinence! 1 shall give you a note

for your headmaster.”
Mr. Queleh stepped to his desk, wrote
a bhurried note, and handed it to Lord

Tue Macner Lienany,—No. 1,287.

Mauleverer, who received it meekly.
He pointed to the door.
“Take that note wo Dr, Locke, in the
Sixth Form room, Muauleverer.”
“Yaas,” drawled Mauly.
I'I'Gu!ll
Lord Mauleverer went,
h_Thn:u Form-roomm door olosed bohind
m.
8 "”Pnﬂr old Mauly {” murmured Johnny
ull,
“*Jevver hear a man askin’ for i4 like
that |” whispered the Bounder,
" Silenco |7
There was silenco in class,
history went on its weary way in the
Form-room; while Muuleverer, pre-
sumably, went on his way to the Head.

Roman

THE SECOND CHAPTER.
A Surprise .or Colonel Wharton 1

ORD MAULEVERER, outside the
I Yorin-room, griuned. Few
fellows n his siuation would
huve grinned. KReoeally, it waa
not a grinming wmatier., He had lines
he had hud a camug, and he was, in a
probubility, booked for a Head’s
whopping,

But Muuly grinned, as if completely
satwstied with the course of events. No
doubt Muuly bhad his reasons for hia
remarkable conduct in  third school,
mysterious as they were to the other
fellows,

Ho walked quickly away. Generally
tho slucker of the Remove umbled slowly
and with iruat. lersure. Now he walked
quite guickly. But he did not walk in
the direction of the Sixth [Form room,
where the Head was with the senfors.
Hé sveined to be in a burry, but not in
& hurry to deolivor his note to Dn.
Locke,

The direction he took was that of
Masiers’ Studies, Durin school
Musters’ Studies were, of course,
deserted. Mauleverer opened the door
of Mr. Quelch's study, walked in, and
shut thé door behind him. He crossed
over to the telephone, lifted the receiver
from the hooks, cullud up the exchan
and gave the number “ Wimford 1007
This was a trunk call, and Mauly had to
wait o be put through.

He stretched his elegant limbs in his
Form muster's armchuir to wait, He
had plenty of tine. Quelch was booked
in the Remove-room for nearly an hour
to come. Certainly he would expect
Mauly to return after sceing the Heud.
But he would not expect hun yer. And
if, getting impatient, Quelch came out
to look for him, certainly he was nod
likely to look for hun in Masters’
Studies. Mauleverer, feeling that he
was quite safe in his present quarters,
waited with cheerful ecalmness for the
telephone bell to ring.

Mauly had *astonished the natives
already in class. They would have been
still more astomished if they had seen
him now. Wimford 100 was, as many
of the Remove knew, tho telephone
number of Wharton Lodge, the home of
Harry Wharton, captain of the Form.
Mauly's amazing proccedings  that
morning, appurently, had been for the
sole object of getting out of the Form-
room in order to ring up Harry's uncle,
Colonel Wharton. In un hour's time he
would have been free to ring up anybody
ha liked It scemed that il(;'l could not
afford delay.

The call cama through, and Mauly
lifted himself out of Mr, Quclch's arm-
chair and took the receiver.

“Hallo! Is that Wharton Lodge”

THE MAGNET

" Yes, sirl" came the amooth voice of
Wells, the butler ut the Lodge.

“ Mauleverer speakin’ lromn Greyfriars
School. Please ask Colonel Wharton to
comse to the phone. | hope he's as home.
It’s important—very 1*

“Colonel Wharton is at home, my
lord, and I will call him at once.”
“Phanks 1’

Lord Mauleverer waited. Very
urckly the wvoice of Colonel James

'harton came in deep tones over the
wires.

“Hallo! Mauleverer—"

"“Yaas, sirl Good-mornin', Coloncl
Wharton I” said Muuly to the trans-
mitter. “Sorry to butt in and bother
you, bug it's Inightfully important.”

“What is the matter?’ asked the
colonel in puzled tones. “1 hope
mothing is amiss with Harry 2™

L. lel

“Not an acordent—"

hero was a yuick note of anxiety in
the old military gentleman’s voice.

““No, nol DBut Wharton's rather in
trouble, and 1 thoughs 1'd let you know,

sir. You, being a governor of the
school, may be able o put in a word
for the old chap. Anyhow, 1 thought

ou'd like to know. Old Wharton got

a rag out this mormn—*

“ His what1*

“1 mean, he got into a bit of a temper
and punched a prefect——"

"“Good gad|” ejuculuted the colonel,
“My nephew-—Hurry—impossiblo 1

“Sorry, sir, but thero it 18, My beliel
is that Wharton was wn the right; he’s
not a fellow to bresk out like this for
nothin'. It was Loder of the Sixth that

he punched. Got him right i the
aj‘“ '
Good gad [

“The fellows are sayin' that Loder's
got a black eye! Of course, there's lota
of men in the Rewmove who would be
Jolly glad to give Loder a black eye, or
8 parr of them——"

Wha-a-t 17

“He's rather a benst, sir!l But
punchin’ a prefect is considered a rather
serious matter here——""

“1 should say so!” boomed Colonel
Wharton. “1 can scarcely believe such
a thing of my nephew 1”

“1 fancy Loder must have worried him
an awful lot to make him hit out like
that, eir., He's rather a rotter! But
actually Wharton hit bim in the eye in
break, and they've bunged poor old
Wharton into punny—"

""Into what1”

“1 mean into tho punishment-room,
and he's thero now. The [ellows are
sayin’ that he's gown’ to be bunked——"

“Good heavens!”

“Bunkin' secins to be considered the
proper sort of thing for a Lower School
man who hits a Sizth Form prefect. I
dare say it's all right, as a rule
But——" ,

““I hope this is not a foolish jest,
Mauleverer,”

“Oh, my hat! Not at all, sir!l 1 ean
tell you that it's frightfully scrious.
We're all worried about Wharton. The
fact is, Loder’s been down on him sinco
the term started, and I'm absolutely sure
that he got Wharton's rag out and that
he was to blame. OUtherwise I shouldn't
boe buttin’ in. But the beaks——"

“Who?”

“The masters, 1 mean—they'ro fear-
fully wild., Knockin' down a prefect in
the quad is a bt unusual, sir. I'm
afraid Wharton’s gomn' wo he sacked,
You'd hear all ahont it when he got
homo with a note from the Head in his
pocket! But 1 sort of fancied that of 1
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But- you wiso ot once, sir, you might
argo in-—"

"Eh ?ll

“T mean, you might think it worth
whilé Lo call on the Head, sir, and see
whether anythin' can be dono for the
poor old chap., I'm not denyin' that
he’s gone rather over the odds
But—"

“I[ my nephew has done anything of
the kind the provocation muost bave
becn very great, thovgh that s little
oxcuso for him. Disecipline is discipline,
as a soldier's son and nephew should
know! I can scarcely bolievo this!”

“Sorry it's true, sir! But every men
in the Form believes that Wharton had
some jolly good cause. Loder's a bad
hat! I'm not goin' to say anythin’
against tho man, of course, but he's a
rank outsider, a beastly bully, and a
eringin®" worm | Lols of times I'd have
liked to bung him in tho eye muvseclf;
only, of course, such things aren’t donel

Ll

Foky .:"h...il |
—
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“* Bunter,”* sald Dr. Locke severely, *‘ I desire to ask you a question.””
about a ple, sir, I know nothing whatever about It.

Eh?rtﬂn just forgot that for once.
E'B ¥

“] shall come down to the school
immediately.”

**Oh, good !” said Lord Mauloverer in
great relief. “The beak's bound to
listen to & governor of the school.
I'm absolutely certain, sir, that you'll
find that there’s a lot to be snid for
poor old Wharton, though I admit that
it's a bit thick to punch a prefect.”

“I hope so—I hope sol Certainly I
shall come at once 1 shall order the
car this instant., Good-bye!”

“ Good-bye, sir 1"’

The colonel rang off before he heard
Mauly’s good-bye.

Lord Mauleverer hung up and turned
from the telephone. There was a
satisfied expression on his kind, good-
natured face. Every fellow at Groy-
friars expected Wharton to be
“bunked.” But it was quite possible
that Colonel Wharton might intervene
with success. He was an influential
member of the Coverning Board; he

was an old friend of the IHead's; he was
un “0Old Boy " of Groyiriars; he was
rather a big gun in cvery way. If any
thing could be done for tho culprit now
locked up in “punny " it had to be done
beforn sentence was promulgated. Onco
the Head had delivered sentence the
wholo Board of Governors could not
have made him retract. Tho sooner
(‘olonel Wharton was on the scene tho
better.

“And now,” sighed Mauleverer—" now
for the ULeak!” And he left tho
Remove master's study znd made his
way to the Sixth Form room.

Mauly had called the tune, and now
e had to pay the piper. That bright
idea of gotting Colonel Wharton on the
spot iw..:F Aashed into his noble brain ns
he =at listening to Roman history from
Mr. Queleh. Wharton was his pal, and
Mauly was the man to do anything for
a pal. Now he had done it, and he
Img to tuke the consequences. Slowly
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my soul | ** ejaculated the Head dazedly.

Lord Mauloverer made his way to the
Bixth Form to deliver Mr, Quelch's note
to the IHead.

THE THIRD CHAPTER.
The Last Hope !

¢ SAY, you fellows! Look
Loder's oye!”
Billy Bunter chuckled.
The juniors hardly needed to
havoe their attention directed to Gerald
Loder's oye.

Loder of the Sixth could not appear
in public without other eyes fastening
on that eye. It was a prominent eye—
n remarkable eye—an eye that leaped
to the eye, so to speak |

It was black, but not comely !
eyed Susan, in the old song, drew
many glances; but not so many as
black-eyed Loder. For a Greyinars
prefect, a Sixth Form man, to be seen
with a black eye was unheard of. Such
things did not happen at Greyiriars.
Yet it had happened. And, most

at

Black-

““Oh lor’ 1" groaned the fat junior.
I never even knew there was a pie missing from the pantry !’ ** Bless

3

amnzing of all, monst nnheard of, wes
tho fact that a | awer boy—a junior of
the Memovo—had given Lodor of the
Sixth that black eyel

Certuinly [larry Wharton had not
intended to adorn his old enemy in that
remurkable manner. But he had hit
hard, and Loder had captured it on
that spot, with the result that Loder's
oye was blacked. It was an awful hap-
pening, but thero it was.

“Punching a prefect " was a dire
o'fence. When tho punch resulted 1n a
black eyo the outcome could not be
doubted. It was tho “sack ™!

Wharton's chums—IDob Cherry and
Johnny Bull, Frank Nugent and Hurree
Jamset Ram Singh—had hoped that the
worat might not happen. till they saw
Loder's eyo ! After that, hope was very
faint. How could the Head possibly go
easy with a fellow who had blacked a
profect’s ﬂ'm'r

[t was impossible! The captain of
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“If it's

the Remove had to pay dear for that
hasty blow.

Some [ellows thought that Loder need
not have paraded his eye in publio,
It was not a decoration to be proud of.
Still, Loder could hardly be expected
to hide his eye, and himself, 1n his
study, like the Hower that was born to
blush un'cen. He had had to turn up
for Greek in the Bixth Form room, any-
how, and everybody knew about hia
eye.

Now he was, so to speak, taking ik
for a walk in tho quad, and overy other
eve within range turned on der's
eye. If. like Hamlet's father, he had
had an eye like Mars, to threaten and
command it could hardly have made &
greater impression on Groyfriars

Billy Bunter chuckled, and many
follows grinned. DBut most fellowa
realised that the matter was serious.
Thers might be an element of the comio
in a black eye—to the beholder, if nok
to the possessor thercof. But the con-
gequencrs were serious enough. A
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fellow was going to be sacked for if,
and tho leliow who was gong 1o be
sacked was worth a dozen ol Loder—
in the opimion of hig friewds, at least.
Altor morning school the Lo. walked
round to look up at the htule barred
window of the pumshmenwvroom, to
cmch a ghmpse ol whe prisonct there,
But, nothiug was to be seen ol Wharton,
He did not show hium=elf air the window
o1 * punay.” Thoy wondered dismally
what his feelings were hke ns he waited
in thut solnury room lor the choppor
to come down,
“It's rotten 1” groaned Bob Cherry.
All the ws=ual exuberany cheerlulness
was pono [romn Bob s ruddy [ace,
"The rottenfulness s werifie!” said
Hurree Jumset Ram Singh dolorously.
" They can’t sack him 17 said I'rank.
It seemed certain, yet to Nugent it
geemed  somchow r'mpossible that his
chum was to be turfed out of Greyfriam.

]ﬂ

“They can't do anyuhng clsel”
grunted Johnony Bull. "lt's rotien
enough; but hos asked for it! What

elso can tho beak do "

“Loder’s a bully and a brute!” said
Frank hotly. * He's a blackguard and
a worm; he'a a disgrace to the
gchool M

““1 hoe Head doesn’t know all that.”

“The knowfulness is not great, or the

estecmed and disgusting Loder would
be wup for the sack!” said Hurreo
Jamset Ram Singh. *“7The absurd

Wharwon is for it!”

" Look here, let's 51: to Quelch,” said
Bob. "Ho's as mad as a hatter with
Wharton, and—and no wonder, really!
But we may be sble to put in & word
for the old chap.”

" Um 1” said Johnny Bull doubtfully.
:‘I-ilnm likely to give us six for butting
1“ E R

“1 don’t care!”

Bob Cherry marched off to the
Remove master’s study, and his friends
followed him, though with little hope.
Buch hopeo as they might have nourished
faded away as they stood in tho
presence of Mr. Quelch, under the cold
gleam of his gimlet eye.

He was about to leave his study when
the juniors arrived, and they could

uess that ho was going to the Head.

ow that merning school was over the
masters were not likely to delay long in
dealing with the prisoner of the punish-
ment-room.  But ho paused to fix his
gimlet eye on the dismal Co. and to
rap out:

“ Waell 27 )

“If—if wyou please, sir—"
mered Bob.

“Be brief |”

“ About—about Wharton, sir—"

"¥You can have nothing to say to me
on that subject,”

“Thore's something yon ought to
know, sir,” said Bob rosolutely *“I1—I
know Wharion's played the goat. But
he belioved that Loder had played a
roiten trick on him."

“ What do you mean ?*
~ "“"¥You remember, sir, Wharton got
into & row because the lines he left in
your study were missmng. Somcbody
took them away, and you thought he
hadn't done them. He believed that it
wns Loder.”

Mr. Quelch gave Bob a freezing
glare.

" Wharton believed that a Sixth Form
prefect had played a childish prank—
and dared to sirike that prefect in con-
seruence ! he exclaimed. “You had
better say no more, Cherry! Tf you
imagine that such a statement is of any
benafit to Wharton, you are very much
mistaken "

Without wasting more words on the
Co. Mr Queleh rustled away. They
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stam-

went back dismully to the quad. TPut-
ting an o word tor Wharton had not
boen a success |

"1 say, you [ellows—"

“Oh, dry up, Buoter 1" gruntad Bob,
“Is he bunked yet?” asked Bumwer,
blinkimg at the Co. through his Ing
spectactes. " SBome of the 1ellows are

gaying ho's bunked wlready.”

"No " growled Dob,

“Well, they wont bo lonz rettinge it
over,”  saud Lsonter  tiwoughriully.
“Im =sorry, you know ! Ilc was rather
a3 bl:uﬂ M

“What 7"

“Raver o beast! 1llteinpored, you
know,” said Bunter. “ 1ot headed sort

ol un ess, if you ok me! Lle kicked
me yesterday 4

“I'lN kick you today, if yon don't
ghut up, yvou fat tick!”

“Oh, really, Cheiry 2

“And the kickiulness will bo territie 17
gard Hurrce Jamset Ram Smgh.

“Oh, really, Inky! As | was saying,
I'm sorry lor the chap ™ said Bunter.
“1 suppo-e Smithy will get 1n again os
captain of the Remove when he's gone.
You'll be alone in SBtudy No, 1,
Nugeos ™

“Oh, shut up!”

“But that's what I was going (o speak
about,” explammed Bunter. ‘““It's rather
important. You kpow, 1 was i Study
No. 1 with you befors Wharton came.
Well. when he's gone I'll come back, if
you like.”

“You fat idiot }”

“1 mean 1t,” said Bunter, blinking at
him. *“[I've never been really satisfied
with Toddy in Study Neo. 7. He's
mean, you know. Hardly my class
socially, either. I'll come back to
B.udv No. 1. You'll liko it a bit better
than having Wharton there—what !—
with hm snappy temper, always getiing
his up about somothing. You
remember you had a scrap with him his
vary first day at Greyfriars, and——
Y aroooooooh |

Billy Bunter did not know why Frank
Nufant suvddenly grasped him by the
collar and banged his bullet head on
the trunk of an elm.

But he knew that Nugent did it.

He could not fail to be aware of that |
Hi: head sthote the elm with a fearful

“Yarooch!  Beast!
roared Bunler.

lLeaving the fat Owl to roar, the
chums of the Remove drifted on.

Near the gates they came on Lord
Mauleverer.

Mauly wa2 looking out into the road.
as if in expectation. He wriggled o
littta as he stood. Mauly had been
through it that morning rather severely.
He glanced round at tho dismal four,
and smiled.

“HMa'a comin' 1™ hoe remarlked. "“T'vo
just snotted the car.”

“Who " asked Boh, without interost.

“Wharton’s 1olly old unc'e.”

“Co'onel Wharton ' exclaimed DBob.

“Yﬂ.ﬂ.ﬂ.ll

The juniors stared out of the gate-
way. Far in the distance a car was
coming along the Courtfield road at a
fast pace,

" Thut's Colonel Wharton’s car 1" said
Bob, staring. “Then, ho knows I”

“1 told him, old bean."

“¥Youl" yelled the Co.

Lord Muouleverer grinned.

“What did you think I was rﬂg;jin’
Queleh for in third school ¥ he asked.

“Y thought vyon’d gone off vyour
rocker.””

“Well, I hadn’t., I was schemin’® to
ret out of the Form-room to ring up
Wharron's  uncle. Deep — what ?”

rinned Mauly. “What do you think
Euﬂ!uh would have szid if he'd known

Whoooooop
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I gol on his phone when he sent vic to
the Head

“Oh, my bhat!" gasped Bob,

What Quelch would have said—and
done—it he had known, would hardly
bear chinking of, Centainly e was _for-
tunste tor s ohecrvlul lordship thab
Queleh had not known.

“And hwere the old bean comes )"
added Mauly.

The cowonel’s car cawme up at a rush,

It turned 1w ar the gaws., and the
jutitora “eapped ' the bronzed old
gentieman who sat withimn, as be passed

them, Caolonel Wharton gave them n
nod  The car ran on up the dove, an:
tho chums of the Bemove woked afrer
it, and then ar one another, ‘Thew
faces were brizhier,

The old boy may bo able to do
sotnething  for Harry ! ssid Nugent
hopetuily,

“Let's hope g0, at least !’ said Dob.

“ Hope springs infernal in the human
vhest, as the estecined poet remarks”
observed Hurree Jamset Ram Sinph.

There was one eye that turned male-
vaolently on Colonel Wharton as he
stcpped from his ear. It was Loder's,
Loder of the Sixuh had taken n for
granted that Harry Wharton was roing
to be saeked, and that while the other
fellows were at dinner, he would be
going to rhe station. Now a doubt
erept into his mind, and he seowled at
ITarry Wharton’s uncle.  Unconsciouns
of s scowl, and of his existence,
Colonel Wharton went in to sea the
Head.

THE FOURTH CHAPTER,
Uncle and Nephew !

ARRY WHARTON =zat on the

H edge of the bed in the punish-

went-room, with a dark and
clouded tace,

He knew that he was ™ for it "—thal
when morning school was over ho
would be taken belore his headmaster—
and he could hardly doubt what the
result would be.

His brows were knitted, and there
was o gleam of defiance in his eyes.

His pride, at least, was unauhcrued,

Even his friends, he knew, eonder 1ed
his action; they doubted what he be-
lieved of Loder, and they condemned
the fierce outbreak of temper and in-
dignation. which had culminated in his
knocking down a Sixth Form prefect
under the very eves of his headmaster,
They were concerned for him, anxious
about him:; but they felt that he had
asked for what was coming to him. He
wae well nware of that.

It made no differcnce to his mood.
He did not regret that angry blow. In
the same circumstances he would have
struck it again. There was a poink
beyond which patience could nol
endure. If the whole school condemned
him, friends as well as foes, he could
find support in his own stubborn spirit

Chiefly, as he sat there in silence an
golitude, it was the thought of his uncle
that troubled him, It would be a heavy
biow to Colonel Wharton when he camea
heme in disgrace—expelled from his
school. His uncle, who had been a
father to hium, was tond of him, proud
of him, ambitions for him. What would
be the effeot on him? Likely enough
he would blame him. The old soldier
was keen on diseipline A junior boy af
school, striking a prefect, would seem
to him something like a private striking
an officer. Wharton had had provoca-
tion enough, but even that he could
not prove. Loder had been too wary
and cunning to give him a chance of
provimng what he knew. The comng
interviow  with his uncle, when he
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reached home,
prospect. :

There were steps in the corrider, and
n key grated into tho lock of the door.
It opcned, and Wharton rose to his
feet. Ho saw his Form master.

Mr. Queleh stood aside from the door-
way and did not enter. Neivher did
he give Wharton a glance. Apparently
he had come to the punishment-room
merely to admit someone else,

Wharton saw that “someone else’
the next moment It was Colonel
Wharton who strode mn, with his heavy
cread. Mr. Queloh drew the door shut.

Wharton faced his uncle.

His heart sank ns he read the prim
expression on the bronzed old face.
Evidently Colonel Wharton had scen
the Head. What Dr. Locke had told
him could bave produced only one im-
pression on his mind.

“So I find you here, Harry (" said
tho colonel. “ Locked up in the punish-
ment-room, waiting to receive sentence
of expulsion from your school.”

“Yes, uncle,” said Harry, in a low
volce.

“I have heard from your headmaster

was & dismaying

what has happened. Have you a
Ein{g!n word to say In  your own
defence 7"’

Wharton set his lips. !

It scemed as if he had been tried and
found guilty unheard. _

“Yes, il you wish to hear it,” ho
Baid: quietly. _

“1 am waiting to hear it!"” said
Colonel Wharton grimly. He had not
evon shalken hands with his nephew,

Heo stood.as stiff as a ramrod, his eyes
on the junior’s face.

