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MORE FREE PICTURE STAMPS—AND ALL ABOUT 'EM |
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Corme Jnle the =
Chfice, Poosys!

glad io hear from you, clhums, so drop me a line Lo the following address ;
The Editor, The '* Magnet *’ Library, The Amalgamated Press, Lid., The Fleetway

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

Y this time, chums, your “ Every
B IBI} '8 ":gnlr{:ld " album will be
ooki JK.—eospeoially after you
have added the six splendid ;iu-
ture-stampa which I am presenting with
this issuo of the old paper! The two
ial tips of Bell-Defence—EKnuokling
Hand, and Breaking Loose from a
Front Clutch—should prove invaluable to
all a! you who are studying the ‘* Noble
Art.’

The sixth stamp of the " Locomotives "
geries is a picture of the famous L.N.E.R.
“ Hush-Hush | "' engine. It gained that
name owing to the strict secrecy which
surrounded its construction at the
Darlington Works. It is the largest loco-
motive in Great Britain, and is officially
lmuwnu E?J, " N{ul.f lﬂilﬁl'.'l?." It wﬂ?l.a
especia esigned for high speed traffic
on the ﬁrﬂﬂt- Coast ronte between England
and Scotland. Here is some information
regarding it: The wheels are arranged
4-6-4 ; tho wheclbase is forty feet in
length ; and it generates the tremendous
pressure of 450 pounds per square inch,
which is more than twice as much as that
of many engines !

The stamp of the Orient liner, Orontes,
will especially interest cricket fans, for
this is the magnificent liner which is
taking our present Test Team out to
Australin. 1 expect you all read a great
deal about her in the Press a little while
ago. She should be arriving in Australia
shortly after you are reading this little
chat of mine.

The Polar Samoyed, which figures on
another of this we-ni's stamps, i8 certainl
one of the aristocrats of the dog world.
It is found on the shores of the Arctio

Ooean, between Ob and Yenesei, and
belongs to the Eskimo group. It is used
reindeer herding,

for draught purﬁcaﬂa an
and attaina a height of between 19 and
21 inches, with a weight of about 050
pounda.

Tho last of this week's picture stamps
depiots the Comper Swift (Gipsy engine)
meroplane.

Don't forpet that there will be another
gix splendid free stamps in next week's
issue |

If you haven't already placed a regular
order for your MaGNET, don’t delay !
Do it now—for you'll Be terribly dis-
appointed should you not be able to fill
up our wonderful album, which i8 un-
doubtedly the finest free gift ever
p:mnt«f by a boy’s paper |

queries which have been sent in

by warious readers. D, Powell,

who does not give his address,
wants to know:

HOW AN ELECTRIC REFRIGERATOR
WORKS.,

You all know, of course, that heat is
roquired to change a liquid into gas. If

NGW to deal with a few interesting

this heat i8 not lied from outaide, it
will be taken from the store of heat already
existing in & certain thing. This, briefly,
is the principle on which refrigeration
works. Certain chemicals are ed
from liquids to pgasses, and back again
into liquids. Eleciricity is used for this
?mpnu-&. and as the heat is withdrawn
rom the interior of the refrigerator, the
temperature naturally falls.

It would not be possible for me to give
a full description in a fow paragraphs, so
the best thing this reader can do is to
to his loeal Library, and consult a relisble
encyclopedia, which will describe the
various modern methods now in wuse,

The same reader sends along an interest-
ing figure trick, but, as this is just a
version of the old * think of a number,
double it, eto.,” I feel sure most of my
readers will already know it. I will kee
in mind his request for more good u.ﬂ.rg
tricks, and see if I can prevail upon
“Mr. X." to explain a few more in the
near future,

Now f[or a fow

RAFPID FIRE REPLIES :

How to Joiln the Metiropolitan Police
Force. (C. A.,, of Hammersmith): The
recruiting office for this force is at New
Scotland Yard, 85.W.1, where all ;
ticulars can be obtained. I believe there
is already o long waiting list.

A Cure for Pimples and Blackheads.
(** Magnetite,” of Charlton): Plenty of
oxercise and fresh air will help you to
got rid of the first. Ask your local
chemist for a lotion for the latter.

Early Advenftures of the Greyfriars
Chums. (Jane Tubble, of Waltham
Abbey): These are published in The
“ Schoolboys’ Own Library." The w
first of the stories have alrcady apﬁa )
but they are now out of print. Nugent
used to something of a milksop, but he
has improved since those days.

Blily Bunter on the Sereen. (H. Wand,
of Grantham): I agree with you. It
would be most in ' to see the
Greyiriars Chums on the screen—but that
is a mattor for the film companies to
decide ! Don't you think there would be
a difficulty in getting a boy actor to play
the part of Billy Bunter ?

From a Richmond reader, who
himself E. G., comes an interesting
question. He is evidently

AN AMBITIOUS “ WATER-BOB,”

for he tells me that both he and his chum
Aro v anxious to construct a metal
boat. ey have ecoursd a mumber of
oil drums, and have straightemed these
out. Now, E. G wishes to lmow how
they can join them together, without the
use of rivets,

I am afraid my friends won't be able to
do this job themselves. The modern way

Jim's,

of doing without rivela s #o
join the metal together by
either gas or electrical welding.
Buat that = far too ambitious
s job for a couple of amateurs
Besides, the cost of imstalling
the weldi lant woukl be
b gt Ty
company

willing to undertake the job—
but it mi Pprove expensive,
S0 my advice would be—stick
to rivets!

prohibitive.

HERE'S just space for
a final . Jaock
Sweyne, of anses,
asks me, point-blank :

WHO WON THE WAR?

He maya the Americans claim to have
done g0, and France clasims the same

ing, while Britons, of course, claim that
wo did so. The whole fact of the matter
is, that the comhined might of the allies
won the War. No country could have
done it without the hﬂlﬂ of the others.
The blockade of the provented
G from obtaining her reuch-needed
munitions, and the ceaseless hammer-blows
of the various allied armies all adt tha
front Boon wore down the morale.of the
enemy troops, until when our last big push
came, our armies swept forward to a
decisive victory. So I ‘think that every
nation of the allies can justly claim ta
#va had a share in the winning of the

ar,

“BUY ‘THE HOLIDAY ANNUAL '™
is the slo now, chums, And na
wonder | Imagine the amount of pleasurs
you'll get out of its big budget of ripping
school yarns and exciting adventure
stories ! Hero you can mecot the jolly
schoolboy characters of Groylriars, Bft.
and Rookwood Bchools, whosa
merry pranks cannot fail to entertain.
There are a host of other interesting
stories, tog—besides pithy poems and
beautifully-coloured art plates. Can you
got better value for six shillings? Why,
of course, not |

And don't forget “ THE POPULAR
BOOK OF BOY'S STORIES." A really
handsome book this, chums, with a select
colleotion of staries that are far too good
to be missed. Packed full of swift-moving
stories, this attractive bargain-price
Annual deals with every phase of adven-
ture. Ask your newsagent to show you a
copy—you're sure to want one, then !
It’s only 2s. Gd.!

issue, chums! Frank Richardsl
latest yarn in our new series of
school yarne is entitled :

“THE WAY OF THE REBEL!"”
And I can tell you, that it is ' the goods 1™

LDDK out for next week's bumpes

Once you commence it, you won't be
able to lay down the old paper until you
have read every lino of it. These yarna

of Harry Wharton & Co. get better and
better every week, and I can tell you that
I have some real top-notchers in store
for you in the near future |

How are you enjoying ‘'The Red
Falcon,” our latest serial 7 It's a real
first-class, old-time wyarn, that I am sure
you will all appreciate. Next week's
instalment is the real goods !

There will be the shorter features, aa
usual !
Cheerio, chums |
YOUR EDITOR.

This FREE GIFT Issue
of the MAGNET contalns

SIX COLOURED PICTURE STAMPS!



A MAGNIFICENT SCHOOL STORY OF HARRY _WHARTON &

CO. AT GREYFRIARS.

THE FIRST CHAPTER.

Wharton Says “Nol™

b OU must ™
Y “Well, I wor't!”
“You must!” repeated Dob

Cherry.
“The musttulness,” said Hurree
Jamset Ram Singh, esolemnly, “is
terrific.”

“ Look here, Wharton—"

“Don’t play the goat!| I tell you—*"

*“You've got to do it!”

“You must{”’

“And you jolly well shall 1"

Tho crowd of fellows in Study No. 1
in the Greyiriars Remove, scemed a
littlo excited. They were nearly all
spcaking at once. And they were speak-
ing emphatically.

They were all Harry Wharton's
friends, but their looks, at the moment,
did not appear exactly friendly. Bome
of them looked as if they would rather
have liked to punch the handsome,
obstinate face of the captain of the
Remove.

Nine or ten fellows had crowded into
the study—all members of the Form
cleven. Harry Wharton stood facing
them, with & cool, inflexible expression
on his face. Apparently he had made
up his mind on the subject in dispute
and was not to be persuaded,

“I tell you,” said Beb Cherry
angrily, * that you must|”

“And I tell you,” answered Wharton,
“that I won't!”

“You call yoursclf eaptain of tho
Remove—"" hooted Johnny Bull, “Is
it a skipper's business to let a toam
down 7"’

“You've got to come aver to Red-
clyfle to-morrow !’’ roared Bob Cherry.
* Sce—you've got to!"

“Can’t be dono, when I'm under do-
tention.”

ﬂ:"}’nu’vn got to ask Quclch to let vou
ofl.

T won't[”

“And why not ?* roared Johnny Bull,

“T won't ask favours of Quelch.”

“You'd rather let the cleven down ?"
cxclaimed Squilf.

dF Quitﬂ‘ll

Harry Wharten mmadg that answer
coolly and calmly. It did not have the
effect of calming tho oxcited footballers.
Rather, it had thoe offect of o red rag
on a bull

Thore was a deop murmur of wrath.

“That docs it!” exclaimed Vernon-
Smith. “If that’s how Wharton looks
at it tho sooner the Remove gets a new
pkipper, tho bettor.”

Wharton smiled sarcastically,

f“Not a bad idea,” he said. *“ You
men had better think it over. If you
want a new skipper, here's Smithy all
ready to offer. Thoere’s no false modesty
about Smithy; Le knows his own valuo

[ —

By fair means or foul, Loder
of the Sixth is determined to
get his enemy—Wharton of
the Remove—expelled from
Greyiriars. But the extent of
Loder’s villainy in trying to
bring this about surprises
even himself !

and 1s ready to tell the world. Go in
and win, Smjthy ™

Thoe Bounder f{lushed anprily,

“] wasn't thinking of that, vou
rotter "' he snapped. “But you're not
the only pebble on the beach. And you
can't play fast and loose with gamey
and keep on as skipper.”

Wharton shrugged his shoulders.

“If you fellows have come here to
ask me to resign, you won't have to
ask twice,"” ho said, “The answer is
in the affirmative.”

“Oh, chuck it!" eoxclaimed Boh
Cherry. “ We don't mean that, and you
jolly well know we dan't. Nobody
wants you to resign. Woe want you to
skipper the team at Redolyffe to-
morrow, and you'ro jolly woi’! going
to do 1t!™

“Look nero, Harry——"" urged Frank
Nugoent,

1l
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By Frank Richards.

“It's no good talking,"' eaid Harry

Wharton, “1'm gated for the whole
term, and that cuts ocut games played
awany. If I'd done anything to descrvo

it I'd go to Quelch and cat humble pie.
I haven’t. 1'm not going to ask
favours of a bealk who's got a down
on mo for nothing. Besides, it wouldn't
be any use. Queloh has his rag out.”

“You've done nothing " sncered tho
Bounder. ** You punched Loder of the
Sixth in the eye! Do you eall punching
a prefect nothing 7

‘You were jolly lucky to get off with
a torm’s detention !” growled Johnny
DBull, “You camo jolly near getling
sacked. If old Mauly hadn’t got your
uncle on the spot in time you'd have
Leen turfed out of Greyiriars,”™

“And vou'd jolly well have deserved
it,” snid Tom Brown. “If you want us
to believe that you've a little tin angel,
Wharton, and that everybody clse is 1n
the wrong, you're making o fool of
yoursclf,”

“1lear, hear

“Queleh’s barle i1s worso than lhis
bite,” said Bob. “If you keep on
rogging the man he's bound to keep
rusty. Why tho dickens shouldn’t you
toe the line like any other fellow?”

“ Echio answers that the whyfulness is
tevrific!” said Hurreo Jamsct Ram
Singh,

“Queleh  would
I'rank Nugent,
put it civilly.”

“Thanks! I've no civility to wasto
on Queleh,” answered  Wharton,
“Quelch can go and cat cole.”

“And whet about the gome al Red-
cly¥ffo?” bawled Johnny Bull.

“Bmithy will captain thoe side. IIo’a
rather keen on it. Why net give him
his head ? Or Linley! Linley's bagged
my placo as head Loy, let him bag
the captnincy, too!”

“Then you don't exra a straw abont
foolball 7" excluimed Dob, “You'd
rather chuck up games than put your
silly pride in youwr poclel 2V

Wharton f{lushed.

“I'm not pgoing Lkow-tow to
Queleh I he snopped. “I might beg

Tog Macyer Lasnany.—No. 1,280.

coma round,” said
“You've only got to

to
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off a just punishment, but not an unjust
one. I'm not guin% to Quelch to ask
favours, and most likely be refused.”

“And I tell you you are!’” roared
Bob. “And if you don't go of your
own accord we'll jolly well make you.

“Hear, hear|”
Harry Wharton laughed.
“That wouldn't be easy!"” he said.

Bob Cherry looked round on the
excited crowd of juniors. He was
Wharton’s chum, but he was deeply and
intensely exasperated with him. So far
as the Remove men could see, Wharton
was far from being wholly in the right
in his feud with his Form master. The

term had started with trouble for him,
but some of it, at least, he had asked

for. Once his back was up, all the
doggedness in his nature came to the
surface, and he was not the fellow to
make concessions,

But the rights and wrongs of the Ch

matter did not weigh so much with the
Remove footballers as the more im-
mediate concern of the matches.
Wharton was wanted to play—and a
football captain was expected to put
everything else aside for that. If there
was a chance of getting off detention by
putting it civilly to Quelch it was up
to Wharton to do it. So every fellow
in the room considered—except Whar-
ton,

“ Gentlemen, chaps and sportsmen,”
gaid Bob Cherry. *“We want Wharton
at Redelyffe to-morrow. We're going
to have him there. There’s a jolly good
chance that Quelch will come round, if
he’s asked. He won’t unless he's
asked—that stands to reason. Wharton
is going to ask him.”

““ Hear, hear!"

“I'm not!" said Wharton coolly.

“And we're jolly well going to rag
him till he does,” roared Bob.
up for ragging Wharton till he does
the right thing.”

“You silly ass!” exclaimed Wharton.
“Good egg!” grinned the Bounder,

Hands went up on all sides. Frank
Nugent was the only one who hesi-
tated, but his hand went up after the
others. The meeting in Study No. 1
was unanimous.

“ Passed nem con !™ said Bob, * Now,
then, collar him! Sorry, old bean, but
if you ask for things you must expect
to get them. It's your own fault for
being the best footballer in the Form,
and a man we can’t spare. You can’t
make fellows rely on you and then let
them down because you've got your
silly back up with a beak. Put his
head in the coal-locker |"

HHE' ha, ha !

“Bag him !"

“Rag him|”

“You silly owls!" roared Wharton,
jumping back. ‘“‘Hands off ! I'll jolly
well hit out—"'

“8o will we!” said Bob cheerily.
“You'ro for it, old scout, till you do
the right thing. Come on, you men!”

There was n rush,

Harry Wharton kept his word, and
hit out.

Bob Cherry gave a roar as he caught
Wharton’s I."l%ht- on his chin, and sat
down suddenly on the study earpet.
Vernon-8mith yelled as Wharton's left
landed on his rather prominent noso,
and he staggered across the study. Then
there was a heavy bump as the captain
of the Remove went down in the grasp
of many hands.

Tne Maicxer Lisrany.—No. 1,288,

“Hands E

THE SECOND CHAPTER.
Putting it to Quelch !

{3 BUMI]::.ET_I”I
i“ un w
“ Scrag him ¥

“Give him jipl” )

Every fellow in the study was a friend
of Wharton’s; but nobody looking mto
Study No., 1 just then would have
BU ed so.

_ The captain of the Remove struggled
in the grasp of his excited friends
sprawling on the fleor.

He struggled in vain,

He was mmlit up and bumped down,
and he smote tho study carpet with what
a novelist would call a sickening thud.

Bump, bump, bump !

“Ow I’ roared Wharton. “Ow! Oh!
Leggo, you fatheads! 1'll jolly well—
Oh, my hat!”

“Ha, ha, ha!"™

“Going to Quelch?”

erry.
“No 1" yelled Wharton,

“Frog's march!l”
Bounder,

“Oh, you rotters!” gasped Wharton.

“Give him toco !”

Round and round the study tramped
the excited juniors, with the hapless
captain of the Form wriggling and
writhing in their hands. Ilis resistance
was quite unavailing. Round and round
he went in the frog’s march, amid a

bawled Bob

shouted the

loud trampling and scuffling and
shouting,
Wharton was adamant| But the

Remove footballers meant business, It
was, o3 Bob declared, his own fault for
being the best' man at Soccer in the
Form, and indispensable in a hard
match. Under Smithy's captainey the
tcamm had been beaten at Higholiffe.
They were not going to be beaten at
Redolyffe if they could help it. Whar-
ton had to toe the line, and he was
oing to be ragged till he toed it, and
1t really lookad as if there would not
be much left of him if he did not make
up his mind soon.

“ Harry, old man—" urged Nugent.

“Go and eat coke !”

“8till obstinate?"” grinned Bob
Cherry. “All right, we'll give you
something to cure all that!”

Tramp, tramp, tramp, tramp!

“1 say, you fellows!” Bill
blinked into the study through his big
spectacles, ‘I say, you’re kicking up
a fearful shindy | I say, there's a pre-
fect coming ug the stairs! It's loder!”

The din in Study No, 1 was heard far
beyond the limifs of the Remove

assage. It was no wonder that a pre-
cct was coming on the scene.

But the excited juniors did not heed.
Bunter squeaked his warning in wvain.
Tramp, tramp, tramp! Bump, bump,
bump !

Loder of the Sixth, with his ashplant
under his arm and a scowl on his face,
arrived in the study doorway. A shindy
in 8tudy No. 1 was exactly what Loder
wanted ; it gave him a chance to deal
officially with the junior he loathed. e
stared into the study,

He was rather surprised to see Harry
Wharton struggling helplessly and
breathlessly in the grasp of the

Removites,

Obviously, Wharton could not be
punished for this, Even the bully of
the Sixth, his old enemy, could hardly
make out that Wharton was the person
in fault, when he was plainly getting
the ragging of his lifel DBut now that
hoe had found out what was golng on
Loder of the Sixth had no ﬁeu_im to
intervene. Mis scowl changed into a

grin.

Bunter

THE MAGNET

Now that hha h::afi on the Epﬂ:i Loder
was boumd, 15 duty as a prefect, to
sop the shindy. But Loder had nover
been a whale on duty! II the Remove
were raggmg Wharton they were
welcome to get on with it so far as
Gerald Loder was concerned.

Instead, thercfore, of butting into the
study and handing out whacks with the
ashplant, Loder stared for a moment,

rinned, and walked away. He lounged

own the Remove staircase, still
grinning,

“I say, vou fellows, Lader's gone|”
squeaked Bunter.

Bob Cherry chuckled.

“ Not so much row, you men,” he said.
““We don’t want Wingate or Gwynne to
come up—or Quelchy 1

“Are you going to Quelch, Wharton 1"
demanded Johnny Bull, as tfm breathless
juniors paused.

“Neo I”” panted Wharton.

“" Stick him in the armehair,” gaid ihe
Bounder, ""\We'll give him the ink, If
that doesn’t make him change his min
wo'll give him the gum, and if that
1sn’t emough, we'll rake soot ont of the
chimmey for him.”

“Hear, bear!”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

Still resisting vainly, the captain of
the Remove was plomped into the study
armchair and held there by many hands.
Herbert Vernon-Smith picked up the
inkpot.

harton panted,

“You rotter! Keep that away "

“1 don't think}? chuckled the
Bounder. And he lifted the inkpot over
th head of the struggling junior. “Now
then, last time of asking! Are you
going to Quelch to ask to be let off
to-merrow 7"

Wharton's eyes fashed.

Obviously the Remove footballers were
in & determinced mood. Wharton had
had enough of the ragging. Thera was
plenty more to come, and lie did not
want the ink, the gum, and the sool.
He drew a deep breath.

“Very well,” he said, between his set
lips. “I'll go to Quelch! T'll ask him
to let me off to-morrow.'

“Good egg!” said the Bounder, and
be replaced the inkpot on the table.

“Right as rain!"” said Bob cheerily.
““Sorry to have to handle you like this,
old bean; but you would have it, you
know.” )

“The rightfulness of the esteomed rain
is terrifie!” chuckled Hurree Jamset
Ram Singh.

Wharton was relcased. He panted
for breath, and set himself to rights a
little. The ragging had left him in
rather a dishevelled state—not 1n a state
o Present himself to his Form master.

“I'1l get you a clean collar, old chap ”
gnid Johnny Bull. *Where’s his neck-
tie? Oh, here it isl”

All was good-umour now. The re-
caleitrant ceptain of the Remove had
been brought to reason—by rather
drastic measures. Wharton apparently
had resolved to abandon his obstinate
stubbornnesz, and that was all that the
Remove [ellows wanted. .

Cheerfully they helped him to put
himself to rights, Johnny Bull brought
him & clean collar, Nugent brushed him
down. He was given time to recover
his breath. Then, m the midst of o
orowd of fcilows, he was marched out of
the study, _

Only Frank Nugent gave him a rather
uneasy look. Wharton's face was still
flushed ; but it was calm. There was an
expression in his eyes that Frank did
not quite like, He remembered the old
adage, that a horse may be taken to tho
water but cannct bo made to drink,
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Nugent had his doubts about the result
of ﬁmt. interview with the master of the
Remove. But tho other fellows had
pone., Wharton had come round—and
that was that !

“Quelch is in his study now,” said
Bob, “and he was in a ‘%nnd temper
when I tonk in my lines! Just the time
to catech him! Half o dozen of us had
better go with Wharton, to let Quelch
sco that wo rcally want him. Queleh

won't like disappointing a lot of

fellows; he's not an bad sort really.
I'm absolutely certain he will come
round.”

Most of the fellows were of the same

Bull and Hurree Jamset Ram Singh
remained in the doorwav. Behind them
clustercd the other fellows.

Mr. Quelch was sitting at his writing-
table, pen in hand. Ile raised his eye-
brows ‘in surprise at the sight of this
erowd of fellows of his Form. His
gimlet ecyes fixed on Wharton.  No
doubt there were wrongs on hoth sides;
but it was cortain that Mr. Quelch, this
term, had the dcepest and strongest
antipathy for the junior who had been
his trusted head boy the term before.

But his o¢xpreossion was placable.
Quelch was in a good humour that after-
noon, and if this visit meant that his

sald Vernon-Smith, lifting the inkpot over the head of the strugg
fo-morrow
opinion. It really dapem:led on how boys had any reasonable request to
Wharton put it to the Form master. A make, he was prepared to grant it. In
term's detention was a very heavy fact, Quelch rather guessed what was

punishment, and some [cllows believed
that Quelch would really be glad to let
the delinquent off at least part of it if
it were made possible for him to do
so. All that was required was that the
rebel of the Remove should toe the line
and submit respectfully to constituted
authority, which really was not a great
deal to nsk of any fellow.

The Famous Five arrived in a body
at tho study of the Romove master.
Five or six other fellows waited in tho
passage.

Wharton tapped at the door.

“Come in!" camo the deep voice of
Henry Samuel Quelch,

Wharton opened the door and enterod,
with Bob Cherry and Nugent. Johnny

coming. He was aware that it was a
football date on the morrow, and that
Wharton, being gated, could not go over
to Rﬂdr:[:,*ﬂ'o with the Remove team,
Wharton’s offences had, in the eyes of
the “beaks,” at least, been extremely
gerious, Still, if the boy was prepared
to make proper submission and cease to
contemn uutEurity, it might ba possible
to stretch @ point. Anyhow, Mr. Quelch
was prepared to give him a patient
hearing.

“Please excuse us interrupting you,
gir,”’ snid Bob Cherry meckly.

