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A GRAND

LONG COMPLETE

SCHOOL STORY THAT GOES WITH A BANG!

THE FIRST CHAPTER.
Unflt for Human Consumption !

:;B 0B, old chap!”

Bob Cherry was standing at
the cupboard in his study—
No. 13 in the Remove—and

placing & small Famel therein, when
the dulcet tones of Billy Bunter fell on
his ears.

“Hallo, hallo, hallo!” Bob glanced
round.

Billy Bunter’s ample form almost
filled the !tudga doorway. His little
round eyes, hind his big round
spectacles, were fixed on the parcel Bob
had laid in the study cupboard.

It was tea-time, mand the November
dusk was thick in the quadrangle of
Greyfriars, a du.mg mist blurring all
windows. But inside Study No. 13 all
was bright and cheery. A glowing fire
burned ruddily in the grate, the table
was set for tea, and the kettle sang
merrily.

“Quelch wants you, old chap
Bunter.

“0Oh, my hat!” ejaculated Bob, in
dismay. .

Bob had reason to be dismayed. The
parcel he had just brought in, contained
s bundle of crackers! _ _

On the great and glorious Fifth of
November the Greyfriars fellows were
allowed to spread themselves to any
extent with crackers, squibs, roman
candles, all sorts and conditions of
fireworks. )

But it was a rigid rule that fireworks
should not be kept in the studies. There
was a possibility of dangerous accidents
-—whinllll the juniors were prepared to
disregard, and which the masters were
not !
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That rule, in point of fact, was
more honoured in the breach than the
observance | In spite of the rule, and
the rigidity thereof, thoughtless fellows
often did bring in fireworks, two or
three days before the Fifth, and park
them in ‘their studies—as Bob had just
done.

**Mean to sa
in?"” exclaimed DBob,

“Eh! Yes! No! I mean, you're
to go to his study,” said Bunter,

“Well, if he's in his study he can’t
have spotted me,” said Bob. “It's too
jolly thick in the quad for him to spot
mo from his window.” _

Comforted by that reflection, and by
the further reflection that even Mr.
Quelch’s gimlet eyes could not have
penetrated thick brown-paper wrap-
ping; even had they fallen on the
parcel, Bob Cherry walked out of the
study, and went down the Remove
staircase.

Billy Bunter watched him, with a
fat grin, till he disappeared, and then
rolled into the study.

“He, he, he!” chuckled Bunter.

He almost jumped to the study cup-
board.

Whether Mr. Quelch had seen Bob
Cherry come into the House with that
arcel or not, Bunter had! If Quelch
ad seen it, it might have crossed his
mind that it contained fireworks. But
it did not eross Bunter’s. Billy Bunter
was not thinking of fireworks. He was
not likely to think of such things at tea-

Quelch saw me coming

time. Fireworks were not edible |
Bunter had even forgotten the great
date that was near at hand; he did not

even please to remember the Fifth of
November, the gunpowder treason and
plot! Such things were trifles light as
air to Bunter at tea-time, when he had
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had only one tea so far!
Bunter’s fat mind there was no doubt
that Bob had brought in something for

tea. What else could any sane fellow
be bringing into his study at tea-time?
And Bunter's fat hands were already on
the brown-paper parcel when there was
a footstep in the doorway, and Mark
Linley came in.

“Oh lor’ !” gasped Bunter.

He spun round from the study cup-
board.

Mark gave him a suspicious look.

“What are you up to here, Bunter!”
he asked.

“0Oh, really, Linley!
Cherry can ask a fellow to tea if he
likes,” said Bunter. “I—I'm waiting
for him now. Did—did Wharton give
you that m from Quelch 7"

“No; I haven't seen Wharton ”

“He's looking for you. I heard
Quelch tell him to ask you to come to
his study,” said Bunter airily. *‘Per-
haps he ain't going to %;vﬁ you the mes-
sage, though; he's got his back up with
you since Quelch made you head boy
in his place! He, he, he 2

“Oh, rats!” grunted Mark, and he
left the study rather hurriedly.