“I suppose you know that I knocked
Loder down," said Harry.

“Yes," grunted Colonel Wharton. “I
know that you have broken and out-
raﬁed every law of the school. Why?”

I should not have touched him, 1
think, if he had not laid hands on me,”

gaid Harry.
“Why :lsi'd he lay hands on you?”’
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“PBacause 1 told him what he was—a
rotten rascal [

Grunt from the colonel.

“1 think I have scen Loder, some
time or other,” he. said. “Bo far as L
have seen he is much the same as any
other Sixth Form man at this school.”

“You've not seen much, then.”

“He is a prefect of the Sixth IForm
which means that he has the goo
opinion and confidence of his head-
master,” said Colonel Wharton sternly.
“You gay that he is a rascal. You do
not imply that his headmaster knows
it 2"

“Of course not!"’

“1f you are in possession of [acts con-
corning him, you cun place them before
Dr. Locke. If you can prove that a
profect of Greyiriars is a rascal, 1t will

o far to exiecnuante what you have
done. Tell me, then, what you know
of this Loder”

“He is a bully and a brute, and any
ILower boy in the school will say the
same,”

“Possibly. Prefectas are given
authority over juniors, and a boy who
is caned for kicking over the traces may
very likely regard it as bullying. Am
I to understand that you take i1t upon
vourself to knock down prefects because
they are considered bullying in their
“.35.3 ?-‘FI

“Nothing of the kind,'" said Harry,
biting his Ifi]:r. “1 don't mcan that, of
course,.”

“What do you mean, thenf?"

“ Loder has always had a down on
me. It's been worse since the new term
started. He pulled my Form master’s
legr to get him down on me, too."

“ Mr. Quelch, whom I know very well,
ia as keen and observant a man as I
have ever met. He Is not in the least
a man to have his leg pulled, as you
express it, That is nonscnse,”

“1 was in a row yesterday, hecause
gomeo lines I had taken to Queleh’s study
were not found there. omeona had
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takenn them nway, to get me into a
vow with Queleh. It was Loder.

“If that is the case, the fellow 15 a
redcnl, and ought to bo kicked out of
tho school. DM you see him 1

“I was out of gates."”

“ Someone clse saw  him,
}‘_‘:.ll'?l".'

“Tie would not be likely to let anvone
see him domg such a tlhong.”

The Colonel tugged his grizzled mous-
tache, and slurcg nt luis nophew.

“What the douce do you mean, then?
You cannot mean that this Loder told
ou himself that he had played such a
riclk 1"

“No, no!"

“Then what do yvon mean? Iow do
vou know ¥

“TI'm absolutely it
answered Wharton,

“Good pad! Mor what reason?”’

“Quelch did not beliove T had put the
lines in his stndy., I was ur before tho
Head. Loder came and told the Head
that he had seen me take the lines in,”

“Do you mean that he got you out
of tho scrape?”

“Well, yes:;  but—" Wharton
paused. It was hopeless and he knew
it; but he went on: * He neover saw
me teke the lines in, It was a liel He
was Iin the quad ot the time, asnd
couldn't have geon me."”

“Good gad! You say the fellow ie
vour enemy, and yet he came to your

gadmaster and told lies to save you
from punizhment. Are you madt”

“1 believe that ho was frightencd to
let it go on—or that some fellow knew
about it and made him butt in. He
would have been glad enough to leave
me to it. He camo and told lies to the
Head becauso ho was afraid of being
shown up. That’s how I knew that he
had plaved that trick on me.”

Colonel Wharton looked hard at his
nng‘hew. What wns clear to Harry
Wharton was by no means clear to the

(Continued on next page.)
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old eolomelr He reemed to doubb
whether the buﬁ was in his right senses.

“3s that all}

“That’s all 1"’

“A prefect speaks up for you, though
ho dislikes you, and saves you from
punishment. You think that a prool
that he is a liar, and has played a
base trieck on you. Good gad! Are
you @ fool 3**

on did not answer that.

“And that—a vague suspicion, un-
worthy of a deceut lad's mind—that was
canse encugh for you to strike a prefect
under the windows of your head-
master’s study—under the eyes of your
hecadmaster ! You call this prefect your
enemy when, onp your own statement,
all you know is that he acted in a
generous and dutiful way towards you.
You do not even pretend to have any

roof—you ash me to believe that a

rufiriara prefect has acted like a rascal
—like a crook by gad—when the only
evidence is, that in spite of his dislike
of you, he spokw up in your favour.”

harton was silent. Put like that 1t
sounded absurd enough. And yet he
knew ) _

“1 have been told of this affair ot the
lines |” grunted the colonel. I hear
that at first you had the impudence-to
suspect that [yuur Form master, Mr.
Quelch himself, had suppressed the lines
in order to punish you uniust.ly.“

“ It looked like it—until 1 knew about
Loder., 1 know 1 was wrong, and I
apologised to Quelch—1 was sorry for
that——"

“I should think so—by gad, 1 should
eay-so! 1 can hardly believe that such
a rusoally suspicion could enter the mind
of a nephew of mine |”

Wharton erimsoned. )

“You don't know all the ocircum-
stances——"*

“Neo circumstances could excuse such a
miserable suspicion of an upright and
honourable man}" said Colonel
Wharton, raising his hand. *“Say no
more about that! Now, it seems, after
groundless suspicions of your Form
master, which you acknowledge to be
wicked ancd unjust, you transfer your
suspicions to a Sixth Form prefect—and
expect them to be heeded] Cannot you
see that you are as much in the wrong
in the second place as in the first1”

"“No V' said Hurry, between sot lips.
_ There was a long silence. The
junior’s faco was hardening. Colonel
Wharton paced to and fro in the room
for eome minutes in glum silence. He
turned to his nephew at last.

“1 had hopea to hear you say some-

thing in your defence. You have
nothing tu say. You do not seem even
sorry for what you bave done."

“No I"” said Harry Wharton grimly,

“If T had not already prevailed on
your headmaster to give you another
chanen here, Harry, I could not in con-
scicnoe open my lips to make such a
requoit I gaid Colonel Wharton slowly,
*1 am surprised—shocked—1 can hﬂl‘dfj'
understand youl! [From what youv
friend said on the telephone, from what
I knew of you—or fancied that 1 knew
—1 took it for granted that you must
have received some serious provoca-
tion—though that would not have heen
an excuse for what you have done. I
find that the provocation exists only in
your imagimnation—in an unworthy sus-
picion of which you should be ashamed,
What has cowme over you? You do not
seem to be the boy I have always known
~—you seem almost a stranger to me |*

Wharton stood silent,

"“Dr. Locke has consented,” went on
the ocolonel, “to give you another
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chanee, Your punishment will be as
sovere as possible, but it will stop shorb
of expulsion. t seems of little use,
however, if you go on as you have
begun—you cannot remain at Greyfriars,
Your next offence will mean instant
expulsion, and certainly I shall not say
a word for you. I can only hope that
thisa narrow escape, and the pumishment
that is to follow, will be a warning to
you, and that you will pull up in time.”

“1 am not to be sacked P

“This time, no. You will be flogged
—and placed under detention for eve
holiday this term. The punishment is
severe, but not so severe as you deserve,
and must have expected. I waa thank-
ful to be able to prevail on Dr. Locke
to concede g0 much.”

Wharton breathed hard. A floggin
—and a term's detention! It was har
enough | But his heart was lighter. It
was such a punishment ns had seldom,
or never, been inflicted at Greyfriars|
But it was not the worst—he was not
to gol

Anything else he could stand! And
that narrow escape would be a8 warning
to him—though not in the way that
the colonel meant. He would be care-
ful—very carefull Loder should not
have a chance at him again—Quelch
should not find it easy to get rid of
him|! He would not play into their
hands ogain, as he hng once already
done |

Black and bitter thoughts were
hidden behind the junior’s pale, set
face,

“Let this be s warning to you,
Harry I" said the colonel, in a gentler
tone. *“You have lost your Form
master’s good opinion, and yonr head-
master’s and mine|! [ am sorry to zay
g0, but I muet, And remember that if
your wilful temper leads you astray
again, you have no interventian from
me to expect. i skall not utter a word
in your favour |”

“1 will rcemember that!”
Wharton bitterly.

The colonel gave him a eharp look.

“1 will leave you now,'" he said
abruptly. “1T hope 1§ leave you
repentant! For your -wn sake, 1 hope

80.”
Harry Whar-

said

He turned to the door.
ton felt a pang at his heart

“¥ou are going, uncle {*

“l am going.”

Without a look back, the colonel
went. The door shut sharply after him.

Wharton stood very still

His uncle- -his oldest and kindest
friend—had gone, angry, resentful, con-
demnming him. It was the hardest plow
of all, and for some minutes Harry stood
with a heavy heart, his lips trembling,
the tears very near his eyes. But his
face hardened again. and hia lips =et.
Il all the world abandoned him, he had
still nis stubborn pride to upheld him;
that, at least, was lefg

THE FIFTH CHAPTER.
The Flogging !

" HANK pgoodness)” said Frank
i Nugent, with a deep breath,
A weight was hited from his
heart,

All the Co. felt their hearts lightened,
Thero were few tellows in the Remove
who did not share their feelings to a
more or less extent.

Wharton was not going |

He was still in * punny *; but he was
not tw be sacked! That news had
spread through the school after Colonel
Wharton had driven away in his car.
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Mﬂ.nr fellows had noticed that when
the colonel went, Le went with a grim,
sombre face; the face of a man deeply
displeased,

They did not wondar at it.

The pephew haa asked for trouble,
and the uncle had had to exert all his
influence to get him out of it. The
colonel’s interview with the headmaster
could have been necither easy nor
pleasant. He cbuld not take up thg
position of defending one who was
wrong ; his position had been that of a
dismayed and displeased relative, ash-
ing for meroy for a wrongdoer. I
ﬂqust have been disagreeable enough for

im.

Anyhow, he had succeeded, to the
deep and intense relief of Harry Whar-
ton’s friends. Wharton was not to

Punishment, it was certain, would bo

bhard and heavy. An example had to be
made of the rebel, lest other fellowa
should be tempted to follow in his foot-
steps. That mattered little—indeed,
even his friends could not deny thas he
merited punishment. Even if his sus-
picion of Loder was well-founded—of
which there was no proof—knocking
down a prefect in the quad was far
beyond the lhimit. Whatever the punishs
ment was, he had got off lightly.
‘ How long ne was to remain in
"punny ¥ nobod; knew. He did not
appear in the Remove Form room that
afterncon.

But after school the bell rang for
Hall, and the fellows guessed why they,
were assembled.

“It's a flogging, anyhow I said Bob
Cherry., “Thank goodness it's no worse
than that! The old bean’s pulled him
through—he can stand a whoppiag 1”

“The whopfuness will probably be
terrifio I’ remarked Hurree Jomses
Ram Singh. * Duat the esteemed Whar-
ton can stand it grinfully. The absurd
Mauly bas saved the idiotio situation by
calling in the ludicrous colanel.*

“Good old Mauly 1”

“What abour favouritism?” jeered
Skinner. " Any fellow whose uncle
wasn't a governor of the school would
have been bunked."

“Bettea not let the beaks learn too
much about you, then I” growled Juhnng'
Bull.  “ Al the governors in a bunc
couldn’t pull you through, if the Head
knew you sa we do.”

To which Harold Skinner replied with
a sniff,

The Greyiriars fellowa gathered in
Hall, knowing what to expect. Tha
Head entered by the upper door, fol-
lowed by Harry Wharton and Goshng.
The latter wuas carrying the birch.

All eyes were hxed on Wharton.

He was a little Enla, butr perfeotly
cool, and ho carried bis head high. Mr.
Quelch looked st lum with o gling in
his cyes. Sowmething of repentance, nt
least of regret, mght have been ex-
pected in thoe looks of the culprit—at the
very leust, a subdued seriousness.
Nothing of the kind was to be discerncd
in Wharton.

1f looks indicated anything, Wharton's
indicated that he considered himself
blameless and uojustly punished. ‘That
was inore than enough to oxasperate Mr.
Quelch.

The Head spoke a few words. He
touched upon Wharton's offence, his
gorious unprecedented offence, of
assaulting a prefect of the Sixth Form
to the extent of disfiguring him. Hoe
stated thai he had resolved to expel the
culprit from the s¢chool, but had decided
to give hun one more chance to amend ;
and he trusted that thoe pumshment
to be inflicted would be o warping to
the culprit himselt, and to all others
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wlo felt any temptation to oulrage the
Inws and the great traditions of Groy-
frianrs.

It was quite & solemn exordium, and
produced a good deal of clfect on the
hearers. The Head, fortunately, did not
observe Wharton s Lip curl, while it was
being dolivered

“Gosling, take up that boy{" came
next.

Tho Aogging followed.

The school looked on in silence at
the soverest Aogging that Greyfiriars
had ever witnessed. .
_How any junior could take it 1in
silence most of the fellows failed to
understand. Wharton did.

Not a sound came from him.

Lash after lash descended, and his
handsome face grew paler, and beads
of perspiration stood out on his brow.
But his teeth were set, his lips tightly
ghut, and he uttered no sound, His
pride was stubborn, at that moment
almost savage; torture itself could have
wrung no cry from him.

It was over at last, to the relief of
the school—mo doubt to the Head's also.
Wharton was set on his feet. He stood
unsteadily, but in an instant he had
pulled himself together. He was at tho
end of his tether, but he would betray
no sign of weakness.

Tho school was dismissed. )

Wharton's chums gathered round him
as hoe went; Nugent slip an arm
through his. In silence they led him
away.

Not 8 word was spoken till they
reached Btudy No. 1 in the Remave.

Wharton leaned heavily on the table,
His face was almost white, and he
breathed hard and deep.

“Sorry, old man " said Bob Cherry

ewkwardly.
“The sorrowfulness {is torrific, m
pstcomed and  idiotie chwn,' sail

Hurres Jamset Ram Singh, with a dis-

tressed, dusky face.

B"]Fnrd cheese, old bean I' said Johnny
ull.

And they left him; they knew that he
wanted to be alone till the first effects
of that stiff fogging had worn off.
Only Frank Nugent remained with his
chum.

He lingeroed a few moments.

“1 suppose it feels pretty bad,
Harry."”

' H-H

“You'll feel better presently.”

i Yealll

“I1t's rotten, old chap.”

“Yeos,"

“*Nothing I can do?"

*“No."

“Look hers, would you rather I
stayved or went?"

“I'd rather be alone for a bit."

“ Right-ho, old fellow."

Nugent left the study and closed the
door. Through the door he heard o
gasping sound—a suppressed groan—
and it gave him a pang. Skinner and
Bnoop came along. Evidently their in-
tention was to give the flogged junior a
look-in. One look from Frank Nugent
caused them to abandon that intention,

and they passed on.

Then Billy Bunter rolled up. Looks,
however expressive, were wasted on
William George Bunter.

“] say, shift, will you?” he eaid.
“Let a follow go in I want to see
Ehart-un—l mean I want to speak to

mii‘l

“Get out 1"

“Oh, really, Nugent! I suppose I
can sympathise with a pal without you
butting in,'”” said Bunter indignantly.
“What the thump are you sticking
against the door for? Look here, get
out of the way! Beel”

“Clear off, you fat feol 1"

“Ia Wharton blubbing?”
Bunter with interest.

“Will you clear, you dummy

“No, T won't!'"" answered Bunter in-
dependently, “I'm going to see him.
If he's blubbing——  Whooop! You
kick me again, you beast, and I'll jolly
well— Yow-ow-ow-ow-ow 1"

Bunter departed.

Harry Wharton was not seen again till
tea-time. By that time he had re-
covered a little, The Famous Five

thored to tea as usual in Study No. 1

ut it was a rather silent and dismal
ten. Wharton was cool and calm, but
there was a look in his eyes that his
friends did not like. FHe had litde to
say. and the other fellows had little,

Tea was over when the study door
opened and Herbort Vernon-Smith
looked in. The Bounder gavo the silent
party a cheery nod.

“Protty stiff, Wharton, what?"' he
said.

“Very I” answered Harry.

" Getting over it1"

" Dh, yes |”

“Lucky wyou weren’'t bunked, old
man | Emr.:fhndy thought it would
come to that.’

“Sorry to disappoint overybody.”

eoked

i‘ll

GCOT YOUR POCKET
WALLET YET?
] If not, set to work and win one,
like L. Cymbalist, of 18, Nelson

Street, Southend-on-Sea, who has
gent in the following winning

Creyfriars limerick :

For providing Qreyiriars with
mirth
Oid ﬂunlfnu'n the best chap on
aarth.
He says, all young Himps
B8hould be boiled like shrimpsa
And the rest should be drown nr]
at birth !

These Wallets Are Well Worth
Winning, Chums!

The Bounder gave him & quick look.
“Nobody wanted you to bunked,
YWharton, unless it was loder," he said
3;|i-atly. “You can't wonder if Loder
id, after the eye you gave him."

“1 don't wonder at anything in Loder
—oxoept that he's not been seoked yot."”

The Bounder laughed.

“Well, gratters, old man!” he said.

“Thanks " )

“You'll be all right for the Higheliffo

match; plenty of time for that,'" added
Smithy, .

“] shan't play in the Higholiffe
matoh.'’

“Why the thump not? You'll have
forgotten your whopping by Saturday
afternoon.’

“I'm gated.™

" What putrid luck t"

“For the whole added
Wharton. )

“Oh orumbs I’ The Bounder whistled.
“That will Elar old Harry with the
Form gamos [**

“Well, one fellow's losas is another
fellow's gain. If I'd beea bunked the
fellows would have elected you captain
of the Form."

“J hope you don't think 1 thought of
that " said Herbert Vernon-Smith very
quietly.

“Why not?" said Wharton indiffer-

term 1"

ently.
The Bounder gave him a rather odd
look and walked away. There was an

9

uncomfortable silence in the study after
ke had Igom,t. Smithy had & wvery
thoupghtful faco as he joined his chum,
Tom Radwi.nr. in the quad,

“Reddy, old man, there's goin’ to be
trouhle this term ! he remarked.

“There's been enough already in our
Form," eaid Tom.

“There's goin' to be more.*

li“?huﬂnn_ll

“You get mo "

" Surely after what's happened he will
bo careful,” said Redwing.

“Yes," said the Bounder musingly, “I
fancy he will be careful—very careful.
Yes, I think there's no doubt ahout
that. Quelch won't catch him napping
again if he can help it. But you re-
member that jolly old prophet, Reddy,
who was nngrﬁund considered that he
did well to angry?! That's how
Wharton feels now. He's up against
things, and he means to give nofl the
trouble he can. And s man like Whar-
ton can give a lot.”

“‘I hnpa he'll think better of it,
Smithy, if you're right,"”” said Tom Red-
wing uneasily. *“‘After all, he's got off
lightly. And he's not the man to nurse
a grudge and a griovance. He'll get
over this.""

“1 wonder 1" said the Bounder.

— ——

THE SIXTH CHAPTER.
The Early Bird {

ARRY WHARTON stood at tho

gtm of Greyfriars School on

turday afternoon when theo

brake rolled away with the
Remove team to Higheliffe.

The brake was packed with Remove
men going over to play, or to watch the
match, ernon-Smith was to captain
the team, and the vacant place had been
filled by his chum Redwing. Wharton
waved a parting hand as the brake dis-
upnsnmd. and turned back into the
quad.

From the expression on his face it
would have been difficult to read his
thoughta or his feelin His face,
indeed, was almost without ex ion,
He was gated for the term, which meant
that he was barred from all gamea that
were ilaped away. It was hard enough
02 & keen foothaller, who was captain
of his Form, and as Wharton's temper
was well known, bitter words might
have been expected from him on the
subject, savage and sulky looks. But he
looked calm and equable, and not a
word of complaint had passed his lips.

Skinner had a theory IEat he had been
scared into submission, and that he wag
now bent on “H"l'Eil.'Eil‘]i" up to the
beaks and the prefects, but fellows who

lknew him better were not likely to
agree with Bkinner's theory. But they
did not understand him. Even his best

chuin, Nugent, had to realise that
Wharton was in a mood these days that
he could not understand.

At all events, he was not s fellow to
wear his heart upon his sleeve for daws
to peck at. It was the Greyfriars tradi-
tion that a fellow should take a knook
without whining. But it was wunusnal
for a fellow to take so hard a %nock
without giving a sign. Possibly Whar-
ton, in these days, resembled one of those
Arctic voleanoes, covered with ice out-
gide, burning and sesthing within,

He walked back to the House. Billy
Bunter met him on the way, with a fat
grin and a blink through &is big
spectacles.

“Left out of it, whar, old bean?"
asked Bunrer nng-n.hIr.

“Looks like it, doesn't it

Tue Maoner Liseany —No, 1,287.
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“Hard cheese, old chap!” grinned
Bunter. “ But what could you expect”

“ Exoctly.”

“Loder’s eye still looks a picture. 1
fancy he won't feel like turning up at
the Cross Keys again till it gets well)”
chuckled Bunter. “1 eay, old fellow,
don’t walk nwuf while a pal’'s talking to
you. I'm awlully sorry to see you down
on your luck like this, though you'll
admit you asked for it. Too high-and-
mighty, you know !” said Bunter, with a
serious shake of his bullet head.

Wharton accelerated.

“What'’s the hurry, old fellow ?” asked
Bunter, trotting to keep pace. “ Abnxious
to get in to detention, what?  He, he,
he! Bit rotten for you, with the fﬂ]’]ﬂ\fﬂ
away playing footer, and you stuck n
the Form-room doing irregular verbs!
He, he, he! Bame next Wednesday—you
won’t be able to go over to Rookwood
for the match there! T can tell you I
pity youw.™

Wharton walked faster.

“1 say, old chap, hold on! You re-
member 1 told yon I was &IPEEHI]P‘ i

ostal order 7” asked Bunter, **'Well, it

asn't come! Think you could lend mo

five bob till my postal order comes,
Wharton &

Wharton walked intothe House with:
out answering that question—pressing
and important as it was, Billy Bunter
blinked after him in angry annoynnce.

“1 say, Wharton! _Deai?™ he bawled.

Harry Wharton seemed deaf ; at least,
ha went on his way regardless. He
cntered the Remove Form Room, and
sat at his desk to wait for Mr. Quelch,
who was to give him o detention task.
His detention for tho afternoon was from
half-past two to half-past five—a weary
length of time for any fellow to spend
alone in a deserted :=clhiool on n Eculf_
holiday.