“What is it?" asked Mr. Quelch.
o5 Itlﬂ, ;he Redelyffie match to-morrow,

sir——
“1 am aware of it,"" said Mr. Quelch.

3

“Wharton’s foothall eaptain in the
Remove, sir, and—and we want him to
skipper the side. If you'd be so kind,
sir, as—as to let him off detention for
the afternoon——"'

“8o wvery kind, sir,” murmured
Johinny Dull from the doorway.

“The gratitude of our estecemed and
ridiculous selves would be terrifie, sir,"”
saidd Hurree Jamset Bam Singhi.

Mr. Quelch smiled.

“I quite understand,” he said. “1

regret very mueh that Wharton's deten-

tion should interfere with Fortm games,

But let Wharton speak for himself."
“Co it, old chap!"” whispered Bob.

LT

/ff(

Wharton was l&mmpﬂﬂ into the study armehalr and held there by many hands. ** Now, then, last ¢ime of asking ! »
g dunlo ““hre you going to Quelch to ask to bo let off

Wharton had not said a word so far.
Ho stood with a cool, calm_face and a
faintly mocking glimmer in his eyes.
Nugent gave him a look that was almost
beseeching, but his chum did not seem
to sea it. i

“You may speak, Wharton,” said Mr.
Quelch, and his manner was gracious.

“Thank vou, sir,” said Wharton
calmly, “The fellows seem to want mo
to-morrow. I'm very keen to play, of
course, Considering that my dctention
was an act of injustice——"

Mr. Queich gasped.

“WHAT I

“Considering,” repeated Wharton,
with the utmost coolness, *that my de-
tention was an act of injustice, entirely
undeserved, I think you might let meo
off to-morrow, sir."”

A dead silence followed the words.
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THE THIRD CHAPTER.
Unpopular !

R. QUELCH rose to his [cet.
M he expression on his face
was ¢xtroordinary.

It seemed that the Remove
master could hardly believe that his cars
had heard aright.

The juniors stood dumb.

They had made Wharton como (o the
Form master’s study and ask for leave
on the maorrow. is was how he had
asked | .

If the fat was in the fire before, it was
doubly and trebly so now. horse
had been token to the water, but could
not be made to drink. Wharton had not
only made matters worse, he had ma de
them hopeless. In utter dismay the Co.
stood silent, and the fellows in the pas-
sage looked at one another aghast. The
Bounder whistled softly.

“That’s torn it I’" he whispered.

It was some moments before Mr.
Qucleh spoke. He seemed to have some
difficulty in finding his voice. When at
last his words came they camuv with a
rumble like thunder,

“Wharton! You have dared to say—

ou have dared—— Upon my word!

ou have come to your Form master's
study to be guilty ot the most audacious
insolence | You dare to say that your
punishment is unjust 1”

“Yes, sir.”” o ]

“Shut up, you idiot!" hissed Bob
Cherry savagely. A

Wharton gave him a mocking look.
He fancied that the fellows were sorry
by this time that they had forced him to
come. There wus no doubt on that
point. They were!

“8Silence, Cherry! You may all leave
m{y study, except Wharton 1" rapped
Mr. Quelch. .

In silence the Removites went out, and
Bob drew the door shut. In a dismayed
crowd they moved away down the pas-
sage. There was, of course, no hope
now that the captain of the Remove
would be given leave for the football
match. It was pretty certain that he was
up for extra ishment for his
audacity. Nobody cared about that;
even his best chum, Nugent, was fully
of opinion that he richly deserved it.

Left alone in the study with his Form
master, Wharton waited coolly.

Mr., Quelch eyed him grimly across
the table,

“No doubt you a:&?ut to be punished
for your insolence, Wharton,” he eaid,
his eye straying in search of his cane.

“No doubt, sir,”' answered Wharton
calmly.

“¥ou will not have leave to-morrow,
Wharton. Your detention will last over
the whole term—if you remain so long
at Greyfriars!’” said the Remove mastor
significantly. *If you do not mend your
ways, I think that improbable, 18
school is no place for a boy who con-
temns all authority, You have had one
narrow escape from expulsion, and on
nnother occasion you cannot expect
Colonel Wharton to intervene, neither
would his intervention be of any effect.”

“Oh, quite, sir!|"” assented Wharton,
with a cool drawl in his voice. “My
uncle has turned me down; I don't ex-
pect anything of him.”

“I should have imagined, Wharton,
that your uncle’s consistent kindness to
you would have made you unwilling to
shock and pain him aa you nave done.,”

“1 have done nothing, sir.”

Mr. Quelch breathed hard.

“It is apparently useless to speak to
you, Wharton, Punishment may have
more effect, Bend over that chair.”
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The Remove master picked up the
cane.

One or two fellows who had lingered
in the passage heard the swishing of the
cane a8 Mr. Queleh laid it on. DBut they
did not hear a sound from Ilarry
Wharton. _

Heo went through the infliction in grim
silence, with set lips and a black brow.
Six strokes fell, and every ono was hard
and heavy.

Then Mr, Quelel pointed to the door
with the cane.

“¥You may go, Wharton 1"’

Tho captain of the Remove left the
study. I-IF:: went guictly down the pas-
sage, two or three fellows staring at lum
as ho wente He did not scem lo observe
them.

With & pale, set face he returned to
the Remove passage. Most of the Re-
move fellows had gathered there, and
there was a murmur as the captain of
the Form appeared.

“You've done it
Johnny Bull. _

“Fairly torn it 1" said Vernon-Smith.

“The tornfulness is terrific.”’

“Never mind all that now!" saud
Frank Nugent hastily. “Come into the
study, Harry.”

Wharton, looking neither to right nor
to left, went into Btudy No. 1. Nugent
followed him in.

“Well, that’'s that!"’ said Bob Cherry
dismally. “The game's up now. 1 Hu}:-
w you've had enﬁ_u%h from Quelch,

arton—but I’ve a jolly good mind to
give yor a little more myself.”

Wharton looked at him. oy

“You can begin as soon as you like,
he answered.

“You cheeky, sulky, silly fathead !
said Johrny Bull in measured tones.
“You ought to be jolly well kicked out
of the captaincy and cut by the Form !"

“Any fellow who wants to cut me can
get on with it as soon ms he likes,”
answered Wharton coolly.

“He hasn’t had enough!” growled
Peter Todd. *“Give him the frog's
march again up and down the passage.”

“Oh, chuck it!"" exclaimed Frank
Nugent. “There’s been enough rag-
ging.” He closed the study door in the
HHEI‘]’ faces of the Removites.

ut his own face was clouded as he
looked at his obdurate chum. All the
fellows were angry; Nugent little less
so than the others, though he was still
sticking to his wayward friend.

“You must have been mad to talk to
Quelch liko that, Harry I'" he said.

Wharton laugﬂad savagely.

“Why? Why sghouldn't I tell even a
beak the truth, for once? Do you want
me to pretend that I've had justice I’

“Every other fellow at Greyfriars
thinks you got off pretty lLightly after
what you did.”

“Let them think sol I don't agree.”

“Do you want me to think that you're
in the right, and cveryone else in the
school—masters and fellows alike—in the
wrong "’ snapped Nugent,

“I don’t care two straws
think 1"

Nugent looked at him long and hard.
Hot words trembled on his lips. But he
did not utter them. Ho turned to the
door and left the study, shutting the
door hard after him.

Wharton was left alone with a black
and knitted brow. It was ten-time, and
the usual arrangement of the Famous
Five was to tea together in Study No. 1.
Wharton, twitching from the severe
“gix " he had received from his I'orm
master’s cane, was not in a mood for
company, and was likely enough to be
far from pleasant if his friends came.
But they did not come. Even Frank—

now ! growled

e

what you
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for the present, at leastl—was fed-up.
Indeed, therw were few [ellows in the
Remove who were nob “fed ™ with
Wiharton now.

The study door opened, but it was
not a member of the Co. who looked
in. It was the fat and fatuou: counten-
auce of William George Dunter.

The Owl of the Remove grinned at
Wharton,

“ Poor old chap!” he =aid.

Wharton's eyes glinted. [f ho had
been in & better temper his  temper
would have hardly have stood com-
passion from Billy Bunter,

“Left  on

your own—whal?" =aid
Bunter. " They'ro tea-ing in Dob's
study. [IHaven't asked you—what?"’
“Get out!”
"My dear chap, I've come to ask

y

you to tea,” said DBunter, blinking au
him, "' As your pals have turned you
down, I should think you'd be rather
glad. Might be civil, anyhow. Like
to come o tea in No, 717

“No,” snapped Wharton.

“Well, on the whole, perhaps you're
right,” assented DBunter, with & nod.
“Toddy's there, and he's rather a
boast; and Dutton—Dutton's o deaf

idiot, Let’s tea here. I'll cut down
to the tuckshop and get the stuff
What would you like for tea, old
bean 7"

“For goodness’ sake, cut!”

“What asbout ham and eggs, and
sosses, and o cake?” asked ' Bunter.
“I'm standing it, you know—dash the

expense ! What does expense matter
when a fellow’s standing by a pal who's
down on his lack? What? Here you
aro, left on your own, every chap down
on you, and your friends glad to he
shut of you, and all that. Not that you
can wonder at it, old chap, with your
high-and-mighty ways, if you don't

mind my mentioning it. I speak as
& pal.”

“Will you go?”

“Certawmnly, old fellow! I'm pgoing
at once to the tuckshop, only 44

Bunter coughed. “The fact is, old
chap, I've been disappointed about a
postal order. At the present moment
I'm practically stony! 1 suppose you
could lend me flive bob and take my
postal order when it comes In Lhe
morning 1"

Bunter blinked hopefully at the cap-
tain of the Remove. Left on his own,
and down on his luck, Bunter con-
sidercd that even that stuck-up beasr,
gs he considered Wharton, ought to bo
glad of such fascinating company, and
prepared to make a small—and merely
temporary—loan to the kind-hearted
fellow who was taking pity on himn!

Bunter was rather mistaleen,

Harry  Wharton's paticnce was
exhavsted. He came across to the door.

“Will you clear, before I kick youi"
he asked.

“QOh, really, Wharton H

“Get out!” roared Wharton,
voice that made Bunter jump.

The tat Owl backed into the passage.

“Well, if you're too jolly mean to
lend & pal fve bob, you can jolly well
go and eat coke!” he said. “1I should
hardly care to tea with you, anyhow.
I don't see why I should take you up
whoen everybody else turns you down.
I'm always doing these generous things,
and what thanks do I get? You can
jolly well stick here and sulk, and be
blowed to you!™

And Bunter, turning up his fat littla
nose, turned his back on the captain
of the Remove, to walk away in
dignified contempt. The dignified
effect, however, was a little spoiled by

in ®
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a boot thudding on his tight trousers
from behind, and Bunter roared.
“Whooop! Beast! Wowl”
And, forgetting all about dignity,
Billy Buner scooted up the passage on
his highest gear. Wharton, with a

knitted brow, went down to Hall to
tea.
THE FOURTH CHAPTER.
Qdd Man Qut!

T HUS,"” egighed Skinner, "are
! the mighty fallen!”
Encop and Stott giggled,
Skinner & Co., at least,
were amused.

It was the following morning, and the
Remove were coming out in “break.”
Generally, the Famous Five marched
out together in a cheery bunch. Now
Harry Wharton walked out on his
own, and Bob and Johnny and Hurree
Singh, when they joined a ecrowd to
punt a footer, did not call on him to
join up, or, indeed, speak to him,

Frank Nugent lingered near him for

8 moment, but, meeting with no
encouragement in  Wharton’s look,
walked away and joined the punters.

Wharton, with his hands in his
pockets, lounged across the quad, and
Harold Skinner made his cheery
remark, loud enough for him to hear
as he passed,

. Wharton’s ears burned as he heard
it, but he disdained to take heed of
Bkinner. He walked on, apparently
deaf.

Skinner winked at his friends.

“Pride, my beloved ’earers,” said
Skinner, "“‘goeth before doestruction,
and a haughty spirit before a fall I”

And Snoop and Btott giggled again.

Wharton passed out of hearing of

STILL THEY COME'!

Skinner's pleasantry. But he might
have done well to reflect on the text
guoted by Harold Skinner. Pride and
a haughty spirit had been his undoing
more than once, and looked like being
his undoing again. But a bitter
sense of injustico secemed to have
changed Harry Yharton’s nature, or
at least, brought to the surface all that
was worst in it,

The previous day his friends and all
the footballing fellows in the IForm had
persuaded him—or rather driven him—
to go to Quelch, with unhappy results,
Possibly he expected them to stick to
their point, but if so, he was mistaken.
Not only did the juniors realise that any
appeal to Quelch now would be futile,
but they were fed-up with the arrogance
of the captain of the Remove. If he
chose to cut the football, let him out
it, and be blowed, was the way the
Bounder put it; and the other fellows
assonted. They had to do without him
and they hoped that they would do well
without him—anyhow, they were not
going to ask him again.

But they felt sore about it—very sore;
even the good-matured Bob was angry
and resentful, and as he felt that he
could not speak to Wharton without
telling him what he thought of him, he
sagely decided not to speak to him at
all, for the present.

It looked like a rift coming i1n the
hitherto united Co. A small rift, like
a cloud, no larger than a man's hand,
on the horizon, portending storm and
tempest: If that thought occurred to
Harry Wharton, he did not seem to
care. He lounged about by himseclf in
break, and did not approach his friends
until the Form went in for third school.
And then he joined Lord Mauleverer,
going to the Form-room, and chatted

Next week’s issue of the MAGNET
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to Mauly without looking at the Co.,
or speaking to them. And Johnny Bull
gave an expressive grunt. It looked to
him as if Wharton, in his wilful and
wayward temper, wanted a break; and
if he wanted it Johnny was in a mood
to let him have it.

After dinner, when the foothallers
were getting ready to go over to Red-
clyfle, not one of them spoke a word
fo Wharton, Tt was unusual for Harry
Wharton to stand aside, a fellow of
no account when football was on the
carpet, and he certainly did not feel
happy or comfortable. Herbert Vernon-
Smith looked rather pleased with him-
self; he was keen on captaining the
team, and Wharton, from a distance,
noted the expression on the Bounder’s
face, with a sarcastic smile, Yet he
could not deny that Smithy had done
his best, with the others, to get him
to go.

The fellows were going over to Red-
clyfie on their bicycles; it was only a
few miles distant. Quite a nmwdy of
Remove men took out their machines
to ride with the team, and other fel-
lows started to walk. Wharton went
into the House before they started, and
some of the footballers noted that he did
not even tako interest enough in the
matter to see them off. But, in point
of fact, the captain of the Remove was
feeling “rotten.” He had a dreary
prospect before him, of detention in the
Form-room, while the others follows were
playing football, and on that keen, cold
autumn afternoon he would have given
n great deal to be playing. From his
study window he watched them go, and
his face was clouded when they were
gone,

He walked out into the quad, to fll

(Continued on next page.)
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np the time before detention, which
began at half-past two.

Mr. Quelch, glancing from his stud
window, sighted him, as he walked,
with his hands in his Eooket_a and his
eyes bent on the ground.

The Remove master’s glanco followed
him curiously and thoughtfully,

The boy was mutinous, sulky, rebel-
lious, the most troublesome boy in the
Form, and seeming to delight in the
trouble he gave. But he had not
always been so; a strange change had
come over him this term. Mr. Quelch
was conscious of dislike, yet there was
something of a compassionate concern
in hizs look as his eyes lingered on
Wharton. .

However, he turned his glanco back
to the detention task he was preparing
for the junior. Discipline was dis-
cipline |

Wharton came towards the House
again at & minute or two before time.
Loder pf the S8ixth met him in the door-
way. der had also had his eye on
the rebel of the Remove, but assuredly
not with anything like compassion.

“Go to the Form-room, Wharton!”
he rapped out, in his most bullying
tone. -

Wharton looked at him,

“I'm going, Loder,”” he answered
gquietly.

“Well, don’t hang about!” grunted
Loder.

Wharton had a minute and a halfl
before he was due for detention. But
it was well to be on the safe side in
dealing with Mr. Quelch, and he passed
Loder quietly and went in. Loder of
the Sixth scowled after him. He would
have preferred disobedience, which
would have given him a chance to make
himself unpleasant.

Wharton waited at the Form-room
door till Mr. Quelch arrived there.
Quelch let him into the Form-room,
gave him his task in Latin irregular
verbs, and left him to it

When the door had olosed behind
iuel{:h, and his footsteps had died away,
the junior rose from his desk and went
to the Form-room window. He was in
no hurry to begin on irregular wserbs,
Heo stood looking out into the quad.
There was a drift of clouds across the
sky, and a few drops of rain were
falling.

“8o that’'s your game, you young
sweep "

It was Loder's voice from the path
below the Form-room windows. Whar-
ton glanced down at him.

Loder had time on his hands that
afternoon. He seemed to be bent on

ocoupying it with the rebel of the
emove.

"Cutting detention, what?” asked
Loder, with a disagreeable grin. “ You

know Quelch is going out, and you
fancy you won’t be missed, what?
Well, try it on and gee|”

Wharton smiled faintly, It would
have been easy to drop from the I'orm-
room window and bolt, and as Mr.
Quelch was going over to the vicarage
at Friardale that afternoon, there wus
a chance that the truant mighl uot be
missed.

EEEiﬂi Wharton at the open window,
Loder had jumped to the conclusion
that that was his intention. As a
matter of fact, it was not. Wharton
stared the bully of the Sixth coolly in
the face for a few moments, and then
stepped back from the window, and
started on his task,

Loder lounged away. Wharton sat
quietly at his task; but his thoughts
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were not wvery much concentrated on
irregular verbs. He was thinking of
the footballers on their way to %{edv
clyfie, and thinking, too, that as Quelch
would be out. it might be worth while
to risk “outting,” when Loder had
cleared off. He was thinking of that
when the Form-room door opened.

THE FIFTH CHAPTER.
Loder in Luck !

bé EAR me!” said Mr.
D “Why not Wharton
The Remove master, in his

study, had a thoughtful look.

A light drizzle of rain had started to
fall. It did not look like lasting; but
it was dismal and damp. Mr. Quelch
was due that afternoon at Friardale
Vicarage, where, on certain dates, he
played a serious and solemn game of
chess with Mr. Lambe., But the drizzle
discouraged him.

In the autumn Mr. Quelch had it
borne in upon his mind that he was not
50 young as he had been once upon a
time. Certain rheumatic pains visited
him in damp weather; and, in faect, the
Remove master might have set up
as a weather prophet, for rainy weather
was generally heralded by a few little
twinges here and there in Quelch’s
rather bony person. And Trotter, the
page, had brought him a message from
the Head! Dr. Locke would be pleased
if Mr. Quelch would step into his study.

Quelch knew what that meant—one of
those happy, enjoyable discussions of
some obscure passage in a classical
author, probably Sophocles. SBuch a
learned discussion was, to the Head and

welch, what a yo-yo was to a fag in
the Third, Chess was ochess; but, on
the other hand, Sophocles was
Sophocles! Like Desdemona, Quelch
perceived a divided duty.

The drizzle of rain decided it. He
did not want a walk in the drizzle. A
walk in the rain might mean that sub-
dued twinges would turn " into sharp
pangs |

Quelch resolved to send a message to
the vicarage, excusing himself, and
spend a happy hour inskead with the
Head and dear old Sophocles.

The difficulty was, that owing to hard
times, the vicarage was no longer on the
telephone. It was necessary to find s
messenger,

That was how Mr. Quelch came to
remember Wharton,

He could send a servant with & mes-
sago; but, naturally, he did not want to
take a servant away from his duties if
he could help it. A junior under deten-
tion would be glad to get out for a bike-
ride—indeed, would be sure to jump at
the chance. It would be a boon to that
junior. A light drizzle of rain which

rought rheumatio twinges to a middle-
aged Form master was a trifle light as
air to a junior in the Lower Fourth,
Indeed, Mr. Quelch was aware that any
Remove man would have preferred
going out in a thunderstorm, a hurri-
cane, or & typhoon, to sitting in the
Form-room with Latin irregular verbs
to keep him company |

It would be an act of kindness to
Wharton. It might have some effect
on the boy's sullen, obdurate spirit.
And it would be convenient to Quelch.
He considered the matter carefully,
made up his mind, left his study, and
walked away to the Remove-room.

Harry Wharton gave a slight start as
his Form master entered. He wondered
whether. Quelch had the game suspicion
as Loder—that he was going to “cut.”

Quelch,
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He rose to his feet, with a faintly
sarcastio expression on his face. He
supposed that Quelch had come to ascer-
tain that he was safe, so to speak, before
he went out.

“Wharton,” said Mr. Queleh, “I have
occasion to send a message to Mr,
Lambe, at the vicarage.”

He paused.

“If you would like to take the mes-
sage, VWharton, you may leave your
detention for the necessary time.”

It was on Wharton’s lips to refuse—
as he had a right to do if he chose.
But the chance of getling out of the
dismal, solitary Form-room was Lloo
good to be missed.

“Very well, sir[” he said.

“"Here iz the note,” said Mr. Quelch.
“You will take it to the vicarage and
hand. it to Mr, Lambe.”

“Yes, sir.”

“You will return to your detention
when wyou have delivered it; but,”
added Mr. Quelch, quite graciously,
““you need not hurry.”

“Yes, sir.”

Mr. Quelch rustled away. Two
minutes latet he was with the Head and
Sophocles, and had forgotten Wharton's
existence,

Harry's face was rather brighter as
he lelt the Form-room, took his cap, and
walked down to the bikeshed. He told
himself sardonically that Quelch would
not have let him off had it not suited
him to do so.

Still, he was out of the Form-room,
in the keen autumn air, and a bike rido
was ever so much more agreeable than
Latin verbs. So he was cheerful
enough, as he wheeled his machine out
of the bikeshed and rolled it down to
the gate. A few drops of rain did nob
bother Wharton; he hardly noticed
them, Besides, the shower was already
clearing off.

“Wharton 1

His name was shouted as he wheeled
his machine mto the read.

He glanced back. '

Loder of the BSixth was coming
towards him at a trot.

Wharton stared at him for a moment,
and then laughed. Loder, svidently,
had been keeping an eye open.

Seeing Wharton wheeling his machine
out, had jumped to the conclu-
sion that the detained junior had, after
all, eut detention. It was a natural
conclugsion for Loder to jumr to.

Loder's face had quite a gloating look
as he came trotting® after the junior,
(ilun]ﬂh, he supposed, was gone oul;
that was why this obeeky young rascal
had made the venture. Wharton was
going to be marched in to the Head,
with Loder's hand on his shoulder, and
duly reported.

That was Loder’s intention. But it
was not carried out! Wharton, with a
laugh, mounted his machine, and shot
away down the road towards Friardale.

Loder stared after him.

“ Wharton [ he shouted.

Wharton did not look back again. e
rode on cheorily. Loder, it was plain,
supposed that he had cut detention and
gone out of bounds! Loder was wel-
come to think so, if he liked. If Loder
was keen on reporting him to Quelch,
Loder could get on with it. Heedless
of the bully of the Bixth and all his
works, Wharton pedalled cheerily on.

Loder stood for a few moments,
staring. Then he bhurried back and
dragged his own machine out of the
bikeshod.

Wharton had gone down Friardale
Lane. Irom that lane there was a short
cut through the woods to the Redclyffe
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roed. Loder jumped to the junior’s
intention at onco. Wharton had waited
in the Form-room till the coast was
clear, then he had cut, and now he was
on his way to join the Remove foot-
ballers !

With unexampled check, the young
rascal was going to play football, while
his unsuspecting Form master was play-
ing chess! It was all clear, absolutely
clear—to Loder of the Sixth! Nothing,
indeed, could have been clearer!

Loder grimly resolved that he was
going to put a stop to it. He would
collar the young rascal, and march him
back, if he had to follow him as far
a3 Redclyffe School, if he had to walk
him off the very football ground, under
the staring eyes of astonished Red-
clyffians |

Loder rushed his machine
mounted, and drove at the pedals,

Wharton was out of sight by that
time, but he was soon sighted again ns
11:]113 Sixth-Former rode hard down the
ane,

The captain of the Remove was riding
at a Jeisurely .pace. Quelch ha
raciously told him that he need not
wirry ; but in any case it was not lil{elﬁ
that he would have hurried to get bac
to detention. The rain had already
ceased to fall, and a gleam of sunshine
came through the clouds, It was re-
flected in Wharton’s face.

The thought of Loder’s mistake made

out

-

him smile, though it had not vet
occurred to him-that Doder, still in his
mistake the trouble to

_ was takiuﬁ
Eursua him and run him down. It was
y chance that he glanced back at a
bend in the lane, and caught sight of
Loder of the Bl:tffx coming on at a rush.