It was quite on the cards that Harry
Wharton had failed to deliver a mes-
sage given him by his Form master;
Wﬁatton seemed to be perpetually on
the hunt for trouble these days. ark,
willing to save him from trouble if he
could, lost no time in repairing to Mr.
Quelch's study.

“ Beast |” murmured Bunter.

He waited anxiously till Mark
Linley's footsteps had died away down
the Remove passage. Then he turned
to the cupboard again. But he had
waited a little too long. There was
another footstep, and the dusky, smiling

I suppose Bob

(Copyright in the United States of America.)



THRILLING “ BONFIRE NIGHT " ADVENTURES OF HARR

faco of Hurree Jamset Ram Singh, the
Nabob of Bhanipur, appeared m the

doorway. The junior from India's
coral strand stared at Bunter as he
came in.

“My estcemed fat DBunter " he
began.

Bunter rose to the situation. It really
scemod as if every beast in the Remove
was determined to butt into that study
before the fat Owl could get st the
contents of Bob's parcel. Presence of
mind was not Bunter's long suit, but on
this ooccasion he displayed wonderful
presence of mind.

“0Oh, here you are, Inky!"” he ex-
claimed. “1 came hero to tell youl
Quelch wants you in his study.”

“Bless and blow the esteemed
Quelch [ said Hurree Jamset Ram
Singh; but he stepped out of the study
again, and went down the passage.

Bunter gasped with relief,

Threo fellows who belongod to that
study had come and gone, and the Owl
of the Remove hoped that he had a clear
field now. Little Wun Lung, who also
belonged to Study Neo. 13, was teain
along the passage, as Bunter knew, an
was not likely to butt in. Bunter turned
to the cupboard again.

But it never rains but it pours. His
fat fingers were on the string that tied
the parcel when two fellows came in
togethor—Johnny Bull and Frank

Nugent. Bunter spun round again.
“Bob not here yet?" asked Irank.
“Ith! Oh! No!" gasped Bunter,

“He went down to Courtfield,” said
Johnny Bull. “But he must be back
by now—it's lock-up I”

“I say, you fellows, I came here for
you. I—I thought you'd be teaing with
old Bob! Quelech wants you n his
study.”

“What the thump for?”
Johnny Bull.

“Heo didn’t say what for!"” answered
Bunter, an answer that was, for once,
perfectly true. Quelch certamly hadn't
said what he wanted the juniors for, as
hﬁ }'md not said that he wanted them at
i

“ Better go," said Frank, and tho two
juniors walked out.

Bunter glared after them. By this
time he had dispatched no fewer than
fivo Remove fellows to the study of their
I'ormm master, who had not sent for any
of them.

Truth and Bunter had long been
strangers—they would not have known
ono another ﬁad they met! It was
rather a risky proceeding to send fellows
to their Form master for nothing; but
the matter was pressing. Bunter had
to be left alone in Study No. 13 to deal
with the parcel.

Every one of those five fellows was
certain to kick Bunter hard when he
lcarned that he had been spoofed.
Bunter was not unused to kicking; but
this was rather a large order, and he
did not like the prospect. Btill, a parcel
of tuck was worth it when he was foar-
fully hungry.

Hoping from the bottom of his fat
heart that no more beasts would butt
in, Dunter untied the string of the
parcel. No more beasts butted in; he
was left to it.

Hastily he unwrapped the wrapping
paper. Within was a smaller bundle in
tissue paper. Bunter grunted discon-
tentedly. There did not seem much hera
to reward him for so many kickings in
prospect ! Btill, such as it was, there it
was, and ho unwrapped the tissuo papor
hn{i:rnfully.

‘hen—— Then, as the poet observes,
n change came o'er the spirit of his
drearmn! It was not tuck! It was a
bundle of crackers! DBunter had the

grunted
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appetite of an ostrich—a not-too-par-
ticular ostrich! But even Bunter could
not eat paper, fuse, and gunpowder!
Hungry as he was, he really couldn't!

“Oh erikey !"” groaned Bunter.

Red wrath gathered in his fat face.
It was for this—a bundle of orackers
that even an ostrich would have re-
jected as diet—that he had booked him-
self for five absolutely certain kickings,
one of them from the fellow with the
big est feet in the Remove !