It was now, howeve: only a quarter-
past two, which looked as if Wharton
was prepared to lengthen his detention
of his own accord. UCertainly no master
ot Greyfriars wes likely to gucss that a
detained fellow had turned up for deten-
tion a quarter of an hour before he was
due. ‘There was no sign of Queleh in the
offing, and not hkely to he for ten
minutes gt the very least. In the quiet,
deserted Form-room YWharton sat at his
desk and waited.

The half-hour boomicd out from the
clock-tower, and Wharton heard foot-
eteps in the Form-room passape,

He glanced towards tho door.

It did not open.

He knew the tread of thoe Remove

master; but Mr. Queleh did not enter
the Form-room '

Mr. Quelch had come along from his
study with a paper in his hand. Tt was
an exercise 1n Latin irregular verbs,
which he had cavefullv—and rather
grimly—prepared for the detained
junior. A boy who used his leisure n
ragging, and in punching profects, was
much better cccupicd in improving his
knowledge of the classical tongue, in the
Remove master’s opinion It was a
rather stiff exercise; not beyond Whar-
ton’s powers, but likely to tax him to the
utmost.  Paper in hand, Mr. Quelch
walked up the Form-room passage, ex-
pecting to see Wharton at the door of
tho Remove-raom,

He was not there.

Mr. Quelch looked at his watch.
was twenty-nine minutes
strict justice, Wharton
minute.

_His Form master was prepared to give
him striect justice—very strict, He
walked down the passage again to
occupy that minuto.

The minute elapsed, and the half-hour
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It
ast two. In
ad another

chimed, and still there was no sign of
Whartaon | —

Not for an inmant did it oceur to Mr.
Quelech that the junior Lad been a
quarter of an hour early for detention,
and that ho had long been sitting in the
Form-room—waiting ! It was not likely
to occur to him,

Heo glanced up the passage, and down
the passage. He compressed his lips,
and his eyes glinted. Wharton had been
told distinetly Lo como to the Form-room
at two-thirty precisely. It would have
been judicious of him, in the ¢ircum-
stances, to arrive a minute or two early,
to make sure. Now he was a nminute or
two tate, and had not arrived, )

Mr. Queleh waited—compressing hia
rather thin lips harder, and the chnt in
his G:Q:-ar gmw:n;f more pronounced.

Nobody cume !

Five more minutes clapsed !

Mr. Queleh walked up snd down the

assage. The junior in the Form-room
Enﬂrd hia steps passing anud repassing.

Had Mr. (5]-.113 ch opened the door and
looked in, he would have seen the junior
sitting at his desk, with an ironical
grin on his face. But he did not open
the door,

e paced and paced. _

Deeper and deeper grow his frown,

decper and dceper his wrath., At a
qualter to threo his patienco was
exhausted.

This was not carclessness or forgetful-
ness. It was dceliberate defianee! The
detained junior had not come; evidently
—to Mr. Quelch—he did not intend to
come,

Hard and deep breathed
Bamuel Quelch ! .

No doubt the rebellious young rascal
had gone over to Higheliffe with the
footballers—he was capabe of it! Per
haps, in those very moments, .he was
playing foothall, regard of
authority !

Mr. Quelch walked away with set lips,
directing his steps towards the study of
Dr, Locke. Harry Wharton heard him
go. and smiled sourly,

He had, of course, known rfectly
well that his Form master would never
dream that he had arrived a quarter of
an hour early for detention. He bad
been quite certain that Queleh wonld
never guess that he was already in the
Form-room, with the door shut. Queleh
had arrived early, never dreaming that
Wharton had arrived earlier. Now he
was gone—for what?  Wharton cared
little. If Henry Samuel Quelch choso
to make a fool of himself, Henry Bamuel
Quelch was weleome to get on with it.

Henry

c8a

e —

THE SEVENTH CHAPTER.
Where is Wharton ?

o ODER ™
E Loder of the Sixth was loaf-

ing about the House. in a
stato of suppressed irritation

and bad temper. Loder’'s eye was

"DON'T PAY HORE!

The Price of
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S cents.

re that Loder cared to take for walks

rond. He was thinking of the jumor
who had given him that eye, and who
had sumuEmv had the luck to escape
being sacked for it, when My

Quelch
came along. .

“Loder, Wharton has not yet come 1n
for his detention, and is more than a
quarter of an hour late,” said M.
Quelch. * I you ure not occupred.at the
present time "—Mr, Quelch was a con-
siderzte gentleman—" will you have the
kindness to look [or him 7"

Loder's sound eye gleamed

“ Certainly, sir!”

“1 think it probable that the boy has
gane out with his friends, regardless of
the order of detention,” said Mr,
q‘uﬂich “1 fear that he i3 capable of
that, or of any other act of insubordina-
tion. 1 desire, however, to make sure
that he 12 not within school bounda.”

“1 will look for him ut once, sir.”

“Thank yon, Loder |” :

Mr (11"2- ch rustled on to the Head'a
study. Loder-of the Sixth was rather at
a loose end, with nothing to Jo. Now
he had found quite a congenial oecupa-
tion. Tracking down the junior who
Liad dodged detention, marching him n
with o hand on his enllar was quite @
pleasant task for the bully of the Sixth,
Quite cheerfully he proceeded to root
over QGreyfriars for Ilarry Wharton—
naturally. never thinking of looking n
the Form-room where the young rascal
was due.

It would be quite agrecable to find
Wharton and march him in—still more
agreeable to be able to report that the
junior had gone out of bounds in spite
of detontion Up and down, and round
about the school went Loder of the
Sixth, in a really cheery mood.

Dr. Locke was enjoying a quiet hour
with his old friend Sophocles when Mr.
Quelch tapped at his study door and
entered.

The Head greeted him with a pleasant
smilo.

I1le was prepared to share the delights
of Sophocles with his friend and col-
league. e was, in [act, perusing one
of those obscure pasiugga which good
old Sophaocles left in a dim and tangled
state to puzzle later generations. Ie
would have been glad to discuss that
mysterious passage with Quelch. But as
e observed the portentous frown an the
face of the Remove master, he realised
thut Quelch had not dropped in for a
chat. and he laid down his hefty volume,
with a suppressed sigh.

“1 am sorry to interrupt youw, sir

getting better, Dut it was not yet an
e
|

said  Mr. Quelch. *“But—the boy
Wharton——"

“Wharton—again|" Dr. Locko
frowned. “Surely, Mr. Quelch, {that

junior is not giving more trouble, after
iz very recent flogging 7 )

“1 fear, sir, that it is his object and
intention to give trouble It is now
twenty minutes since he was due for
detention in the Form-room, and 1 have
gcen nothing of him.”

“Bless mv soul !" said the Head.

“]1 fear, sir, that he has had the
audacity, the impudence, to leave the
school with his friends. i have asked a
prefect to ascertain whether he is still
within bounds. I hardly think he will
be found.’” o

Dr. Locke pursed his lips.

“This is very scrious, Mr. Quelch!®
he said. - _

“I regard it as very scrious indeed,
gir 1

“The boy escaped with what was, in
truth, a hght punishment for a very
serious offence. If he is adding further
dehance of authority - :

“There is no doubt upon that point,
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As no sound of breathing
mspection.

gir] His detention was due at two.
thirty. I have waited in the Form-room
passage tHl two-forty-five.”

“And he did not come!”

“1 have not seen him."

“Schootboys aro forgetful, Mr,
Quelch,” said the Head maldly. “It is
possible that the boy has forgotten—""

“I do not think so for one moment,
pir] Wharton is far from being a for
getful boy.”

“ However, it is possible that thore
has been some more or less excusable
delay, and that he will arrive late—"

“1l do not expect it.”

“I shall take an exceedingly serious
view of the matter, Mr. Quelch, if it
indeed proves that this is an act of
defiance to authority,”’ said Dr. Locke.
“Unwilling as | am to expel any Groy-
riars boy, and ospecially the nephew of
an old friend who is a governor of the
school, the boy cannot remain here and
carry on a systern of mutiny and in-
subordination. If he will wot render
proper respect to authority, he must

*Quite, sirl”

Mr. Quelch's lips set hard. It was
his opinion that the sooner the rebel of
the Remove went, the betler.

Dr. Locke rose from his chair.

T trust, Mr. Quelch, chat it is maml;;
n case of carelessness, of forgetfulness,”
he suid. “1 hope that we shall Gind thag
tho boy has come in [or deteation by this
timne. We may Gnd him wuitmg for you
ot the door of the Form-room.’

“1 shall be surprised, sir, if wo do!"
said Mr. Quelch.

“We will, at all events, ascartain!™
gnid Dr. Locke

The two masters left the study and
procecded 1 a stately progress to the
Form-recoma. Mr. Quelch's face was sut
bitterly. He hnd no doubt on the sub-
ject. ut Dr. Locke's kind old tace had
not quite lost its customary bemgnant
expression. He boped, and be trusted,
that the troublesome boy wus not guilty

of n new wnct of mutinous defiance.
While admitting that Mr. Quelch had
every reason to savere and suspicious,
he bad a faint feeling that perha
Quelch was a little too severe, a little
too suspicious, He had a kind and
Enpnful nature, and he boped for the
est.

But the Form-room passage Wwas
desertod when the two masters rustled
into it. No junior was to be seen wait-
ing at tho door of the Remove-room.
Quelch'a eyes glinted; but the Head
signhed. Apparently, the severe and
suspicious Formn muaster was rnight; and
the patient and tolerant hoadmaster wae
Wrong.

“He is not hero, sir,” said Mr.
uelch coldly, “and it is now three
o'elock.”

“Wo will waitt a fow minutes,” said
the Head.

“1 have no expectation whatever that
the boy will come, sir!” said Mr.
Queleh still more coldly.

The Heoand made no reply to that. He
paced along Lhe passage, and stopped at
the Remove door. Mr. Quelch paced
with him, and stopped with bhim.

Dr, Locke hoped to see a breathless
junior arrive at a run, remeiberin
1is detention, Mr. Quelch had o suc
hope |

But two ot three minutes later, there
was o footstep; and both masters
turned their eyes on & figure that rolled
into the passage.

It was not Wharton, howaver.

It was the fat fgure of Billy Bunter
that came rolling up—the short-sighted
Owl of the Remove not perceiving the
two masters till he was almost upon
them,

Then Bunter halted, with a startled
squenk.

“ Qoooh 1"

He blinked at Dr. Locke and Mr.
Queleh through his big spectacles
olarm and surprise. Buuter did not
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came from the dim flgure lying quiet and still in the bed, Nugent bent down to make a oloser
““Oh ! ** he muttered, as he realised that the bed contained a dummy, carefully arranged to decelve any eye
that might have glanced into the dormitory.

like beaks st close quarters, He won
dered, too, what on earth they werse
there for. He started to back away
when Dr. Locke raised his hand and
mqned to hium to stop.

‘Bunter [

“Oh, yes, sirl It wasn't me!” gasped
Bunter in alarm,

“What? What was not you, Bunter1”
asked the Head in surprise.

“Oht Anything, sir! I—I mean
puthmﬁi C-a-a-can 1 go now, sir? It—
it's a half-holiday, sir——"

“1 desire to ask you a question,
Bunter,” satd the Head severely.

“Oh lor'! 1—I don’t know anythin
about 1t, sir!” groaned Bunter.
mean, if it's about a pie!”

“A—a—a pie!"” ejaculated the Head,
scarcely believing his majestic ears.

“Yes, sir! 1 innw nothing whatever
about it, sir! I never even knew there
was & pie missing from the ‘pantry, sir.
I haven't heard it mentioned.”

“ Bless mﬂ soul "
_“Mrs. Kebble always thinks it was me,
gir! But it wasn'tl [ don’'t know my

way to the pantry! How could I, when
I've never been there? I—I think b
was the cat, sir.”

“The cat!"” repeatod the Head almost
dazedly.

“ Yes, sir—that car of Mrs. Kebblo's—
it's always nosing anbout the House. [t
may have had the pie! Cats are—are
fond of pies, I—I believe, sir.”

“ Be silent, Bunter, you [oolish boy I
satd Mr, Quelch. )

“¥Yes, sir! But 1 onever had it siel
I never touched that piel" groaned
Bunter. “You can ask Skinner, sirl
He knows! 1 gave him some.”

“Bless my soull Bunter, 1 desired to
ask you whether you have seen
Wharton "

“Oh " Bunter. He realised
that it was oot the question of the pie,
“ Wharton, sir? VYes, sir! | mean no,
sir] I—I[ hope you don't think 1 was
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toming hero to speak to a fellow under
detention, gir! I—I wouldn’tl 1 know
it’s against the rules.”

“You eame bere to speak to Wharton,
Bunter ¥

“0Oh, no, sirl I was only going to ask
him if he had a bob he” didn’t want|
J—I've Leen disappointed about a

I;-Daml order,” s1r, groaned Bunter.

‘But—but I wasn’t going to speak to
Whnrtu‘?. I—1 was only just going to
Bl

‘Do you know where Wharton is,
Bunter 1’

“Ehb¥' Bunter’s little round eyes
opened wide behind his big round
spectacles, Naturally, he knew where

harton was, as he had seen hm go
to the Formr room at a guarter past two,
and his detention was not up till half
past five. “Yes, sirl In the Form-
room.”

“In the Form-room!” repeated the
Head.

1] Y’E Eir;,’

“In the Form-room !” said Mr. Quelch.

“Yea, sir—unless he's cut,” said
Bunter. "I’'m sure he wouldn™ cut,
sir, as you've been so f[earfully waxy
with him lately—"

“ What 7'

“Waxy, sirt I—I mean, shirty!”
stammered Bunter. “That is, stuffy!
I—I mean——*

“Silence! Wharton is not here!”
rapped Mr, Ql;mlch. “How dare you
gay that he ia ere, Bunter?'

"Oh lor'! If he's cut, 1T didn’t know,
gir] T haven’t scen him since he went
qanto the Form-room an hour ago.™

Mr. Quelech gazed at the Etl‘. Owl
with a gaze like that of the fabled
basilisk. Dr. Locke glanced at Mr.
Quelch,

To neither of the two masters had it
occurred to open the Form-room door
and look in. [t secemed unnecessary, as
Wharton had not arrived | Nﬂw,r{mw
aver, the Head crossed over to the
Form-room door, turned the handle,
and threw it open.

Heo looked in. Mr. Quelch looked in,
at his side. A junior who was seated
at a desk rose respectfully to his feet
at the sight of the masters and stood
demurely at attention.

T

THE EIGHTH CHAPTER.
Quelch Takes the Knock !}

40 HARTON 1#
W “Yes, sir!” gaid Harry
Wharton respectfully, but

with a dancing glimmer in
his eyes. This little “rag ** was workin
out on more extensive lines than he ha
enticipated.

“You—you are herel” eaid Dr.
Locke, gazing at him

Wharton looked surprised.

“1 am under detention,
pointed out. *'That is why I am here.”

“Oh! Quite so! But—-"'

The Head broke off and looked at Mr.
Quelch. The Remove master’s face was
a study. A full-rigged ship, with all
snils get, caught in the eye of the wind,
could not have been taken aback more
thoroughly than Henry Samuel Quelch
was at the sight of Harry Wharton n

sir1* he
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the Remove Form-room. Quelch could
not speak. He could only gaze.

Biilly Bunter bunked i inquisitively
through his big spectacles. He could see
that the two masters were astonished to
sce Wharton there. As Wharton was
under detention, and had to be there,
their astonishment astonished Bunter.
The fat Owl did not know what was the
matter; but he realised that somethin
was “up,” and he wanted to know a
about it. He was all eyes and ears os
he blinked in,

The Head broke a long and rather
painful silence. .

“It seems, Quelch, that the boy is
here,” he said at last.

“[t—it scems so,”’ artionlated Mr,
Quelch. " No doubt he—he—he came
while 1 was gene to your study.”

“No doubt. He was late—"

“Very late, siz.”

“Execuse me, sir,” said Harry Whar-
ton politely but firmly, “I waas not late.
1 was early.”

“Take care what statement you make
to Dr. Locke, Wharton,” said Mr.
Quelch, in a grinding voice. “I have
already informed your headmaster that
you did not come in for detention, and
that you were not here at a quarter to
three, until which time I waited for
you.” _

“H you have told Dr. Locke so, sir,
of course I must not contradict you,”
said Wharton respectiully.

“Do you venture to say, Wharton,
that you came in for detention at the
time you were ordered to do so?” Mr.
Quelch’s voice rumbled. * Dare you say
you were here at half-past two?'

“Yes, gir.”

“Dr. Locket! You hear thia boy!”
Mr, Quelch almost choked. *“He ven-
tures to cast doubt on my word—not for
tha first time. [ have told you, siz, that
I was here before half-past two, that I
waited at the Form-room door, and that

this boy did not comoe. Need 1 say
more?”
“Wharton! If it is your intention to

cast doubt on your Form master’s word,
I shall send you away from Greyfriars
by the next train. Is such your inten-
tion " )

“Not at all, sir."

“Then what do you mean?”

“1 thought T spoke plainly, sir. I
was in this Form-room at half-past two
—bhefore half-past two. 1 can say no
more than that.”

“Jt is false1"” gasped Mr. Quelch,

“Very well, sir,” said Wharton, still
carefully respectful. “If you do not be.
lieve me, I can say no more. I might
mention that a Remove fellow saw me
come in, if that is any use.”

“Name the boy!” rapped Mr. Quelch,

“Bynter, sir.”

"“"Bunter 1" said the Head. " Bunter
is here, T think.” He glanced round.
Bunter was there—there was no doubt
about that. Bunter was not losing a
word of this. “Bunter! Did you seo
Wharton come to this Form-room1i"

"‘Eﬂﬂr Eil"."

" At what time?”

*About an hour ago, sir.”
“That is not sufficiently precise,
Bunter, Endeavour to recollect the

uxact time, pray.”™
Billy Bunter cudgelled his fat brain.

“Well, it was
about an hour,” he
sanl. “It was
00N aflter the
brake went, and I
spoke to Wharton
as he was

cotnmng

E n, ~nd the beast—

Wﬂﬁ# s drhluhn‘_p g [E muan." trl;ﬂ old
BELMONT WQRKS, ACORINGTOMN |OhaP Waked away
dnd Dept, 38, 147, Aldersga " Street, London, E.01. G | while 1 was ta.lkmg

tg him, and camo into the Form-
room, wnd 1 weur to look for Mauly. I
was o I{mE time looking for Mauly, and
couldn't ftnd him—and when 1 asked
Skinner o he'd seen him, he sent me
looking into tho Cloisters, and Mauly
wasn't thero——"

“Thar will do, Bunter. Mr. Queleh,
I think there is some misapprchension
in this matter,” said the Head, “and 1
think 1 see where it is. It seems
that you come here a few minutes
before half-past two, and expected to
sce Wharton arrive—"

“1 did, sir.”

“Did you cnter the Form-room?"

“Enter the Form-room. Naturally, 1
did not.™

“The door was shut, I presume?”

“The door is alwaya shup.”

“Quite so, Then if Wharton was
already here, you would not havo seen
him 1

“If ho was already here,”” repeatlcd
Mr. Quelch. “No doubt: but he was
not already here, "Why should he have
been already here? [t is not uncommon
for boys to be late for detention; but

have never yot heard of a boy being
early for detention.”

“Quite so, quite; but it can scarcely
be imputed to a boy as a fault, if he
should be, for once, early for deten-
tion,” said the Head. *“ Wharton, ob
what precise time did yon enter this
Form-room ¥’

“1 gould not say to a minute, sip”
said Whartan calmly, “But 1 am cer-
tain that it was well before half-past
two. I had been here ot lepst ten
minutes when 1 heard the half-hour
chime.”

“You have not left the Form-room1”

“Na, sir; I am under detention,”
said Wharton. “ Fellows under deten-
tion in the Form-room are not allowed
to leave it, sir.”

“Then you have been here an hour

Wharton looked at the Form-room
clock before answering. Evidently, he
was going to be very careful in his state-
menta—as he had been warned to be.

“Yes, mir  Just over an hour, 1
think.”

“What have you been doing?”

“Waiting for Mr. Quelch, sir,” an-
gwered Wharton dmuruly.

for Mr.

“You have becen waitin
Queleh?” ropeated the Head,

"“"Yea. sir. My Form master was to
give me a detention task, and I could
not begin till he huanded it to me, of
couree.”

Mr. Quelch stood silent. The paper
was still in his hand ; the task for which
Wharton had been waiting—in tho
Forni-room, while Quelch was waiting
outside. Mr. Quelch’s face grew redder
and redder as he realised how matters
stood. His complexion was growing
like unto that of a freshly boiled beet-
root.

Dr. Locke turned te him. He had
gome compassion for the confusion of
this hapless member of his staff ; but he
was annoyed. His time had been
wasted. is  pleasant hour with
Baphocles had been interrupted. Faulb
had been found with a jumer who, ob-
viously, had only erred on the side of o
very, very careful obedience to instruoe-
tions. The whole nffair waa ridiculous
and annoving—and the wheole blame
was on Mr. Quelch,

“ As | egaid. there was a misn}:pmhcp-
sion in this matrer, Mr. Queleh,”’ said
Dr Locke, with perceptible coldness,
“S9 far from being late for detention,
Wharton was carly! Instead of heing,
as vou supposed, recklessly defiant of
authority. it appcars that hia rceent

(Continued al foot of next puge.)



ANOTHER INTERESTING SOCCER CHAT WITH OUR EXPERT.

What our speoinl sporting contributor doeen't know about the great

winter game isn’t worth knowing.

iIf you've an intricate problem that

wants solving write to him at the Fleetway House, Farringdon Street,
London. E.0.4, and then watch for the roply in the MAGNET.

HERE is a query this weel which

i will probably interest n lot of

boys. *“ 1 am wvery kecn on f[oot-

1," writes this reader, *' and

L have o hope of making good. At the

momont, however, it dooa not look as

though I am likely to grow up very big.

Do you think it is any use dreaming dreams

of football success if I remain o little

follow t

Of courso it is. Don't give up dreams

of developing aa a I.'u-ut.bulﬁalr beecausse you

do not scom likely to develop into & giant
in the stature line.

Some of the [finest foolballers
the past have been little fellows.
here was the case of * Fanng '
Walden, the outside-right of Totten-
ham, who playeil for Englond in
his doy. He never measured more
thom flve feet two and o half inches.