Loder waved a hand to him com-
mandingly.

“Oh, my hat!” ejaculated Wharton.
He EIU.I‘E!; into a loud laugh—he could
not help it! Loder's mistako was a
natural one, in the circumstances; but
it had its absurd side |

Immediately Wharton put on speed.

Loder was in chase, and it instantly
occurred”to his mind to give Loder a
run for his money, as it were.

He shot away at top speed.

A Junior on a junior's bike was
hardly likely to equal, in a race, a Sixth
Vorm man on a big machine. But
Wharton was s good rider, hard as
nails, and ho put all his beef into it.

He fairly whizzed. _

After him came Loder, going strong.

1f it had occurrcd to Loder that he
was mistaken, which it did not, he
would have dismissed the doubt no.
The young scoundrel had spotted him,
and was trying to escapel If that was
not proof that Wharton was breaking
bounds, Loder would havo liked to know
what proof was!

Certainly Ioder could never have
gucssed that Wharton was bound for the
vicarage, for he passed the end of the
lane that led oyt of Friardale Lane to
that building at top speed. )

There was _plenty of time to deliver
the note, In the meantime, he was
going to give Loder a run, dodge him
suwgrha[ra, and leave him hunting.

op I

Wharton heard Loder's angry roar
behind. .

He did not heed it.

He drove at the gﬂda!u and flew. Sud-
denly he swept aside from the road into

a bridle-pa that led through the
wood.

Loder shot on past the path. He
iammed on his brakes, and swung

qound; but in those few moments Whar-
ton had vanished into the wood.
He pedalled on swiftly for fifty yards

or 80, dismounted, and dragged his
machine into the thickets.

.There, in deep cover, he waited,
silent, with a cheery grin on his face.

There was a whir of a bicycle on the
bridle-path. Through the interstices in
the thicket Wharton had a view of
Loder coming up from the lane ot high
speed.

Loder shot onward.

Not for an instant did it occur to him
that the junior had stopped and hunted
cover. The junior was on his way to
Redelyffe to play football—that “was
Loder's fixed conviction. Loder rodo
on hard, and vanished from the sight of
the captain of the Remove.

Wharton chuckled.

How far Loder would ride before he
discovered that he had baen fooled, the
junior did not know, or cure! Having
E-_::t. rid of his pursuer, he wheeled his

ike back to the bridle-path, remounted

S. E. Orchard, of 98, Crescent
Road, Reading, Berks, gets one
of this week's USEFUL, POCKET
KNIVES for the

sending in

following joke :—

Old Lady (to policeman) :
“* Constable, I've had a oat

hl.qulnr."
Policeman: “*H'm! And
take,

how much did he
ma'am T "
Old Lady: * "Aprl a 'addiok [V

Pile in with your efforts, chums,
if you want to WIN A PRIZE
WORTH HAVING |

it, and rode back te Friardale Lane.
Ten minutes later he had delivered Mr.
Quelch’s note at the vicarage, and—still
not hurrying, by any means—started to
ride back to Greyfriars.

THE SIXTH CHAPTER.
Loder Butis In!

“ N the ball |”
0 “Play up, Greyfriars!”
“Good old Smithy !”

The game had started at Red-
clyffe, and the fisst half was well under
way. Much to the satisfaction of the
footballers, the drizzle of rain had
cleared off. The ground was rather
muddy; the ball was very muddy; the
footballers looked as if they had been
mud-collecting. But that was all in the
day’s work, and nobody minded.

he Remove men missed their cap-
tain; but Herbert Vernon-Smith was
filling his place well. The Bounder was

y

at his best, Possibly lic was rather
keen to let the Remove men see that
Wharton was not the only pebble on the
beach. Anyhow, he was playing & great
game, and the team backed him u
well, and Redclyffe had their hands full.

Smithy, with the ball at his feet, was
going up tho ficld, and the Greyfriars
crowd, who had come over to seo the
game, shouted and cheered. DBut the
Redelyffe backs had marked Smithy,
and he went over under a charge, and
I'ane, the Redelyffo skipper, captured
the ball and got away with it—only to
meet  disaster from the Greyfriars
halves,

There was rather o mix-up in the
field, and five or six fcllows were down,
and when they got going agnin they
looked as if they had been iucfulging in
o mud-bath, ard and fast the game
went on, with narrow escapes on both
sides, but no score for either so far.

dihere were more than a dozen Grey-
friars juniors looking on, and twenty or
thirty Redeclyffe juniors. Their ecycs
were on the game, and none of them
noticed a Greyfriars Sixth-Former strid-
ing towards the field, till he was close at
hand. Prank Nugent, who was among
the followers of the team, was the first
to spot Gerald Loder,

Ilo stared at him.

“My hat! That's Loder ! exclaimed
Nugent. “What the thump doos Loder
want here 7"

“Loder !” repeated Bolsover major,
staring.

All eyes turned on Loder.

What on earth he had come over to
Redclyffe for was a mystery to the
Removites. The expression on his face,
however, showed that his errand wes not
o pleasant one, whatever it was.

xoder, in fact, was in a towering rape.

Ile had lost Wharton on his way to
Redelyffe! There were plenty of paths
in the wood by which an elusive junior
could dodge, and Loder had no doubt
that Wharton had dodged by ono of
them, and then, having thrown his pur-
sucr off the track, headed for Redelyffe.

After wasting a considerable amount
of time hunting for the elusive Removite,
Loder hendmf for Redelyffe himself,
There was no chanece now of capturin
Wharton on his way! But at Redclyfie
the capture was inevitable—if Wharton
was playing football therel

Leaving %ﬁu machine at the porter's
lodge, Loder strode towards the junior
football ground, where he could see the
ame going on. IHe came up with
Enitted brows.

“Nugent |” he snapped.

“¥Yes, Loder!” answered [Frank, in
wonder.

“Whore's Wharton 7"

“Wharton?” repoated Nugent
blankly.

“Yes. Sharp I” -

“Eh? At Greyfriars, I suppose,

answered Frank,

“Don't tell lies 1" snarled Loder. “ He
cun’!‘i have got here without you sceing
him !"

Nugent started. .

“Do you mean to say that Wharton's
cut detention?” he excluimed, in dis-
may.

“You didn’t know I” sneered Loder.

“1 never knew anjrthmg about it.”

“Yes—] dare say you'd like me to
believe that] He's here, and I'm here
to take him back |" said tudgr rimly.

Heo stared at the players in the field.
Which of them was which, so to speak,
it was a little difficult to say, so much
mud had they collected, But that one
of the fellows in Greyfriars colours was
Harry Wharton, Loder had not the
alightest doubt. He could not have
come over simply to watch the match—
besides, he was not to be seem in the
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watching crowd. Therefore, he was in
the ficld—if Loder was right ! _

Loder tramped across the touchline.

“Loder,” yelled NuEenb “you can't
interrupt the game | tell you Whar-
ton's not here [”

Loder did not heed.

He did not care twopence whether he
interrupted the game or not. The game
was nothing to him. "He was after
Wharton.

A Redeclyffe Sixth Form man was
referee. He stared at Loder, his eyes
almost bulging from his head at the
sight of the stranger striding on the field
and getting in the way of the players.

“ Here, who are you? What do you
want ?” he called out. “Get out! Seel?
Hook it, sharp !”

“Got off, Loder!” yelled the Grey-
friars crowd angrily.

“Buzz off, Loder!”

“PDon’t play the goat!”

Heedless of the angry shouts, Loder
strode up to the referee.

“One of these juniors hns broken de-
tention,” he said. “I am here to take
him back to Greyfriars!”

“0h, my hat! You're interrupting
the game."

“Hang the game!” retorted Loder.
“I'm & Greyfriars prefect, and I've’ got

duty to do. And gay
oooooocooop |

A rush of footballers
Loder,

There was a crash, and Loder went
over, and three or four muddy pairs of
football boots passed over him, leaving
him breathless. The Bounder was
among those who rushed him down,
and ﬁe contrived to land a boot on
Loder’s nose as he sprawled. What on
parth Loder wanted there Smithy could
not imagine; but he knew that he did
not want Loder. )

Loder sat up dizzily, streaming mud.

“ Groooocogh |” he gurgled.

interrupted

“On the balll”

“Play up, you men|”

“Qooogh! Look herel” gasped
der.

But the referee was gone.

Loder staggered to his feet.

Smithy & E}o., heedloss of him, were
making a hot attack on the home goal.
Loder dabbed mud from his eyes and
nose, and blinked after them,

“8top this|” he roared,

Nobody heeded him. .

He rushed after the players. Smithy
was kicking for goal. Loder did not
care two straws if he robbed the Re-
move of a goal. The Remove did. Bob
Cherry charged him just in time, catch-
in%l Loder in flank, and once more the
bully of the Sixth went spinning. Per-
haps by accident, Bob Cherry sat on his

aoo,

“Goal! Goal!l”

“Bravo, Smithy!”

“Good old Bounder!”

“Goall” )

The Greyfriars fellows were roaring.
The whistle pheoped, and Bob Cherry
detached himself from Loder’s face, and
joined the rest Egmg back to the contre
of the field. Loder, in a breathless,
dazed, and dizzy sta{ﬂ, got on his feet
somehow,

He tottered after the footballers, and
clutched at the referce, who glared at
him ferociously.

“Look here!” panted Loder.

“Cut off” bawled the Redclyffe
senior. “8See?! I don't care who you
are, or what you want. See? If
{ou’w_! got anything to say, wait for
alf-time. See? Now shut up!”

“I tell you—"'

“Take that man off the field I bawled
the Redclyffe man, and a dozen fellows
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rushed on, prabled Loder, and fairly
yanked him away.

The whistle went, and the game went
on. Loder of tho Sixth, deposited in o
gasping heap, gurgled and gasped.
The players were muddy; but Loder
was muddier than the mugdiest—he wis
fairly smothered. Some of them wero
breathless; but none so breathless as
Loder, He staggered up at last.

But he did not get on the ficld of
play again. It was plain that he was
not popular at Redclyffe, Loder did
not venture to interrupt any more. Af
Greyfriars he was a prefect, invested
with great powers; at Eﬂdﬂl}! e, he was
only some silly ass who had butted into
a game of footbhall. He had to wait
for half-time. While he waited, he
stared at the players with glittering
eyes, trying to pick out Wharton among
them, With s0 much mud about,
several of the footballers were quite un-
recognisable, Among those who were
recognisable, he could not recognise
Wharton. 8Still, the young rascal was
there—he had no doubt about that, He
waited,

The whistle went for half-time at
last. Then Loder came on the sceno
again. With a black brow and savage
eyes, he strode towards the Greyfriars
men,

“I'm here for Wharton!” he snarled.
“Which is Wharton?”

“Wharton’s not here!”
Vernon-Smith.

“Isn't Wharton at Greyfriars?"' de-
manded Bob Cherry.

“He’s here!” roared Loder.

""He's not 1” Eijrunted Johnny Bull,

Loder, not to be convinced, stared at
man after man. But the closest inspec-
tion failed to reveal Harry Wharton,
He counted the men—he counted them
again. There were eleven of them, and
not one of them was Harry Wharton.
Staring into a muddy face at close
quarters, with savage and serutinising
&v{en, could not turn that face into

harton’s face. Tt was borne in upon
Loder's mind, at long last, that Whar-
ton was not among the players on the
Redclyfie ground.

Ho was quite at a loss.

“Well, are _}?ﬂu through?” jeered the
Bounder “You've come here and

yourself—are you

made a fool of
satisfied now 7"

Loder did not reply. With a face
crimson with mortification and rage
under its splashes and daubs of mud, Eﬂ-
strode away, A mocking titter from
the footballers followed him. TEvery
fellow on the ground was staring at
him, most of them laughing. Loder’s
feelings could not have been expressed
in any known language, as he tramped
away for his bicycle. Muddy and un-
tidy, and boiling with rage, Loder of
the Sixth rode away from Redclyffe,
leaving the football match going on
merrily behind him.

snapped

THE SEVENTH CHAPTER
Not Nice for Loder !

R. QUELCH pursed his
M and frowned slightly.
_Queleh was in the schuol
library. After his chat
with the Head, which had lasted a
happy hour, the Remove master had
turned his tﬁuughta to that "Hiutnri of
Greyfriars,”” which occupied so much of
his leisure. In a deep bay window of
the library, Quelch sat at a table,
poring over ancient black-lettered—
weird old documents relating to the
early days of Greyfriars School. Thus
it was that his eyee fell on Loder of the

lips,

THE MAGNET

Sixth when he came across the quad,
after his return from Redecly(Te,

This terin Quelch had had an unusu-
ally high opinion of Loder, whom he
regarded as a very dutiful prefect,
St1ll, he could not approve of a senior,
a Sixth Form man, appearing in publio
with mud on his han s, his face, and
his clothes. Loder, as he walked by at
a distance from the bay window, looked
as if he had had trouble with a mud-
cart, He passed out of Quelch’s view,
however, and Quelch’s attention re-
turncd to black-letter manuscripts, and
he forgot Loder.

Loder went into the House,

He had scraped quite a lot of mud
from his features; but they were still
rather muddy. His nose had rather a

ain in it, from contact with a football
oot worn by Ilerbert Vernon-Smith,
His rage had not diminished on his
ride home, Rather it had improved,
like wine, with keeping.

He had made a fool of himself at
Redclyffe. Wharton had not been play-
ing football there. Ile was there, of
course, but he had got out of sight
when a Greyfriars prefect appeared in
tho uﬂing. Anyhow, he was out of
bounds—far out of bounds, and venge-
ance was Loder’'s. Ho had a serious
!'E‘.']Jﬂl't to make—a very serious report.
The young scoumdrel would be flogged
—thero was comfort in that reflection.

Loder went in by the Sixth Form
lobby, and made himself a little more
resentable, He needed a wash and a
rush down, Newly swept and gar-
nished, as it were, he made his way to
Mr. Queleh’s study, to see whether
Quelch had yet returned from the vicar-
age. He was still in blissful ignorance
of the fact that Queleh had not gone oub
at all that damp afternoon,

Quelch was not in his study,

,He could scarcely be, as he was sit-
ting in the school library poring over
ancient Latin documents,

Howover, Lodoer did not know that.
He concluded that Quelch had not yet
come back from the vicarage. It was
not uncommon for some fascinating end-
game to keep Quelch, when he played
chess with Mr. Lambe,

Hmvinf drawn Quelch’s study blank,
Loder hiked away to the Head's
Wharton, as he had no doubt, was
still careering gaily out of bounds on
his bicycle, if he was not watching the
gome at Redclyfle after Loder had
gone, It was not a matter that could
wait.

He found Dr, Locke at home,

“Wharton?" said the Head gravely,
at the first mention of that name.
Wharton had been a good deal in the
limelight of late, and it had recentl
been Dr. Locke’s painful duty to ad-
minister & ﬂﬂiging to him,

“Yes, sir. am sorry to say that the
boy has cut detention, and gone out of
bounds,” said Loder. *I saw him
going——"

“Bless my soul I

“I followed him for some distance,
but he was on his bicycle, and he got

away from me, sir,”’ said Loder. *“1
thought I had better report the
matter.”

“Quite so, Loder. DBut you had
better go to Mr. Quelch——"

“He has gone out, sir.”

“Dear me! This is a serious matter,”
said Dr. Locke. “Is tho boy still oub of
bounds, Loderi*

“I presumo so, sir; he was riding
away as fast as he could on his bicycle
when I saw him last.”

“Did é!nu.nut call to him, Loder?”

“1 di ,_sir, He laughed,” answered
Loder. “He looked back and laughed
in my face,”
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“ It seems, sir,”* said Harry Wharton, eal

detentlon was an act of injustice——"

undeserved, I think you might let me off ! '’

“Bless my soull What unparalleled
impudence]” exclaimed Dr. Locke. "1l
shall deal most severely with this im-
pudent boy. I shall be in my study
until tea, Loder; bring the boy to me
as soon as he returns.”

“Very well, sir.”

Loder left the Head, feeling satisfied.
It could searcely be anything short of
a flogging for the young rascal of the
Remove, Loder went to his own study,
to comfort himself after his wild ad-
ventures, with a cigarette. Then he
strolled out into the quad, to keep an
oye open for Wharton. He did not, as
a matter of foct, expect the truant to
return till lock-up. Having taken the
risk of breaking bounds, and having
been spotted in his delinquency, 1t
seemed fairly certain to Loder that
Wharton would make an afternoon of
it. He was, therefore, rather surprised
as he strolled past the Form-room win-
dows to see a handsome face lookin
out of the Remove-room. He stoppe
n;nc_]l u[{n.rad up at Harry Wharton, who
smiled.

“So you've pgot back
grimly.

“Yes, thanks!” answered Harry. "1
gaw you come in, Loder! You looked
rather muddy! Had a pleasant spini”

Loder set his lips.

‘““So you got in before I did?”

“0Qh, yes, a long time before”
answered Wharton carelessly.

“That won't save your bacon!” gaid

!.li

said Loder

Loder. “I'm going to take you to the
Head now. me out of the Form-
room.”

Loder went into the House again, and
along to the door of the Remove-room.
Wharton had not come out.

The prefect opened the door and
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““ What [ ** gasped Mr. Quelch.

looked in. Harry Wharton had sat
down to his task again, and was at work.
“Wharton! Follow me to the Head's

study.” fodar
oder,

“I'm under
pald mildly. .
“A lot vyou care about that!™ said
Loder. “You're to follow me at once.
Sharp's the word.”
“Very well."”” Wharton rose. “1 sup-
pose you'll explain to Mr, Quelch that

detention, he

yvou ordered me out of detention, Loder. so0

Iéfﬂ expects me to stay here till half-past
ve.”

“ Never mind that: come on.”

Wharton followed Loder out. Loder
strode on ahead, and the junior walked
in his wake. They ﬂnssnd Wingate and
Gwynne of the Sixth on the way; and
Wingate glanced rather grimly at the
junior.

“In trouble again, what?"' he asked.

“"Not at all!” answered Wharton
lightly.

“You're taking this kid to the Head,
Loder?” asked the Greyfriars captain.
“What's up?”

“Breaking
Loder,

“You young ass!” said Wingate.
“Haven't you sense enough to chuck
laying the pgoat. That means a
ogging.”

“But I haven't broken detention!”
said Harry cheerfully. *“That’'s only a
little mistake of Loder’s.”

“ Well, of all the lying young rotters!”
exclaimed Loder, in genuine disgust.
“Are you gﬂing to deny it to the Head,
Wharton 7’

“Certainly I am.”

“1 actually saw him out of bounds,
Wingate, and followed him on my bike,
till he dodged me,” said Loder. ‘'Now
what do you think of him?"

detention,” answered

mly, ** that the fellows want me to play football to-morrow, Considering that my
‘¢ Considering that my detention was entlrely
A dead silence followed the foothall captain’s words,

Wingate looked very grave.

“You'd better be careful what you
Eﬂ% to Dr. Locke, Wharton,” he said.
“You've been a cheeky young rascal
this term; but I've never thought you
a liar! Dorn't begin it.”

“I'm not going to take Loder [or =
model, if that's what you mean, Win-
gate,” answered the junior. I haven't
broken detention, and I am sure the
HE'EI;d will bolieve me when I tell him

i« We shall
“Follow me."

He stalked on, with Wharton at his
heels, leaving the other two prefects
looking puzzled. They arrived at the
Head's study and Loder marched his
victim in,

“Here is Wharton, sirl
turned,” he said.

Dr. Locke rose.

“You have returned, Wharton. I
seco! I need not waste words on you—
you are perfectly aware of the Fﬁnnlty
for breaking detention. I shall cane
rou with the utmost severity. Loder,
indly hand me my cane.” _

Lnger kindly handed the Head his
cnnﬁ. Dr. Locke pointed to a chair
with it.

““Bend over that r.:hnir: Wharton [V
“NMay I speak, sir?" asked Harry
meekly,

“Certainly, if you have unything to
say 7" answered the Head sharply. © But
1 warn you not to waste my time. What
have ifuu to say?" -

“Y haven't broken dctention, sir.”

The Head lowered 'the cane, and
astared at Wharton in astonishment over
his glasses,

“Wharton! Do you venture to deny
an explicit report made to me by a

Theg MagNET Lisrany.—No, 1,23%.

see!” pgrinned Loder,

He has re-
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profect of the Bixth Form?!” he ex-
claimed.

“If Loder has reported that I have
broken detention, eir, X certainly do

r
iElnrr;.r,

deny it!' answered
“Bless my soull Loder, 1 presume
that you are absolutely certain?”

“Absolutely, gir! I saw him and fol-
lowed him outside the school walls,” said
Loder. “Heo is speakin fnluelﬁ, sir. I
am surprised that he should have the
impudence to do so.” :

der undoubtedly was surprised.
Bitterly ns ho detested the captain of
the Remove, he would never have ex-
pected him to lie. His surprise and
disgust showed in his face. "There was
a mocking glimmer in the junior’s eyes,
Loder, certainly, believed that he had
broken detention! That was Loder’s
look-out. Wharton had no desire what-
ever to save him from making a fool
of himself. )

Dr. Locke pointed to the chair again,

“Wharton! You mneed say no more!
Bend over|”

“I did not break detention, sir!
{‘..uudar is8 making a mistake !” said Whar-

n,

“A mistake is scarcely
Loder states that he actua y saw you
and followed you, Wharton,” said the
Head sternly. “Do you venture to
deny Loder’s statementi"

ﬁﬂﬂﬂihl&, ns

“Oh! No, sirl 1 went out of the
school. But I did not break détention.
I was given leave.”

Loder stared at him. The Head
paused.

“* Who gave you leave ?’’ he demanded.

“My Form master, sir.”

“Mr. Quelch gave you leave out of

gates 1" eyclaimed the Head.

"*Yes, sir|”
. "ZE can scarcely believe this. Whar-
on.”

“It is true, sir!’’ said Harry calmly.
He did not add that Quelch had sent
him on a message. He was not thers to
Eum“ﬂl information till he was asked
or i

_ The Head regarded him very doubt-
ingly. Loder could hardly repress a
derisive grin, He wondered whether
the young scoundrel really fancied that
he could get away with a “whopper ”
like this! Unaware that Quelch had
had a special reason, Loder was not
likely to believe that the Remove
master had permitted the rebel of his
Form to “cut,”

“1f wyou Puraigh in this statement,
Wharton——"' said the Head at last.

“Certainly 1 do, sir.”

“Then the matter must be referred to
your Form master! Loder, you will
report this matter to Mr. Quelch as
soon as he returns. In the meantime,
Wharton, you may return to your
detention.”

“Very well, sir,”

There was a tap at th& study door, and
it opened. Henry Samuel Quelch,
master of the Remove, stepped in. He
had a black-letter manuscript in his
hand, and quite an eager expression on
his face. Rooting among the musty old
documents in 'the library, it seemed
that Quelch had made some interesting

BCcovery.

“1 hope I am not interrupting you,
Dr. Locke! T was sure that you would
like to see this manuseript, which I am
certain—almost certain—must have been
written by Ambrose himself, abbot of
Greyfriars, in the twelfth century. His
mention of King John’s visit—> Mr.
Quelch was evidently full of it, but he
broke off at the sight of the senior and
unior in the study. *“ Dear me! What
8 Wharton doing here? You should
be in the Form-room, Wharton 1”
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 “Loder ordered me to come here,
sir,” said H i

“Indeed! I fail to sco why."

“Mr. Quelch, you have come at an
opportune moment,” said the Head.
' Loder, you may make your report to
Mr. Quelech &t once.

Loder gave the captain of the Remove
a gloating look. If anybody had ever
been *for '’ it, Wharton was for it now,
in Loder’s opinion. His brazen state-
ment that his Form master had Fivan
him leave out of school was not likely
to, be upheld by Quelch—in Loder's
opinion |

“Wharton has been out of hounds,
sir,” said Loder smoothly. “As yonu
were gone out, sir, I reported the matter
to the Head——"

“But I have not been out,” said Mr,
Quelch. “1 have just come from the
school library, Loder.”

“Oh! I—1 thought you were not yet
back from the vicarage, sir——"

“I have not been to the vicarage this
afternoon, Loder.’”’ said Mr. Quelch,
~“0Ohl Wﬂll. gir, I found Wharton go-
ing out of bounds, sir, on his bicycle,”
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said Loder. “As he refused to stop
when I called to him, and indeed
laughed in my face, I followed him, but
ho escaped. Otherwise, I should have
brought him back to the school at once.
He has had the audacity, sir, to tell
Dr. Locke that you—you, sir—gave him
]l';E”c? +|:~1|1,t:1 of detention! Such a false-
G‘D —

“What Wharton states is quite correct,
Loder.”