‘Beast ! gasped Bunter. “Rotter!
Brute! Sweep! Tick! Fireworks' The
gilly ass|! The blithering dummy !
Crackers! Yah!”

And, in a gust of wrath, Billy Bunter
hurled the bundle of crackers with a
crash across the study.

Crash |

“Obh, my hat!” ejaculated Bunter.
[T} Dh I?J

It was rather reckless to hurl a bundle
of crackers across a room with a blazing
fire in it without looking where it was
going to land.

It landed in the fire—right in

Bunter jumped.

Bunter was not a bright youth. But
he knew what the result was likely to
bo when a fellow dropped firoworks into
He made a rush towards the
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grate to hook out the package before
it was too late.

But it was too late already |

Bang |

Bunter jumped back,

Bang, bang, bang, bang, bang, bang,
bang, bang, bang! BANG! The
bundle of crackers were going off all at
once, with a roar like machine-guns in
pction,

“Oh crikey!" spluttered Bunter.

He jumped out of the study and
rolled away. That terrific explosion
wns audible all over the House, and
Bunter knew that it would be followad
by trouble for somebody. He had a
natural disinclination to he on the spot
whon the trouble accrued. He rolled
out of Study No. 13, and a volume of
smoke and a strong scent of gunpowder
rolled after him, to the accompaniment
of bang, bang, bang, bang, bang!—
from the last of the crackers,

THE SECOND CHAPTER.
Startling !

1) HARTON 1"
W Harry Wharton, captain
of the Remove, was stand.

ing in the presence: of his
Form mastoer. His manner was more or
less respectful ; but there was a glimmer
in his eyes, half of mockery, half of
defiance. Why Quelch had sent for him
he did not know, but he cared little.
He was used to i:»eing sent for to his

Form master's study this term. Quelch
had a *“down " on him and never lost
a chance. The rebel of the Remove
told himself that it did not watter what
his offence was this time, Queleh would
ind some offence or other, anyhow.

“I have sent for you, Wharton—-"

“Yes, sir,” said Iinrr_v. “What is it
now 7

He stressed the last word in a tono
that made the Remove inaster’s eyes
glint,

" You are well aware, Wharton, that
although celebrations are allowed on tho
anniversary of Guy Fawkes' Day, uo
Lower boy is allowed to bring fireworks
into the school until the actual day.”

“Yes sir.”

“Such articles are dangerous,” said
Mr. Queloh. “A fire was once caused
by an explosion of fireworks in a study.
The rule is very striot, Yet I am in-
formed thntgt}n have fireworks in your
POS&ESSION, prefect of the Sixth Form
has reported as much to me."”

Wharton's lip curled. He did not
need to inquiro the prefect’s name. His
old enemy, Loder of the Sixth, had

evid_untlr had an eye on him and
officiously reported him to his Form
master. Any other prefeet, liko

Wingate or Gwynne, would have dealt
with the trifling matter personally with-
out bothering a master.

“1 did not know that Loder waa
watching me, sir, when I showed my
squib to a fellow,” he said.

“The name of the prefect is quite im.
material,” said Mr. Quelch, biting his
lip, however. “Lay your fireworks on
the table.”

Wharton drew a squib from his pocket
and laid it on the table. It was
probable that fifty other juniors had
somu such article in their possession, but
the dutiful Loder had not troubled his
head about them. Gerald Loder was
rot a whale on duty, as a rule, but he
could be very dutiful indeed in dealing
with a fellow he disliked.

“Is that all you have, Wharton 7

“That is all, sir.”

“If you have any other fireworks in
your study——"

“1 have said that that is all, sir!”
satd Harry Wharton very distinetly.

“You must not answer me in that
tone, Wharton. T regret to say that I
cannot wholly rely upon your word,”
said Mr. Quelch coldly. “However, the
matter may rest where it is. This fire-
work will be confisented, and you will
take a hundred lines. Anl i

Tap! There was a knock at the study
door, and it oponed, The ruddy faco
and mop of flaxen hair belonging to
Robert Cherry of the Rcemovo were
revealed. Bob walked in.