He was so small, and had such a boyish
i ranco genorally, that on one occasion,
just for a lark, when the Tottenham team
wore iravelling, tem ordinary tickets
were bought und one half-price one for
the * boy." Walden had the last laugh,
howevor, for he actually ﬁt; ast the man
at the railway station I.Eﬂr with the
boy's tioket. And on the football feld
he got past many a giant in defence who
never saw the way he was going !

DOES SIZE COUNT?

F courso, there are managers of bi
O football clubs who won’t loo
twioe at a little fellow, and they
have lived to regret it. Hughie
(inllacher was turasd down by Bury, as
a young player, because hv was too littlo
to be o good centre-forward.

The officials of Torquay United are
ovidently of the opinion that the giante
are wanted in the game to . ﬂngwuﬁ.
the a.var?]fe height of the players on the
staff is only half an inoch short of six feet.
You ean watch out for yourselves whether
this Torquay idea of banking on size
proves succeasful,

It (s said that there iz nothing
new. Yet the other dap T saw
somecthing which was new (o me
—a football without lace or without
stitches. This ball is ** blown up "'
through a very small valve, which

iz afterwoards pushed wunder he

outer cover,

This new ball is not yot in gencral
uge, but has been adopted by some of the

olubs on thoe Continont. There is a cor-
tain advantage in such a ball, ns the lace
of the ordinary football has often proved
dangerous,

[ romember, for instance, that * Dixie
Dean, tho centre-forward of Everton,
had & lot of trouble with an eye not long
ago. indoed, for a few days it was
foared that he might loso the sight of
that eye. Dean had headed a ball in such
a way that the lace struck the eyeball.

THE “ W' FORMATION.

ENTION of this Everton player
reminds me of anothor queation,
as it touches upon tactics,

“ 1 hearn lot aboutthe * W'
formation of the attack used by football
teams,"” writes * Tactics,” “and 1l am
wondering if you would recommend the
elub o which I happvn to be captain to
go in ﬂ:r this style of attack in junior
games.

This is o difficult question, |ocuuso,
if we look round the leading football
teams, we find confliot of ecvidence.
Everton won the championship last season

more goals than any other
olub in their section—without resorting
to the “ W " formation of the attack.
When they went out on the business o1
gﬂbtiﬂi goala all their forwards advanced
to within shooting runge. DBetween them
the outside wing men scored ninoteen
Eonlz t the inside wing men scored forty-

ve goals, and the centre-forward, forty-
four.

Arsenal, however, ave olso been a
supcessful side in recont times, and they

3

of hovinz ono forward, at loast, well
back all the time. Riﬁht throu lask
season, Alex James, the inside-left of
Arsonal, only scored two goals. Kis
job was mainly that of giving tho ball
to tho othor follows to scoro.

Ag a matter of foct, the laocties
I to be adopted by forwards must
not be consi ered in that light
only. The tactics of the wchole fcam
must be borne in mind.

If the centre-hall of a side plays well
back—as a third defender—tlen some-
body must do the * donkey work"™ in
the middle of the flold ; and Alex Jomes
.oca that work for Arsenal.

SHARP-SHOOTERS.

HAT is the record number of
w goals secored by one player in
o first-class match t is the
uestion which c¢comos f[rom
another reader. I am not surc how this
roador would define o first-clages matoh,
If he would include o Scottish Cup-tie,
then dtham is no donbt whe holds the
rocord.

I An Avbroath player named John

Pelrle, acored thirtecn goals him-
self in a Scottish Cup-fie againsl
Bon Accord. Avbrooth won he
matech by 388 goals—the bigpest
total o' record in a big match,
| and the strange part about Petrie's
ieal was that he was playing ot
outside-right.

The individual score in a big Leagud
gamo in Englond is sovon.

AN OLD SPANISH CUSTOM.

HERE is often n lot of nrgumont,
and more froquently than not

difference of opinion, after a game

os to which playor gave tho bost
show, Thoy have a novel way of deciding
this question in Spain, where football is
mnking good progress,

As the people poy their monep
at the turnstiles to walch certain
of the gomes in Spain they are cach
handed o *' voting ' slip, with the
request that they shall werite on it
the nam of the plaoyer they think
iz the mosat successjul during tho
match, and leave the slips as thoy
Jgo out.

| The player who geta most votes in that

partioular game is rewarded with o little
old shaped like & football, K
don't like the idea, however. Football
|is & team gn.mﬂ and a special reward for
any individual player is apt to lgad to
selfish football. There is no room in foot-

havo definitely worked on the principlelball for the selfish player.
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punishment has made him pnrtiﬂulmgi
careful not to give offence. If you h
looked into the Form-room

Mr, Quelch gasped.

“Wharton had no right to enter the
Form-room. Boys under detention wait
outside the Form-room door, until ad-
mitted by their Form master, That is
the invariable rule, which Wharton has

broken.”
His eyes gleamed at Wharton.

“You were aware of that, Wharton.
You deliberately entered the Form-coom
and shut the door, before you were due
here, knowing—knowing ﬁﬂrfmtljr woll
that I should not guess that you wore
here. You have broken an invariable
rule—>

“You told me to do so, sir,” said
Harry calmly.

“What?'" Mr. C%'uulch‘a voico roso to
almost a roar. “ You dare to say—"

“Iot the boy spoak, sir,” said Dr.
Looke, quite sharply. “Wharton, be
oaraful what you say. What were your
Foem master's precise instructionst”

“Mr, Quelch told me to be in tho
Form-room at half-past two, sir,”

*1s that correct, Elr. Quelch 1™

¢Certainly it is correct. Boys under
detontion are always told to be in tho
Form-room at a certain hour, It isthe
way such instructions are always given.
It does not abrogaiwe the invariable rule
that they shall be admitted to the
Form-room by their Form master, as

Wharton was perfectly well aware.”
“Wharton appears to have taken your
words in @ literal sense,” smid Dr.
Locke, “At all ovents, it is clear that
he was here, not only punctually, but
ectually early.”
“Ho, he, hel™

That sudden ocachinnation came from
Billy Bunter. At long last, Bunter's fat
brain had assimilated the fact that the
unfortunate Quelch’'s leg had been
pulled to a remarkable and uncommon
extent. It struck Bunter as funny, and
he signified the same in the usual wry.

Mr, Queleh spun round at him. if
(Continued on page 16.)
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Bunter thought it was a time for cach-

innation, H Samuel Quelch did not.
“ Bunter | ow dare you! 'Fake a
hundred lines! Got”
“Oh lor’ I”
Bunter vanished.
Dr. Locke coughed. Mr. Quelch stood

crimson and almoest trembling with
anger and mortification, Wharton broke
tho painful silence.

ay 1 have my task, gir? I am
gorry that so muoh time hag been wasted
—but I am sure, sir, that you will allow
that it was not my fault; and perhaps
you will make allowaroce if my exerciso
1s not finished by half-past five.”

In tense silence Mr. Quelch handed
Wharton the Latin paper.

“ Mr. Quelch will certainly make every
allowance for the time unavoidably
wasted, Wharton 1** said the Head, very
distinctly. -

“Ah! Yest Undoubtedly!™ articu.
lated Mr, Quelch.

A Sixth Form prefect with a darkened
cyo appeared in the doorway.

“I have looked for Wharton overy-
whore, sir,” said Loder of the Sixth. “I
am certain that he has gone out of
bounds— Oh!” He broke off at the
sight of Harry Wharton, and stared at
him dumbfounded. )

Dr. Locke coughed again. Heo was
beginning to feel ridiculous; which did
not make him feel pleased with Quelch.

“It appears that thero has been a
mistake, Loder.” he said. “Wharton
was in the Form-room all the time,
unknown to Mr. Quelch.”

“Oh 1" gasped T.oder. :

“The junior has been guilty of no
fault whatever: the whole thing was a
misapprehension.” added the Head, with
omphasis, and Loder retired from the
scene, to digest that the best he could.

The two masters left the Form-room.
The door closed on Harry Wharton. He
stood respectfully at attention till they
wore gono. ‘Then ho winked at the
elosing door.

At the end of the passage, the Head
paused. The expression on his face
was very grave. Mr. Quelch waited,
knowing what was coming. It camel

“Mr. Quelch. That this boy Wharton
has given you very great provoecation, I
am only too well aware. lgut let mo beg
of you pot to allow that to pause any
undue prejudice in your mind, Even a
thoughtlees, reckless, and disobedient
boy is entitled to justicel I cannot say
that Wharton has had justice in this
instancol He has heen , suspected,
indeed aocused, of reckless, fagrant
defiance of authority—and itf transpires
that he was only taking unusual and
excessiva oare not to commit a fault.
Pray let me beg of you, my dear Quelch,
nol to allow any prejudice, howsoever
natural and justified. to mislead you in
danllmg with this rether troublesomo

boy.”

&if!‘l fth;;._ t'aﬁ IHI:Id rggflgd awar.lh
e left Mr. Quelch standing very sti
Quelch had heen called ﬂ?ﬂlfthﬂyﬂmlﬂi
Gontly, tactfully, kindly, mildly, as the
Head had put it, it amounted to that.
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He had, in effect, been called to order |
And he knew, in his bones, that the
rcbel of the Remove had d‘uhhurntuir
pulled his leg—though he could not, of
course, havo foreseen that a Sixth Form
prefect and the headmaster would be
drawn into the affair.

Mr. {;iuelnh went to his study at last.
His feclings wero too deep for words!
He had allowed his dislike and suspicion
of that junior to mislead him—to
make a fool of him—to deliver him,
g0 to speak, bound hand and foot
into the hands of the rebel Removitol
He knew that, in those very moments,
the young rascal was grinning over it in
tho Formwroom—he knew that, later in
the day, it would be told in the Rag,
oud that all the Remove would roar
over it.

Thoe bitterness that roso in Mr.
%:.ml{:h’a heart surprised himselfl Let
the mocking young rascal beware! Let
him take a single step over tho line
of safety. and there should be no mercy
for him.

In tho Form-room, Harry Wharton
bent over his detention task with »
smiling face, as if he found somothing
rather amusing in Latin irregular verbs.

— D

THE NINTH CHAPTER.
Whose Fault?

L OW did it go?”™

H Harry Wharton was out of

dotention when the Remove

_ __ footballers came back (rom
Higlicliffo. He met them as they came
in. He had had his own little enter-
tainment that afterncon, but his
thoughts had wandered frequently to the
footballers at Higheliffe.

“ Licked—two-one 1" said Bob Cherry,
with a grunt.

“Rotten luck ™

“The luckfulness was terrifically
rotten,"” remarked Hurree Jamset Ram
Singh. “The missfulness of the esteemed
Wharton was preposterous.”

“Can’'t win averg- gamo!” raid
Herbert Vernon-Smit The Bounder
was not quile disposed to admit that the
nbsence of the captzin of the Remave
had spelled defeat for the team. Smithy
fancied that he could captnin a team as
well a8 any man in the Lower School.

“We ought 1o have wan'this game |”
said Johnny Bull, “We should have
won, with Wharton in the front line.
Redwing’s & good man, but he's nowhere
near the form of Courtenay's lot. One
dud makes a lot of differcnce, when it's
touch and go1”

“Redwing's no dud " said Harry.

“Well, don’t mean that—but I
suppose Redwing won't sav that he plays
a game of Soccer like your game!”

‘Certainly not 1" said Tom.. “I could
only do my best. I did that.™

“And a jolly good best,” said Smithy,
quick in defence of his chum, “We
wanted a stiffer defence at back. That
Highcliffe man. the Caterpillar, got
through the backs like a knife through
cheese.”

Johnny Bull, who bad played back,
grunted expressively.

“You think so. do you?” he asked.

“No—I1 know so!™

“Then you've got a lot to learn about
piﬂtvmg back. As much as Redwing has
to learn about playing forward.”

“Well, if wvou make Hig‘hnliﬂ’a a
prosent of & run through——" said the
Bounder.

“Who did ” roared -.Tﬂhnﬂ? Bull.

“0Oh, <huek it. you men!” said Boeb
Cherry. “ What's the good of ragging?
WE‘IE been whopped, and there's an
eng L=
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The footballera had not returned in
their usual good-humour. They were
good sportmen, and could take a beat-
ing. But, feeling that tho beating was
due to the absence of ono man, who
ought to have been playing, made them
rathor sore. It was like the Bounder,
onco in command, to shove his pal into
the team because he wanted him to

lay. Redwing was a good and steady
ootballer, but there were better men
at Soccer in tho Remove, and most of
the team could have told Smithy so, in
fact, some had told him so.

’I“fmqe was a general fecling of
irritation. Wharton was under detention
—but he ought not to have been under
dotention; a football captain ought to
bhave been more careful. So most of
tho fellows thought. In his absence, the
best man available should havo been
picked out to play—and Redwing was
not the best man available, Gﬂ.tEarinp;
up unnecessary lickings was not really
the object of tho Remove foothallers.

“1 say, you fellows! Licked?” asked
Billy Bunter cheerfully, “Well, what
the thumE dil:ltynu expect, when you left
out the best footballer in the Form?
Asking for it, I call it!”

“You blithering owl!” said Squiff.
“How could we play Wharton when he
was detained 1"

“Eh? Who's  talkin about
Wharton?” asked Bunter, blinking nt
him. “I don't ocall Wharton the hest
footballer in the Form! Rather so-s0,
if you ask meo.”

“Thanks!” said Harry Wharton,
laughing.

“Well, T fanoy I know somethin
about Soccer,” said Bunter. “1 offere
to PI&y—- u can’t deny that, Smithy "

“ You burbling idiot 1"

“You can call a fellow names!” said
Bunter, with dignity. “You left mo
out | Well, what's the result? A licking !
Facts speak for themsolves.”

“Kick him, somecbody |”

“You preferred to play s dud like
Redwing I"" said Bunter, with a fat
sneer. “ You'vo got licked! If I'd boen
in his place, I fanoy we should have
pulled it off. Or you could have left
out Choerry—he’s rather a dud! Or Bull
—what’s the good of Bull barging about
like a mad elephant?”

Johnny Bull made a movement with
his foot, and Bunter retired hastily out
of reach,

“Well, we've bagged a whopping,”
said Squiff. “Can’t bo helped—but ﬁ:’n
a rather rotten look-out for Rookwood
on Wednesday. Rookwood anre better
men than Higheliffe.”

“1 say, you follows. I'm willing to
play on Wednesdoy—"

“8hut up, you burbling jabberwock 1”

“Wharton nught to bo p.lﬂ_‘j'iﬂg," said
Johnny Bull. *I call it rotten to lot
the Form down like this.”

Wharton coloured.

“A man under detention can't play,”
he said.

“You've no right to be
detention I

“That’s Queleh’s fault, I suppose.”

“You can suppose what you like, but
averybody else at Greyfriara knows that
you asked for it.” Johnny Bull was
evidently very much rufiled.

geid Frank

“Oh, draw it mild 1"
Nugent, “ For goodness’ sake let's have
no ragging. shouldn’t wonder if
Quelch wouldn't let Wharton off next
Wednesday for the Rookwood match ;
his bark is always worse than his bite.”
“Not likely!™ said Harry. He bit
his lip. After the bhappenings of that
afternoon, it was far from hkely.
“Well, he might,” said Johnny Bull,
mollified a little. “Wo want Wharton

under



EVERY SATURDAY

in the game, if we'ro to have a dog's
chapnce at 'Ruc-kwaﬁd. i Wharton
doesn't play the goat again between
now and Wednesday, Quelch may stretch

& point.”

“He, he, ho!” came from Billy
Bunter, "1 sni{. {au fellows, we've had
no end of a lark with Quelchy while
you were getting licked at Soccer. Yau
should have eeen l..%ueluh after the Head
had jawed him | was just round the
corner—they didn’t see me—1 heard
avery word! He jawed Quelch rilght
and left! Cadled him ewful names!’

“ Fathead I”

. “Well, perhaps you know more about
it than [ do)” sncered Bunter. I can
tell you Quelch was boiling! Boiling

over! Wharton pulled his Icg, and got
him into a row with e beak.
He, he, hei™

“What on earth’s happened 77 asked
Frank Nugent anxiously.

“Nothing,” answered Wharton in-
differently.  Quelch made a fool of him.
eelf, but that's nothing new.'

“He, he, he)”

Snort from Johnny Bull,

“So that’s how you've been amusing
yourself, Wharton, while we've been
gotting licked because you let us down!
You had to get Quelch's rag out again |
More important than winning football
matches, what”

Harry Wharton walked away without
replying. After which Billy Bunter
gave a full and rather exaggerated
account of the afternoon’s happanmis.
Some of the fellows laughed; the
Bounder especially was extromely enter-
tained, harton’s proceedings that
afterngpn were after Smithy's own
heart. But the.Co., at all events, were
not amused. It was clear that their
wayward chum was carrying on his
feud with Quelch, and equally clear that
there was not the remotest chance of
Quelch forgetting or forgiving it.
Neither did it appear that Wharton
desired him to forget or forgive. As
for any chance that the captain of the
Remove would be allowed to play foot-
ball the next half-holiday, that was
washed out

At prep that evening, in Study Ne. 1,
Nugent was silent and thoughtful;
Wharton ecalm and seclf-contained as
usual, It was “Sunday prep,” and
Wharton was very careful over the
works of John Milton. Nugent was glad
to see that he was working sedulously,
though he could not help thinking that
it only meant that the rebel of the

move was on his guard; that he was
taking care not to give Quelch an open-
ing. hind a cover of careful conduct
he was at heart implacable.

After prep Wharton rose and yawned
slightly.

“The men secem to think it’s. my faualt
that I'm out of the (footer mext
Wednesday, Frank,” he remarked.

*“ Not much good arguing about that,”
said Nugent.

“I'm not arguing, old chapl I've
been thinking that I may be able to
play, after all; and, of course, I'm keen
on it.”

o ]Q_[ualuh won’t let you off.*

“Ho might il a word was put in for
me by some Sixth Form prefect whom
he trusts; eay, a thoroughly trustworthy
man hke er.”

Nugont stared.

“You've got tho backs up of all the
prefects 1n the school, Hai.y. And
Loder’s the least likely of the lot to
speak a word for you.”

‘He might,"”” said Harry. “He's on
Quelch’s right side this term. They'ro
both down on me like a ton of bricks,
and a fellow-fecling makes us wondrous

kind, you know, as the jolly old poet
B YS, e's greased up to Quelch, and
got away with it. I'm sure guelch
would listen to him if he urged him
really earnestly to let me off for the
Eﬂm&."

“But he won't!” said Frank blankly.
“Why should he, when he loathes you
like poison

“Well, ho might !1” said Wharton.

And he strolled out of the study,
whistling, leaving his chum the most
perplexed fellow in Greyfriars.

THE TENTH CHAPTER.
Mysterious !

RANK NUGENT lifted his head
F from the pillow and looked
round him in the dark dormitory,

It was Monday night, and eleven

had chimed. It was not the chime that
had aroused Nugent. There had been

A SHEFFIELD STEEL PEN-
KNIFE goes to S. Ferguson. of
35, Hillside Road, Stamﬁhrd Hill,
N.15, for sending in this joke :

Employer (interviewing ro=
epective office-boy): ' ie thers
anything you ¢an do, my boy,

that no one ales can do 7
Offlce-Boy “ Yesn, sir.”
Emplt:-gr i "What'e that 7
OfMco-Boy: * Read my own

writing 1 "
NOW YOU RAISE A
LAUGH, CHUMI|

some necarer sound; some stirring in the
room. He hardly knew why ho felt un.
easy, but he sat up and peered towards
Wharton's bed, wﬂich was next to his.

It was too dark in the Remove dor-
mitory for him to make out whether
there was a eleeper in the bed. But he
had a fecling that Wharton was not
there.

Ever sinco the day of the flogging
Nugent had been anxious and troubled
for his chum. The very calmness and
quiet of Wharton's outward demeanour
made him more uneasy. He knew that
Wharton was feeling bitter resentmant
under a scnse of injustice and wrong.
That cool calmness in a fellow of hasty
temper and passionate nature was a bad

sign,

%‘ut gurgly—surely Wharton, in his
resentment and bitterness, was not the
fellow to fall into rotten waya. Surely
not. Frank could not bebeve =o, and
fet he felt, ho knew, that Wharton had
eft his bed n the Remove dormitor
after hights out. If it was not to brea
bounds at might, what was it for?

He aIippef from his bed and stepped

' quieﬂ;.r

1/

to Wharton’s We gave o gasp
of relief at the sight ot the outlines of o
sleﬂner'n figure there.

_ Wharton was not gone; he was asleep
in bed. In deep re’ if “l.gent looked
at tho dim 6Ggure lying quiet and still.
Then it came into his mind that there
was oo sound of breathing from that
bgure.

1o started.

“Ohb )’ he muttered, as he bent over
the bed.

Closer inspectron revealed the fact tha
no sleeper was there, The bed mnminng
a dummy, oarefully arranged to deceive
any eye that might have glunced into the
dormitory,

Nugent returned to his own bed and
gat down on the edge of 1t. His friends
were asleep—all the Remove slept
soundly—and f{rom Billy Bunter’s bed
came a deep spore. MNugent was careful
;G"I'ﬂﬂkﬁ no sound to awaken any other

ellow.

Ho knew that Wharton was gone, but
he was intensely anxious that no one
else should know. His heart was heavy
as he sat waiting for his chum to return.
Where was Wharton gonet

The half-hour chimed.

It was half-past eloven. Only half an
hour to, midnight, and tho captain of the
Remove absent.

Thore was a famnt sound at the door,
Nugent could not see it in the gloom
but he knew that the door had ﬂpenﬂti
and that someone had stepped in.

A dim tigure loomed up, comin
towards Wharton’s bed. The truant hnﬁ
returned,

“ Harry I whispered Nugent.

Wharton gave a violent start and
turned guickly towards him, He peered
nt Nugent in the shadows.

“You awake!” he muttered.

“I’ve been awake half an hour.”

“Why™

“1 found you were gone.”

Wi W'e]l !H

“ Where have you been, old chap?”

Wharton laughed softly.

“Don’t be an asa, Frank! Do you
think I'm taking up Smithy’s stunts,
and Skinner’s, and going out on the
razzle? Do you think 1 should be fat-
heu;la cnough to give Quelch a chance at
meT

“Then it isn’t that!” Frank drow a

deep breath of relief. “But, haven’t
you been out of the House 1"

“No fear”

“For goodness’ sake, Harry, you

haven’t been playing m:g mad trick on
Quelch at thia hour of the night!*

“Guess again ¥

Frank could not guess. He peered at
his chum and discerned the mocking
emile on his face, the glimmer in his
eycs. He saw, that Wharton was
only partly dressed; he could not have
been out of the House, on somoe hare-
brained expedition, in uiippura and with
his pyjamas tucked into his trousers.