] ] Eh ?‘Fl

"1 sent Wharton down to Friardale
with & message to the vicarage—"'

“Wha-a-t?’

“ Bless my soul!"" said the Head.

Loder fairly gaped.

“*You—you—you sent Wharion to—
to—to Fuf- Fuf- Friardale!” Loder
babbled. Heo almost gabbled,.

“Quite so |'* said Mr. Quelch, *“If you
saw him, and supposed that he was
breaking detention, Loder, you were in
error.”

Loder gurgled,

“Bless jmy soul I” repeated the Head.
“Wharton, you should have told Loder
that guu had been sent out by Mr.
Queleh.”

“He did not ask me, sir "

The Head coughed.

“Well, well, you may go, Wharton,”
he said hastily,

Wharton went. Ko walked back to
detention in the Remove room with a
cheery smile on his face. It might have
been supposed, from his look, that thero
was something quite attractive in
detention |

Loder followed him from the study.
Loder did not look cheery. He had had
@ long bike ride, he had been mauled
and muddied on the football ground at
Redclyffe, and he had wound up by
making a complete fool of himself in the

resenico of the ove master and the

cadmaster | Loder’s face was so white
and furious as he stalked away that
every fellow he passed turned his head
to look at him.

In his own study Loder lighted a
cigarette, threw it unsmoked on the
floor, and stamped on it. He roamed
about the study like a caged tiger!
That young eweep—that young rascal—
that young scoundrel—had made a fool
of bim and beaten him all along the
line, and Loder knew only too well that
there would be roars of laughter in the

Remove over his absurd adventnres that

afternoon! Somehow—anyhow—he was
fnmg to make that young villain squirm
or ikl The question was how—and
Loder devoted long and bitter thought
to the “how.”

THE EIGHTH CHAPTER.
A Short Way With Fags !

OKER of the Fifth frowned.
“This won’t do 1" said Coker.
Potter and Greene of the
_ Fifth looked inquiringly at
their great leader. Really, they did not
know what Coker was driving at,
_ The three Fifth Form men were walk-
mﬁ‘_m the quad after class. Coker was
talking—one of his usual, indeed, con-
stant gecupations. Potter and Greene
were listening—any pal of Coker's had
to do a great deal of listening. Con-
versation with Horace Coker was a one-
way affair,

Coker was laying down the law on the
subject of Soccer, and telling his friends
for the umpteenth time what a be-
nighted idiot Wingate was not to pick
out the best foothaller at Greyfriars for
the First Eleven. The best foothaller at
Greyfriars was Horace Coker—accord-
ing to Coker! Potter and Greene were
used to it, and they bore it with forti-
tude, only hoping that Coker would
leava off presently.

He left off quite suddenly, came to a
halt, and announced that *“This won't
do I'’ in decided and emphatic tones.

“What 7" yawned Potter.

“Look 1"

Coker pointed.

Where the path ran between the old
elms and the school wall there was a
secluded spot, screened from the school
buildinga and from the quad. Standing
with hig back to the path was a junior
of the Remove. Having no eyes in the
back of his head, Harry Wharton did
not see the three seniors coming along.
But Coker had a full view of him—and
so0 had Potter and Greene, when Coker
drow their attention to him,

Potter and Greene stared at Wharton's
back, Why Coker was drawing their
attention to it was a mystery. They had
seen Wharton's back before, and the rost
of him, if it came to that. It had abso-
lutely no interest whataover for Potter
and Greene. Apparently it had, for
Horace Coker |

“That kid is gated !"”” said Coker,

“I believe I've heard so!” yawned
Greene, * What about it?7”



OUR FOOTER FANS’ CORNER.

Our special sporting contributor offers all ' Magnetites " the bensfit of

his knowledge and
problem that wants solving,

experience in firat-class football.
write to him at The

it you've a Sooccer
leetway House,

Farringdon Btrest, London, E.C.4.

AVE wyou, in the [ootball sense,

“one leg and a swi S

That sounds a personal question,

and I put it to my readers

because it is raised by one of my corres-

ondents this weelk. The phrase, " one

eg and a swinger,’” is one often used by

the real footballers—the fellows in the

top olass that is., When they come up

against an opponent who has only one foot

for ball-kicking purposes ; they say he has
one leg and n swinger !

I am afraid my correspondent is in
something like the same street. He says
that he finds real diffioulty in making use
of both feet as implements with which to
kick the football, and he asks moc what
he should do about it.

1 think my friemd must learn to use both
feet, and so must all other young players
who want to get on.

If you are naturally lefi-footed,
or naturally right-footed, there is
only one way to get efficiency with
the other foot—insist on using it.

PRACTICE MAKES PERFECT |

OU know that Arsenal have recently
Y introduced into their team a
young full-back named Leslie
Compton, He is even now only
nineteon years of If I tell you a
story about him it
by practising with the other foot. Thia is
the story a8 Compton told it to me.
Whon he played football as a schoolboy
ho could mot get the ball any distance
with his left foot, so naturally he played
at right-back for his school team. Eeaﬁg'a
father, however, knew a thi or two
about football. He wrote to the master
of the school and E%paa‘lud to him to let
the boy play at left-back instead of right-
back. Yo Compton didn't like it.
do didn’t feel nearly so much ot home on

Do,
wﬁ ghow what I mean |

the left ne on the right, and for a time he
even used his right foot for Lkicking,
although he should have used hia left.
Gradually, however, kicking strength

came to the left leg with' compulso
use, and now this Arsenal player can kigi
“like s mule " with eit foot. The

Ernbnhility is that he would never have
een a first-class footballer if he had not
carried out his father’s wishes by changing
from right to left-back.

That is the way all young footballers
who are *' one footed ™ can improve their
game, and get rid of this disability ; by
changing to the other side of tho lzl-ﬂ]d.

If you are an oulside-right, and
are getting into the habit of using
only the right fool, change over
to the left wing for a spell.

ANOTHER ADVANTAGE.

ERSONALLY, T am all in favour of
P a chango, It helps in othor ways,
For instance, a change of position
he;?lfpa the player to see the game
from a different angle. Harry Hibbs, the
Birmingham player, is a goalkeeper who
has played for England—about the best
in his position at the present day. And I
don't suppose he will ever be other than
a pgoalkecper. It will probably surprise
you to learn, however, that when I went
on to the Birminghsm practice ground
during midweak some little time ago, I saw
goalkeeper Hibbs among the forwards
doing the things which forwards do.
A plain ?uﬂatmn as to why he was doing
it brought from Hibbs a reply which I pasa
on becouse it has a wvalue.

““ I often do a bil of praclising as
i forward,” he said, * because 1
think it helps me as a goalkeeper.
By playing as a forward I gel fo
now, much betier than in any other
way, what a forward is likely to do

in given circumstances. I learn, for
instance, at which part of the goal
he is most likely to shoot. And that
znowledge helps me when I go buach
info gonl."”

Wo lhave to think about this game ol
football to pet the best out of it.

SPEED’'S THE THING !

HAT is the bost way of working
W up speed, which seemsa Bo
nocesgary in modern football ?
is another question just to
hand, There are various waya in which
this ¢an be dono, and firet of all I will tell
ou of the most novel method which has
just been brought to my notice. Jock
Whitley, tho trainer of Chslsea, has
introduced a lot of new ideas into the
grﬂpnmt.ian of the players on the staff of
tamford Bridge, but he himself ocame
peross a now idea when he went with the
Chelsea team to play in South America
some time ago.

One morning, so Whitley told me, he
went to a football ground in Uruguay
when the local players were just starting
on their day'’s training. Whitley had not
been there more than a minutoe or two when
he had a real rise. The trainer came
out of the dressing-room with a cockerel
under each arm. And in due course he
rolensed these cockerels for the players to
c¢hase round the field.

You have probably seen cockerels
running—or rather half-running, half-
ﬂyin‘ﬁ-ut top speed, and noted how
rapidly they can twist and turn. And the
playera of this Uruguay tocam were set to
chase the cockerels as a very good way of
learning to twist and turn while going at
top speed. “ 1 would not say definitely
that it was the cockerel training which was
responsible for it,"” said Whitley in finish-
ing this story, *“ but those Urugua

layers wore about the fastest mﬂn{
avo ever spon in football boots. They
reminded me of greased lightning.”

It is improbable that any of my readers
will be able to copy this idea from
Uruguay, and I hardly recommend it
myseclf, But hero ia one good way of
l:rautiﬂin twisting and turning, while

eoping the football under control. It was
a method used habituslly by Billy
Meredith, perhaps the greatest outside-
right of all time, and certainly one of the
fastest and closoat dribblers.

He used fo drive stakes info the
praclice ground at shoré intervals.
Starting af owe end, he wonld
dribble in and out of these bits of
wood as fast as he could go. And
to check whether he was getling any
quicher with this close dribbling he
used fo have a pal standing by rwoilh
a stop-walch.

“Gated for the term [or punching a
prefect,” said Coker. “I've told you
fellows often that T don’t think much of
the Ji)refm:tn or of the Sixth
generally—'

“Very often I"" murmured Potter.

“Too often|” sighed Greene.

“I've often felt jolly nearly driven to
punching a prefect myself,” went on
Ceker unheeding. “The way Wingate
keeps me out of the footer——"

Coker

“Oh dear!” said Potter.
seamod to bo beginning agein whea his
friends h.og}ed that he had left off,

“What did you say, Polter?™

“Oh! Nothing! Barge on, old
bean I**

“But it’s rather a different matter
with fags,” went on Coker. *Cheek of
that sort, in fags, can’t be too soverely
put down. That man Loder is rather
a rank outsider—still, if the Head had
asked me, I should have advised him to
bunk a fag for punching even Loder.”

“The Head didn't ask you?” inquired
Potter, with a private wink at Greene.

“No,” said Coker, impervious to
sarcasm. “ Hadn’t gumption enough, if
you come to that! ell, they gated
this kid Wharton instead of bunking

him. Now you can see what he's up
to! It won't do!”

“Looks as if he's going to ocut!”
yawned Potter. *“Poor little beast—I

dare say he's fed-up with sticking in
gates! I suppose all his friends have
gone out! No bizney of ours.™

“That's where you're wrong, Potter,””
explained Coker. “I'm pot going to
sllow anything of the sort,”

““You're not a prefect 1” hinted Potter,

“That's the Head’s fault ! If the beak
bad sense enough to appoint prefects
from the Fifth Form I can tell you that
things would go better in this school.
Come on—we’ro stopping this |’

“Oh, let the kid .alone!” urged
Grecne. **What the thump does it
matter to us if he cuta?”

“I'vo told you to come on !"” answered
Coker, and he strode onward. Coker
had no use for argument.

Coker of the Fifth had maﬂi woalk-

nesses; but minding his own business
had never been counted among them.
It was no business of a Fifth Form man
to keep Lower boys in order; but Coker
made it his business. He had, as he
Erem;enthr declared, a short ‘way with
ags

He strode towards Wharton, and
Potter and Greene followed more slowly.
Wharton, just then, made a jump, and
caught the top of the wall with his
hands. There could be no doubt that he
vas going out of bounds. It was not
surprising that a fellow under =a

rmanent sentence of *“gating™ was
ed-up with it and ready to take a little
risk to get a run out of gates.

It was a eunny nutumn afternoon, and
after class Wharton was left on his own.

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

There was something like a rift in the
Co.—Wharton had not been on the best
of terms with his chums since Redclyfle
day. The Co. had gonc out on their
bikes to run across to Highcliffe to see
Courtenay and the Caterpillar there.
Most of the Remove were out of gates
till lock-up. At the present time, under
the frown of the beaks, it was reckless
of Wharton to think of breaking bounds,

t he was in a reckless humour. Any-
how, he was iﬂ;ng. But he had not
counted on Coker, and Coker's infinite
capacity for mmcﬁng everybody’s busi-

ness but his own !
with his hands,

Gatching the copin
Wharton drew himself up the wall. Un-

expectedly a grasp was laid on one of
his anklea.

“Oh!" gasped Wharton.

Hnldli_llg on to tho wall, he stared
down. He rnther expected to see Loder
of the Sixth; he was well aware that
Loder was keeping an cmbittered eye
open for him. It was a relief to see a
Fifth-Former.

“Let go, you silly owl!” exclaimed

artor.

“Come down !” rapped Coker.

“Let go, idiot !’

“You're.gated

“What bizney is that of yours, you
howling ass?” snapped Wharton.

“That's the way these fags think they
can talk to a semior!” said Coker to
Potter and Greene. “That's the way
the ﬁ'ﬂl{mtﬂ let Itham carry on !”

“Will you let » you dummy?"
roared Wharton, ¥ 4

“Will you come down?” demanded
Coker.

“No, ass| No, idiot1 No, fathead !”

“Then I'll jolly well hook you down 1”
said Coker. “I'm not letting you break
bounds, my beauty 1"

And Coker lugged at the leg he had
captured.

" Look here, Coker——" said Potter.

"Shut up, Potter I

“For goodness' sake let the kid rip!”
yapped Greene.

“Tot g0 you bilthering idiok ” yalled

st go, you blithering idiot !” velle
Wharton, holding on to the top grf the
wall above while Coker dragged from
ba}nw. 4t 7Y

nstead of letting go, Coker fastened
both hands on the captured ankle, and
dragged with all his Beef, Coker had
lots of beef. What he lacked in brains
was made up in brawn.

He Licked

Wharton had one leg free.
out ;Trith it. -

“Yarooooop!” came in a learful roar
from ﬂnl:Er.P es the heel of o boot
clummped on his rugged nose.

“Ha, ha. ha!” yelled Potter and
Greene mvn]unl:arﬂ];r. This incident
seemed to strike Pottor and Greene as
funny.

It did not seem funny to Coker! His
nose felt as if it had been pushed
violently through his head, His nose
was hurt! It was damaged! Its beauty
was not spoiled, for it hadn’t any! But
1t was shogked and pained.

Coker, mfuriated, dragged furiously
on the leg he had hold of. Beef did it |
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- Wharton was forced to release the wall,
" and he came down with a erash,

It had not oeccurred to Coker's power-
{ul brain that if he pulled a fellow down

i from a wall, standing under him, that

fellow was very likely to land on him.
[{e discovered how probable it was
when it happened.

Wharton came down with a crash,
fairly on Coker's head. The burly
Fifth-Former erumpled up under him,
und sprawled, spluttering.

“ Ooooooooooocooogh 1™
Coker, as he crumpled.

Coker landed on the earth, Wharton
on Coker’ and Coker, sandwiched be-
tween the Removite and the solid globe,
folt like a pancake.

He gurgled horribly.

Wharton scrambled up. He planted
a knee on Coker’s waistcoat, and then
a foot on Coker’s face, and was up.

He leaped back to the wall.

But Coker was a sticker. Crumpled,
crushed, breathless and dizzy, Coker was
a sticker, and he stuck. He grabbed
wildly at the leaping junior, and caught
him again and dragged him over.

Thump |

Wharton’s fist orashed on Coker's
face. Coker's view of this affair was
that he was generously doing the pre-
foots’ duties for them. Wharton's view
was that a meddlesome ass was butting
into what did mot concern him. He
thumped fiercely to make Coker let go.

“Oooh! Oh, hat! Lend a hand,
you gaping fools I’ roared Coker, as the
captain of the Remove sprawled over
him, thumping.

Potter and Greene lent a hand, They
seized Wharton to drag him off Coker.
Potter yelled as he caught a fierce jab
with his eye; Greene spluttered as an
elbow jammed under his chin. The
unior was rather like a wildecat to
1andle.

So far, Potter and Greene had only
desired that Coker would mind his own
business, But they were getting excited
now. A jab in the eye, and a jam
under the chin had deplorable effects on
their tempers. They collared Wharton
right and left, unceremoniously, and in
spite of his fierce resistance he was held
by the two seniors, while Coker
scrambled up gasping.

“Ocooh !” said Coker, rubbing his
nose. “Ow!l Wowl Cheeky little
beast | Punching a Fifth Form man,
by Jove! Woooh [”

“Let me go, you meddling fools!”

panted Wharton,
. “Hold him!"” said Coker. “I've a
jolly good mind_to give him a thunder-
m good hiding|” He grasped
Wharton's collar. “Now, you cheeky
guunﬁ scoundrel, you're going out of
ounds, are youl”

‘: Yes, you dunderheaded dummy 1"

! ‘E'i”afl, I say you're not 1” said Coker,
“Will you go straight back to the House
and give me your word to stay there?”

*“No, thickhead |*

“Keep him safe|” said Coker. “Pull
his ears if he wriggles.”

“Ow| Leggel Wow!*

“We can’'t take him to his Form
ionster,” smid Coker thoughtfully. “We
can’t give the cheeky little beast away
to the beéaks. But I'm not ellowing

camo from

him to break bounds, of course. Keep
still, Whartom | Pull his ears again !
“Ow ¥ ga Wharton.
“‘ Bring him »" said Coker.
“Look hers, lot's kick him and let
him cub 1* d Potter.

“I said bring him along.™

Coker led the way, and Wharton, in
the midst of the three, had to follow.
It was two heurs to lock-up, and it was
obvious that as soon as Wharton was let
go, he would be over the wall in a

THE MAGNET

twinkling. Coker of the Fifth could not
keep him under his personal super-
vision for two hours. But Coker’s un-
common intelleet had thought out a way.
It was to Gosling's woodshed that the
recalcitrant junior was led, The key
was in the door, and Coker opened it.

“Chuck him in!” he said.

“But—" gasped Greene.

“I said chuck him in|”

“0Oh, my hat |”

Wharton was “chucked” in. He
sprawled headlong in the woodshed.
Coker drew the door shut, and turned
the key. Ho stepped to the window,
closed the wooden shutter over it, and
fastened it. Then he gavo his astonished
friends a triumphant look,

“ What about that?" he asked.

Potter and Greene could only stare.

“Bafe, what1” smiled Coker. “I've a
short way with fags| Ono of you fellows
can trot along before lock-up and let
him out, I may not have time myself.”

“Oh I"” said Potter and Greene.

Coker & Co. walked away.

THE NINTH CHAPTER.

Revenge !
6 HOOOP I
w It was Mr. Prout, mastex
of the Fifth Form at Grey-
friars, who uttered that
sudden and remarkable ejaculation.

He uttered it at the top of his voice.

Mr. Quelch, who was walking with the
Fifth Form master, jumped.

Quelch was not given to jumping.
But such a sudden and amazing roar
from a portly Form master like Prout,
was enough to make any man jump.

The two masters were walking slowly
and nqaf(astmu.l!y, by the path thrnuih
the thick coppice that lay betwecn the
river and the road by the school gates,
They had walked up the river after
class, and now they were walking back.
Quelch, who was a good walker, was
accommodating his pace to the slower
pace of Prout, who had more weight to
carry. Then, all of a sudden, [i‘ruut-
roared.

“Whoooo! Good gad! Ow! Wow!
Whooop |” roared Prout.

He clasped a hand to his plump and
ruddy cheek.
~ “My dear Prout!” exclaimed Quelch,
in amazement.

“Whoooooooop! Oh| I
struck 1™

“Struck 1" repeated Quelch.

“I have been struck—I am hurt—a
stone——"

“But what—— Yarooooooop | yelled
Mr. Quelch, as suddenly as Prout, and
he leaped clear of the footpath.

Something had struck him.

It struck him hard, catching him
under the chin.

He understood now why Prout had
roared.

“Good heavens|™ gasped Mr. Quelch,
rubbing his chin, *“ Some—some—some
rascal—some scoundrel—some wretch—is
—is—is using a catapult |”

That was 1t | ;

Each of the masters, in turn, had
been struck by a stone from a catapalt;
and both of them were hurtt A bright
rocd spot showed on Prout's plump
eheels ; another on Quelch’s chin |

““Some dastard " guaﬁd E:'rmt. "

“Some 1nmiquitous ruffian|” pante

Quelch.
_ There was a sound of burried rustling
m the coppice! Whoever it was that
had catapulted the two masters, was in
prompt retreat.

“Follow me, Prout!” exclaimed DMr,
Quelch, and he rushed into the trees,

Prout lumbered after him.

have been



EVERY SATURDAY

Many of the trees were Teafless, buf
thers were masses of evergreens that
afforded ample cover. The two elderly
gentlemen had little chance of spotting
the rascal who had catapulted them, and
80 dprnmpt!;ur retreated.  In fact, they
had no chance at all. But if they did
not spot the catapulter, they spotted the
catapult, They reached the spot whence
the shots had come, and, on the earth
plain to the view, was a catapult.—nmi
a school cap lying beside it. But the
catapulter had vanished into space.

“A Greyfriars cap!” gas Prout,
staring at 1t

“Goodness gracious |
Greyfriars boy |”

“Undoubtedly.”

The two masters gazed at the cap, and
at one another. Apparently, in his
hurried retreat, the rascal hnci dropped
his catapult and lost his cap, and had
not dared to stay to recover either,
Anyhow, he had wvanished unsecen, and
the catapult and the cap remained,

There was something like horror in
tho faces of the two Form masters.
Catapulting was not only dangerous, 1t
was not unﬁ? a malicious and dastardly
form of attack, but it was definitely
against the law. Not for a moment
would it have occurred to Quelch or
Prout that a Greyfriars boy could be
guilty of such an action. But the school
cap spoke for itself.

“This is—is—is almost incredible,
Quelch,” said Prout at last. “A Groy-
friars boy! Can you believe it?”

“1 could not believe it, sir, but we
must a t the evidence of our own
eyes,” said Mr. Quelch.

His gimlet eye gleamed at the cap.

“ Fortunately, it will be easy to dis-
cover the young rascal |” he said.

“Ve f‘;rtunatﬂlyl" agreed Prout

Mr. elch picked up the cap. It
was an invariable rule at Greyfriars
that a fellow’s name should be written
in his hat. The cap left behind by the
unknown rascal ‘was, therefore, an un-
mistakable clue to his identity. Mr.
Quelch turned the cap over in his hands
and gave a violent start as he read tho
name in it.

“H, Wharton 1"

Mr. Quelch stood looking at that

Then 1t was a

name with a stony gaze
“Wharton 1" said Mr. Prout. “A
of your Form, Quelch |”
uelech did not answer. He could

noti The fierce anger that burned in
his breast made him incapable of
speechl A boy in his Form had been
guilty of this act of ruflianism—danger-
ous ruffianism. It was an assault upon
members of the staff—an attack on two
masters of Greyfriaral And it was a
boy in his Form who was guilty |

Wharton—the rcbel of the Remove—
$he worst boy in the Form)! He had
fallen to this! From insolence, from
rebelliousness, from sulky defiance, ho
had progressed—to this| KEach of the
masters had been struck; but Quelch
had no doubt that both shots had been
intended for him1! Plainly it was an
nct of dastardly revenge on the part of
a junmior justly punished.

“Good heavens!” breathed Quelch at

last.
“Iniquitous!” said Prout. “TUn-
heard-of I Unparalleled| Fortunately

there 1s no doubt of the offender.”

" None |"” said Mr. Quelch.

“A wicked, revengeful bey1” gaid
Prout. “This boy arton is the boy
who was flogged hardly more than a
wock ago for assaulting o prefect of
the Sixth Form| I understand he ia
gated for the term——"

di Quitﬁ 8O l.u

" Obviously, he is out of bounds, or ho
could not—-""

“Obviously I” said Quelch bitterly.

““As the boy is in your Form, Quelch
I leave the matter in your hands,” said
Prout, with dignity, “But I am bound
to point out that such a young ruffian—
such an iniquitous young rascal—is out
of plnca at Greyirars!”

“1 fully agree with you,"
Quelch,

“No doubt you will point out to the
Head——"

“1 shall report this matter to the
Head, sir, and request him to «xpel
Wharton from the school on the instant.
If the boy should be suffered to remain
at Greyfriars after this, 1 should resign
my position, sir, in the school, and leave
Greyfriars myself. But I have no doubt
—no doubt at all—that Dr. Locke will
relieve the school of this young rascal’s
presence without an hour’s delay.”

The two masters returned to the path,
and walked on to  the school. My,
Prout rubbed the bruise on his cheek
as he went. Quelch’s brow was black
and bitter. All his antipathy, all his
dislike, of the rebel of his Form, was
concentrated now in a bittor determina-
tion., Wharton had escaped expulsion
once, very narrowly. He should not
escape again. What he had done now
was inexpiable; a reformatory, rather
than a Publio school, was the proper
place for such a rascal. Quelch’s deter-
mination was fixed.