“Dear me)”  Wharton chuckled
quictly. " Quelch is watching fer a
chance at me, like a cat after a rat. §
beliove he would give a year's salu
for something to report to the H
to get me sacked on. Do you think I'm
ass enough to give him a chance?”’

“You’ve been up to somcthing,
Harry,”

“ Naturally.”

“You can tell me, I supposa.”

“Better not, old man! It's not a

matter you'd want a hand in. Co fo
EIE'}J and forget all about 1t.”
Wharton turned in quietly. Nugent

went back to bed deeply troubled. In
a fow minutes Harrv Wharton was fesh
Tone Magwer Lierani.~No. 1,287.



adloep. Dut it was much lenger boforo
Frank slept, He lay and wondered for
a long time.. uneusy and alarmed, bpfore
glumber sonled his eyes at last, _

When the pswg bell olanged out In
the morning Harry Wharton turred out
of bed cheerfully. He was, as usual, onc
of the first down frown the dormitory. If
he had anything on his mind, there wus
np sign of it in his face.

Nugent wondered uneasily whether ho
sras going to near of some happen in
ho aight: sowe reckless &Iﬁpﬁ that bad
oen played on Mr. Quelch, or pertaps
on Loder of the Sixth. But nothing
tramspired. Nothing, it appoared. had
happened.

He was relieved, but utterly puzded.
During the day Wharton spoke no word
on the subject; he appeared to have for-
gotten the inecident. In the Form-room
that day bo was, as ususl, s careful aud
attentive pupil, though without receiving
a single kind glance or word of oom-
mendation from his Form master, Mr.
Quelch was no fool, and he was quite
well aware that Wharton's exemplary
behaviour since the Hogging was merely
oamouflage; merel t and nothin
more. Behind it iﬂ gimiet eye coul
disoern the umbending spirit that mocked
at authority.

But Mr. Quelch, at least, had no
fault to find with Wharton in class. If
he was, as the junior believed, looking
for s chance at him. ho found none.

That evem Herbert Vernon-Smith
dropped into Study No. 1 alter prep.
The f(ollowing day was the Rookwood
date, and the Bounder wanted to know.

“1It's sestled, of course, that you won't
be coming over to KRookwood, Whar-
ton.” he said abruptly,

“I'm not sure of that!” answercd
Harry.

E“T?:uu don’t think Quelch will let you
o
“1 think bhe may.” )
“That's rot, and you koow it!" said
Smithy. _
“It may bo rot, but I don't know it,”
answerod Wharton.

“Wo want to know where we stand [
grunted the Bounder.

“Ch, quite! Sorry I can't be moro
dofinito at the moment,” said the cap-
tain of the Remove. “You soo, it
floesn't wholly depend on me. We aro
not: quito our own mastors hore, are
wel”

“You're up to somethin’,” said the
Bounder, giving him a keen lopk.

“Guessed it in onel” assented
Wharton.

“Weall, what is it 7"

“Something I'd
about.”
“Oh, rats|™

The Bounder left the study frowning.

Aftor lightsout that night Frank
Nugent did oot sleep. He was uncasy
and wondering whether thero was to bo
another mysterious expedition that
night. He was not surprised, therefore,
when, at half-past ten, he heard a creak

om the next bed., He knew that

harton was getting up.
“Harry! You'ro going "
"You awake? Yos, I'm going.”
“"Like me to comoi™

“ Bettor not!™

Harry Wharton left the dormitory
silently. While the rest of the Remove
slumbered Frank Nugent lay awake and
troubled, wondering what the strange
proceedings of his wayward chum might
maean.

Tur Macner Lisrary.—No, 1,287.
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THE ELEVENTH CHAPTER.
Out ol Bounds !
CE‘.R&LD LODER of the 8ixth

FForm gave au unpatient grunt.

“Hang it!" he susppedd.

It was npearly mudoight.
Greyfriars School was buried 1n dark-
ness and slumber. ‘Lhe lust hghe had
long been extinguished; the last door
had elosed.

The Hoad of Greyfriars would have
been very much surprised to leara that
any member of the Greylriurs com-
munity was out of the llouse at that
hour. The Hoead's knowledge on muny
sub,ects was profound: but the Head
did not know all thut went on under tho
ancient roofs of Greyiriars.

At a quarter to wwelve Loder of the
Sixth had let himselt in at the side gate
to which all the prefects had keys, and
crossed quietly to the HHouse, arriviig
at the door nE' the Sixth bkorm lebby.

Loder was not 1n a good temper.

His darkened eye had kept him,
practically, a prisoner within the school
walls for days and daya. It was much
better mow, though a deep shade still
remained round that eye. But the
blackgunrd of the Bixth was uttecly
fed-up with a rightoous and sober lLife!
That night he had gone out of bounds,
and enjoyed o couple of hours in his
own dingy way with shady associates
at the Cross Keys.

Hoe had been glad, very glad, to see

his sporting friends agmin, to hauadle
dingy oa in an sunospherv of
touspco simoke,; not so glad, however,

to be relteved of wost ol his spare cash
by Mr. Banks and his pals at the enter-
taining game ol poker.

beeling tired and rather dismal, and
in ap exceedingly bad temper Loder
arrived at the door o! the Sixth korm
lobby, unlocked it from the outside, and
pushed—without moving the door. Ap-
parently it had jammed.

In his present frume of mind the
slightest untoward incident was enough
to irritate Loder to savage u.nfar. e
shoved violently at the door; he would
have kicked it, had he dared. But he
was only too well aware of the necessity
for silence.

Savage shoving did not atir the door.
It remnined fast.

I oder broathed hard.

It was not jammed ! It was fastened !
e had locked 1t outside and taken away
the key when he went out; now he had
unlocked it; it was not the lock that
fastened it. Obviously it was belted,

The colour wavered in his face.

“What fool—what officious idiot—
had come aloag to the lobby and bolted
that door? What exasperating ass had
taken the trouhle to bolt a door that
was already locked ?

[Loder stared at the shut door with
foelings that could hardly have been
oxprossed in words—had he dared to
utter any

He turned from it at last.

Hoe was shut out! It did not mean
that & master had disecovered his
absence: in that ocase a master would
have been sitting up for him to como
in. and thero would have been a light
in 8 window, There was not a single
light in all the manv-windowed Housa,

Some fool hiad bolted the door. know-
ing nothing about Loder and his exenr-
sion ont of hounds. So he concluded.
Fortunately thers was l}l’lﬂf-h-l"l' WAV in.
The mero t.h?un'ht of being shut out for
the night. of being found in the marm:
ing ontaide the Honse after a night out.
gont & cold shiver down Toder’'a back.

Pe was a truated prefeet. and had his
headmaster discovered that hia trust
waa hetraved, it wonld have meant short
ghrift for Gerald Loder.

THE MAGNET

But a Greyfriars man who played
such a game as Loder had to be wary;
ond Loder was very wary. The Srxth
Form studies were on the ground floor,
and it was possible to olimb in from the
quad. And on all ocoasions when he
was out at forbidden hours, Loder left
bis study window unfaswened—a second
string to his bow, as it were. in cuse of
acoidqunta

After glaring eavagely at the door
that wnuﬁl not open, er wert quietly
along under the Sixth Ferm windows,
and stopped under his own.

It was shut: but it was easy enough
to force up the sash from outside if tho
window was not fastened.

He clambered on the broad stone sill,
and, kuoeeling there, endeavoured to
force up the sash,

It did not stir.

For soveral long minutos the black
shesp of Greyfriars ocontinued his
offorts, the l!:::rﬂplrpuun bresking out on
his brow, though it was a cold October
ognt.

e desisted at last; with a sinking of
the hourt and a feeling of torror croep-
m;i; over him.

le knew that the window would have
opened had it boen unfastened as ho
had left it. It had been fastened within
since ha laft.

What did it mean?

What could it mean?

He had locked his study door before
leaving. to guard against the roemote—
the very reimo snpe of anyonoe en-

tering his study during his absenc
Yot someone must have entervd his
gtudy; obviously. How—and why?

Only & master could have dnni 60—
only the Head, in fact! No ond else
had possessian of keys to study doors.
er's heart was like ice.
The Head knew!

That was his terrilying thought!
Standing under his window, leanin
weakly on tho sill, Gerald Loder felt his

koees quake under him.

It meant the sack|
out, and he was gomng to be sacked.
Nothi could save him. The Head
had allowed himself to be induced to

ive a junior another chance who had

en guilty of mutinous iusubordination.
But there would be no other chauce tor
8 Sixth Form prefecst who beirayed his
trust—a man who, entrusted with
authority over others, disgraced the
imh{:-nl by his own conduct. Ho was
ost |

Long minutes Loder stood leaning on
the window, in a state of terror that
was almost pitiable. He had ohanced
it often and ofien, relying on his own
wary cunning to see him through. Now
he had chanced it onco too ﬂftﬂm and
the chopper was coming down.

But he pulled himself togoether at
last ! Could it, after all, be the Head?
It seermned impossible for anyone else to
have entered a locked Sixth Form
study. But surely the Head would not
fastan a fellow out, and then go back
to bed! It was impossible! The Head
would be up—a light would be burning.

Hope fAtckered again in Loder's
breast. Tt was not—it eouldn't be—tha
Head who had done this! Not a master
at alll He was not found out yet. [f
he could contrive somehow to get back
into the House he would not Le found
ourt.

Who had played this trick on him was
B l‘nvnter:v—gut there was a chance vet.
Could it be one if his friends, Walker
or Carne, playing a horrible practiwcal
joke to scare him? He had had a row
with Walker lately—perhaps that was
it'! He atarad up at the study window
and became aware that a face was

ressed to tho glass within, watching

im a8 ho stood thero in the gloom.

He was foumnd
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Loder tapped at the study window.

hurry ? * drawled a cool voice from within.

“ Who's In there # *” hie inquired venomously. *Open the window at once [ ™ ** Any
The Sixth-Former shuddered as he looked up and saw that it was Harry
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Wharton, who held him at his mercy—the junior whom he had persecuted.

He started.
Someone was in the study! Not a
muster—that was impossible! It must

be Walker—secaring him ! Loder gritted
his tecth and tapped on the glass.

To his intense relief he beard a faint
sound of the cateh pushed back within.
The lower sash rose a tew mches.

“You  fool!”  breathed  Loder
venomously. *“ You rotter{ Let me m
at aonce I’

He heard a low laugh.

He started again,

It was not Walker! He fancied that
it was a jumior. How could it be o
jumor, when all the Lower School had
‘L:mn been in bed in their dormitories?
But it was a junior.

“Who's theret?” Loder’s voice
sounded cracked. “Open the window!
Open the window at onca 1™

“ Any hurry 1’ drawled a cool voice.

And Gerald Loder with a shock,
recogmsed the voice of Harry Wharton,

o

THE TWELFTH CHAPTER.
Pinned Down |

ARRY WHARTON looked
H through the glass at %he star-
ing prefect standing outside,
with a cool smile on his face.
His hands were on the sash. He was
prepared for o desperate attempt on
Loder's part to force it up. But that
was impossible so long es the junior
held it within,
l.oder stared at him blankly.
“Wharton |"" he breathed.
“ Lattle mo!” assented Wharton,
“You youug scoundrel !
[ 1] Gﬂ i!n !:Il
“ Open the window at once!™
“Any hurry "
Loder trembled with rage and terror.
It was the junior whom he had perso-
cuted—the junior who had come within

an ace of vhe “sack "—who held him at
his merey! Wharton, who ought to
have been asleep in the Remove dormi-
tory more than two hours ago, was in
his study, holding the window. If the
junior whom he had wronged wanted
vengeance, ho had it now. He had only
to fasten the window ngain, and leave
the blackguard of Greviriars out for the
night. Loder would not escape what
Wiharton had so narrowly escaped.

“Let me in! Let me in!" breathed
Loder,

The sash rose a few more inches,
Loder hoped again, but it stopped when
it was seven or cight inches open.

Wharton looked out at him through
the aperture. Loder could sce hun
now, and see the cool, mocking smile on
his face.

He clenched his hands convulsively.

“You young villninl You've played
this trick on me! You bolted the door
of the lobby " Loder choked.

“ Exactly I”

“ Let me n ™

“You're all right where you are, old
bean 1" Wharton laughed softly. * Stay
there and think of the morning. You
won't get off with a fogging, Loder!
They don’t Aoz the Sixrth. You came
jolly near gotting me bunked. How
near to it do vou think you are your-
gelf 7"

Loder, gritting his tecth, scrambled
on the sill again., He grasped the sash
with both hands, and strove to force it

up.

Wharton hung his we:ght on it
within,

Instead of rising, the sash shot down,
and Loder jerked away his fingers just
in timeo.

He panted and dropped back from
the sill. The window was closed once
more, and he dreaded to hear the sound
of the catch fastening.

But Wharton did not close the catch.
He stood locking at the terrified prefect
through the glass.

Loder tapped on the window. Ile
had to make terms with this young
villain sommehow,

The sash rose a few inches again.
Once wore Wharton's mocking faco
looked out at him.

“Prymmg agam?” asked the juniox
cheerfully.

“ Let me tn, there's a good kid! I—
I'm sorry—I—I'm sorry we've had
trouble,'” said Loder thekly. * Don™
be a cotter! Let me inl You know
what i1t means to me if | don’t get 1n.”

“Quite! That’s why I'm hero.”
“(Oh, you young rotter!” groaned
Loder,

“1f the Head could see us now, 1
don’t think he would consider mo the
rotter of us two. Like me to call him "

*Quiet 1’ hissed Loder.

“Why " Wharton
without lowering his voico. “I've
novhing to be quiet for. 1've broken
dormitory bounds; but that's not an
awfiully serious matter. Besides, I've
got the ecxcuse that 1 knew that a
wintdow was unfastened, and came down
to fasten it, Burglars might havo got 1p
you know. T think even Quelch woul
excuse me, in the circumstances. What
do you think, Loder?”’

“Will you be quiet?”" groanced Loder.

Harry Wharton laughed,

“let me inl”

"1 haven't taken all this trouble for
nothing, ok bean. I've had quite a
lot of trouble—watching every night to
catch you on the hop. I{l knew 1 should
catoh you our, sooner or later, old bean,
knowing fnur manners end customs.’’
Wharton laughed again, “To-night I
struck luckv, I've lost a lot of sleep
on your account, Loder.”

“You—you—"  breathed Loder.
“How did you get into my study, you
young hound 7"

“Not by the door—1 found it locked.
1 got in by the window—as you'd like
to do t:-l:?Mthmg. if vou could 1"

Tug Maener Liprary.—No. 1,287.
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Lodor’s eyes gleameaq,

“You got out of the House, then,
after bﬂﬁing the lobby douor inside.
How did you get out?”

“You'd like me to tell you? Guessi”

Loder ohoked with rage. The junior
must have lett a door or window un-
fastened when he gotL out of the Houso
to olimb in at the Sixth Form study
window.

But which—of the inunumerable doors
and windows in the great building?
Wharton was not likely to tell him.

“Go round the House and search!”
inned Wharton. “ You've got plenty
o choose from. It will keep you busy
tall momning—keep you from thinking

of what's going o hap to you when
you're caught out of the House,™
“Will you lot me inl”

“Why should 17"

“I—I"l overlook this. I—I'll let you
off —I'll do angthing you lika1'" mut-
tered Loder desperately. “What do
you want, hang yout?”

Hb reslised by this time that Wharton
bhad some e::!oot. in_viow. junior
was not merely playing with him like a
ot with a mouss,

“Now you're talking!|” sassented

Wharton rfully: “1 dare sa dynu
know T'm detained for all haif-bolideys
this verm, Loder—through you."

A What sbout it 1™

“1 want to get off to-morrew to go
pver to Bookwood for the match thera ¥

“Oh!” ejaculated Leoder. *Look
here, I'll speak to your Form master.
Il put it to him. T'm in his good
boo I can get you off 1™

Loder would have promised that, or
anything else, to get on the safe side of
the window. eeping the prpmise
would have been another matter.

Loder's promises were rather in tho
pnature of pie-crusts—made and broken,
“Yos, I know you're in Quelch’s good

books, and I fancy you could geb me
off if you tried hard I"" agreced Wharton.
“In fact, I'm banking on it.”

“1'll ¢&ry my hardest! Now let me
inlll

“You give me your word?"'

“Yes, yes”

“ And you think I'm f[ool emough to
take ivt’

“You—you— Look here——"'

“Oh, can 1t1” smid Wharton con-
temptuously., “Do you think 1 don’t
know that if I let you in you'd forget
your promise on the spot, and lay into
me with a cane? 1 wasn't born yester-
day, Lodert”

breathed

“My word of honour!”
ar.
“But_you haven’t any honour, old
bean | ou're & liar and a rascal "
Loder choked.

“I've got you fixed, and I'm going to
tie you downi”™ said Harry Wharton
coolly. “ You've got me deteation for
tho term, with your rotten trickery.
You're getting me off to-morrow for
the Rookwood match. I'm going to see
that you do it, or take youar gruel, you
our. Here's your ({ountain-pen.
found it on your d _ Here's your
Greek lexicon. You'll write on the fy-
leaf ns 1 dictate.”

Wharton pushed out the fountain-pen
and the lexicon on the window-sill.
Loder stared at them blankly, not com-

prehendingﬁ 9
e thu

" What v mp—-""
“Take tho I* _ i
¢ Loder took 1t, his hand trembling with
ury

“Now write—in your usual fist. If
there's any trickery I shall fasten this
window and go back to bed., You've
got one chance. If you lose it, it’s your
own look-out 1™

“What do you want me to write?”
breathed Loder.

A Book-length
Yarn for 4d.
ONLY!

i

e e o S e

| Now on Sale -

Ask for No, 181 of

SCHOOLBOYS OWN

What is the mystery that surrounds
Mick, a gipsy boy who, by his great
pluck, wins for himsell a place in
Creyfriars School ? With no name
he can call his own, menaced by
the scoundrelly Barengro, the
leader of the gipsy tribe from
which he runs away, there is a
mystery about Mick to which only
Barengro knows the answer You'll
enjoy i1mmensely the dramatic
and thnlling adventures of Mick
at Greyfrars. Get this magnificent
book-length complete yam of
Harry Wharton & Co. to-day. It's

a winner !

Librar

- 4d.

THE MAGNET

““As 1 dictate. 'In consideration of
being let in at my study window after
midnight, aftee going down to the
Cross Keys for a spree, 1 agree to get
Eueiah to let H. Wharton off the
detention, which [ caused by my sneak-
ing Lruuuimr]r. (8igned) Gerald Loder.’
That's what you're to write—in your
usual fist—on the fyleaf of your
lexicon. I shall keep the lexicon for a
time—as long as I want it.” i

Loder's eybs famirly bulged from his
ham_sir as he listened.

“You—you—you young madman |
That would ba{::muh to got me sacked,
if it was secn™

"%‘rhnt': what I !rlnt.';‘ndﬂ ed

“You—you—you—" r rgled.

“1 shall keep the lexicoa, wftuh that
written in 1t, till after the Rookwood
match to-morrow,” said ‘Wharton
deliberately. “Then, if I play at Rook-
wood, I shall return it to you.”

“How do I know that?”® muttered

Loder huskily.

“1 give you my word on that You
can take my word, though I can’t take
yours,” said the ca the ve
snt:lrnfullgi “An you've got no
choice. It's the sack for you if I shut
you out, and you know it{"

“1—Pll write 1 ‘

“Don’t alter your fist—the first trick
means that your number's up. DLike it
or lumg it, you'va got to toe tha line |”

Loder opened the lexicon at the fly-
leaf and wrote. But his eyes gleamed
as he wrote. His study door was locked,
the key in his pocket., Once he was in
the study he would get that dangerous
bit of writing back fast cnough.

He finished the writing, and Wharton
took in the lexicon. He closed tho sash
down while he examined it by the light
of a pocket-torch. The inspection satis-
fied him—Loder had not dared attempt
to disguise his hand. Those words,
written in Loder's fist on the fyleaf
of Loder’s own lexicon, J:lﬂ.md the bully
of the Sixth utterly at the mercy of the
junior—so leng as Wharton kept pos-
seasion of the k.

The sash 1088 a fow inches again,

“That’'s all tights" said Harry.

“Now lot me in!"” breathed Loder.

“You've forgotten that the door
here’s locked. ass in the key."
Loder panted with rage. He had

counted on ttinkingb;he junior—and the
junior was oot to tricked.

“ Look Lere, lot me in—"

“8. that ynu can grab the lexicon (™
Wharton laughed. © Likely, isn't it?
Are you passing in the door key or
staving out for the mnight?”

With a groan of rage Loder passed

in the key of his atu$ door. .
“Thanks 1" said harton politely.
“Now I shall shut the window—but

leave it unfastened. It will take you
s few minutos to got in. If you find
me in the study then, you're welcome
to grab the lexicon, old bean.”

s sash ¢ osed down, and Wharton
disappeared from the window, In a
few momenis he had unlocked the study
door and was gone.

Loder. on the sill, struggled des-
porately wi'h the sash. He gnt it up
and plunged headlong into the study.
He bounded ncross to the door, but
he knew that the junior was gone. He
tore apen the door and paused in the

assago. To follow Wharton back to
Eia dormitory, to tear the lexicon away
him by force—thnt was hia BGrst
furious thought. But he knew that it
was useless to attempt it. Already the
junior was back in his dormitory,
already the lexicon was in a safe place
whero Loder's eyes wouli not fall on it.

A row in the Remove et midnight
mennt awakening the masters—with ap
result but to bring to light what Loder

from



EVERY SATURDAY

desised to keep hidden—the writing
thaot meant the sack for him if it was
seen. In o state of rege and terror
that was, perbaps, a sullicicnt punish-
ment for his rascality, Loder stepped
back into his study.

In the Remove darmitory Frank
Nugent was still awake when Harry
Wharton came in. He whispered as

Harry came to his bed.
“Harry, old c¢hap! What——"
“All serene)” Wharton laughed

softly. “I've been having a chat with
Loder.”
" er 1" repeated Frank.

“¥Yes; he's agreed to put in a word
for me to-morrow with Quelch.”
F“Yuu'm pulling my leg ! muttered

r .
“Not the least little bit.”

“Well, I don't understand.”

“Loder does!” said Harry—and he
tmrned in.

 r— =
THE THIRTEENTH CHAPTER.
Whose Lexieon ?

{3 BEEK | exclaimed the
G Bourrder, in astonishioent,
“Why notd”

“Takin' up swottin’ 1"

It was rather unusual for a junior
w walk out in bresk with a Greek
lexicon under his arm,

A good mnn{l fellows glanced
;ﬂ:munty inh the wefty volume under

ArEY O arry Wharton, the captain
of the Remove. »

It was big enough to be scenl

Dr. Wilham Bmith’s Greek Lexicon
was packed with knowledge, but not in
8 amall space, It was large aud it
was heavy, and few fellows at Grey-
friars had any curiosity w penetrate
mto  its  learned contents. Mark
Linley, who was now head boy of the
Remove, was one of the few; Eut even

Mark, keen as he was on abserbing
classical knowledge, had never been
geen taking a Greek lexicon for a walk
in the quad at break. And as Wharton
di¢ not take Greek as a study, it was
still more surprising in his case.

But there it wasl

“Not coming to punt a ball about
ssked Bob Cherry, rather sarcastically.
"1 see you’'ve got some light and frivo-
lous literature.”

Harry Wharton laughed.

“Greek lexicons can be quite enter-

taining 1 some circumstances,” he
answered.

“1s it a jape, or what?” asked Bob,
puzzled.

" Something like that 1"

While the Co. punted a ball, Wharton
sauntered on with his dicuionary, In-
tentionally or unintentionally, he

passed fairly under the nose of Loder
of the Bixth, who was walking with
Carne,

, Loder’s eyes fairly snapped at the
sight of the big volume in its dark
red cover. He hardly needed to glance
et the title on it to recognize 1t for
what 1t was.

Apparently not
Harry Wharton walked on, takin
direction of Masters’ studics.
breathed hard.

“Come along, Carnel!” he muttered.
“After that kid.”

“What on earth for?1” asked Arthur
Carne, in surprise.

“He's got my lexicon.”

“What rot!” said Carme. “If he'd
hngpfed a lexicon from the Sixth he
wouldn’'t be walking about with it in
the quad. Lexicons are much alike.”

“1 tell you it's mine} Beo that be
doeen't dodge away with it [®

“Oh, all right ! said €Carne.

observing Loder,
the
er

Loder hurried after Wharton, and
the surprised Carne followed- hmm.
Barry Whartan did not loak back, but
seemed to be aware that the two pre-
fects were after him, for he broke into
a trot snd arrived under Mr, Quelch’s
study window. That window was open,
to admit the autumn breeze, while tho
Remove master corrected a pile of
papers for his Form. The angular
igure of the Remove master could be
seen within.

“Stop 1” called out Leder sharply.

Wharton did not stop till he was
fairly under Mr., uelch’s window.
Then he looked round in innocent sur-
prise.

“Did you call me, Loder 7

“You know I did! Giva me that
book ¥

_ Loder quite gloated. He had taken
it for granted that the junior would
hide the lexicon safely somewhere.
ﬂhvmual:‘,'[, he had to keep it safe fram
Loder. It seemed that he was keepmg
1t 1n his personal possession; but if be
fancied that that was keeping it safe
he was mistaken. Loder stretched out
hia hand for the volume.

Wharton put it belund him.

“I can’t give you this lexicon, Loder,”
he said mldly—*I want it. It’s not
mine, really—I borrowed it.*

Loder’s B]\_'lua gleamed. He had not
forgotten the ecircumstunces in which
Wharton bhud “borrowed * a Greek
lexicon in his study.

Once the volume was safe again in
his hands all was safe. It would not
take him long to tear out the fiyleaf
and destroy it. Then the checky young
rascal could look outl

“Give me that book nt once, Whar-
ton! How dare you take & lexicon from
my study?” This was for the benefit
of Mr. Cguﬂlch, who could hear all that
was sai t.hmufh the open window,
“Hand it over, 1 tell you "
obstinately.

“It's npot yoursl

“¥You lying young rascal! Give it to
me | Loder advanced on the junior,
who still held the book behind him. Ho
was quity fmpnred to take it by force.

Mr. Quelch left his study table and
stepped to the window, ore was a
deep frown on_his brow, He was not
surprised—not in the least—to hear that
the rebel of the Remova had been play-
ing tricks in Loder’s study.

‘Wharton I bo rapped out.

"*"Yes, sirt

“Give Loder his lexicon at once!
How dare you 'ﬂ‘jl' auch tricks?

“It’s not Loder's lexicon, sir,” said
Harry meekly.

“¥ou have no such volume, Wharton,
as you do not take Greck as a subject.”

“T'vo bhorrowed it. gir.”

said Harry

“You aro sure the book is vours,
Loder 1” _
“ Absalutely ecertain, sir. I have

missed the lexicon from my study, and
wondered who had taken it. 1 recog-
nise it.”

“That 1a suflicient! Hand the book to
Loder at once, Wharton 1* snapped Mr.
Queleh. “T order you to do so0.”

“Very well, sir!”

Harry Wharton handed the lexicon to
Loder of the S8ixth. Loder’s fingers
closed on it almost convulsively.

“¥You will take two hundred lines,
Wharton, for playing such a trick in a
Sixth Form study,”’ said Mr. Quelch.

"Whar trick siri”

“ Abstracting one of Loder’s school-
books, Wharton,” eaid the Remove
master sternly, “ How dare you pretend
to misunderstand me ¥

“Very well, sir; it is not for me to
contradiet you,” szid Wharton meekly.
“But what ams I to say to Linley, sirl®

an

“Linley ¥ vepeated Mr. Quelch.
“What has Limley to do with it?7 What
do you mean, Wiarton 7"

“It is Lin!ﬂy’s lexicon, sir.”

“Wha-a-at 1

A dozen fellows had gathered round,
drawn by the littlo scena umder Mr,
Queleh’s  window. Some of them

grinned as Wharion made his statement
in his meekest tone., The Bounder
winked at Tom Redwinp Whartan,
E?‘trdl.’ﬂih. was “going it "' again.

Wharton | Are you speaking scrie
ously? Do you mean to tell me thab
Linley lent you that lexicon §**

Yes, sir.»

“ Loder, lexicons are much alike. Yom
had better look en the title-page and seo
wl}:.dmmu 18 written there.”

Loder, with set lips, opened “Dr.
William Smith.” He was eﬂa!ul to let
na eye but his own see the Ay-leaf. Bud
he nced not have been so careful. On
the title-page was written, in the hand
of the new head boy of the Remove,
the name “ Mark Linley.” Obviously, it
was not Loder’s lexiconn Equally obvi~
ously, Wharton had iutumiunal’h led
him to suppose that it was, for the p.}:m
ful intention of pulling his leg.
more obviously, Loder's lex was
hidden in a safo place, and ﬁlﬂm
could display it to the publie eye if he
liked, with the result thas Loder would
be sacked from the school. He was still
at the junior's meroy.

Loder's face was a study.

"“Well ?” rapped Mr. Quelch sharply.

“It—it—it 15 cot my lexicon. er [*
stammered Lodyw. “l1—I thought it
was, but—but—but it ian’t.”

_ Mr. Quelch’'s eyes gleamed. He was
intensely annoyea.

“Really, Loder, you should be more
careful " he exclaimed. * You stated
distinctly that it was your lexicon. Youm
sald that you recognised it. Now it
appears that Wharton borrowed it from
& boy in his own Form Really, Loder,
you should exercise more carel”

“Ok ! Yes, sir!l” gasped Loder.

“1f the book is not yours, give it back
to Wharton at once I’

Loder gave the book back to Wharton,
Suppressing his feelings as well as he
could, he walked away. Mr. Quelch
turned from the window red with
vexation.

“* Excuse mo, sir.” said Wharton, in his
silkiest tones, “am 1 to do tha lincs,
sir 7"

“The—the lines?™
"“Yon told mo to take two hundred
lines, sir. But ms Loder was mistalen
in Lhiﬂ;kmg' that this lexicon was

hig—

Mr. Queleh gave him a look.

“You need not do the lines, Whar-
ton I he almost gasped.

And his study window closed with a
slam.

Harry Wharton strolled away, with a
smile on his face, and the book under
his arm. He went up to Study No. 13
in the Remove, whera Mark Linley
was 5wuttinig Livy. ) -

“Thanks for tho loan,” lie said, laying
“Dr. William 8mith ” on the table.

“ Finished with it already!” ashed
Mark, with a smile,

“Yes, thanks."” .

“Keop it as long as you like, you
know."

* Finished with it, thanks I*

When the Greyfriurs fellows ¢ame in
from “break ' Wharton passed tiu*'tta
ncar Loder of the Sixth—without & lexi~
con under his arm. Loder gave him a
glance, with a glitter in his %%m that
was almost homicidal. And Whartom,
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gquie understanding what o setrugi’s
Loder had to kueri": his hands off b,
emiled cheerily as he went to the Form-
room,

e e

THE FOURTEENTH CHAPTER.
Working the Oracle !

FTER school that morning, mos§
A of the Remove fellows wr «
thinking of the football match

at Rookwood.

It was an important fixture in the
Remove list; and it was sheer ill-luck
that the best [ootballer in the Form
should be under dgtention.

The Bounder was rather keen %0
captain the side at Rookwood; but no
one eolsg was keen to sce him do itl
There was a rumour in the Form that
the dctained skipper might, after all,
bo let off for the match, and all the foot-
ballers hoped that it was well-foznded.
It was known that Wharton expeeved to
bo going over to Rookwood with the
team, though on what ho founded that
expectation was rather a mystery.

The little scene under C]Zuelch’u window.

in “break " had certainly not disposed
his* Form master more favourable to-
wards him: And the matter rosted with
Queleh., But Wharton had his own
reasons for his belief; und ha smiled
when he saw Loder of the Bixth heading
for the Remove master's stucy shortly
before dinner.

Loder had left tt as late as he could.
He had put in some time, looking in
all sorts of likely and unlikely places,
for a cortain Greek lexioon, But he
had not found it, and he dared delay no
longer. He had to play up or take his
grue_l. He had been ruthless in his
dealings with the junior he disliked—
and his ruthlessness was coming home to
roost, as it were. Slowly, but in-
antuhl,v. Loder made his way to Mr.
Quelch’s study.

Mr. Quelce bad been annoyed that
morning. But bis manner to Loder was
E&mn[ enough. Last term Mr. Quelch

ad observed, with disapproval, that
this particular prefect scemed to have
g “down®’ on Harry Wharton. This
term that was rather a recommenda-
tion in his eyes, now that he himself
had & tremendous “down™ on the
rebel of the Remove. He waa disposed,
11 fact, to believe that Loder's judgment
had been better than his own. For
thore was no doubt that Br. Quelch's
feclings towards his former head boy
were now of the deepest antipathy,

“Come in, Loder,” he said, kindly
enpugh.

““The fact is, sir, I—1 have rather n
favour to ask of you, if you will be
kind enough to hear me,” said Loder,
with an effort,

“Indced I*

“It concerns Wharton, sir.”

Mr. Quelch's brow knitted at once.

“What has the boy done now, Loder £

He expected to hear of some new
dﬂhnquunuv. a> a matter of course,

“It's not that, sir!” said Loder
hastily. “The fact is, it secins that—
that the Remove boys are playing a
rather important 6Gxture to-day—im-

ortant to them, I mean—and as

iarton s captain of the Form, they—

Eg will missa him——"'

r. Quelch rased his eyebrows,

“1 fail to understand you, er.”

“I mean, sir if—if you would be so
very kind as to give Wharton leave to
Eo over to Rookwood— '

Mr. Quelch’s surprised eyebrows rose
and rose, till they really scemed likely to
fioat over the top of his head.
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Never had he boen mors astonished.

* Loder I" he ejaculated,

““I know it’s asking n lot, sir, as the
boy is under detention, and he is an
impertinent  young  rascal 1” Here
Loder’s real feelings came out for a
moment. “But in the circum-
stances—"

“In what circamstances?”

. “It—it’s rather a big thing to the
juniors, girl They want Wharton very
badly to play. The boy himself deserves
no consideration €rom you, but the
others—"

Had Wingate come and put it like
that to Mr. Quelch, it would not have
been so surprising. But it was amazing
from Loder.

“T'm afraid you'll think this rather a
cheek on my part, sir! But it was for
an assault upon me that Wharton
received his detention That being tho
case, I—I felt you might excuse me for
asking wyou, sir.”

“It 13 & vory kind and geperous
thought, Loder—very kind and grenerous
indeed I said Mr. Quelch. * After
what has happened this term, I should
never have expected yon to speak a
word in favour of that rebellious and
rockless boy. But—"

Loder trembled. The consequences of
a refusal were too dire. He had to get
round Quelch gomehow.

“1 should be very pgrateful, sir, if
you would consent, The Remove boys
set great store by this match, and they
seem to think Wharton indispensable,
If you attach any value to my opinion,
eir, I think & concession might be
granted oo this occasion.'

Loder’s earncstness was evident, and
it had its effect on the Form master.

“Very well, Loder; I consent,” said
Mr. Quelch. “You may tell Wharton
that he is free from detention this after-
noon. You may tell him that he owes
it entirely to your intervention; and I
trust that even his obdurate heart may
be tpuched with gratitude,”

“Thank wou, sir,"”' said Loder.

He left the study, having risen very
much indeed in Mr. Quelch’s estimation,
In tho passage, with the door closed,
Loder gritted his teeth, almost pale
with rage. Ile had succeeded—and
saved his worthless skin. That was the
chief thing. But his rage was deep and
bitter. He went in scarch of Wharton,
and found him with his friends in the
uad, near the door, waiting for the

inner bell.

The expression on Loder's faco drew
curious glances on him from the
juniors. Wharton smiled—a slightly
sarcastio smile, that very nearly pushed
the bully of the Sixth beyond the limit
of self-control. Loder’s hands twitched
with his eagerness to lay them—hard—
on the eaptain of the Remove. But he
dared not.

“Wharton!¥ he almost gasped.

“Yes, Loder!”

“You aro excused detention this
alternoon,” said Loder thickly. * Mr.
Quelch has told me to tell you so. You
are at liberty to go over to Rookwood."

“Thanks,” said Wharton indiffcrently.,

“Hurrah!” ejaculated Bob Cherry.
“That’s jolly good news, Loder !

“The goodfulness of the esteemed
news i3 terrific!” chuckled Hurrce
Jumset Ram Singh.
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Loder walked nway, his message de-
livered. He could hardly trust himself
within hand’'s reach of the junior who
had made him knuckle under.

“Loder doesn't look lensed [

rinncd Bob. “I fancy he didn't like

ringing the jolly old good tidings. I
wonder wh #Jm: ch picked him out to
toll you, old beani”

“Well, it's all serene, anyhow,” said
Johnny Bull, with satisfaction. “For

oodness’ sake, Wharton, don’t Plu:.r
the goat ageln before we get away.”

“What on earth made Quelch {::I: the
man off " asked Vernon-Smith in won-
der; perhaps not wholly gratified. “It's
not like Quelch !”

“Oh, his bark is worso than his bite,”
said Bob, “Quelch is o jolly good
port, in his own way."”

Frank Nugent did not spenk; his eyes
were on Wharton’s face, though he road
nothing there. Wharton’s look was
impassive.

“Blessed if I make it out,” said the
Bounder. *“Wharton said last night
that Quelch might let him off for the
match! How did you know, Wharton "’

Harry Wharton laughed.

“"What does it matter! I'm let off—
and we're poing to heat Rookwood, I
hope. Hallo, there’s the bell 1"

The juniors went into the House.
Most of the fellows were puzzled; but
there was genera! satisfoction. [rank
Nugent touched his chum on the arm
as they went in.

“What does it mean, Harry?’ he
asked, in a low voice,

“It means that I'm playing football
at Rookwood tu-dn;%"

“I know thatl! DBut—you remember
what you told me in the dorm! Has
Loder got you off ?**

“Y fancy so0.”

o Wh[y should he?”

“Well, it might be because he's such
a kind-hearted, forgiving sort of cha
kindest friend and noblest foe, and that
sort of thing |” gaid Wharton satirically.

“Don’t be an ass! Why did he get
you off 1"

“He's lost a Greck lexicon from his
study. I'm going to find it for him—
after the Rookwood match.”

Frank stared.

“That isn't a reason.”

“It's Loder's reason,” said Wharton,
Inughing, * Possibly there's something
in that lexicon that would land Loder
m trouble if 1t got round among the
beaks I shouldn’t wonder!”

Nugent's [ace became very grave.

“ ou mean that you found out
something about Loder and you have
!irean "hnlging it over his head, Harry,

“Well, what then?”

“It's not like you! 1I'd rather see
vou cut the Rookwood mateh! Harry,
you can’'t do a rotten thing like that.”

“Is it rottener than pinching a
fellow’s lincs and getting bhim into a
row 1%

“No! But you're not Loder,” said

Frank sharply. “If Loder did that,
as you believe, he's a rotten rascal—but
that's no reason why you should be——"
He broke off,

““A rotten rascal, too? Carry onl”
snid Wharton, with a enecr.

“It's rotten, Harry.”

“That’'s your opinion?”

“Yes, it is.”

“Keep it to yourself, then.”

And Wharton left his chum and went
into the House.

An hour later, the footballers were on
their way to the station, Loder of the
Sixth watched them start, with a black
brow; and Harry Wharlon turned and
waved his hand to Loder as he went.,
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Wharton slipped the key Into the lock and turned it.
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The next moment the door was opened [rom within, and a Sixth Form

man, with a face pale with rage, was revealed to sight in the light from the passage. ** Loder [** exclaimed Bob Cherry, in

THE FIFTEENTH CHAPTER.

Caged !
ILLY BUNTER grinned.
Bunter, that fine autumn

afternoon, seemed to have the
Remove passago at Greylrinrs
all to himself,

'I'he footballers were gona over to
Rookwood; and a good many other
fallows had gone with them to see the
amoe. The rest of the Remove were
ollowing their various avocatiens,
mostly out of doors. Bunter, indeed,
would not have been up in the studies
without a special reason. Probably he
would have been looking for some
obliging fellow to eash, in advance, a
postal order which he was expecting: or
else trying the effect of his eloquence
on Mrs. Mimble at the school shop.

PBut Bunter had a special reason for
haunting the Remove passage that after-
noon, Bunter's proceedings certainly
would have eaused surprise, had he
been observed He had taken the ke
from the door of Study No. 1 and slippe
it into his pocket. What he wanted with
the key of Harry Wharton's study was
rather mysterious.

Then he sat down in the deorway of
Study Neo. 7, his own study, with his
eyes, and his spectacles, turned in the
direction of the staircase.

A fat ?rin dawned on his podgy
visage at the sight of a Sixth Form man
coming up the stairs.

Loder of the Sixth glanced along the
passage and started at the sight of
Billy Bunter in his doorway.

Heo gave the Owl of the Remove o far
from amiable look, and strolled across
the landing and disappeared.

Bunter chuckled softly.

Five minutes later Loder strolled back
into view. He glanced uwp the passage
again; Bunter was still in his doorway.

amazement.

Loder scowled.
He hesitated a moment or two, and

then came up the passapge.

“What are you frowsting about the
House for on a half-holiday?” he
snapped. * Clear off at once |”

“0Oh. really, Loder—"’

“Get out !

Billy Bunter got out,

No doubt he had a right to " frowst ”
in his own study if he liked, but there
was no ainsaﬂ'ng an order from o
refect. illy Bunter rolled down the

move staircase and disappeared,

Loder watched him go. He waited on
the landing o few minutes, to make sure
that Bunter did not return.

Then he stepped swiftly to Study
No. 1, opened the door, stepped i,
and shut the door after him,

He looked for the key, to turn it in
the lock; but the key was not there.
There was nothing surprising in a key
being missing from the door of a junior
study—Lower boys were careless in such
matteras. Loder jammed a chair-baclk
under the door-handle, to prevent sud-
den interruption; and then set about
the business that had brought him to
the study.

He was really not likely to be inter-
rupted, Wharton was away for the
Rookwood match, and Nugent had gone
over with the team Nobody else had
any business in the study.

Already that day Loder had looked in
a good many places for the Greek
lexicon, in which was written what
amounted to his own sentence of tho
“sack ™ if it came to light. HHe had
had, of course, no nﬁpnrtunity of search-
ing Study No. 1 while its owners were
in the House. Now, with its owners
far away, he had ample opportuniy.

He had little doubt., or rather nong,
that Wharton had hidden that tell-tale

volume in his own study. Loder was
there to fOnd it.
IPaithless himself, Loder was nob

likely to believe in the good fuith of
othera, Wharon had agreed to return
him what he had written after the Rook-
wood mateh if leave was given for him
to play. Loder had had to let it go ab
that simply because he had h no
choice in the matter. He had kept his
part of the bargain. But what guaran-
tee had ho that Wharton would keep
his? The remptation to the junior
would be strong to keep that incriminat-
ing document; so loung ss he had it
Loder was at his mercy, and had. so to
speak, to feed from his band. He would
Imer: it. That Wharton, with all his
faults, wns iuncapable of breaking =
meise a fellow like Loder was nod
ikely to balieve.

Hao had to find that lexicon.

Ho long as ithat document was
oxistence Loder lived in fear
tremhlin[ir. He had to find it.

Carefully and methodically he pro-
cecded to search tho study. A detective
in scarch of hidden loot could not have
been more meticulous.

Deep in that pressing task, Loder
forgot the [at existence of Dilly Bunter.
Billy Bunter, however, had mnot for-
potten Loder.

A quarter of an hour after Loder had
Hhut(i'limﬁﬂlf up in Study Na. 1 the Owl
of the Remove came cautiously up the
staircase,

Like Moses of old. Billy Buntor looked
thie way and he loaked thay way: and,
like Moses again, he saw no man,

On tiptoe the fat Owl approached
Htudy Nao. L

Outside the door he stilled his breath-
ing and listened. A fat grin irradiated
his faco at the sound of a inovemont
within.

Tue Macner lisnany.—No. 1,287.
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Lodor was there!

Bunter suppressed a chuckle,

Why Loder was there was a mystery
to Bunter. Harry Wharton, before he
started for Rookwood, had told him
that he had an idea that Loder would
go rooting in his study while he as

one. Bunter, secing no reason why

oder should do so. had doubted it—
till he saw the bully of the Sixth arrive
on the scene. Now he knew, though He
was still mystified.