Many glances were turned on the two
masters a8 they walked across the quad
to the House. The most careless eye
could sce that something had happened.
Wingate was in the quad, and Mr.
Quelch stopped to speak to him.

“Wingate! Wharton, of my Form, is
out of bounds. He has assaulted Mr.
Prout and myself with a catapult. Will
ou pass word among the prefects that

e is to be brought to the Head as soon
as he returns?”’

“Certainly, sir.”

A dozen fellows had heard Mr.
Quelch’s words. There was a buzz of
excitement as the masters passed into
the House and went to Dr, Locke’s
study. Many eyes had seen the red
spots where the stones from the catapult
had struok. It was not yet near lock-
u?, and plenty of fellows wereo still out
of gates; but all the fellows in the
school weroe soon buzzing with the
startling nows.

"Whnrtpn’s done it now, and no mis-

t-ﬂ!iﬂl:' sald Skinner of the Remove,
It's the sack!” said Temple of the
Fourth,

“Can’t be anything else!” said
Skinner, with a whistle. “The man’s
been asking for it all this term—now
he'’s getting it 1”

“1 fancied he was out of bounds,’
said Billy Bunter. “I’ve been InukiH;g
for him, and I couldn't find him ANDY-
where. I was going to ask him to cash
a ‘Fnatn,l order for me, you know.”

Blessed if 1 understand it,” said
Peter Todd. “Wharton’s up against
Quelch; but I’d never have believed
that he would catapult a man, It's too

sald
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Mauly, shaking his head. *You see, if
a thing’s impossible, it doesn’t happen,
Wharton’s a bit of a hot-headed ass,
and he's got his rag out, but he wouldn't
play a triek like that! They've got it
wrong somehow.”

“Fathead I" said fkinner. * Quelch
has gone in to the Head about it.
Think he would do that if he wasn't
certain 7"’ _

““Believe me, Wharton didn't do it 1™

“0Oh, you're an ass! Where's Whar-
ton now 1" asked Bkinner. “@Nobody
geems to have seen him sinco classe. He's
gated, but he’s not on view. Ho must be
out of bounds.”

“1 say, you fellows, 1 jolly well knew
he was out of bounds!” squeaked Billy
Bunter. “I've locked for him every-
where.”

“Y dare say he’s out of bounds,”
pgreed Lord Mauleverer. *“1 faney 1
should cut sometimes mysclf if T wero
gated for the term. DBut he never cata
pulted Quelch M

“Bow-wow | .

Lord Mauleverer was alone in that
belief. It was simply incredible that
Quelch should make such a statement
without positive proof. And there
seemed no doubt that Wharton was out
of bounds. Gated, he should have been
in the school: but fcllows whn_ln-nke-::l
for him—and a large number did look
—failed to find any sign of him.

Coker & Co., of the Fifth, certainly
could have let spme Light in on the
subject; but Coker & Co., in those
moiments, wera tea-ing at the bun-
zhnp in Courtfield, and quite unaware of
he excitement reigning at Greyfriars.
Fellows hunted up and down the school
for Harry Wharton—and those who
wished him well hoped that he would be
found within bounds. But he was not
found.

Loder of the 8ixth strolled in at the
gates of Greyfriars, and glanced round

at excited

“ Anything upt” he asked.

“1 should jally well nu].}r so I'"" answered
Hilton of gbﬂ Fiith, “Young
Wharton—* _

“Whartonl That Remove kidi”

said Loder. “Up to something again 1"

“Yea, rather]! He's done it this
time,”

Four or five voices spoke at once, tell-
ing Loder what hod happened. He
whistled.

“Well, that’s the limit!” he said.
“Tha jolly old limit! 1 supposze it's
certain that he's out of bounds 1

“No doubt about that,” said Hilton,
“He’s been searched for cverywhere—
and it seems that some fellows missed
him just after class, too.”

Loder strofled on to the House, Heo
went to his own study and shut the
door. His eyes wore gleaming. He had
not needed telling that Wharton was out
of bounds. He had looked for Wharton
himself, carefully and sedulously, and
satisfiec himself that the junior was nob
in the school, before he had hidden him-
solf in the coppice, with a catapult and
a stolen cap, to wait for Mr. Quelch to
come back from his walk! The juniox

“1I suppose Quelch
nows, as he said

beastly rotten |”

%nl" remarked
noop.
“He doocsn’t | DOWN

gald Lord Maul-
everer,

it Eh TH

“Quelch has made
A mistake,” said

he hated had fooled him, punched him,
(Continued on neéxt puge.)
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beaten him all along the line; but it was
Loder's turn now—and there wes not o
spark of remorse in, the hard heart of
the blackguard of Greyfriara!

THE TENTH CHAPTER,
Mouly Asks for It !

i SAY, you fellows!”
Bunter was fairly bursting with
it. ;

_ The Co. came back from High.
cliffe, put up their machines, and
walked to the House, in happy ignor-
ance of the thrilling news that awaited
them.

“1 say!” Bunter spluttered. “Heard
about Wharton 1"

“Hallo, hallo, hallo! What about
Wharton 7” asked Bob Cherry.

A quick look of distress appeured for
a moment on Frank Nugent's face. He
was never surprised, in these days, to
hear that his wayward chum was in
trouble.

“At it ugain, what?" asked Johnny
Bull, with grim sarcasm. “What is it
this time 7"

“I say, you fellows, he's catapulied
Quelch——"" gasped Bunter,

“Rats |” grunted Bob Cherry.
B"“That'n a whopper 1” growled Johomny

ull,

“The whopperfulness is terrific, my
esteemed and idiotic Bunter | said
Hurree Jamset Ram Singh. “The
kickfulness is the proper caper! Let us
kick.the absurd Bunter preposterously,
my worthy chums [”

“Here, I say, you fellows, chuck it1”
exclaimed Bunter, in alarm. “I say,
it’s true!l All the school knows! The
perfects are looking for Wharton to
come inl Quelch is with the Head!
He came in in a fearful rage, with old
Prout! Grinding his teeth—"

“What's happened, you fat chump ?”

snapped Fr Nuﬂmt. “Here, T
old man, has anything ned "
“ﬂh.nr&nu;r. Nugent! I'm telling

you—-—

“Blliitgt up By::ttgqt t'Y“' I‘md aIErnid

arton’'s for i 13 time,” said Peter

Todd. *'If he's done what think,
he's getting the boot, and jolly well
i:";eam;:nn it, too! Mauly thinks he
asn't.”

“But what——" exclaimed Bob.
. “Quelch and Prout were catapulted
in the coppice by the river, so I hear.
They say rton did it.”

:D:d they see him 7" exclaimed Franlk.
., I'don't know. They didn't bag him,
if they saw him. Quelch had a cap in
hfllg ha*nd—mnr have grabbed his cap
“ u__!‘

“I say, you fellows, he did it!" said
Billy Bunter. “When I found he was
out of bounds I thought he’d gone over
to Higheliffe after you fellows. But he
was Wﬂ‘f{:hlns for g:ateh all the time!
Lying in _wait, yon knew. Got the old
Johnny right in the eya!*

“In the eye!” exclpimed Nugent,

aghast,

“Knocked his eye right out, sa I
hear,” answered Bunter, delighted to
make an impression. “ Blin him in
one eye—I think in both !”

“You lying toad!” growled Johnny

Bull.

" You never know what might hap
with a ocatapult,” said Frank, his ﬁ:é
white. “Men have been blinded by
catopults before now, and the fellows
who did it sent to prison. Toddy, do

you know——*

“Bunter's talking out of the back of
his silly neck, old bean. I saw Quelch.
Ho had a lump on his chin, that was

all,"” answered

oddy.
THE o
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“1 toll you he had an oye knocked
out !” declared. Bunter. * At least,
Whartod got htm m the—— Whooop !
Bunter broke off with a roar as Bob
‘herry planted a heavy foot on his
tight trousers. “Wew | Beast! Wharrer
you kicking me for? Yooop!”

The matter was bad enough, in the
opinion of the Co. without Bunter’s
fenciful additions. At the best, it was
a matter for the “sack,” if Wharton
was proved guilty. But if a catapulter
chanced to blind his victim it was a
matter for a juvenile prison for the
offender. The mere suggestion was
almost blood-curdling, and with one
accord the Co. fell on Bunter, and
kicked him for his happy Eugifqﬂtiun.
The Owl of the Remove fled, yelling.

The Co. went into the Rag, where
they found an excited crowd. More and
more fellows were coming in now, as
lock-up drew near; and every fellow
who came in heard the startling news
at once. Greylriars buzzed with it from
end to end.

All over the school fellows asked
where Wharton was. He was not to be
seen; apparently ho was not coming in
til lock-up. ome {fellows wondered
whether he would came in then. After
what he had done he must know it was
the *““sack "—and he might lack the
nerve fo face it,

“Cleared off home, as likely as not!”
Skinner declared. * They'd Psmk him
off by the first train,~anvhow.”

“Rnt " said Lord Mauleverer.

Mauly was holding calmly to his
gtpjinmn that Wharton had not “done
it.

“1 say, you fellows, Mauly's a silly
ass |” said Bunter. “Of course, Whar-
ton did it. Quelch knows he did.”

“Not a bit!” said Lord Mauleverer
cheorfully. “Don’t vou worry, you
mren,” he added to the Co. “It's all a
mistake ; it will come out that Wharton
never did "

“And how the thump do vou know "

' demanded the Bounder,

“I know Wharton, old bean!" an-
swered Mauly,

“Well, we all know that Wharton has
his knife into Quelch!” said Bolsover
major. “And 1 heard Quelch toll
Wingate what he had done.”

“A little error of Quelch's,” answered
Mauly. “ Wharton would never do such
a rotten thing. Quelch is mistaken.”

“Bhush " murmured Redwing, as an
engular figure appeared in the doorway
of the Rag, and & pair of gimlet eyes
glittered in.

“Has Wharton returned 7” asked Mr.
Quelch,

“He's not here, sir !” answered Bob.

“Mpnuleverer 1

“Yaas, sir 7"

“I heard your remark. How dare you
make such a remark 1

Maouly had certainly
Form master to hear him. But he faced
Mr. Quelch with his accustomed calm
equanimity.

“I was sayin' what I thought, sir 1" he
answered. “I'm absolutely certain that
Wharton never did it, sir "

“Are you aware, Mauleverer, that I
havo reported Wharton to his head-
mastor for a dastardly attack on Mr,
Prout and mysolf 1"

“"Yaas, sir.”

“Then what duMynu mean, Maul-
ovorer !” inquired Mr. Quelch, with a
dangerous glint in his gimlet eyes. “Do
you dare to infer that I should make
such a report, involving the expulsion
of o Greyfriars junior, without being
absolutely certain of the facts?”

“I think you'rs mistaken, sir!"

“You think I am mistaken]” re-
peatod Mr, Quelch, in measured tones,

not intended his
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the expression on his angular counlen-
anee -growing simply terrifie.

“Yans, sir."”

Mauleverer made that answer calmly
in the midst of a dead silence. Mr.
Quelch appeared about to cheke.

“ Linloy " he gasped.

“Yes, siri” said the new head boy
of the Romove.

“Go to. 1;:)'1- study and fetch my cane !”

Mark Linley hesitated a moment, but
he had no choice but to obey. He left
the Rag and went for the cane. .

“Mauleverer,” said Mr, Queleh, his
voige trembling with anger and indig-
nation. “I have reported Wharton to
Dr. Locke | I have demanded his instant
expulsion from the school. If 1 took
this step, Mauleverer, while a shadow
of doubt existed, I should be unworthy
to hold the position of a Form master
at Greyfriara! Your words can, there-
fore, only be intended as an insult to
me personally. I ghall punish you
severely, Mauleverer !”

“Very well, sir," answered Maul-
everer gquietly. “I did not mean—"

T Th.ﬁ-t i8_eno! ™ .

“ Anybody might be mistaken, sir—"

“To make a mistake, Mauleverer, in
a matter invelving the explusion of a
schoolboy would prove a master un-
warthy of his trust. That is the opinion

ou are pleased to cxpress of your

orm master |” _

“Not at all, sir|” said Lord Maule-
verer earnestly, “I never——"

“Silence !”

Mark Linley came back, and Mr.
Queélch took the cane from him. Ho
pointed to the table in the Rag with 1it.

“You will bend over, Mauleverer!”

“But, sir, I really never meant——"

“Bend over|" sald Mr. Quelch, in a
Eiﬂ like unto that of the Great Huge

ar.

Lord Mauleverer sighed, and bent
over, The crowd of fellows in the Rag
looked on in silonce as the Remove
master laid on the cane.

He laid it on hard! Mr. Quelch was
intensely angry, and he felt that he had
reason to be. And the juniors, though
they sympathised with poor Mauly,
could not help thinking that he had
askod for it. To express the opinion
that a master had made a “mistake ” in
so awfully serious a matter was alto-
gether too thick,

Mauly uttered six successive yells as
the six strokes fell; the last being a yell
“[EEL that of a Red Indian on the war-
path.

Mr. Quelch tucked the cane under hia
arm, with a grim frown.

“T trust, Mauleverer, that that will be

a warning to you!"” he rapped.

“0Oh 1" gasped Mauly. “ Yaas! Wow "

Mr. Quelch walked away. Lord Maul-
everoer was left twisting in anguish, and
looking as if he was trying to tie him-
self into a knot,

“Poor old Mauly |” said Bob Cherry.
“Poor old benn! TFeel bad?"

“Owl Wow! Yaas! Wow!"

“The poorfulness of the esteemed old
Mauly 15 terrific! But the askfulness
was preposterous !

“Ow! Wow! Yow!”

It was some minutes before the hap-
less Mauleverer recovered something of
his noble and aristocratic ealm. Quelch
had laid on that “six " not wisely, but
too well.

“It's rather rotten, you men,” said
Maulv. " Poor old Quelch !

I[Eh?i#

“Can't help feclin® rorry for the
Ea!:l 1" gaid Mauleverer., shaking his
ead.

“My only hat!” said the DBounder
staring at him. “What the jolly old
Ehu?},p do you feel sorry for Quelch
or
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‘* Hang lntaml?tlng the game [ *’ roared Loder. *‘I'm a Greylrlars prefect, and I've
A rush of footballers Interrupted the prefeet. There was a ¢
muddy pairs of football boots passed over him, leaving

whooooooop 1’

“Think what an awful ass he will
look when it comes out that he’s mado
a mistake, and whupPe-ﬂ me for merely
mentionin’ the fact!” answered Maul-
everer.

“Oh orikey I”

“Ha, ha, hal” .

Lord Mauleverer evidently was still of
his own opinion. But he realised that
he had better not let Quelch hear him
BBy EO.

THE ELEVENTH CHAPTER.
For It |

6 Y Jovel” exclaimed Coker of

B the Fifth.

“Eh1” said Potter.
“What?"” said Greene.

“That kid in the woodshed | Blessed
if I hadn’t forgotten him |”

“0Oh, my hat 1"

Coker & Co, had tea’'d at the bunsho
at Courtfield. It was one of Coker’s
lavish spreads, and it rewarded Potter
and Greene even for having to listen
to Coker talkin§ football. Coker of the
Fifth was not always popular aven with
his nearest and dearest pals, But at
such times as this his friends felt an
affectionate attachment for Coker.
When Coker stood a.spread, it was a
royal spread. Bo it was not surprising
that the three Fifth-Formers, thoroughly
enjoying that spread, had forgotten the
unimportant existence of so trivial an
individual as a Lower Fourth junior,

They forgot Wharton, and did not

remember him when they walked back
to Greyfriars School and wedPErl in half

a minule before Gosling locked the
gotes.
Walking to the House, Coker was

talking football again, and it was not
\ill the bell reng for calling-over that

he remembered the prisoner of the
woodshed. Fellows were crowding to-
wards Hall, and on many lips was the
name of Harry Wharton, which recalled
the existence of that junior to Coker’s
mind.

“No time to get down to the wood-
shed,” said Coker. “ 8till, we can't let
the kid cut call-over and get a whoppin
for it. I don't want to be late for call-
over—it's rather bad form!| You cut
down to the woodshed, Greene.”

“It doesn’t matter if I'm late for
call-over, I supposei” amsked William
Greene, with overwhelming sarcasm,

“Exactly] It doesn’t matter much
what you do at any time, old fellow—
nobody noticea you, you know!" ex-
plained Coker. *It's rather different
with a fellow like me! Cut off |”

Greene secemed at a lossa for words.
He stared at Coker, and then glared at
him, and then walked away to Hall.

“What's the fathead up to?" asked
Coker, staring after the wrathful and
offended Greene. “I told him to go to
the woodshed and let that kid out!
Here, Greena |”

Greene disappeared.

“Is the fellow deaf or potty, or
what 1" asked Coker testily, “ You cut
down to the woodshed, Potter| Here,
Potter, where are you going? 1 said
cut down to the woodshed "

But Potter was gone, too,

“Well, my hat!” said Coker.

Coker was puzzled, perale::ed, and
annoyed. But Potter and Greene were
gone; and if anybody was to go down
to the woodshed, evidently it had to
be Coker himself. This was very irri-
tating, and Coker was tempted to leave
the cheeky fag to it. But Coker was a
good-natured fellow. He lmd a shord
way with Inﬁm. but he was good-
natured. He felt that it was not the

rash, and

him
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ﬂtde dutytodo! AndI say—
er went over, and three or four
breathless.

thing to ?::t the kid a whopping for
mtttmﬁ' call-over.

8o he hurried out of the House and
cut down to the woodshed. He had the
key in his pocket, and he jerked it out
as he ran. When he arrived at the
woodshed he found Gosling there, with
an extremely angry expression on his
face. Gosling, apparently, had gone to
his woodshed for something, and failed
to get 1n. He was rapping angrily on
the door.

“¥You young rip, you hopen this 'ere
door I”" he was calling out. “Wot I says
ig this 'ere—1I'll report yer1”

“You old idiot |” came a still angrier
voico from within. “'The door's locked

on the outside, you frabjous old
frump 1"

“Don’t you tell me any fibs, Master
Wharton | 'Ow can the door be locked
on the houtside when the key ain't
'ere 1"

“Coker of the Fifth has got it!”

“I'vo been locked in

elled Wharton.

Eﬂl‘ﬂ a couple of hours, you old assl
Why couldn’t you come along before,
vou dummy ! Get me out somehow, you
fathead

“Wot I says is this 'ere—I've ’eard
all about you,” said Gosling. “And
you're 'iding in this ’ere woodshed, you
are, and if you don't come hout, I'll go
straight to the 'Ead I”

“You can go to the Head, or go to
Jericho, you silly ass!”

Coker arrived, breathless. :

“It's all right, Gosling,” he said.
“I've got the key 1" )

“You 1" e¢jaculated Gosling. )

“Yes. " ker inserted the key in the
lock,. “I locked the ﬂhﬂﬂk{’ young
rascal in to keep him from breaking
bounds. It's all right.”

Tor MigNer Lisrany.—No, 1,288,
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“My cye!l” said Gosling. “Wot I
pays is this 'ere——"

Coker unlocked the door and threw
it open. He grinned into the woodshed.

“You can come out, kid! You—
W hoooooo-hooooop 1"

Wharton came out! .He came out
like a bullet from a riflel Two hours'
golitary confinement in a woodshed had
brought his temper up to boiling-point,
He had longed and yearned for Coker
to come back and release him, not so
much for his liberty as for summary
vengeance on the Fifth Form man who
had & short way with fags. Wharton
proceeded to demonstrate that it was
possible also to have a short way with
Fifth-Formers |

The instant the door was open he
leaped.

A fist crashed into Coker’s eye, and
he staggered. Another fist crashed on
his nose, and he sat down.

Then two hands grasped him
rolled him over.

Bang |

Coker's head smote the earth with a
terrific smite.

“Yaroooh "

Bang! Bang|

Coker hardly knew what was happen-
ing. But he knew that it was pn.infp —
awfully painful,
hal!nied.

“There, you meddling idiot I gasped
Wharton. el

and

He roared, and he

“Whooop I

Bang |

“There, you silly chump !

L1 Whmp 'Ill

Coker clutched. Wharton jumped
away and ran for the House. He could

hear the bell ringing for call-over, and
ho had no time to lose. He sprinted
hard and fast, -

o

Horace Coker staggered up.

clasped both hands to his head, and
spluttered. Gosling gazed at him, with
a crusty grin on his pgnarled visage.
Gosling seemed amused.

“Qocogh I” gasped Coker, “I'll pul-
verige him | Oooocogh! I'll smash him!
This is his—groogh—thanks for being
let out! Wow! I'll spiflicate him!
Oooooooh 1"

Coker, gasping, with his head sing-
ing, started for the House., The be
had ceased to ring; all the fellows were
in Hall when Coker arrived there. He
squeezed in as Wingate of the Sixth
was closing” the big oak door, and the
Greyfriars captain frowned and let him
pass, His Form master, Prout, frowned
ns Coker went: dizzily to his place. But
Coker was heedlegs of frowns. There
wus o terrific mﬂ}ﬂ in his bullet head;
there was a pain in his eye, and another

THE MAGNET

esteamed idiotic Wharbton |” murmured
the Nabob of Bhanipur.
“Well, what is it1” asked Harry.
“You don't know |” giggled Skinner,
Wharton looked at him.

“No. How should I know ? I haven't
been in the House for a couple of hours,
What's happened "

“You have,” grinued Skinner—"and
Quelch 1"

“What do you mean, you ass?”

“8Silence |” came the deep voice of
Prout, as the Head was scen to cnler
by the upper door. Dr. Locke waa
taking call-over in person that evening.

Mr. Quelch was scen to speak to the
Head, though in a low wvoice that was
not heard in Hall. Dr. Locke’s glance
immediately turned towards the Remove.
It secmed to Wharton that it singled
him out, though he could not im:gine

in tliﬁﬂ Illl'lﬂse. (é'»nker was not fﬁEliI];g Wits

ood, o stood, gasping, amon . \

"ifth, and did not cven observe Potter A hard look came over his face, The
and Greene grinning. expressions of the fellows round him

In the ranks of the Remove there was
a buzz. Wharton had entered a minute
before Coker and gone.to his place. He
was rather breathless, and it could be
seen that he had been running. All

es were turned on him, not only in
the Remove, but all over the crowded
Hall. Mr. Quelch's gimlet eye turned
on him with a deadly glitter., Whartfon
was unaware of it, ﬁ-Iﬂ ~was totally
unconscious of the intense excifement
reigning in the school on his ount.
He did not even know that he was sup-

d to have been out of bounds. But

e realised that something was “on”
from the looks of the fellows round him,
and wondered what it was.

“Anything up?” he whispered to
Nugent.

rank could only stare.
“The upfulness is

terrific, my
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told their own tale—a few, like Skinner,
were grinning; most of them looked
rave, many of them concerned. The
aces of his chums were pictures of
dismay. Wharton realised that there
was trouble to come for him, though
what it was he could not begin to guess.
But his face hardened bitterly. Hoe
glanced at Mr. Quelch, caught his cold,
gteely look, and returned it with a stare
of defiance. Ife had done nothing—
nothing—but .they were going to be
down on him; he could see that|

“Looks as if I'm for it, Frank |" he
muttered

“Harry, old man—
Nugent miserably

“What do they make out that I've
done now?1"” asked Wharton, with a
sneer that was far from pleasant to see.

“You know what you've dome, I
suppose !’ growled Johnny Bull.

“I've done nothing |”

Johnny Bull shrugged his shoulders.

““You must have been mad to do it!”
muttered Bob.

“I've said that I've done nothing I"
gaid Harry Wharton icily.
Quelch

“What's the good of that?
must have seen you.”

“Quelch 22 répeated Wharton,

“Anyhow, he's got proof—he must
hava—{m caned Mauly for saying thal
he'd made a mistake——"

“Proof of what?” asked Wharton
blankly,

“Will you be silent in the Remove?”
came Mr. Quelch’s voice. “If thero is
another whisper, I will cane the whola
I'orm after call-over.” .

There was not another whisper.

Dr. Locke, in a deep voice, proceeded
to call the roll. Every fellow at Grey-
friars answered to his name; and when
Wharton’s clanrs steady voice was heard
to call “ Adsum,” every neck was craned
to look at him. The colour burned in
Wharton’s cheeks, and a fierce light
gleamed in his eyes. He could not
guess what it was, but he knew that it
was serious, whatever it was; so serious
that he was the centre of the whole
school's attention. He was not alarmed,
but he was perplexed, and more angry
than perplexed,

Silence followed the end of roll-call.
But the signal was not given to dismiss.
Through the silence came the acid
voice of Mr. Quelch.

“Wharton! Step forward!
your headmaster!”

‘Wharton drew a deep breath,
With all the eyes of Greyfriars on

him, he walked with a proud, firm step
up the crowded Hall

LA

muttered

Go to
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THE TWELFTH CHAPTER.
Accused !

& HARTON |2
w Dr. Locke’s vecice was
very deep. His usually

kind face was cold and
There was scorn in it, which
stung Wharton like a lash. What had
he done?

What was he supposed to have done?
Facing the Head, he was conscious of
the sea of eyes on him. He knew that
there was condemmnation, contempt, n
many of the faces. He was accused of
something—what, he could not 1magimne;
but evidently everybody else knew, and
it was something that was considered
i mttm‘ll

Heo threw up his head, his face firm,
his lips set. He returned the cold, grim,
ncum?u! look of the headmuster with a
steady stare. He was not, and would
not ba daunted.

“You are accused, Wharton,” the
Head's deoep voice went on, “of an
action disgraceful, not only to a Grey-
friars boy, but to an bﬂ%—un action
disgraceful and cowardly. The proof of
this action seems complete; but if you
have anything to say in your defence
I will hear you. I will condemn no one
unheard| Have you n.ngthmg to say?

Wharton’s eyes glinted. )

“Only that I don’t know anything
about it, gir,” he answered.

“Wharton |" )

“Perhaps you would be kind enough
to tell me what I am accused of, sir?”
said Wharton, with cool sarcasm.
“Unless I know that, it is difficult to
answer.,”

The Head stared at him. There was
a low murmur in Halll

“Barc—to the Head!”
Skinner, *“ What a cheek I

“What a neck |"” whispered Snoop.

“Jevver see such a cheeky young
gcoundrel 7 Walker of the Sixth asked
Loder.

Loder grinned.

“8ilence I exclaimed Mr.
glancing round. “Silence!™ .

“Wharton!|” The Head was speaking.
“Do you stand before me and tell me
that you do not know of what you are
accused 1"

“Certainly,
calmly.

“Then I will tell you, Wharton. Clear
ans your guilt appears, you shall not
be condemned unheard. You are
accused of a vicious, cowardly, and
malicious attack on your Form master.”

Wharton stared in sheer bewilder-
ment.

“ A-an attack,” he stuttered, *““on Mr.
Quelch 12

“Precisely! You used a catapult, and
struck your Form master in the face
with a missile, and Mr. Prout also——"

“] did nothing of the sort!"”

“Take care what you say, Wharton |"”

Wharton looked round at Mr., Quelch
and Prout. He now became aware of
the burning red spots on the visages of
those two gentlemen. Apparently, they
had been struck by stones from a cata-
pult, Why he was supposed to have
used the weapon was a mystery to him
—unless the “ beaks™ were determined to
find him in fault with or without
evidence.

His gaze returned to the Head. It
was steady and fearless. _

“I did not do it, sirl I can’t guess
why you should think I did! I've never
done such a rotten thing.”

“You deny having waylaid Mr.
Quelch in the coppice near the riveri”

“*Certainly |”

grim,

murmured

Prout,

sir!” answered Harry

“You deny having pelted 1im with a
catapult, and fled 7**
“0Of course I do |

“Mr, Quelch,” said the Head, “pray
speak.”

The Remove master stepped tawards
him, with a cap in his hand. He neld
that article out towards Wharton.

“This is yours, Wharton?"” ke said.

Wharton looked at it, Mr. Quelch

helding it so that he could see the name
written within.

“Yes, it is mine,” said Harry,
wonder. “It is mnot the cap 1
wearing to-day, but it is mine."”

“It is not the cap you were wearing
to-day 1" repeated Mr, Quelch.

“No, sir. I left my cap in the lobby

as I came in, This one was in my box—
at least, I left it there.”

“Then how,” said Mr. Quelch, coldly
and contemptuously, “did it come to
be lying in the coppice, beside the cata-
pult, which was dropped by the person

in
was

who assaulted Mr. Prout and myself 7"
Wharton stared at him. )
“It was not in the coppice,” he
answered.
“Wha-a-at 7"

“It was not in the coppice,” repeated
V7harton steadily. ‘It cannot have
uwoen. That cap was left in my box

This SNAPPY GREYFRIARS
LIMERICK wins a HAND-
SOME POCKET WALLET for
C. A. Broad, of 101, Langdale
Road, Thornton Heath, Surrey.

Fish has a real business eye ;

To him a good deal Ilas just ple.
He will make nnnug doliars
To wear coats with fur collars

And buy a Rolls Royce by and hrf

It may be gour turn to win a

rize next. Set to work RIGHT
oW I

Anyone who says that

I”‘

in the House. :
it was in the coppice is telling lies
Sensations in Halll
Mr. Quelch turned almost green.
Wharton, of course, was unaware that
it was Mr., Quelch himself who had

icked up his cap in the coppice. His
%‘urm master had stated what scemed to
him an impossibility.

“Wharton |” gasped the Head. “ How
dare you? I repeat, how dare you?”

Wharton’s eyes flashed.

“I say that cap wrs not in the
coppice!” he said, raising his voice, “I
say that I left it in my box. I say
that whoever says he found that cap in
the coppice is telling lies "

“ Miserable boy!” exclaimed thoe
Head., It was your own Form master,
Mr. Quelch, who found the eap [™

“Mr. Quelech?” exclaimed Wharton
stupefied.

“You were not, perhaps, aware of
that 7** said Dr. Locke grimly.

“N-no — of — of course  not![”
stammered Wharton, “If Mr. Quelch
says he found it in the coppice, of
course it is true. But I don’t know how
it got there.”

“You do not know?”

“No! How should I know "

“How should you know " repeated
the Head. “In your haste to escape
after assaulting your Form master, you
left your ecap and the catapult behind.
Do you dare to deny it?”

“Of course I deny it, when it isn’t
true |” exclaimed Wharton passionately.
“I've been nowhere near the coppice.
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How could I, when I am gated, and
have not been outside the school walls?"’

Another sensation in Halll

“Jdevver hear n.n:..fthinil like
whispered Skinner, in the Remove,

“Hardly ever!” grinned the Bounder.

“I will hear no more of this,
Wharton,” said the Head sternly. “* You
have the audacity—the effrontery—to
deny that you have been out of school
bounds, when the whole school has been
searched for you for more than an
hour, and you could not be found |

“Certainly,” said Harry coolly. He
almost smiled,

“I will hear no more. You—

“You are bound to hear me, sir!"’
interrupted Wharton,

“What? Whati2

“I have not been ouiside the walls of
Greyfriars to-day. I can prove it,” said
the captain of the Remove,

“This passes all patience,” said Mr.
Quelch. “Dr. Locke, this boy'
unscrupulous falsehoods——"

“Dr, Locke will hear me, if you wili
not, sirl” said Harry Wharton steadily.
“I know that my headmaster will see
justice done.’’

“I must hear the boy, Mr. Quelch!™
said the Head. “Wharton, you shall
have every chance, before I pronounce
sentence of expulsion, You declare that
you have not been outside the walls of
ihe school 1"

“Yes, sic!”

“Yet for more than an hour the
school was searched for you, and you
could not be found. You pretend that
you can explain this?”

“Easily, sir |

“Very well, I will hear you! Where
have you beent?”

“In the woodshed.”

" The—the what?"”

“The woodshed,” said Harry, with
the utmost calmness, almost amused by
the amazement in the faces round him.

“Are you in your scnses!” exclaimed
the Head. “Do you dare to expect me
to believe that you passed a whole
lrour in the woodshed 7!

“I passed two whole hours in the
woodshed,” answered Harry.

Thoe Greyfriars fellows stared at one
another. BSuch a statement was cnough
to take their breath away. It could
only meet with utter derision. But
there were three fellows who did not
look derisive. They were Coker,
Potter, and Greene, of the I'ifth Form.

"“You had better be silent, Wharton !”
snapped Mr. Quelch., “Such absurd
and palpable falsehoods—"

“I will not be silent]” esaid Harry
Wharton, “I repeat that I have
passed the last two hours in the wood-
shed, and ean prove it!"

“1 will hear you,” said Dr. Locke.
“Your statement 18 absolutely in-
credible, but you shall be heard to the
end. TFor what reason, Wharton, if you
were in the building to which you refer,
were you there 7"

“A good reason, sir. I
in, and could not get out.”
“ Locked in?"” repeated the Head.

“Yes, sir.”

“This wretched boy has condemned
himself out of his own mouth,” said
Mr. Quelch primly. “If he was locked
in the shed, as he states, someone must
have locked him in. Let him give that
person's name,>

“That does it !” murmured Skinner.

“Wharton, if you were, as you state,
locked in the woodshed, who locked you
in?” demanded the Head.

“Coker, of the Fifth Form, sir; and
he will tell you ®mo!” answered Harry
Wharton,
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was locked
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THE THIRTEENTH CHAPTER.
Cleared—by Coker |

DEAD silence followed
Wharton's reply.
The whole school stared.
That the junior had been
locked in the woodshed at the time that
he was being searched for and eup-
ed to be out of bounds, no one
lieved—except three of the Fifth!| It
seemed to all Greyfriars the lamest,
most palpable falsehood that any fellow
in a scrape could possibly have told.
So the mention of Coker’'s name came
as a climax of surprise. Coker was
there, in his place in the Fifth. He
had only to be called upon to speak.
1t really seemed as if the accused junior
must have lost his senses; unless,
indeed, he was telling the truth. Some
of the fellows began to wonder whether,
after all, he was.

Mr. Quelch, thunderstruck, gazed at
Wharton, speechless. It was scveral
long moments before the Head found
his voice, :

“Bless my soul ¥ said Dr. Locke in
gheer astonishment, ‘' Ydéu—you—you
say that—that Coker of the Fifth
Form locked you in the woodshed,
Whartont”

“Yes, sir.”

“At what time(”

“ About half an hour after class.”’

“You say that you have been there
ever since ¥

“Yes, pir; I couldn’t get.out. Coker
fastened the shutter over the window
after locking the door.” '

“Jt is difficult to believe that a Fifth
Form senior boy can have played such
a prank, But Coker is here to speak
for himself. Mr. Prout, send Coker to
me.”

Prout signed to Horace Coker, who
came up the Hall with an extraordinary
expression on his rugged face,

All eyes turned on Coker.

“Coker,” said the Head, “you have
heard this junior’s statement "

“Yes, sir,” answered Coker.

“Do you corroborate 161" _

“Yes, sir. You see, I chucked him
into the woodshed for his own good,
really,” explained Coker. “I locked
him in.” _

“For what reason, Coker, did you
play this amazing, this oxtraordinary
prank?’ exclaimed the Head.

“Prank, sir!” Coker stared. “It
wasn't & prank! I hope I'm mnot the
fellow to play pranks like a silly fag!”
Coker was indignant, “ Wharton knows
why I locked him in! The young ass
was going to break bounds, and I jolly
well stopped him |7

“You—you stopped Wharton when he
was about to go out of school bounds?"”

“Yes, sir,” said Coker checrfully.
“As a senior, I considered that it was
up to me. I waan't going to let a
Remove fag he_chf.-ﬂl-é}:. _

“At what time did this happen,
Coker? Was it before the attack on
Mr. Quelch m the coppice 7"

“I don’t know engthing about that,

sir. I went down to Courtfield with
Potter and Greene after locking
Wharton in. I hadn't heard about

Mr. Quelch, sir, till 1 heard you here.
But it was half an hour after class that
I locked Wharton in—more than two
hours ago.”

“¥You released Wharton afterwards, I
presume 1

“Yes, gir.”

“How long ago was that?”

“About ten minutes, I suppose. I
forgot about him, but I remembered
that he was in the woodshed when the
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bell was ringing for callover. Bo I

went and let him out.”

““He was still there?”

“Khl Oh, yesl He couldn’t get out,
you sgee, sir! I took jolly good care of
that! I wasn't going to let the young
ass break bounds.”

Silence followed. Dr. Locke locked
at Mr. Quelch.

“If Coker’s statement is correct, Mr.
Queleh, it appears that Wharton cannot
have been in the coppice at the time of
the attack on you,” he said slowly. “It
appears that he was within school
bounds at the time, owing to the extra-
ordinary prank played by Coker,”

Mr. Quelch’s foce was a study.

He had had no doubt; not the
slightest doubt. He had caned Maule-
verer for merely suggesting that he
had mado a mistake. He had stated, in
the hearing of fifty fellows, that a
master who made a mistake in so very
serious a matter was unworthy of his
trust. Perhaps it was natural that Mr,
‘%ueich, in such eireumstances, should
cling to his belief.

“Dr. Locke, I do not believe Coker's
statement,” he said. “I regard it as
a concocted story.”

Coker's jaw dropped as he stared at

Quelch,

“My only hat!” ejaculated Coker,
“You're not making out that I'm tell-
ing lies, I suppose, sir! My only hat!”

“I do not believe a single word you
have uttered, Coker |” said Mr, Quelch
in & grinding voice.

Wharton logked at his Form master.
He could almost have pitied Mr. Quelch
at that moment.

Coker's face was crimson,

“Me—telling lies!” he gasped, “ Well,
I like that! As if I'd tell lies to the
Head! I'm jolly certain that Dr.
Locke doesn't think so! Ask my Form
master, sir. Mr, Prout will tell you
whether I tell lies or not.”

“Mr, Prout——"

“8ir,” said Prout in his deep, fruity
voice, “I place unhesitating faith in
the statement of this boy of my Form.
Coker is a stupid, headstrong, meddle-
some, unthinking bow, but he i3 in-
capable of falsehood.”

“Mr. Quelch—"

“1 repeat, sir,” said Mr, Quelch, his
face very white; “1 repeat that I do
not believe n single word Coker lins
uttered !

“What about DPotter and Greene!”’
bawled Coker. ‘Are they liars, too?”

““Moderate your voice, Coker! Do
yvou mean that Potter and Greene were
present at the time?” snapped tho

Head.

“0Of course I do! They helped me
yank that ﬂmmg sweep to the woodshed
and bung him im——"

“Potter! Grecnel
boomed Prout.

Potter and Greene came up the Hall.

“Do you two Fifth Yorm Dboys

Stand forward!”

corroborate the statement made by
Coker 7" asked the Head.
“Certainly, sir,” said Potter. “We

wero there.”
“We were there, sir,” said Greeno.
“And what about Gosling?” snorted
Coker indignantly. “Gosling was there
when I went to let the young tick out;
ho couldn't get into the woodshed
because I had the key. He saw me let
him out; he saw the young sweop jump
at me and hit mo in the eye—'
“Ha, ha, bhal” came from
crowded Hall.
Coker had unintentionally furnished a
little comio relief to the tense situation.
““Hilence | hooted masters and
prefects,

the

THE MAGNET

Dr. Locke fixed his eyes on Mr,
Quelch's white, set face. The Head had
no further doubts himself: it was absurd
to suppose that three Fifth Form men
had concocted a lying story to save a
fag, whom they hardly knew, from a
just punishment. Indeed, Mr., Quelch
could have no further doubts himself.
In a calmer moment he would hardly
havﬂ. supposed that Coker was lying;
and it was really impossible to suppose
that Potter and Greene were lying, too.

Quelch knew now that there had been
a mistake. The evidence against
Wharton had been overwhelming, yet
it was clear, even to Quelch, that the
rebel of the Remove was innocont, be-
caunse 1t was a physical impossibility
for him to be guilty. It was a bitter
pill for Quelch to swallow; but he had
to gpet 1t down.

“Wheat do you say now, Mr. Quelch 7”
asked the Head, very quietly.

Quelch’s whito face flushed scarlet.

“I—1 fail to understand it, sir,” Lo
stammered. “The cap was found with
the catapult. It was dropped there by
the—the (Forann who aszaulted Mr.
Prout and myself. It was Wharton's
cap.”

“Obviously, from what we have now
learned, some other boy was wearing
Wharton’s cap,” said the Hoad. “That
1s the only explanation.”

“It is incredible, sir, that a boy
should have gone out in another boy's
ﬂ'&p-,‘

“Mr. Quelch, will you say explicitly
whether or not you believe Wharton to
be cleared of this charge ?” asked the
Head. His voice was sharp,

Mr. Quelch choked.

“Yes, sir!” The words seemed torn
from him. “I—I cannot cast doubt on
statements made to you by three boys
of the Fifth Form. It—it appears that
Wharton eould not have been in tho
ﬂDFme at—at the time, thercfore, he
—he cannot be guilty.”

“Thank you, sir !” said “Wharton, with
cool irony.

“It remains to discover the guilty
party,” said the Head—a remark that
made Loder of the Sixth feel a tremor
run down his back. " Unfortunately
after this lapse of time, tho matter may
be wery difficult. However, I am sure
that masters and prefects will do their
best to discover the offender. Wharton,
you are completely cleared of this
charge. Not a shadow of suspicion rests
upon you.”™

“Dischargod by the beak without a
stain on his giddy character,” murmured
the Bounder; and there was a sup-
pressed snigger in the Remove.

“1 am sorry,” said the Head, feeling
that it was up to him—"1 am sorry,
Wharton, that suspicion of such an
action should ever have been directed
towards you. I am glad—more glad
than I can say, that you have been so
completely cleared of this charge., You
may go, my boy.”

“Thank you, sir!”

“Dismiss !” said the Head.

It was over. Harry Wharton walked
out of the Hall with the Remove, and
Mr. Quelon hurried away to his own
study. His feelings were unenviable,
and for the present Mr. Quelch was only
anxious to get out of the publie eye.

THE FOURTEENTH CHAPTER.
A Split In the Co.!

6 RATTERS, old bean!”
Lord Mauleverer joined
Harry Wharton as they left
Hall. There was a cheery
smilo on Mauly's amiable face.
There was no smile on Wharton's.
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Bang ! A fisi crashed into Coker’s eye, and then—bang ! —another crashed on his nose, *‘ Yaroooh ! '’ heroared. ° That's

for belng a meddling Idiot I ** gasped Wharton. Gosling stood looking on, with a crusty

He had been cleared. Nobody now,
not even Mr. Quelch, believed &at he
had had anything to do with the out-
rage in the coppice. Some fellow had
done it—some fellow who had, appar-
ently, borrowed a ecap of Wharton's
when he went out—a sufficiently un-
usual thing. A fellow in a hurry might
gnatch a cap from a peg—but that was
not what had happened. Wharton's
own cap had been on his head at the
time. It was a cap from his box that
had been taken. Why? Many fellows
wera asking that question. Wharton
was asking it himself with Berce anger.
Why, if the cap had not been deliber-
ately left on the spot, in order to fix
the outrage on him?

He looked at Mauleverer as his lord-
ship congratulated him.

“Thanks!” he said.
believe 1t 7"
Mauly smiled and shook his head.

“Mauly was the only fellow that
didn’t,” said the Bounder, with a grin.
“"Quelch heard him say it was a mis-
take, and whacked him for saying so.”

Wharton’s lip curled.

“That was hike him,” he said. “ And
it was like you, Mauly, old man, to
stick to a friend, I should have fancied
that there were other fellows here who
would have known that I hadn’t dome
# rotten, sneaking, cowardly thing, and
it seems that you were the only man in
the Remove who had esense enough to
know. Thanks, old chap”

"Oh, draw it mild!” said the
Bounder, “What were fellows to
think, when Quelch said positively—"
“Anything they liked, of course,”
angwered Harry contemptuously; and
I&E walked away without a glance at the
0.

“But did you

old sehool porter seemed amused.

Bob Cherry 8snd Frank Nugent,
Johnny Bull, and Hurree Singh looked
at one another in deep discomfort.
They had believed it; they could not
have helped but believe it when their
Form master stated it as a positive
fact, for which Wharton had to be
expelled, They had taken it for
granted—as they had a right to do—
that Quelch had not spoken without
absolute proof. Indeed, they had sup-
posed that he lhad actually seen Whar-
ton with the catapult in the coppice.

“Waell,” said Bob, with a deep breath,
“it’s torn now. Wharton’s got his
jolly old back up, and—and I—I'm
afraid he's got some reason.”

" That ass Quelch !” breathed Nugent.
“Ho caned Mauly for saying that he
had made a mistake, and he was mak-
ing mistakes all the time. DBut how
was a fellow to know7”

“I thought he'd seen him doing it,”
growled. Johnny Bull,

“The thinkfulness was terrific,” zaid
the Nabob of Bhanipur. *““The esteemed
Quelch is a preposterous ass "

“If we'd known it was only circum-
stantial evidence, we'd have known
what to think,” groaned Bob. * Any
fellow might borrow any fellow's cap—
though €Quelch never thought of that,
Wo'd have thought of it ?ast encugh,
if we'd known what he was banking
un.?l

“Did Quelch want to think it, or
anything else in Wharton’s favour 7"
asked Frank bitterly. "“He tried to
make Coker out a liar. Any man at
Greyfriars could tell him that Coker’s
no lhar”

“He's got his knife inte Wharton,
and no mistake,” said Bob. " Look
here, you men, we've been to blame.

grin on his gnarled visage. The

The
Comao

It wasn't our feult, but we have.
sncrlnur we set it right the better.
'D]l P

Wharton had gone to Study No. 1 in
the Remove. The Co., in a dubious
and troubled frame of mind, followed
him there.

They found him sittin
table, calmly and sedately demolishing
hres_l.ci and cheese. Owing to Coker’'s
antics, he had missed his tea. It was a
relief to see him looking so cool and
calm. They had expected signs of
storm,

He glanced up as they appeared in
the doorway, with a face that had no
expression on it at all. It was rather
difficult to discern what mood he was in.

_ “Sorry, old man!” said Bob, plung-
ing into the matter at once. “Sorry
we believad 8 word of 1t 1"

“The sorrowfulness is terrifiec, my
esteemed chum,” sald Hurree Jamset
Ram Singh earnestly.

“1 don't see what else we were to
think,” said Johnny Bull. “Quelch
said he knew, and we sup;msud he did.
But I'm jolly glad that 1it’s turned out
all right.”

Nugent did not speak; he only looked
nt Wharton’s cold, expressionless face.
That face did not change.

“Is that all ¥ asked Wharton calmly.

“Well, what do you want us to say?”
asked Baob.

“Nothing. If that’s all, drop the
subject. What'’s the gl'aud of talking
about i1t? It's rather lucky, though,”
added Wharton reflectively, “that that
born idiot, Coker, barged into what
didn't concern him, isn’t it? I was
going out of bounds when the silly fat-
head grabbed me, and if I'd been ouf
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at the study,
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of bounds at the time, I should have
been done for. Quelch had all the evi:
dence he wanted to gebt mo sacked.
He's let up on me, because it's proved
that I couldn’'t possibly have been on
tlie spot, owing to dear old Coker. But
if it had been possible for me to be on
the spot, think he would have let up?”

“Quelch believed—"

“Yes; the dear man wanted to.
Must have been no end of a windiall
to him, finding my cap there—if he
didn’t put it there himself.”

“\Wharton !” exclaimed Frank, almost
in horror.

“Well, somebody ?ut it there,” said
Wharton coolly. *““ Whoever put it
there, meant mo to be sacked [or cata-
pulting a beak.”

‘“Somebody borrowed the cap—"

“ And went to my box to borrow it1"
smiled Wharton. “Likely, isn't it?
He couldn’t borrow one from a dozen

on the pegs in the lobby. He had to
root in my box.” 2

“(Good heavens!” exclaimed Bob
Cherry aghast. “ You really think—"

Wharton laughed contemptuously.

“] don't think—I knowi”

“Blessed if it doesn’t look like it!"”
said Bob slowly. “But—but who—
who'd do ,mmh a thing? What awful
rotter—'

“Thank goodness Coker played the
goat!” said Erank.

“Ves. Quelch would have had me on
toanst. And you Ffellows, instead of tell-
ing me you're SOITYy you thought me &
roften, cowardly rascal, would be cut-
ting me dead, and telling ono another
that such a rotter ought to be bunked.

“If you'd done such a mttgn"thaqg
ou ought to be bunked for it, sald
iﬂhﬂ.ﬂj’ Bull, “and Quelch stated as o
positive fact—"’

“Dear old Quelch! He’s rather fallen
down on his positive facts, hasn't he ¥
gaid Wharton. “ He will have to get
out a fresh lot if he wants to get away
with what he's set his mind on.”