The fat Owl drew the door key from
his pocket. :

Softly, carefully, he inserted It in the
outside of the loc

From within the study come [aint
sounds of a fellow rooting about, a rust-
ling of moving papers and books. Loder
was busy | Obviously he was quite un-
aware that a fat und grin_mn(if movite
was on the point of locking him in tho
study. he was thore, why Whar-

wanted him locked in, Bunter
neither knew nor cored much. What ho
know was that a study supper in Study
No. 1 was to be his reward if he got

away with it. And that was enough
for Bunter to know. It made him very
OAT.

Click 1

The key turned in the lock. It
clicked as it turned. Bunter jerked it
out again and dropped it into his

pocket.

There was a sudden, suppressed ox-
clamation in the study. Loder, in the
midst of hia eager searching, had heard
that click of the lock. It startled him,
gnd he ran quickly to the door.

Bunter, standing still as a [at mouso
outside, heard him grab the door-handle,
turn it, and drn‘r}. 'he door, of course,
did not stir. ily Bunter grinned at
{’t cheerfully. He was afraid of Lodor—

wt not with a lockod oak door between
them. But he was careful to make no

und. Loder of the Sixth was not to
now who had locked him in.

;he door-handle rattled.

Locked 1*

Bunter heard Loder's suppressed, mut-
tering voice. The prefect was trembling
with rage. He knew now why the key
had been missing from the lock. Somn
young scoundrel had played this trick
on him. Not Wharton: he was away.
But the wary young scoundrel must
have anticipated this visit and search,
and put up some fellow to trap Loder
like this. There was no other vxplana-
tion. Now he was locked in the study—
o prisoner, unless he chose to give an
acrobatio exhibition by olambering
down forty fect from the window into
the quad |

Loder whispered through the keyhole,

“Who's there 7"

Bunter winked a fat wink.

Eggn on tiptoe he departed.

er heard the ti ing Owl go, and
ground his teeth with fury.

Surely the young villain, whoever he
was, would not dare leave him locked up
there for the afternoonl! But Loder
knew that the gmmg villain would [
He knew that Wharton had “ wangled "
this as well as if Wharton had told him.
He knew that he was to remain a
?flﬂﬂt‘lﬂl‘ until the footballors camne back

rom Rookwood. unless he chose to yell
for release—in which oase he would
have been called on to explain what he
was doing in. Wharton's study at all,
hat was not an explanation Gerald
Loder was prepared to make.

He paced the study like a caged tiger.

He turned at last to the search again
for tho hidden lexicon. If he could find
that, and destroy what was written on
the flyleaf—— But he could not find it.

Tug Macier Lmrany.—No. 1,287.
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All he found waa the indubitable fact

that it was not hidden in Etudé; No. 1,
The rebel of the Rpmove Lad been too
wary for him.

canwhile, Billy Bunter was waiting
for the return of the footballers quite
as anxiously as Loder of the Sixth. Heo
was not thinking of Loder, caged like a
lifgnr in Study ilu. 1, he was thinkin
1}.':1 the study supper that was to rewar

to wasto on Loder.

pass s "

THE SIXTEENTH CHAPTER.
Wharton’s Win |

b DAL 'II’
G “Bravo."
“Goall Good old Whar-

tonl Hurrah!"
It was a cheery roar on the Rookwood
ground,
Jim Silver & Co. of Rookwood

Schoal had found their hands full with
the Greylrigrs tonm from the kick-off.
But Jimmy BSilver & Co. were pgood
men and true, and they put up a great
gamo.

In the first half the Bounder put the
ball in frst, but Mornington of Rook-
wood followed on with a goal for the
home team. The score was level at
half-time.

But in the sceond half Groyfriara
pulled shead. Harry Wharton scored
soon after the re-start, and for a long
timg the score stooa at two to one,

e Rookwooders put all their beef
into it. It was ding-dong all the rime, a
hard-fought battle from start to finish,

arry Wharton was playing the game
of his life. Ile was thoroughly enjoyin
himself. And his lead was followed wel
by his men. At Higheliffe, without
their skippor, the Remove team had
bagged a defeat, but a Jdifferent talo
wag told at Rookwood. Tho ball went
it again from Wharton’s foot, and
Croyfriars stood three to one; and tho
Rookwooders nourished now only a
faint hope of equalising, while a win
scemed too far off to think of.

Frank Nugont was not in the team,
but he had come over with a dozen
other fellows to watch the game. His
faco was bright as he watched his chum.
Keen on the game, thinking only of
Soccer, cnjoying every minute of the
gtrenuous struggle, arry Wharton
seemed his old sclf again at last; no
longer the hard, mocking rebel of the
Rﬂmnwﬁ but the cheery fellow hia
chums had always known. Frank re-
jorced in his chum’s success, but still
Lr!nm in the change that had come over

1m.

“Goall Bravo, Wharton 1"

The struggle went on, Rookwood re-
sisting all the way: but in the last five
minutes Wharton landed the pill again.
And the Greyfriars fellows roared.
Even the Bounder was glad, after all,
that Wharton had come over to Rook-
wood to captain the side. And Frank,
doubtful as he was of the methods
Wharton had employed to gain leave
for the match., could not help rejoicing.

“Goal! Goall Hurrah!"”

Four goals to one was the total when
the final whistle blew and the panting
E]&FEI‘B came off. And three of them
ad been contributed by the captain of
the Remove.

Bob Cherry thumped Wharton on the
back in the dressing-room.

“Ripping, old bean 1" he said. “Top-
ping | Tip-top 1"

“Thoe tip-topfulness is terrifio!”
chuckled Hurree Jamset Ram Bingh.

“You’'ve got to squure QHEI-:.:h sOMOe-
how, old chap," said Bob. * You're not

im, and naturally he had no thoughts g

standing out of matches after this! T§
simply can’t be done "
“You can't—and shen't!" eaid the

Bounder. *“Wg'll all go to Quelch in
o body end tell hiin to think again.'

“ Hear, hoar!1™

Harry Whaurton's flushed, happy face
clouded a little. He had forgotten
Quelch, forgotten Loder, forgotton all
his trials and troubles in that glorious
ame. He had to temember them now,
“Quelch won't let wup,’”" he enid
quietly. “If ho did, Ii.odur would
wangle it somchow to set him going
again,"

“ You'll have to make your jolly old

cace with Loder, then!" said Bob.

‘After all, you can kecp clear of the
brute if you try.”

Wharton, thinking of what had pro-
bably happened to Loder that afternoon,
mado no reply to that.

His face was thoughtful when the
Greyfriars orowd packed into the train
for the i:-*Jn.lrnuzn:.r home.

But the rest of the footballers were in
the cheeriest spirits as they rolled home
to Greyfriars.

The Ootober evening had long sot in,
and it was past lock-up when they
arrived. A crowd of fellows wet them
n? they marohed into the House—and
did not need to ask “how it had gone.”
It was plain from the looks of the re-
turning victors kow it had gone.

“1 say, you fellows—" squeaked
Billy Bunter,

“Hallo, hallo, hallo!” roared Bob

herry imamwmg a hearty smack on
Bugter's fat shoulder. “We've beaten
them, [atty "

“Yarooooh |”

“What do you think of four goals to
one " chirruped Bob,

“Yow-ow-ow-ow [”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“1 say, you follows, what about
supper? You'd better not leave it till
after prep, I think——"

‘Harry Wharton slipped away from
his comrades. He had to find something
that was concealed in an empty box in
s box-room. and convey it to Loder's
Etud{ in the Sixth.

Billy Buntor met him on his way to
the Remove passa after his visit to
Loder’s vacant study.

[ie handed the key of a study door to
Wharton, with a fat grin,

“ All serene, old chap!” he chuckled.
“Mind, don’t you ‘et out to Loder that
I locked him in! He would be fright-
fu!lg waxyl You may like having the

relects down on you. I jolly well

on't, seet”

Harry Wharton laughed.

“That’s all rignt. [atty,” he answered.

“What about supper ?" asked Bunter
anxiously. “What are you going to
have for supper? BSomething decent, I
hope! I say, old fellow, don't walk
away while a follow’s talking to you.”

But Wharton did walk away. He
went up the Remove staircase, and
found hia friends gatlered outside the
door of Study No. 1 They were look-

ing .I‘:luuleﬂ.

he door's locked,” said Frank.
“Some silly ass has locked the door and
taken the key nway, ITarry.”

“Here it 18!”

“But what——" : .

“There's somebody in the study,” said
Johnny Bull. “I heard him wove.
How the dickens can he be there with
the door locked

“Tt ia terrifically queer!” remarked
Hurree Jamset Ram Singh.

“Yes, 13n’t it?" said Wharton care-
lessly, as he slipped the key into the lock
and turned it. .

The door wns torn open from within.
A Bixth Form man, with a face pala

(Continued on page 28.)



A THRILL-PACKED STORY OF HIGHWAYMAN ADVENTURE !
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By ARTHUR STEFFENS.

Turning the Tables !
RIDER in the crowd of horse-

A

on it.
shoulders

mon, who came pressing on be-
him{, whipped out a hunting-
horn, and rang a stirring peal
Then, with heads bowed and

drooping, the pursuers
urged on therr Elﬂ.llnping horses,
chest to tail, through the brick-paved
yord, and out past the pump where
MoLean had 8 few minutes beforo
fought the Earl of Huntford, and so
on to the lovely lawn that shimmered
m_the morning sunshine,

With a rush and a clatter they raced
away over grass and rose-beds, tramp-
ling down the flowers, and hurling clugs
of loam into the air.

At the end of the garden stood a
mighty, spreading walnut-tree, as fine
a trce as could have been found in tho
whole of Kent.

Initinls and dates had been carved
upon the woather-cleaned bole until it
was scarred all over., A seat ran
around the base of it. Here lovers had
thhtﬂgl their troth, and gossips had
ot their tongues wag merrily of a
summer’s mght,

The sight of the stately tree, however,
stirred no sapirit of romance in tho
hearts of the hunters as they blundered
past it, and through the kitchen garden
beyond.

They wanted Hal and Jerry, and as
they crashed through a hedge and
vmerged into an open field beyond, and
saw their quarry just disappearing out
of it, they let out one great roaring

shout, and the wholo hunt went tearing
In pursuit.

McLean let Hal out of tho ficld first,
Then, knowing how fully he could trust
Galloper, he stayed a while to takeo
stock of the horses of his pursuers,

“There's a rare mob of 'em, Hall”
he cried, as ho galloped his horse along-
side Beauty again.  “And they have
soine good horses, 1 noticed, too, that
some of the men were armed.”

Hal was riding Bow Strect Beauty
with an ecase that made Jerry's ayes
dance to behold. How the boy did

learn!  Necessity is a great school-
master Jerry silently vowed as he
watched the free play of Beauty’s

muscles, and saw how tho well-trained
horse enjoyed the gallop.,

Jerry knew that Beauty would not
fail the boy, and, as for Galloper, why,
he had nover, even in the days when
he was accounted a rich man, ridden a
more perfect horse.

The two rode casily on, casting a
glance back every now and again at
the hunt,

Squire Chivey held the lead, a clumsy
rider whose face wes now purple fiom
his exertions. Tho squire sat astride a
beautiful roan, and, in his mad haste to
overtake the _l‘li%h“’[ﬁjﬂlﬂﬂ, he was rid-
mg 1t unsparingly.

Behind Eim the rest of the chase was
strung out in a line, and. aftor the first
dozen, they were tailed off. The black-
guardly Colonel York was taking care
to be in a safe position.

The leaders of the hunt had gained,

CO

READ THIS FIRST.
Convicted of roobing the Earl of Huntford
of a diamond star, Hal Lovett and Jerry
MoLean are conveyed to the conviot hulk
Ethalton, anchored at Woolwich—Hal 14
Gorva a sanlence o! saven years and McLaam
10 awalt deportation. As the resull of &
prearranged plan, the oconvicts fire the ship,
and Hal and Jerry escape in tha blackness of
the night, evantuaily reaching an inn owned
by the Eari of Huntiord., Hars they are
betrayed by Colonel York, a mghwayman, and
forced to flee, pursued by the magistrate of
the county and a posse of huntsmen.

_——_————=

but only on sufferance, for Jerry was
holding Galloper in, and Hal just kept

ahead, having overy confidenco m
MecLean.
The bellowing equire came on., Ha

was & man of overbearing temperament,
vastly wealthy, and he held an sbound-
ing belief in his physical powers.
Grandly mounted and backed by many
wealthy gentlemen, he intended ta
stage & show for their benefit. Squire
Chivey intended to apprehend the
highwaymen single-handed.

%n roared and bellowed as ho rode,
closing in upon the chase, and belioving
that the highwaymen could never get
away.

Indeed Jerry Mclean delayed so
long in opening and passing a gate that
tho squire had galloped to within
twenty lengths, when Jerry went
i:]l}ruugh and let the gate clang to behind

i,

The squire was not pared to jump,
and so, cursing loudly, he hooked at
the lntch with the handle of his riding-
crop, opened the gate, and followed.

But to his chagrin he discovered the
highwaymen had inereased their lead
to almost a whole field ahead.

Crushing his hat down upon his head,
he rode helter-skelter after them.

McLean and Hal had now settled
down %o ride in earnest, The squire
saw first one, them the other, clear m
five-barred gate. Deuce take it, but
they were smarter than ho had thought!
The squire nearly came a cropper as ho
took the jump.

By the time that gato was passed
there were nine horsemen only left in
the race. The others were hopelessly
tailed off, and Colonel York, having
done his worst, thought it expedient to

?d his own way, which he promptly

141.

McLean followed Hal’s lead along a
footpath, and at the end of a ficld camo
to another gate. On each side of the
gate tall elm-trees reared their trunks
sixty feet into the air. Tall hodges
obscured the view.

Here Mclean pulled Galloper up, and
brought the horse round. Ho slipped
on his mask and pulled out his pistols,
quickly examining the priming of each.
Thon he loosened his hanger in its
scabbard.

“IHal, boy,” he said, “let us turn this
chasoe to good account. The fat rider
behind us is s0o keen on wanting to
make our acquaintance that I think we
ought to humour the joke. Ride Beauty
behind the screen of that elm.”

Hal brought his horse banl, and
codged it as desired buhind the shelter
of the tree. Up in the branches a colony
of rooks wero making 8 deuce of a din.

THE Maener lasRapy.—No. 1,287.
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A NEW AB.C. OF MOTORING
FOR AMATEUR AND EXPERT

' COMPLETE IN_ ABOUT: 30

6°WEEKLY PARTS

Motoring Made Esyuﬂy [llustrated

Written throughout by experts and superbly iHustrated with thousands

ot practical working diagrams,

this new work should prove of the

utmost value to any boy contemplatmg a career m any branch of
motoring or motor engineering and of the greatest possible interest to

those who are keen on Enowing details of different

of cars, both

types
old and new, and how they worle. The MOTORING ENCYCLOPEDIA
is as fascinating as a story book and you canbuy it for only 6d. a week.

EEEFERSEPREFRAEFENRAERNOAREDNEEENRREDES

Large Scale
ROAD MAPS

of the

BRITISH ISLES

The ser ol large-scale road ma
Ereseﬂlﬂd with the MﬂTﬂHiNIE
NCYCLOPEDIA is the fines)

velt produced These maps,
which eimmbody the vcr!vd latest
data supplied by the Ministry

of Transport, have been tosted in
every way over thousands of
milex of actual motoring, and
bave been proved to be not oonly
the handiest to follow, but the
most  celiable. There will be
one map in each part.

Special
Map Case Offer

The Editor of MOTORING
ENCYCLOPEDIA has bad pre-
pared specially for his readers an
altractive and serviceable map
case in which the entire set of
rond maps presented in the weekly
parts can be carmed for easy
reference.  This case I3 offered
to readers ar the cost of produc-
tion,
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Part 1 On Sale
TUES., Oct. 11th—@6d.

A all Newsagents, elc.

2

Whal 45 @

Here you see one ot the many simple
and interesting mechanical diagrams
in the MOTORINGENCYCLOPEDIA,
which is bemng issued 1n about 30
weekly parts, and will tell you all
you want to know about motoring,
motor cychng and motor touring.

The MOTORING ENCYCLO-
PEDIA will give you—

Sin!ple instroction in the cara and
maintenanceof ailmo-t every known
make of car new and eld,

The most economica. methods of
repair. Information on how to
get the mos out of petrol tires,
and the more perishable parts of
moifor machinery

Assistance in the choice of a new
or second-hand ecar.

Full notes on the principal access-
ories, instruments and well-tested
“dadgets ™

Instruction in the art of driving,

Practical hints on touring in all
parts of tbe British Isles,
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MOTOR
O

T'o be com-
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anr volurm:

THE MAGNET

“Aro you pgoing to frichton the
hunt 7" asked Hal, his boyish face warm
from the exzcitement of the chase, his
blue eyes ablaze with deviley.

“I'm going to do more than that,
lad,” answered Jerry, “It's only fair
they should pay for their amusement,
We've got to live. 1I'm going to have
their money, Hal.”

Hal Lovett laughed aloud. [Hera
was n way of turningz the tables which
appealed to him.

“There are a lot of them,” he said,

“But they have got to come through
that gate,” said Jerry, pomting with
his pistol, “and they can only pass it
one at a time  The squure will come
first. We'll clean him out and set him
loose, and then deal with the others—
if they’ve a mind to face the musie.”

“ And there are two of us,” said Hal
[;Ec'.rrfuﬂf'.

He whipped out his mask and fitted it
on. Then he examined his pistols. By
this time Squire Chivey had ridden close
to the gate. Jerry and Hal could hear
him talking, proof that another ridor
was close behind.

“They are deuced woll mounted!”
they heard the squire say, as the clop-
ping hoof-beats brought him  nearer.
“But we've pot the best horses in Kent,
We're bound to run them down eventu-
glly. Besides, once they take to tho
road, they will have to pass the toll
gatea. We'll overtake them there.”

Then the squire’s purple face and
burly figure, heaving now from the
exertion of riding, loomed up beyond
the five-barred gate.

Squire Chivey stooped to open 1f,
and swung the gate wide. Through he
came with & rush, turning his horso
about, and holding the swinging pate
with the crook of his crop to allow lhis
friend behind to pass.

The squire was so lost in concentra-
tton, and the two Ilnghwaymen had
drawn back s0 close to the hedge, that
he failed to.soe them,

Not so his friend, who eame through
without having anything more to do
but ride. This second rider saw the two
masked horsemen lurking by the hedge,
and hisa jow dropped.

“By Jove!” he cried; and Squire
Chivey looked up to find a pistol held
within a vard of his noso.

“Come, Squire!" said Jerry, with a
merry laugh. " You have enjoyed your
fun. and now you must pay for 1it. TI'll
have that diamond pin which sparkles
in your cravat That signet-ring you
wear also appeals to me, You doubts
less ecarry a snuff-box, and a8 purse,
Hand them over, and be quick about it,
for my fOnger itches on the trigger.”

The sight of the masked horsemen,
the pstol and the rnging, echoing
words, had an electrical effect upon the
He racked backwards in tho

AQINTO.
saddle, dropped his lower jaw, and
stared goggle-eyed Then his hands

dm;:!md upon the horsw’s neck as he
gurgled and mumbled, his beavy body
shaking like a jelly.

The other horseman, a lean, hunpgry-
looking man of the mhtary type. swepk
his hand to his capacious side pockor.
He had not seen Hal Lovett, and his
grim lips and glintine eyos betrayed his
purpose. But, even whilst he was
ratsing the weapon he swung nto view,
Hul urged Bow Streer Beauty close up
to him and touched his cheek with the
cold barrel of his own pistol.

“Your money, If you please, sir, and
your valuables,” said the boy, strangling
n lovgh., “ See that you give me cvery-
thing; and drop that pastol, or T shall
fire I”

The man drew his horse back with a



EVERY SATURDAY

jerk and let the pistol fall. His face
flamed with anger. But the pistol the
Lighwayman aimed at his heart was a
rare persuader, With an oath he set
his ‘hand again in his pocket and drew
out a purse which he tossed to Hal,

The boy caught it deftly in his left
hand and stowed it away safal{l_m his
own pocket, the first fruits of his new
profession, )

Now came the sound of galloping
hoofs in the field beyond the gate. Bome
more horsemen wero coming.

As they neared the gate they caught
sight of the squire handing out his cash
and his gold snuffbox and other trinkets
to a musked horseman, and the military-
looking gentleman backing his horse
away from another horseman who wore
& mask,

“We're being robbed in broad day-
light, curse me!” roared Squire Chivey.
“Help ! BShoot tho rascals down "

Two horsemen cautiously approached
the shut gate. One of them hauled out
o heavy horse-pistol. This he brought to
bear on Jerry McLean, and, pulling the
trigger, let it off with a loud explosion
which sent the rooks chattering in panic-
stl,riﬂkﬂn flight from the top of the tall
clms,

The bullet, aimed at the heart of Jerry
MecLean, did not lodge there, however,
Instead, it carried away the three-
cornered hat worn by the miiitu_.rg
gentleman, which hurtled in the air wit
& double hole bored clean through it,
to settle down flat in the dust,

Jerry wheeled Galloper about and
answered with a shot that sent a bullet
singing past the misguided marksman's
head. It was quito enough, too, for,
wheeling his horse about, he galloped
helter-skelter back along the trail,
followed by the other timid gentlemen
who had accompanied him, leaving the
squire and his {riend to the tender
morcies of the highwaymen. :

“ Squire,” said Jerry, “ you will oblige
me by dismounting.’” His second pistol
wavered uncertainly, “Must I ask you
twice 1"

The squire dropped out of his saddle
immedsately. Then Jerry brought his
whip down on the flank of the spirited
roan with a plop, which started the
animal off in a mad gallop.

“Now, sir, you, too,” said Jerry,
covering the military-looking gentleman,
who was white with rage.

The man dismounted,
strangled threats,

Crack |

Hal in turn sent the second horse in a
mad career across the furrows,

“How are we going to get home, the
devil take you, sir?’ roared the purple-
faced squire,

““Unless you can think of some better
way, squire,” replied McLean, gallantly
raising his hat, “T am afraid you’ll have
to walk |

muttering

Huntford Hall !

HE pursuit of Jerry and Hal

I finished at that five-barred gate

between the towering elms.

Having forced the squire and his
friend to disgorge, the two adventurers
made off at top speed.

Nor did they ease or rest their horses
until they had placed many miles
between themselves and the Huntford
Arms,

“The awkward part of this business,
my boy,” said Jerry McLean, as, after
passing a third toll-gate, they eased

their hard-ridden horses to a walk, “is
that news of the exploit will be flashed
through all the Home counties. The
Runners know where we are. Tho Earl
of Huntford will, after this morning’s
disgrace, move heaven and earth to
bring about our undoing. We must
find some safe refuge wherein to hide.”