“ Don’t be an ass,” said Bob gruffly.
“Quelch found the cap there, and you
can hardly t&lumn him for believing that

ou dropped it, as it was your cap.
g(nu'ra pc?t histimck up. We shouldn’t
have believed it, but, of course, we
Bup "a.nd Quelch knew, from what he
sald. _

“You'd 1:131:'113 ;Eppnsﬂn% ll;ha same in our

lace |" said Johnny Bull.
1:'“I Eumliuli:* g Eﬂd Wharton. "I;Itfaﬂl
heard Quelch say that you were a rotten,
eneaking, cowardly cur, Bull, I think
I might possibly suppose that he had
made a mistake. It's not as if 1t were
a lark. Catapulting an elderly man
from cover is a dirty, cowardly trick.
It's the sort of thin

a hooligan might
be ashamed to do.

can't seo that I've
ever given you any reason to think me
capable of 1t.”’

‘Well, no,” seid Johnny Bull slowly.
“"But a fellow never knows what you
might do when your back’s up. A fellow
who gives a prefect a black eye—"

“TLook here, Wharton, we're sorry,”
snid Bob., “Wash it all out!”

“What's the good?” asked Wharton
in the same calm tone. “The fellow
who planted this on me won’t be found
out. He's been too jolly wary for that.
1 can’t even guess who he was myself. I
can't quite believe that Quelch got up
the whole thing, and though I've
thought of Loder, I can’t quite get it
down that even a rotter like Loder
would go over the limit like this. I just
can't guess who it was| But whoever he
was, he's after my stalp, and what's to
prevent him from trying it on again?"

“Trying again " repeated Bob.

Tue Maexer Lissary.—No. 1,288,
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“Why not? Looks as if he means
business, doesn’t it? Next time I can’t
expect Coker of the Fifth to butt in and
play the goat. Tho rotter, whoever he
18, may get away with it nexb time. It
won't be catapulting—that’s a chicken

that won't fight a second time. Some-
thing else—[ can't say what—with
plenty of evidence for Quelch to jump

at! You'll believe it, as you've believed
it now—Quelch's word is law, isn't it?
What’s the good of washing this out,
when néxt week, or the week after, you
may bo saying that I jolly well ought to
be bunked for something or other, what-
ever it is that Quelch iz pleased to
believe that I've done "

The chums of the Remove stood silent,

Wharton rose from the table,

His face was still calm, with a hard
calmness. But there was a look of con-
centrated bitterness on it.

“1 wouldn't have believed such o
thing of any of you fellows,” he sald.
“Not if I'd seen it—I1 should have
fancied I was dreaming! You believed
it fast enough, because Quelch said so—
a man that's set out to get me bunked if
he can! Only one fellow in the Remove
gavo me credit for being a decent chap—
old Mauly! The [ellows call him an ass,
and he was the only one who could sec
that Quelch was making a bloomer. I
suppose I'm lucky to have one friend
who didn’t turn me down.”

“We're all your friends—"

Wharton snapped his fingers con-
tomptuously. ] .
“That's what your friendship's

worth,” he said.

Bob drew a deep breath.

“If you mean that you want a row
—" he said.

‘T don’t | Nothing to row about that
1 know of! DBut don’t talk pifie about
friendship to a fellow you've let down."”

“T won't!" said Bob grimly, and he
turned and walked out of the study, and
Johnny Bull followed him in silence.
Hurree Jamset Ram Singh glanced
after them with a distressed dusky face,
and then at the captain of the Remove.
Wharton met his eyes with a steely
stare, and the Nabob of Bhanipur slowly
followed Bob and Johnny.

Frank Nugent lingered.

Wharton looked at him,

“Staying hero?” he asked.

ir YEErH )

“Then I'll go down,” said Harry.

And he went.

THE FIFTEENTH CHAPTER.
All Right for Bunter |

ORD MAULEVERER stood at

! his study window and looked oug
into the quad.

There was a cloud on his lord-
ghip’s noble brow. .

Mauly looked worried.

It was the following dey, and classes
were over at Greyfriars. The Remove
were out, and from his study window
Mauly could geo the Famous Five—once
the inseparable chums of the Remove.
They were not together now. Harry
Wharton came along with his hands in
hiz pockets, a cool and careless
expression on his face, and the Co., who
were standing in a group by one of the
old elms, moved a ﬁttlu'tn come in his
way. [vidently, to the junior watching
from the study window above, 1t was an
offort to break the ice, the ice that
gcomed to have frozen hard between
Harry Wharton and his old friends,
Since the interview in the study the
provious day they had not spoken.

Lord Mauleverer watched anxiously.
He saw Harry Wharton glance at the
Co., swerve aside, and walk in another

direction, obviously avoiding a meeting.
He saw the red and discomfited looks of
the Co,, and traces of anger n their
faces.

It worried Mauly.
_ He quite understood Wharton's feel-
ings, his anger and indignation and re-
sentment. But ho knew that Wharton
was wrong to give them rein as he was
doing, and he knew what it might mean
to the wayward junior to lose his chums,
If the Co, had been in fault it was not a
fault that could not be forgiven. It was
up to a fellow to forgive and forget;
but Wharton was in an unforgiving
mood. Mauly wondered whether 1t was
possible for a fellow who liked both
parties to wedge in as a peacemaker,

“1 say, Mmﬁy, old chap !”

“Oh, get out, Bunter!” said Lord
Mauleverer, with less patience than he
enerally showed to the Owl of the

move, )

Bunter blinked at him from the doot-

way.

‘?’ﬂh really, Mauly! 1f that's what
you call being eivil to & pal—"
P;‘” ?nn't bother mow, old bean! Cul
n ll

“The fact 1is, old chnp. I came
specially to speak to you,” explained
Billy Bunter. “It's rather important.”

“Well, cough it up!” sighed Maule-
verer. * What is 1£1"”

“1've been disappointed about a postal
order——""

“Oh Eﬂd [

“] mean it,” said Bunter. “I was
expecting & postal order from one of
my titled relations, you know. Well,
it hasn't corwe. And poor old Whar-
tﬂl'l. | 2]

“FThl What about Wharton " asked
Mauly, in surpriso. _

“1I was gu'mg to ask him to tea,” said
Bunter., *“The poor old chap is feft on
his own. Everybody’s turning him down
these days. Of course, he's a silly, un-
reasonable ass

“Shut up, you fathead

“ And he's got a beastly temper——'

I?l
¥

“Do you want me to kick you,
Bunter 7"
“Thl! No, old chap! As I was say-

ing, he's left on the beach. You're his

pzﬁ. Mauly, ain't you? Well, what

about asking him to tea? I'll come!”
Lord Maeauleyverer stared at the fat

wl.

A thoughtful expression came over his
face. Billy Bunter was putting in one
word for Wharton and two for him-
self. But he had also put an idea into
Mauly's noble brain.

“You're a howling ass, Bunter, and a
silly chump, and a pernicious Fnrpmse 1
said Lord Mauleverer amiably. ' Dut,
dash it all, I'll trj,l’ it onl Fellows can’t
row in another fellow's study; they can’t

lare at one another over the jolly old
estive board. Get ’em together—what ?”

“Eh?" said Bunter. He did not
understand,

“Get 'em together round a friendly
table—what 1" said Mauly reflectively.
“Worth tryin’, anyhow. DBunter, old
fat bean, will you do some shoppin’ for
me "

Bunter beamed.

“Won't I just!” he ejaculated,
dear old chap——"

“I'll gwe you a note for Mrs. Mimble.
Geot anythin' you think of—the more the
merrier. Make it a toppin’ spread |
Don't get too little.”

“No fear!” said Bunter.

Mauly’s eredit at the school shop was
unlimited, and if Bunter was given
carte blanche he was not likely to get

too lLittle.
“Well, hera you are! Cut off 1*

(Continued on page 28.)
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The Black Mask !

AL and Jerry ataf'e-:i in their
H forest retreat until mists began
to ereep among the trees and
birds to fly to their nesis as

night drew on.

Then through the gathering dusk they
walked their horses out into the lane
nnd followed it until it was almost Loo
dark for them to see.

They had the high red brick wall to
guide thom, however, and following it,
came at last to a broad, white mauain
road along which they went.

About a mile along this they eame to
some tall iron gates set between great
stone pillare. On the iron gates they
were able to see, as the moon swung
high in the sky above, the device of a
falcon jessed and belled and hooded.
And on the stone pillars were falcons
carved like life,

The gates were shut, but in the lodge
beyond them a light glimmered, As Hal
and Jerry stnmmg to view the scene the
light in the lodge went out,

I"'or o gqguarter of an hour longer thn
adventurers waited in silence under the
shadow of tho wall. Then Jerry, whao
had dismounted, crept on tiptoe to the
gates, and, turning the iron handle
theve, set ono half open far cnough to
admit the horses,

Through the gates, very slowly, the
adventurers led Galloper and Beauty,
and then Jerry went back and shut the
half gate again.

The rest was easy. The horses mode

F

—
no sound as the chums led them along
the velvety grass, and soon the moon
showed them a great and noble house
which lay back from the gravelled spaco
which fronted it, flanked on either side

by a great spreading cedar-tree.

In the middle of the open space lay a
lily pond, from the centre of which a
marble statue reared itself gracefully.
Fountain-jets played about it, .

The two adventurers tethered up their
horses, and, advancing to tho house, ran
nimbly and noiselessly up the marble
steps that led to the front door.

The house was in darkness, and
though they listened intently, they could
hear no sound,

“The Earl of Huntford is our mortal
enemy, boy,”” whispered Jerry, “and we
have the right to fight him. Are you
game to enter this place with me?”

Haul's eyes swept the noble front of the
manor. EIG looked puzzled.

“Why, yes,” he said, looking puzzled,

Then Jerry revealed his talents as a

cracksman. Climbing from the stone
parapet that fOanked the steps, ho
pained a broad window-sill.  Here he

drew out a steel tool, and Hal heard
the sound of crunching, bruising wood
as Jerry manipulated this.

He heard a eatch click back, and the
sounid of n window being forced., Then
Jerry vanished within the house, and
Hal followed him.

Oneo inside, Jerry shut the window.
Then ho struck flint and set fire to
tinder, and in the flame saw candles set
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READ THIS FIRST.

Convioted of robbing the Earl of Humifesd

of a diamond star, Hal Lovett and Jerry

McLean ore oconve I*lu fhe oonviet hulk
a

Ethalian, Woolwich. As ihe
result of a promrranged plan, the convicie
fire the and Hal and JuTy escaps,
eventually reachi the Hunitford Armm.
They nare betray however, by GColonel
York, a highwayman, bhut succeed In torme
ing tha tables on their enamy. Qalloping
away, they seeh samctuary In a wood clode
to tha home of the Earl of Huntford, whom
they decide to visit after nightfall,

in & candelabrum that graced & massive
sideboard, These candles Jerry lit.
Brandishing the candelabrum above
his head, Jerry stalked onward. They
found more eandles and it these, too,
and then, after drawing tight the cur-
tains so that no ray of hght would shine
outside, they stared about them,
Objects took shape. Fina pictures, a
magnificent fireplace, rich rugs, and
splendid furniture, A]:}uve all, a amiling
portrait that beamed at them from
above the mantelpiece, thd portrait of a
handsome and gracious gentleman. The
sight of this pertrait made Jerry Fnap_
“Strap me, boy,” he eried, "if the
gentleman isn’t very like you ¥’
And then came Hal Lovett’s start-
ling and excited responsze:
“Jorry—Jerry, I have seen this place
before 1"
Jerry McLean stared at Hal Lovett
in blank amazement., Hal knew this
lace? How could the boy possibly
now Huntford Hall, the home of the
Eaorls of Huntford ? )
Jerry steadied the candelabrum which
he held at arm’s length, and once again
cast o glance around the splendid room.
His appraising eycs missed no detail of
the magnificent furnishings, finally com-
ing to rest at ihe splendid portrait
which hung above the fireplace.

“Know the place, do you say, boy1”
he ejaculated. ‘' Strap me, bhut that’s
odd! And that portrait—I swear it
could be of your older brother.”

Hal Lovett gripped hold of his
friend’s right arm.

“I have been here before. Jerry,” he
said. “In this very room. I know that
portrait. I have seen the man alive.,”

“But, Hal, you'd never been more
than a mile from Wych Street up to the
night they toock you for stealing the
Earl of Huntford's diamdnd star outside
Drury Lane Theatre. You told me that
yourself.”’

Hal nodded and frowned.

“T know I did, And yet I know I
have been here. Listen, Jerry.” Hal

ointed to a closed door. '‘That door
eads into a smaller room. PBeyond that
is the hall. And I can desecribe the hall
to you. There is & broad marble stair-
case on each eide, which runs up to a
gallery. A marble balcony looks down
upon the hall. A great lamp hangs
there, all cut glass, like diamonds, The

avement of the hall 1s mado of great
Elunk-und-whitu marble slabs, with a
border pattern running round it. The
coiling is high and painted, with a lot
of pold. Thero are fine marble statues
standing in the hall, and—"

“Btrap me,” said Jerry, putting down
the candelabrum and scizing a candle-
stick containing a single lighted candle.
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A New ABC of Motoring
for Amateur and Expert

THE

MOTORING

ENCYCLOPEDIA

COMPLETE IN ABOUT 30

©° WEEKLY PARTS

To be completed in One Volume,

Motoring Made Easy
—Fully Illustrated

Written throughout by experts and superbly
illustrated wit ractical working diagrams,
this new work should prove of the utmost
value to any boy contemplating a career in
any branch of motoring or motor engineering
and of the greatest possible interest to those
who are keen on knowing detalls of different
g}ges of cars. The MOTORING ENCYCLO-

DIA s as fascinating as a story book and
¥ou can buy it for enly 6d, a weck.

What is a Carburettor ?

Here you see ong of the many simple and
interestin mechanical diagrams in  the
MOTORING ENCYCLOPEDIA, which is
being issued In about 3o weekly parts, and
will tell you all wou want to know about
fmotoring, motor cycling and motor touring.
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Large-Scale
ROAD MAPS

of the

BRITISH ISLES

The set of large-scale road maps
resented with the MOTORING
NCYCLOPEDIA s the finest yet

produced. These maps, which embody
the very latest data supplied by the
Minlst of Transport, have been
tested In every way over thousands
of miles of actual motoring, and have
been proved to be not only the bandiest
to follow, but the most rellable, There
will be one map in each part.

Special

Map Case Offer

MOTORING
ENCYCLOPEDIA bas had Itm:pared
specially for his readers an ottractive
and serviceable map case in which Lhe
entire set ol road maps presented in
the weekly paris can be carried for
easy reference. This case is offcred to
readers al the cost of production.

PART 1 Now on Sale 6[!,
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“DBut ns you have the details down so
clearly I think we'll go and look.”

Hoe was in the act of opening the
between door, when Hal spoke again.

“It is a wood-walled room, and
pamted blue, Jorry,” said the boy.
“There is a line painting of birds over
the mantelpiece.”

Jerry MeLean passed into the rocm
and looked around, and, as his cyes
grow accustomed to the semi-darkness,
he saw that it was just as Hal had
deseribed,

“Lgud, but it's amazing,"" he said, ns
he passed onward, after having looked
at the bird painting, and at the bright-
blue fzmmllmg of the room.

Ial snatched up a candlestick which
stood upon a side table, lit the wick
at Jerry's candle flame, and together
they went out into the hall, There they
stood together holding high their
candlesticks and looking about them.

Jerry made no comment, but his eyes
widened in amazement as ho saw that
Hal Lovett had accurately described
the great hall of Huntford.
~ “DBut what does it mean—what does
it mean?” he muttered, as he trod on-
ward on tiptoe, anxious not to make
o sound. “That red falcon on the led’s
chest, too—and the deadly enmity of
the ecarl. Here's o mystery worth the
probing.”

He clutched at Hal's sleeve.

“But let us not forget the purpose
that brought us here, lad,” he said.
““The Earl of Huntford sent us to the
hulks on a lying charge, and we have
the right to rob him. Where are wo
going to starti"

Hal led the way eacross the hall,
and through a door which ho opened
after turning the key noisclessly.

“In here,” he whispered ﬁmrsﬂlr.
“This should be the drawing-room. It
runs along the whole of the back of the
house,”’

The room proved indeed to be the
drawing-room, and it actually did run
almost along the whole back of the
house. A magnificent room |

Here wero candles a-plenty, waiting
to be lit. Heavy silk curtains had been
Eullm! across the windows, and shutters
ad been closed upon the glass panes,
and caught
barred.

The heavy carpot was inches thick.
ot a sound within the room ecould
have been heard outside when the doors
were closed,

In show tables and glass eabinets were
to he seen snuff-boxes of great vualue,
mimatures set with diamonds, and
beautiful trinkets of all kinds.

Swiltly Jerry MeLean pulled o tool
out of his side pocket, and with it
prised open the lock of one of the glass-
topped tables. His greedy (ingers
snatched up objeets of gald and enamel
which lay upon a satin bed. These he
stowed away.

“Come, Hal, my boy, you are slow,”
he said. “Remember we aro only
jmishing an enciny, It would serve
that devil of an earl right if we wore
to set fire to hiz house”

[Tal shook his handsomo boyish head
disapprovingly.

“No, Jerry,” he said, “ we eould never
do such a villninous deed as that., This
Liouse is far too lovely to be burnt
down,”

Jerry's Iace bardened as he pauscd
in the aet of forcing open a cabinet,

“T'd burn it down, and laugh to =ce
it burn!” he eried, “ And the earl with
it. I ean't forget that he had mo
sentenced to irmrﬁpurliltiuu for life for
a erime I never did )’

Then Jerry caught his breath, as did

with drop-latches, and

THE MAGNET

ITal, too. And with pood reason, {or
they heard the distinct shattoring of
glass, and then a click as a latch of
one of the windows was foreed back.
There followed the sound of bruising
wood, and a wicked tongue of steel
forced its way in at tho seam of Lho
window shutters, and played with tho
catch, This catch thrown back, tho
thief outsido attacked the shulters from
another angle, working away at the
scetion to which the flat bar of iron was
fixed.

Jerry winked at IIal, then sobered
again, and watched the deadly play of
the steel tool.

A minute or two passed, it might have
been a longer poriod of time oven, and
then the uncanny worker managed to
forco & hole big enough to allow of his
hand ecoming through. The hand
showed with wrist and clever fingors
played at the bar. It fell down with a
sudden clang.

Jerry snuffed out the candle he
carried, and Hal Lovett did the same.
They sot the candlesticks down, and
drew back against the wall watching
breathlessly the entry of the burglar.

He was horalded by a keen puff of
wind through the broken window, The
shutters were doubled back, and a big
and powerfully built man, whose faco
was completely hidden by a mask with
fringe attached, dropped down lightly
into the room.

Moonlight streamed in at the break
in the shutters. The figure moved
noisclessly across the room. When about
half-way over, tho man halted abruptly,
and sniffed.

“Burnt candles!” tho adventurers
licard him tnutter. “ Just snuffed out !”

And there he stood, crouching as if
for a spring, a pistol in his right bhand,
moving his masked head this way and
that, his cyes shining like phosphorus
in the darkoned room.

Hal felt Jerry's steadying [ingcrs
on his arm. Jerry MoLean dared not
speak, The man could wot sce them
where they stood flattened against the
wall in the darkened corner of tho
Cooin.

Suddenly all three heard noises in the
hall that set their blood racing. ‘They
could hear a confused babble of men
talling, the tread of hurrying feet, a
shout as someone discovered the door
of tho ante-room ajar. Then in tho

depths of the house an alarm  bell
started ringing,

Clang, cluug, clang, clang!

“The devil take it]” snarled the

burglar.

Heoe did not attempt to flee, howoever,
but just stood watching the drawing-
room door, and listening to the hurrying
footsteps which caine towards it.

“Tho raseals aro in hero, sir I bawled
u high-pitched voice.

“Then, by Jove, we have got them!”
came in the earl’s silken, but ringing
tones, “for my men have surrounded
the house, They cannot get away., They
have fallen into a trap., Comel! Open
that door "

Isaac Quilt!

HE EARL OF HUNTFORD was

E at home. The house had been

rouscd. Possibly somebody had

scen tho burglar breaking in

The secrvants were just outside the
room. It was time to do something.

“Wo must make a bolt for it, and

gain our horses, boy,” whispered Jerry,

in Hal Lovett's car. “The best way

13 l.hrﬁnglt tho broken window of this

room,
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The burglar heard them whispering.
He turned as they sprang into view, and
his pistol covered them, Jerry whipped
out of his pocket one of the stolen snuff-
boxes.

“No need to shoot, friend,”” he said.
“We’'re on the same lay as you.”

The burglar at once lowered his pistol
arm.

“Housebreakers!” he laughed. ** Well,
make haste and get away, then, friends.
I am not afraid of the earl. He won’t
harm me."”

_Before Jerry or Hal could move a
single step, however, the door was
thrown wide open, and into the room
swarmed n crowd of servants carrying
lighted candles and lanterns. In the
midst of the servants was the Earl of
Huntford, wearing a silken nighteap
and a dressing-gown of p{:wdereg silk.
Black, high-heeled slippers with red
heels twinkled below the swaying robe,
imddhn held a small sword in his right
iand.

_In an instant th¢ men saw the three
intruders and raced round the walls in
an attempt to surround them. The
flickering lights showed up the faces of
Jerr cLean and Hal, and the earl

laughed.

"Whﬁ. our gallows-birds! The men
from the hulks!” he scoffed. *“It was
indeed a friendly thought to come herg,
for now I can send you both to Tyburn.'
Ho turned his handsome head and ad-
dressed his servamts whilst ho pointed
with his naked sword-blade at Jerry and
Hal. *“Apprehend those men!’ he
ordered fiercely. “If they attempt to
resist, eut them down or shoot them !
They are wanted—dead or alive I

The man in the fringed mask the earl
entirely ignored,

The menservants were plucky enough.
Perhaps they were more afraid of their
master than they were of the thieves,
Izr they precipitated themselves on
Hal and Jerry McLean, gripped them
by the arms, and swayed with them in a
fierce struggle all over the floor, Chairs
were overturned and tables crashed as
Jerry and Hal fought desperately to get
away from their eaptors.

Heavy blows crashed on their heads,
arms, and shoulders. As they whirled
and swayed in the battle for the mastery
Hzal nearly got away. But the hands
that gripped him were like steel. His
clothes were torn open, his shirt was
ripped, and as they struggled close to
him the man in the mask saw the red
falcon showing plainly on Hal Lovett’s
bare white flesh.

For a moment his eyes remained fixed
upon the tattoo mark, and then, hurling
himself into the fray, he struck one of
the servants down with a blow from the
butt-end of the pistol he carried; then he
jolted the hard wood and iron to the
chin of another man, sending him spin-

ning to the floor.
al, finding himself free, sprang at
the men who were hanging on to Jerry

McLean. The masked man also jumped
to his assistance. In a moment Jerry
was free, and so0 angry was he at the
rough usage to which he had been sub-
jected, that he hit one of the men, who
was staggering weakly, clean off his feet
with one mighty smashing blow.

_ “Get away if you can,’ said the man
in the mask, backing across the room, as
they made for the window.

The Earl of Huntford followed, pull-
ing into_ view a silver-mounted pistol,
the priming of which he examined coolly
as he advanced, his naked small sword
dangling by a cord from his wrist.

“I've heard of you two,” said the
masked man to Jerry in a hoarse
whisper. “I know you, Jerry McLean.
The whole country will bo soused over
this. Kent is already too hot to hold

ou. Ride to the wharf at Chading.

ind out & man named Charlie Marten.
Tell him Isaac Quilt sent you. He'll
ferry you and your horses across in a
light barge, and, once safe on the Essex
side, make for the forest at Epping.
There you'll find the Grey Mill Inn.
Simon Babbett is the landlord. Remem-
ber the mame—Simon Babbett. Give
him my name, Tell him your business.
He'll tell you where you and your pal
the Falecon ean safely hide. Don't forget
the names—Charlie Marten, at Chading
Wharf; Babbett, at the Grey Mill Inn.”

The man spoke in a tense, low whisper
with great rapidity, biting each word so
that they rang clearly. Then, as the
servants came on in another rush, he
struck one of them down with a sweep
of his pistol, and then, sending a shot
into the ceiling, brought down a shower
of Elﬂater*—hut he drove them back.

Hal Lovett memorised every word this
strange friend uttered, includmi his own
name, Isaac Quilt. Jerry Melean did
the same. Then both pushed their way
through the broken window and out on
to the sill heyond,

The park was silvered by the moan.

Whatever you do, chums,
Don't Miss the
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They could see dark shadows moving
near the house, heard men whispering.
But even o they paused,

“Boy,” said Jerry, “our ({riend
rendered. us signal service just now. 1
don’t think we ought to desert him.”

“No,”” said Hal excitedly, " we can’t
let those men take him.”

They looked again into the room and
saw the masked man beat off his
attackers. But they were too many in
number, and, four of them getting hold
of hiz arms, they wrenched him to a
standstill, whilst the earl snatched off
the fringed mask.

“Izsaac Quilt, by all that's horrible I**
he gasped, ns ho recognised the man;
then, levelling his pistol at the man’s
head, he au.in;? through stiffening lips:
“By St. Anthony, I have half a mind to
blow your brains out and save the hang-
man a job "’

Quilt was an extraordinary-locking
man. His complexion showed almost
olive in the candle-light, and his face
was seamed and furrowed and lined. He
wore & wig, which had been twisted
nearly off his head in the struggle. His
hat lay at his feet, But his eyes were
his most striking feature—coal-black
eyesa, which seemed all alight.

When the earl ceased speaking he
laughed.

“Bah, my lord!” he mocked. “You
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: ¥You know I naver
It is known that I came

dare not murder me.
work alone,
here.™

“Why, in the devil's name, did you
come '’ demanded the ear),

“I was hard up; I wanted money. I
thought I'd take some of your valuables,
my lord. You'd never miss ‘em.”

With a wrench tho man broke away
from the servants’ clutching hold, and
as they made to seize him again the
earl waved them back.

“Leave the man alone!” he cried.
Then his eyes travelled past Quilt and
he saw Hal Lovett’s handsomo head
peeping 1n through the broken window-
shutter.

In & moment his pistol-arm swung
round and the weapon pointed at Hal.

The earl's trigger finger moved. But
as the pistol crashed, Hal ducked his
head aside, and the bullet went whistling
past him out into the park.

The smoke was drifting across the
lovely drawing-room when Isaac Quilt
made & sudden dash, everturning two of
the servants and dodging tho rest.
As he ran, he flung a table in the way of
lﬁﬂ]pursuers, then came leaping after

al.

Down into the grounds leapt Jerry
McoLean, with H:i.lg close on his heels.
Isaao Quilt followed, pausing just for a
moment to close the wooden shutters.

As the three gained the ground, men
came running at them from all sides.
But Jerry and Hal were fleet of foot,
and their strange ally also knew how to
run. He pgained on them,

“Have you horses?"" he gasped.

“Yes," answered Jerry.

“Good ! Then you can get away. Re-
member what 1 told you. Soon 1, too,
shall be at Epping. T also have a horse
hidden among tho bushes. TFirst lot me.
stop that rabble.”

He turned, planting his feet firmly,
and, drawing a second pistol out of his
pocket, fired ay it seemed at the ranks
of the oncoming men.

As the flash of flame seamed the dark-
ness and the report of tho explosion
echoed through the grounds the pursuers
stopped dead in their tracks.

“Rabble I'* eried Qluilt, as he waved
his arm in a farewell gesture and tore
away to the right. *“Good-bye! I've
had a lot of work for no loot."”

Jerry whipped a gold-and-enamel
snuffbox out of his pocket and flung it
after the man.

“Catch I” he said.

. Isaac Quilt caught the flying hox deftly
in his left hand while still running, and
then Em:ed on with lengthening strides.

“The Red Falecon must be Samuel
Lovett of Wych Street’s brat!” he
shouted, as he ran. “Seo vou later,
comrades '

Their opposite ways took them farther
apart, and, racing round to the front of
the house, Jerry and Hal sped to where
their horses were tethered, freed them,
and sprang into the saddle.

Galloper and Bow Street Beauty were
heading in a mad gallop for the gates
before the earl, half-dressed, had even
reached the stable yard. And as they

went, the clamorous call of the alarm-

bell of Huntford Hall followed them
through the night,

(Fsaae Quilt lhas cértainly reéndéred
Hal and Jerry yeoman sérvice, But
what fate awaits the two young adven-
tiréers at the Grey Mill Inn? You'll
read all about i in next week's
Maicner, whick will also conlain siz
miore FREE picture stamps to stick in
your album,)
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THE SCHEMER OF
THE SIXTH!

(Continued from pnge 24.)

Billy Bunter cut ofl jeyfully. Lord
Mauleverer remained some nunutes In
refiection, then he strolled out of No.
12 and looked rvound for guests for the
spreacd in the study, Fellows were
coming in to tea, and every fellow whomn
Mauly asked gave'a cheery assent, One
fellow—Harry Wharton—did not come
up to the studies, and Mauly caught him
on his wav to Hall and asked hun,
Wharton assented at once, If he could
not forget that his friends had fuiled
him neither did he forget that Mnuly,
Et_un{-. in the Remove, had stbod up for

i,

« “Hualf-past five!” said Mauleverer.

“I'll be there, old bean ! said Harry
cheerily.

i “Relyin’ on you !"” said Mauly; and be
ambled amiably away.

! He had told the rest of the parly
twenty-pust five.  This was a tactful
arrnngement to get them all on the
scene before Wharton arrived. :

Soon after five o'clock Study No, 12
in the. Remove was like unto a land Aow-
ing with milk and honey.

%untnr had done hiz bit nobly.

He had not brought in too little.
Indeed, though it was to be o numerons
tea-party it looked as if Bunter might
have brought in too much. The study
table fairly groaned.

All was ready at twenly-past  five.
when Bob Cherry, Johnuy Bull, Fraonk
Nugent, and Hurree Jamset Ram Singh

THE MAGNET—EVERY SATURDAY

minutes—another mun comin’, No, don’t
wait—staft on the sosses, ~Bunter’s done
them to o turnl  Bunter can't do any-
thin' clse, but he can cook—what?”

“0Oh, really, Mauly i

“Begin, old beans ™

LnrcFMnulm-m-{-r was a litile anxious,
The four juniors were not looking their
Lrightest, Monuly  hoped that the
ameliorating influence of a spread would
melt resenttul feelings,

“I say, you fellows, the
prime!” smid Bunter, beaming. *“ And
there's lots and lots and lots, And the
ham’s good! Aund the eggs—you know
how I ponch eggs! And the toast "

** My hat! Loeks like a jollv old feast
of the gods, Mauly,” suid Bob Cherry.
“Who's the other lucky man?”

“He'll be here in a munute,”™ snid
Mauly vaguely. “Get goin'!”

EDSSCS  are

“My csreemed Mauly " murmured
the Nabob of Bhamipur,
“Try the sosses,”  said  Mauly

anxiouslv. “Have some of the jum with
them—I inean the marmalade—that 1s,
the pincapple—I—I mean Hit down,
old beans ! Why don’t you sit down 1"

Billy Bunter was already beginning,
But tim ("o, stood, and looked at one
another with uneertain looks. They had
all guessed now,

“Look here. Mauly——
Bull.

“Ilave some jam and eggs—I1 mean
ham and eggs, Try the fried pineapple
—T1 mean the fri{u?l spuds.  You know
liow Bunter fries spuds——

There was a footstep in the passage.
The eaptain of the Romove swung
cheerily in ot the doorway.

"H,.TW I am, DMauly, old fcllow!

L]

satd Jolinny

LE

“Btagpger in, old top!” gasped Manle-
verer, ‘YAll friends here—what? 1
sayd }'ﬁmrt-m old bean—— 8top! Oh

ndl 17
. Harry Wharton turned on his heel and
wallked out of the study. Lord Maul-
averer gazed after him “blankly, n
dizmay,

«*0Oh gad 1" he repeated feebly.

Ile glanced at the Co,

“ ook here, you men, I—I memid——"

“Fathead ! said Johnny Bull—and he
left tho study, followed by the others

“Oh gad!” said Mauuleverer.

Evidently the feast of reconcilintion
was not going to be a succecss. )

“I say, Mauly'!” Bunter spoke with
his mouth full. * What's the matter with
the sillv idiots? Never mind-—all the
more for uns! I gay. try the sosscs,
Mauly.”

“Br-r-r-rer-rerer

“Well, what about the ham "

“Idiot 1"

Lord Mauleverer's appetite scemed 10
havé been fiken away, His tea-party
Lad boiled down to Bunter, and pérhaps
he did not expret to derive solace fram
secing Dunter packing ‘nway the food.
stuffs. e walked out of the study.

Bunter blinked after him in amaze-
mont.

“Must be batty, tho lot of them !” Lo
cjaculated.  “Turning up their noses
at a spread like this! Must be polly !
The whole jolly lot must have gone
eracked—Mauly and all! A spread like
this! My hat! Well, I can finish 1t !’

And he did ! Manly's wheeze had been
rather a failure; but it wos all right
for Buntcr, at least!

THE EXD.

arrived. Maulevzrer welecomed thtm I—
with his cheery smile,

“Trickle in, old beanleis! Jolly glad
to sce you! 'Nuff chairs, I think—TI'll
take this box! Bunter. old bean, make

the ten! You men mind waitin® a few Billy Bunter.

Wharlon broke off and stopped dead
nt the sight of the Co.

There was an instant of silonce, broken
onlv by the champing of the jows of

(¥ext Suturday's yarn in thia ripping
acrica ix eatitled: “THE WAY OF
THE RERBEL!”" It's absolutely tiptop,
chums, und so arc the siz picture-stamps
achieh will be prescuted FREE awith (hin
t4sue,)
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you'll enjoy to the *' last”, step

WHEN IN COURTFIELD.

If you want stewed “‘eels”, fried

Foot’'s Restaurant
Patronised by the * Upper' Class!

)

that
into

L .....

>

L

DT THE NEW 7

(hrevfriax

sHerald

EDITED BY HARRY WHARTON.

TV

D
il =,

viteh
Tuolk

JOIN THE ANTI-TUCK LEAGUE,

in tuckehopa last year 7
3 of Young England ?* Join the Anti-

Apply at once to Starveling minor, Nunoaton
Callegn, Hon, Seo. to tho Aunti-Tuck Lengue
(incorporating the No.Doughnut Fellowship
and the Currant-Bun Abolitionists).

you roalize that £33,333,333 was spent
Why allow doungh-
ereamn buna and ginger-pop to sap the

League and abolish tho tuckshop !

Educational Sales
at Greyfriars?

CONQUER DEPRESSION
BY MODERN METHODS

Wo hear that the depression afllieting
everything else has affected Greylfriars, the
School Governors being quite conoerned
nover the losa of rent and other revenue
from property owned by the School
Foundation. M,Eu givea us a chance to
trot out one or two bright wheezom wo've
been nursing for a long time,

Why not attract an incroased turnover
by running the school on modern businecas
linoa 1 That’s our first suggostion,
Havo the place flood-lit, and put up
sointillating eigns on Piceadilly Circus.
'"“ Greyfriaras for DPolish | "™ and * Blow
Titon! Como to Greyfriars!' wouldn’t
bo bad slogans, would thoy T

Again, more revenuo might be golb out
of school fees by providing luxury studies
with private _“__Emm and valeta for those
who cared to pay for them, A study-de-
luxo with automatio heating, an electrio
radio-gram,, icod water on tap and overy
other modern convenienco ought to coin
money |

Then what about a few bargain offera
uﬂ attract tho crowd ! Something like
this :

“GREAT SALE AT GREYFRIARS |

Ton Only!  Complote High-Prossure
Courses of Eduoeation lasting Six Wooks
for Twonty-five Pounds _Dﬂm.ﬁw. evihg.
inoldd | {(Luxury Studies extra)."

Or this :

“ BMASHING REDUCTIONS 1

Last fow places loft in Second Form !
Final mF_me.Fﬂ Reduationa from £80 to
£64 108, 1ld. per torm | bmmnw ot the
Bargain Basemont, Greyfrinrs.™

Use modern methoda! That’s the way
to conquer depression, chapa! Wo make
tho Governors a present of theso brilliant
brainwaves froo, gratis and for nothing.

But we're afraid they'ro not likely to
atlopt any of thom just now |

BY GUM!

"otter of tho Fifth complains that he
gots toothacho in October and November
every year,

He " autumn ache ” an appointment
with his dentist |

'LONZY’S LITTLE LETTERS

Dear Editor,—\Vhilo resisting any
&_E.mo of pusillanimity, I confess m
inability to attain an appreeciative visual.
isation of, and my apparent incapaocity to,
induce the moental metamorphosis neces-
sary to the goneration of sympathy with
that recreative activity which takes the
form of the application of propulsory effort
to a leathern object of spherical character,

Can you advise mo 1—Youra truly,

Avrowso Topp.

AS OTHERS SEE THEM

By Bob Cherry

Beliove o, chaps, this almond-eyod study-mate of
mine is certainly ono of tho knuts. If you've read last
week's ' Herald » whero he criticisos mo for not lopping
off Bkinner's ears, you won't neod confirmation of that
statemont | When I read the young henthen's article,
my first idea was to chase him with n cricket-stump.
Then it struck me that * East iz East and West 1a
Woeat "' and all that, so 1 let him ofi with a leoture,
instend. He showed what he thought of it by giviog a
bland ** No savvy 1" at tho end of it |
That ** No eavvy!” is Wun Lung's long suit! I
believe the yellow-faced little image does it purposely to
annoy me, And whon he says ** No savvy 1" ho jolly
woll aticka .o it! A mule is a roally tractable and
obediont ecreaturo compared with Wun Lung saying
it Eﬁ m.mr..ﬂ-..-.-q — i

Of course, you’ve got to allow for the kid’s upbringing.
You can't expeet o fellow who's been brought up by
mandarins among a lot of grinning idols to see things
in just the samo .Ew.w. a8 w.n: ond 1. Their ideas are
..:m_auaur you seo. They look on fibbing as n eaintly
virtuoe and cruelty as a high art | XNot that Wun Lung
ever shows signs of being crncl at Groyfriars—but I
fancy il he got Skinner and ono or two more over to
China, he'd take great pleasure in giving them an
extromely unhappy time of it for nn hour or sol
According to our notiona, the Chineso do c._.__a_.“.__.n_sﬂm
backwards—if they played footer, tho team that score
the most goala ﬂ._u:r__ura tho losers, for instance | Wun
Lung's like that all along the line. When he first came
to Groyfriars, ho sont Dr. Pillbury a fiver and explained
that that was beonuse he was in good health. Later,
when ho caught moasles and had to sce Pillbury, he
quito nu__“nugﬂ_ tho old doe. to pay him componsation
for not keeping him in good health! That’s the sort
of chap ho ia | . .
Matter of fact, I don’t sco a lot of the kid. Ho doesn’t
ﬁ—ﬁu‘. footer or go in for boxing, and his japes are absolutel

oyond my powers of understanding. 8till, although
can't fathom his jolly old Oriental intelligenco and he’s
00 per cent mystery to me, there's something about the
child-like grin and tho ‘“No savvy ! "' that go down all
right. Study No. 13 would never bo the same place
without him ! .
(Next wedk, Bolsover major will give you his im-
pressions of Lord Mauleverer.)

SOUVENIRS OF OLD-TIME GREYFRIARS

Calleotora are ndvised to oall at the tuck-shop at once.
The ourrant buns on salo this week date bao poveral
lundred years ot least, Guaranteed genuine! We
know—we've tried 'em |

WOULD YOU BELIEVE IT?
V) ...._...—.-..__.. ....._F "
gt
s Ul o
&5
._“...-_..u g .\

_un_.au.-unnnn -E..__:.ﬂm En-
test Wharton camo first with 89

me.—.ﬂ- ouat of & possible 100. Bob  wery proud ol bis

(Quite fronkly, we can’t —ED.)

E.—qﬁunu.mﬂﬂwqu?-
sacond place with 88

|

WHAT 1 THINK OF WUN LUNG |

Coker’'s Aunt Jody thinks he
s & very clever boy, and Coker is

unt Judy,

A. O. M. C.

hﬂﬂanﬂwﬂaﬂwﬁuﬂ;n
l.F_-D.!Evmn ﬂ

Now don't go ond nak us
what it means. We haven’t
tho foggieat notion oursolves !
But we do know that it's
becoming an important feature
in Groyfriara life, judging by
the number of fellowa who
seem to have joined !

Little badges bearing tho
mystio lotters ** A.O.M.C.
began to appear on coat lapols
in tho quad about three wooks
(o, m_mu.um that time, thoy've
grown more and morecominegn.

The members of this mys-
terious mushroom growth
meot behind locked doora 1o
remoto box.rooms. What on
earth thoy do thoro beats us
completely. We who are not

in the “swim" bhear a
mumble of woices and on
awful lot of banging about.
That's all we know,

By the way, whon two
members of the A.0.M.C.
meot in tho guad they go
through & most woird per-
formmance. Tubb of the Third
land Sncop of the Remove
woro the first pair to be
noticed in publio. First thoy
mado hypnotio motiona to
| each other, then they shnok

B. Q. L. Feld

guite at home On
floery steeds

in the Australian Bush and is

objects al one another.

Con-

cluding %t they were mad
Coker, who had been watchiny
them f{ram his study window,

threw o moket of water

ovar

them and put an effective

stop to lherr mystio
but we bave noticed q
lot of olher membera
through the same thi
The

rites—

uite a

oing
munﬂ.

Big Noise in the

A O.M.O. =oms to be—of ali

people i) the world
one-and-nly Bunter,
geon ot least half o

l—our
We've
dozen

rnembers salaam to him re.
cently aud, unless our ears
have gop all wrong, one ol

them
“ Greand Aunt Sally '’
other dav)

What en earth does
moan T

them.

digtinetly enlled him

' the

it all

The members are
mum ng amﬁm ra on tho mﬂ._um—.w%?.
wo haven') lcarnt o thing

m

There'souly one thing to do.
We'll appeuint & Special Com- | of time, all was confusion,.
missioner o worm his way
inte thia scret organisation
and flnd cut all about it |

{STOP FRESS.,—We've ap-
pointed wur Special Com
missioner; and he’s Eﬁm_u_.
hot on track | Don't
migs next weck's issus, when

he'll

repat fully on  hia

adventurain a secrot meeting

of tho AMM.C. 1)

WE'LL “ FO0T " THE BILL !

Wa're sy to hoar that the
St. Jim's Junior Eleven loat
their footer stockings in a re.
cent launky fire. But they
needn’t Wty — woe shall be
playing fhom at Greyfriars
goon, and (hty can reat assured
that we abyll rive them eocks

on that oitaslon |

L}
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Patnok Gwynne of the Jixth

ey

| during the

Schoolboys’

MYSTIC RITUAL OF NEW SECRET Awful Ordeal
SOCIETY

figte in e air, followed that
up by sart of phantom kicka,
and finally hurled invisible

(Editorial Note: This
got in by mistake. Fite-
gerald of the Fifth, who
wrote it, iz Greyfriars
Corrvespondent of the sen-
sational new tabloid-paper
called the ‘' Courtficld
Weekly Whoopee,” and
really intended it for that
publication. Excuse the
mistalke,oon’t you, chaps ?)

| A Bohool plunged into dark-

nesa!  Three hundred boya
groping about, hopeleasly lost
in & blacked-out world | This
wasa the amazing state of
affaira at Greyiriars on Wed.
neaday evening last. A wave
of enthusiaatio admiration un.
oaralleled in modern times
has swept over the land as the
troe mnn—.ﬂ of the boys' mag.
nificent heroism has slowly
come to light.

The calamity foll like a
bombshell on an unprepared
school. First the electricity
failed—thon, for unknown
roasons, the gas asupply
noterad out ! In o ?:h_m._uﬂu

['he blood of those in authority
froze with horror at the
thought of the ghastly results
if panic ensued.

They need have had no
tear. Though three hundred
boys waited in the Stygian
blackness for the Unknown,
no sereams of terror rang out.

To keep up their spirits
eriod of dreadful
suspense, the boya bravely
atarted singing.

What seemed like months of
mental agony passed in this
fashion. he exact period
was in point of fact quite
short, mot more than sixty
seconds olapsing before the
authoritiea discovered that a
mischievous junior had out off

)
=

=g,

| the supplies at the mains |

GREYFRIARS FACTS WHILE YOU

AMERICAN FINANCIER

“ Hoy, listen!" welled Fisher T. Fish,
bounding excitodly into tha Rag one evon-
ing, ‘' Do you guys realise that by selling
your old gold many of wou can make
enough profit to retire on 7"

Btrangely enough, it had naver oceurred
to ua, o had read in the papers of the
“ gold rush and seen wmnn_:dm of quouas
lining up outside jewellera' shops to sell
sovoreigna and old ﬂﬂ_ﬁ_ articles, wyot,
somehow or other, we had never joinod in
the movement. Fish grinmed when wo
told him,

“ Waal, you're & dumb lot, ')l say ! "
he grinned. * What's wrong with you
guys is, you ain’t woke up yet 1 Lucky
for you yon've got a hundred-per-ccnt
Amurrican citizen to give you a prod now
and again! Now jost listen to my
proposition [ "

We listened. N

It was an unusually generous proposition
for Fisher T. Fish. As sovareigns fotched
27a. 6d. and gold prices were in propor-
tion, Fish was willing to convert our old

old into hard cash on the basis of 225, 0d.
or n soveroignsworth of gold—in other
words, out of 7a. 6d. profit, he kept only Ja.
for himaalf |

Cme or two fellowa looked as though
they were going to quarrel even with those

encrous terms. Fortunately, Vernan.
mith stepped in before they could say
anything.

‘ That's jolly good of you, Fishy | ™ he
said. “ I'm in need of cash myseli and
[ shall see you as soon ss I've got my old
jowellery togother | ™

While he was speaking, the Dounder
ologed one eye to the fellowa. What that
myaterious signal meant we can't say,
but it was followed by quite a rush of
yromises to take Fishy at his word and
wnd him over old jewellery.

On the following day, Vernon-Smith,
for unknown reasons, had a run down to
Wellworth’s Penny Bazaar in Courtfield.
Ho returned with a parcel.

That evening, Fish's study was besieged.
Everybody in the Remove seemed to have
something to sell. Heavy bracelets,
magsive watch-chains, ear-rings and other
forma of jewsollery flowed freely into
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gperst his boyhood Harold SBkinner was once—foy sir. Quelch {3 known in the
) o fighting Irishman, and om @& brie?! period—Form Capiain, Remove as **a beast, but o just
ghe back o & |& way throogh the school he That was before Harry Wharton’s beast.!!
engaged in 217 **wecraps 1 in popularily was established.

DOUBLE-CROSSED

Fish was almost bursting with excite.
mont when he wWent to bed that night. We
heard him mumbling in his sleep = *' Two
hundred dollars profit at least!  Say,
those guys are easy ) "

After school, the following morning,
Fishy packed his *‘ gold rush ™ collaction
into o bag and cycled down to Courtfield.

Tho entiro Romove waited at the gates
for his return. When he did come along,
his hatchet face, for some reason, was like
that of a demon king in a pantomimo,

Weo greeted him with a cheer.

" Good old Fish! Hand over the
apondulicks ! "

“ Where are the jolly old banknotes,
Fighy t "

Fiah dismounted.

“ You mugwumps ! " he howled. " You

—you slabsided jays | Wastin' an
Amurrican business man’s {ime | I'lL
make potato-scrapings .m._. you ! I'l

apifticate youl I

" What about the cash you were going
to get for our jewellery 7 "' yelled Bolsover
Major,

* Joewellery | " sneored Fisher T. Fish.
* Shall'I tell you what they offered me for
tho whole of trioks }'

“ Couple of hundred quid 1 " suggested
Bob Cherry.

“Couple of hundred ratsl! They
offered me three-ha’pence, and snid that
waa the correot wholesale price | " shrieked
Figshy. "I gucssI've been framed! You
tixed all this, I guess, and bought the stuff
at Wollworth's jest to rile me | ™
“My hat!" said Vernon-Smith, in
agtonishment. * Then you've got a brain,
atter alll We did fix it, aa it happens.
It was just to show you we'd woke up in
gpito of your opinion to the contrary}
Satisfled 1™

L1 -mi..n.ﬂ uﬂ.ﬂ-._._—. 1

Fishy fled. His feelings were inexs

rossible even in hia own expressive

anguage |

DICKY NUGENT'’S
WEEKLY WISDOM

By denowneing your fag-master as n
lhieretic in the old days at Greyiriars, you
could have him burnt er put on the raclk.
But o lass | Nowadays, you can only do
that with his toast |

WANTED {—The name of the follow
who left o packet of cigarettes lying in the
quad. want to prosecute him for

mn;nuhum Enﬁlm-n.mmnuu.ﬁaﬁndﬁ
Ormy