“But how and where?” asked Hal.

Jerry shrugged his massive shoulders.
Hoe was growing bigger and stronger
every day with this freedom.

“Fate or the devil must provide,” he
replied,

The two cantered on, keeping their
eyes open for danger signs. A coach
rattled past them, with post-horn blarin
merrily. Then came farmearts an
wagons, a smart barouche, and horse-
men making for the nearest village or
town.

Euddmﬂﬂ, as thoy swept round a bend,
thoy -eaw before a narrow village
street flanked on either side by gabled
cottages, square-fronted Queen Anne
houses, and the like. At a distance
along it, on the right, a duckpond
glistened in the sunshine, Opposite this
stood a gabled inn whoee swinging sign,
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A church spire tapered to the sky, and
green trees and a village green gave
colour and atmosphere to the pretty
scene.

But the sight that made the adven-
turers pause was a group of horses
gathered outside the inn. Theso were
hot and dusty from bhard riding, Two
men stood in charge of tho horses, and
a group of villagers were gossiping with
the men.

There was no mistaking tho three-
cornered hats of the two men, the broad-
skirted, blue coats, the red walstcoats,
and the harness of the horses. Jerry
and Hal had lit upon a posse of Bow
Street Runners. And very likely this
was no ordinary patrol, but the special
troop over which Martin Cosgrave, the
great thief-taker, himself presided.

Jerry, slowing his horse, swung it
lazily about.

“We'll not disturb that hornets'-nest,
Hal,” he said. “Let’s get to cover as
quickly as possible!”

Hal obeyed, showing no sign of flurry,
taking his time like Jerry. Neither
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dared look back. It needed nerve to
show such case, but they walked their
horses until they were safely round tho
bend again, and then rode swiftly
away.

Tho moment they reached a cross-road
they turned down it. It led to an open
common, on the far side of which a
high, red-brick wall, backed by a line
of glorious trees, ran as far as the eyo
could sce.

They walked their horses along a
deserted road, Trees nearly mot above
them as it narrowed into a sylvan lane.
And here, presently, they came upon a
gipsy caravan, beside which sat =
awtasrbhy. ragged-looking raszcal mending
pots,

Jerry reined in his horse.

“Wo are strangers here, friend,” he
said. “We are making for the coast.
Can you tell me who owns the fine
estato beyond the brick wall "

The gipsy loocked up with a scowl.

“The Ear! of Huntford, drat him ! he
growled,

Jerry thanked him, then, opening his
purse, he extracted a silver piece, and
tossed it to tho gipsy. Then the adven-
turers rode on.

“So! Beyond that brick wall lies
Huntford Hall, Hal, boy,” said Jerry.
““And what theni”

Hal Lovett shot a keen questioning
glance at Jerry.

“What have you in mind, Jorry?* he
asked.

“Tho horses are tired,” replied
McLean. "If we show ourselves it will
be at the risk of our necks. We have

enemies all round us. I propose, there-
fore, that we seek shelter in the nearest
wood and wait until darlk.”

“And then?” asked Hal, knowing full
well what Jerry would answer next,
yet wanting to hear him say it.

“We are so near the home of the man
who sent us to the hulks, boy, I think
we ought to pay him a visit,”

Hal laughed aloud,

“I ask nothing better than that,” ho
said.

About a mile along the leafy lane a
wood opened out on the left. An open
ditch ran alongside a raised bank about
four feet high. Iere and there wero
breaks between the nut bushes which
crowned the bank and through one of
these gaps the two friends rode.

Here were silvor birch-trees and
beech, and nut bushes by the score, The
place was a wveritabloe fairyland, and

nothing seemed to inhabit it but the
birds t 13{ disturbed as they rode quietly
on, or the rabbits, which scurried in

fright to their burrows.

to the heart of the wood the two
went and dismounted, leaving their
horses to crop at the rich young grass
which grew among the rain courses,

Here they stretched themselves out
and lazed, getting hungry as the day
wore on, and yet content. No man
came near them, they heard never o
voice.

“ It will soon be dark now,” said Jerry
McLean, "and then, Hal, for a visit to
the home of the Earl of Huntford, the
man who sent us to the hulks on a false
chargo |

(Hal and Jerry are booked for a big
surprise when they enter Huntford Hall,
You'll read all about it itn next week's

instalment  of this gripping serial,
chums, And don’t forget that next
Saturday's MAeNET will contain siz

more FREE picture stamps. Ordeér your
copy NOW /)
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HARRY WHARTON
DECLARES WAR!

(Cuntinued from page 24.)

with rage, was revealed to sight in the
light from the passage.

*Loder [V a:r;nnulnt@d Bob Cherry, 1
amazement,

“Took here! What are you doing in

nur study, Loder?” cxclamed PFrank
Nugent- indignantly. L
“Jooking for anything. Loder?

nsked Harry Wharton.

Loder did not ak. Without a
word, but with a glare of mncmhutm!
rage and bitterness at the captain of the
Remove, ho stalked past the juntors, and
went down the stairs, hey Stared
after him blankly.

“What thoe thump?” ashed Johnuy

Bull. “Look here! I wouldn’t have
ihis! Loder's no right in this study !
I'd jolly well ask Quelch to make hiin

[

~xplpin, if I woere you, Wharton !
“Porhaps I shall—if I hear anything
from Loder thiz ovening ! said Whai-

THE MAGNET—EVERY SATURDAY

ton, laughing. “Bul never min-:] Lodey
now ! Who's ready for supper?

Iiverybody was' ready for sup{mr -
cepeeinlly  DBilly  Bunter. A cheery
crowd swarmed in Study No. 1.

Meanwhile, Loder of the Sixth, with
a white fury in Ilus foce that mado
fellows stare at him as ho passed,
stalked away to lus own study. When
ho turned on the light there, the first
object that met his eyes was a Greek
lexicon lying on his table.

Loder mado a jump at it.

Ho opened it at the fAyleat! Ile
could scarcely believe his eyes, or his
luek, when he saw what- was written
there! Wharton had kept his word !
In almost frantic haste, Loder tore that
fiyleaf out of the 'quimn, and applied
a match to it,

He breathod hard avd deep! Io WOs
spfe now! Wharton had held him in
tho hollow of his haod until that pago
was destroyed! The voung fool had
parted with the power ho held—now it
was Loder's turn! Toder graboed up
the ashplant from his table.

Then he paused., There were a dozon
witnesses to l;hE fact that he had spent
the nfterncon in Wharton's stud und
it would be very awkward to cx fmh Lo
Mr. [ﬁtm‘lch or the Head, what hﬂ had
heen-doing there! It was no timoe for a
row with Wharton !

Loder laid down the ashplant.

Harry Wharton wondered, carelessly,
whether he would havo trouble with
Loder that ovening. He thought 1t
mare probable not. And he was right.
He saw rmthmg of Loder, and there was
no interruption to the merry party in
Study No. 1 celebrating the victory at
Rookwood.

THE EKD.

(¥oiuw look out for: “THE SCHEMER
OF THE SIXTH?! the next sparklivig
yarn in this grand ncw series dealing
with the feud between Harry Wharton
and the rascally prefeet, *Loder. It's
absolutely great. and so are the six
picture stamps whick will be presented
FREE with (his ﬁngim.]
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FOR SALE
Broadsword, naval cutlosses, blunderbuss,
African eundgel, and fine battle-axe,
the Hsarmament -_mmm:a...:m.. BOL-
OVER, THE ABODE OF PEACE, Removo

wnor
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Batterday.

they're jolly well funky |
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"MAKE YOUR MOTTER

Pay swhat you pleaso !

Flie Kitnhen, Croyfrinea

(N TROTTER." |
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¥ to tho best of my abillity.
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ites to ask 1 wa'll ndvortiso
to belp mim pay for somo
he amashad,
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ARE

SCHOOLBOYS

HEROES?

A THOUSAND TIMES "“YES!™

Weo've heard that another
hoadmaster has beon aceusin
the modern schoolboy o

cowardico, * Where are the
sehoolboy horoea of my time? ™
ha aska.

Without hesitation we
anawer * At QE#AE.E 1" If
the question: " Are school-
boys heroea 1™ were put at
Groyfriars, the answer would
be ™ Yes. a thousand times
UHE — (1]

Just to prove our point,
let us briofly refer you to o
fow simple acte of heroism
a1 Greyfriars during the Inst
week.

Ogilvy, who has beon spend-
ing a few days in his native
Bootland, specially churtered
Gosling to oarry @ trunk and
& pucking-case from the por-
ter's lodge to hia study on
his return. and didn't  tip
hun: We deofy any old-
timer to equal this heroic deed.

Then take Coker. 'This
rugged Fiufth Form hero scored
three goals againat his own
gide in the trinl gamo and
immediately aiterwards asked
Wingite to welude him in
the First Eloven for Saturday !
Many a man lLias met an un-
ﬂ._nuﬂww end for less. But was
Coker doterred 1 Not a bit !

It 15 almost unnecessary to
rofer to that plump, but
ovuragcous Removite, W, G,
Buntor. but we will just
mention one brave deed of
his that oveurred yesterday.
Afrer raiding Lord Mauleverer's
gtudy and taking all the
cupboard ocontuined for tea,
he sought out Mauly and

_—

uestion in class by saying
that Alfred the * Grate '" was
a0 oalled beoause that was
where ho burned the cakea !
What we would [ike you
to understand is that theao

ere not isolated aots of
heroism, but m.__._.mp Lypaal
examplea of the kind of

thing that goes on at Grey-
friara every hour of the day.

Now let the eritical head-
mastors go and hide their
diminighed heads |

Amateur Astronomer
Wanted—

As Bparring Paruna  w
Hoavyweight Boxer. Guaran.
tead that he' see more stars
than he over saw bo oore |—
Appy, BOLsOVER MAJOR

The Gym,

THE LINGO
THEY LACKSK]

Ono of tho stnow governors
says it's o shamo that the
geniors nro 80 ignorant of

Russian. Wo ecan't answer
for that, but we must say
we've often noticed their

lack of Polish !

BOXING—
A Brutal Sport

Alonzo l'edd nss applhed
to Wingate for the uso of a

“BUNTER'’S ONE OF THE BEST!"

Juniors Answer Mysterious Inquirer

—_

Johnny Bull and Inky and
Nugent and eeveral othor
Remove chaps were aring
themselves down at the gates
the other day when & mysteri-
ous-looking old bird rolled up
and spoke to thom.

“ Any of you boys happen
to know Buntor 7" ho asked.

* Hunter ¥ I've heard that
name befors somewhero, 1

fancy 1" chuckled Nugont.
“Yea. wo've lmown him
quite o long time, BI—

hoven't we, chaps 1"

" What-ho ! "

The m:.uuﬁ:. nodded,

“Good ! ou'rs just the
boys I've beon wanting to
meet! I'd  like to lknow
semething about this Bunter.
What sort of o boy ishe ¥ A

young frond, would you
.H ¥

.E..«.—.._E chaps promptly sonsod

trouble or Bunter, and

equally promptly decidod to

atand by him. Aftar all, it’s
one thing to run down Bunter
winong oursolves, but quite

The stranger looked a little
surprised.

“Indeod! And wouldn't
you desgribe him as lazy and
boastful 1"

* Laz and  boastfut ¢ "
asped Dick Russell, following
Nugent's lead. "My hat!
Imagine Bunter Ianzy and
boasstful ! Why, he's o regu-

lar live wire and as modost
as anything ! "

“ Indeed ! " eoxoclaymod the
atranger, apparently still more
surprised. " But s he not
untruthful and dishonest . "

* What, Bupter 1" grinned

Johnny Bull, entering into
the spirit of the thing, * Tm-
posgible ! *

Tha stranger looked
stagperad,

*“Would you eall him a

decent young fellow, then t "'
he aaked.
“One of the best!”™ snid
[Yek Russall heartily.
“ A fellow in a thousand
inned Nugont.
m_H.H_rm stranger took off his
hat and mopped his brow,

“Well, this 18 pleasant
nows indeed ! " he romarked.
“ 1 suppose it's up to moe now
to explain why 1 asked so
many questions about Bunter.
The reason is that I'm [ns
uncle."

" Hig—his unele 1"

“ Exaccy ! " grinned the
stranger. "I «didn’t intend
to tip hirn & fiver if ho was
as fat, lazy, boastful and dis.
honest as he ussd to be, yon
geo; ao [ thought I'd ask
about him firat! Now can

—..-.-

AS OTHERS SEE THEM

WHATLE TINKEE 'BOUT BOBCHELLY
By WUN LUNG

Bob Clei he velly funny felln. He no likee iat-pie—
what yob fee 'bout fella who no likee boautiful lat-pio ?
He plenty fiay fells, el what ¥ Bob Chelly no likee stewed
birde' pestwither. No likee stewed birds' nestal! Me no
savvy f{ellate that !

Bob Chalplenty funny other ways, ton. When he quallel
with his ergr like Skinner, you tinkee he cateh bup and give
him plentypod Chinese torture ¥t Not Bob Chelly ' In
China me ullwe fella, me get him and cuttes off ears. Bob
Chelly no dee off Bkinner's ears. He say “ Bkinner, he
jugt b sillywl "' and F..“mr | Me no savvy ringa like thay |

Also ol B> no worship his honoured ancestors. What
you tinkee it fella who no worship hia honoured ancestors,
ol ' He s plenty cubious to little UChines! Me worship
my lospeetilandfathor and gloaiglandiather and lie gleat.

landiatherioo . me worship hundleds of lespected and
yonoured ystora, but Bob no worship one *

Many ofli funny tings funny ol' Bob do. He pleter to
uae lnife o fork Iather than shop-sticks—you tinkee him
plenty big i fathead not plefering chop-sticks. eh ¥ Me,
too !

Allee sizol' Bob plenty tine fellal Me tikea heaps !
When Biglly Bolsover lick poor littla Wun Lung, _w_n.:
Chelly comiong plenty quick and lkick Lim lota. makoo
Bolsover g 1%5% good, eh ?

Alao s_wp_____,z: Latng no lecaive lemittance and get hard
up, ol' Bobine 'long londee il he got so poor litile Chinec
buy plentyik flom tuckshop.

Mo no sy Bob, but takes all lound Bob one plonty good
ahap. Omie when Wun F::W M.uu back to China he talee
Bob Chellyss., Then teschee Bob to eat with chop-sticks
and cutteads off enemies.

01" Bob ker still then. whart you tinkee ?

(Look ol next iweek’s number in which Dob Cherry will
tell you whal thinks of Wun Lung /)

HE'S CHEAP SKATE, ANYWAY

Our Amdn cousin m No. 14 was surprsed the other
day when siv kid from the Becond walked in and asked for
a sixpennjilet ol ocod and twopennyworth of ehipped

HILL CLIMBING SENSATION
BY COKER

e ——

NON-STOP MOTOR-BIKE

In the motor-bike hill-
climbing tests on tho alupes
of Black Pike last weok none
of the competitors got bayond
the half-way mark. This in-
gpired Coker of tho Fifth to
see what ha could do. and
on Wedneaday afternoon, ac-
companted by the aver-farth-
ful Potter and Greeno and
sbout Gfty sportaman in asarch
ol [ree entertmnment, Lo st
forth, wheeling his maching

on a hand-truck so that it
altould be subjeeted to no
atrain on the way.

Coker had a good dear of

difficulty (writes our Motoring
Jorrespondent) in getting the
hike to start whon he reachod
the foot of the hill, and a
_.:“-:.-.—..:_..1 D.—_._ m._.u._.-h..m.ﬂ_mﬂ.—n.“_:.:um VR
earmed out. In Lthe frs
plaoe Vernon-Smith said that
it posaibly needed air.  The
spentatore warsa thaeralore
w:_::i_ hack a little wny and
uny weres waved, bul the
machine didn't respond to
the tredtment !

Femple of the Fourth, who
i & bit of an authority,
suggested oil. Nobody hadd
any oil, so fellows who haid
brought pienio baskets put
pata of butter into an empty
pardine tin and melted them

over an improvised fire of
twigs. Coker's motor-hike
indignantly  declined the
mixture.

Johinny Bull said that w
wis clear that the machine
wanted water. Bob Cherry

and made a blind rush for the
hill, accompanied by a ringing
cheor from the ocrowd,

sStill tho machine wouldn't
sturt. What happened,
though, was even more sur-
priaing than that would have
boon. So [renzied had Coker

started up at last, The speo-
tators at the bottom heard a
roar and saw Coker lea
into the aaddle and wvaniah
vvor the top. That was the
mat thay saw of him till they

vounting aturs !

THESECRETOUT

How We Prepare
The * Herald”

In the course ot a wviolenb
gpesch at the Prefecta’ Moat-
ing this weok, Gerald Loder
has lot the cat out of the bag
un regards the * Greyfriara
Herald." ' What, after all,"’
he nsked, “ s the * Greyiriara
Heraid ' but a ormde mixture
of banalitien, nbsordities and

heeome that he ran on and onlmaonstromties, venweered with
and up and up tll he reached hyperbole 1%

vhe top of tho hill on Shanks' wcm hang our heads in

pony | : shame and admit 6. For a

It was just as he reached|long time we have proserved

tho top that the enginelaur seacrct, but Loder hasg
found us out |

Now that the game's up

there's no harm w  tollmg

our readers just how we pro-
duce the * Herald." This I8
Lhow 1t'a dona:

Cherry and Nugent and

Squiff go te No. 1 Study.
Cherry opena the banalities
oupboard and chooses a few
out of i1he stock. Nugent
then uniooks the absurdities
drawer and tume out &
number of nabsurditica, and
Squiff goea to the nhimney
and pulle down some mone-
stromities.

'ne erude ingredienta are
then well mixed m a pail and
gonl Lo the printers with a
bottla of hyperbole (or veneer-
ing purposes. The printera
do the reat.

Oeeasionally, ol course, we
run ahort of something or

pot rouind to the other side|other. Nugent may lean
of the hill and found thelacrosa to Squiff and eay :
mator-hike lying m a etream (" We're awfully short of
und Coker lying in a hedge|absurdities, old chap."

Squiff's reply will probahly be

wlticiontly large four a |ancther to run him down to : aotntoes | promptly helped by throwimng When Coker had recovered ,[** Hal oursalf to a fow
Wﬂuﬂnﬂ_ﬂ _.Mdmﬁ_ﬁhu ﬂ..___aﬂ%_.uw _EE Mﬂﬁ=”n.upmu.n: ._.___.# immn the | outsiders. you tell me where he is 1" g It soemsit the tag misunderstood the meammng ot the|a bucket of water over it |nhack at the school, he was Eﬁ._iﬁ.uuwm...mu to make up
Among the fags we would | * brutal sport of boxing.” " Bunter a fraud "' echoed We told tum. And now | lluminatedime-plate that has recently appeared.om the |but even thw didn’t seem to | asked if he intended to try|for 'em, old bean | "
gite Dicky Nugent as a Wingate, who is norhing if | Nugent. * Oh, no, egir, no-|you know how it ia that |gtudy d | ' got things going. g, Waell. that's how it's __H_E._._m..
typieal hero. You will get |not helpful, has agreed to|thing like that. Is he, you|Bunter haa boen ahle to ; Eventually Coker said that [ His reply was to hurl alboys! We had hoped yon'd
..w.H measure of his herois | ot him hove the landing store | fellows T J..EE the last two duays in The Seck orock wwips « w  wrung., The hands ereithe only way was to give it | Greek lexicop at the inquirer.|never know our secrot, bub
ualitivs when we tell you |cupboard and a couple of * Not likely !™ thoe fellows | the tuckshop without having | pointing .E_qmun 't hins just struck 'wenty-gix. The right [a running start. He there. E%Eﬁ::w he meant that he|now that Loder's hiown the
at he answored a history ! chaira ! answered lovally. to horrow. time is $4Not what vou'd call a stri vw succesa w 11 Y |[ore gripped the handlebars” had oo sauch intenton ! gaff it aan't he helped.
Dicky Nugent's Weekly Wisdom WOULD YOL obuikVE 117 GHREY~RIAR>S ACTS WHILE YOU WAIT! Lonzy's Little Letters
My majer says that | ought to wash [omvE TR s | =5
in soap and water more often, but ho adds e, : Dost | Eiditon—Wilhoui  desisitg. 0
that can’t expect to usze my Windsor Sonaar iansbtak. | arapl _um_uEE e hin e
Bl Kewp» 135 DEnines, oo ! that the Sixth are peradventure unworthy
The lengths to which that old fegey

will
redible !

o to make a joak are almost ink-

And The Ret * Raw "'-ed

lost the decision
Johnny Bull on points in a six-round
contoat, had to apply uncooked stoak to
both oyes to rolieve their blackness. Ho
gomplainas of a " eaw " deal—but, afier

all, it's only * meet " that he should L

Bulstrode, who

tor

M. Henr

youUng man

Charpentier, :
citable French master. served his
term In the French Army as a
He pre.er» toachiog
to army lite, he says.

the ex-

Jonnny Bull- has
Archery, and shoots as sirsigh
6 shait as Robin Hood |
good markeman on the
fleid, tool

Ay study
Bingh always

faken W
He's a

4 _E....unm_- Lid
ants
!Eﬂu may ._m :m_w .huuunn why iichrysanthemums with which he
footer B0 slim an !
doosn 't Yollow his examgpls |

Wueu Harry
Greyiriars ha was inclined Lo ha
n moody and ill-temvered fellow,
but Nugent’s influence did mooh

Homi 0'd Mamoie, the Hewd® gardener
sparingf caltivates & special wvariety of

Pity Bushipegularly takes fOrst prize ai the

Courifield Flower Show. to belp hum

Waartoo cames to

day
keep

ﬁ—.

find his feet.

Peter lodo couw
(ells on an average 238.68 ** fibs *'
Toddv doea not say how
sount buw
ink he's tar ouil

prineip
Lie outleok,

dlEs  wme BUncar

we don™

_n__.____u_u.tzum proclivities, then
i en, ag g result of their fatilitarianis.

of the approbation of earuest schoinrs at

Qrayiriams, inssmurh aa  ecoterminous
with their insalubrious adherence to
_..,_::E:..—.___..Eh

cannot be deseribed as othep

than quaquaversal.

Yours truiy,
Atoxzo Topp,

(We fanoy Lonzy means that he doesn't
think much of the Bixth !—Ep,)