“Well, Chevry,” rapped Mr. Quelch
rather al"mrplj;, “what 15 1t 77

Bob did not look at Wharton. Onco
the firmest of friends, they wero
strangers now, if not foos, Trifling

incidents had started the trouble, but it
had pgathered like a snowball rolling
downhill; and sinee the day when blows
had been struck they had carefully
ignored onp another. The Co. stood by

ob, and Wharton was lelt on his own,
and did not—so far as appearances
went, at laast—care. Bob Cherry fixed
his eyes on Mr Quelch, and appeared
to be ignorent of the faect that the
cnptﬁuin of the Remove was in the study
at all,

“You sent for me, sir!"” said Bob.

“What? I have no recollection of
gending for you, Cherry!” said- Mr.
Quelch crossly, “ What do you mean?”

“Eh?t I was told you wanted mo in
your study, sir |” said Bob, puzzled, “1
came at once—almost at once.”
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“ Nonegense I rapped Mr. Quelch. *
certainly did not send for you.

T——i??

Tap! The door opened again and
Mark Linley entered. Mr. Quelch
turned from Bob to look at him

inquiringl&. As head boy of the
Itemove, Mark might have had business
in his Form master’s study.

“Yes, Linley, what is it asked Mr.
Quelch kindly. : )

" You pent for me, sir,” said Mark.

“* What 7"

Wharton, as he had not yet been told
to po, remained where he was. Bob
Cherry remained for the same reason.
Mark glanced at them and looked back
at Mr. Quelch, on whose face signs of
wruth were gathering. This began to
look like a rag to the Remove master.

“1 did not send for you, Linley!
What——*
Tap! Hurree Jamset Ram Singh

walked in. The dusky junior glanced in
some surprise at the three ([ellows
already in the study.

“Upon word |”
guaiu testily.

urree Singh 1™

“You sent for me, esteemed airl,”
answered the Nabob of Bhanipur. “I
have arrivefully come with terrific
promptitude,” A .

Mr. Quelch rose to his feet. His
brows were knitted. . )

“l1s this intended as a jest—n jest at
the expense of your Form master?’ he
demanded. .

Hurree Jamset Ram Singh’'s eyes
opened wide.

exclaimed Mr.
“What do you want,

“The jestfulness is not great,
esteemed sahib,” he answered. “On
receiving your absurd message 1 came

with ludicrous quickness.”

] gent you mno message, Hurree
Singh.” _

“%h my esteemed hat!” ejaculated
the nabob.

“ You are the third boy to come to my
study with a statement that 1 sent for
you,” said Mr. Quelch 1in a rumbling
voice. “And I can only say—— Upon
n‘% word, what do you want, Bull?

at do you want, Nugent "

Johnny Bull tapped at the door and
entered with Frank Nugent. They had
lost no time in getting to the study. It
did not pay to keep Quelch waiting
when he sent for a fellow, and they were

uite unaware that be had not sent for

m. His question surprised them,

“ You sent for me, sir 1” said Johnny.

“* What 1"

“You sent for me, sir | said Nugent.

“Upon my word I'" Mr., Quelch’s eyes
glinted. He had no doubt now that it
was a rag. "I sent for none of youl
I conclude that this is a foolish, thought-
less, unseemly jest! I am surprised, 1
may say shocked, to sees that my
head boy is conterned in it.”

Harry Wharton smiled sarecastically.
For once, Quelch was not pleased with
his new head hoy. ‘That sarcastic
smile caught Quelch’'s eyo; few things
escaped the gimlet eye of Henry Samuel
Quelch. It irritated him intensely.

“Wharton, do you regard this as a
laughing matter ?”” he hooted.

“Oh, no, sir!” answered Wharton
meekly. “I am shocked, just as you

sre, sir, to see Linley mixed up in a

rag.

EBut it is not a rag, sir!” e
Mark Linley. “I was certainly told
that you wanted me in your study, sir.
I understood that you had told Wharton
to tell me so, sir,’

Mr. Quelch caught at that like a fish
at bait | Only too willing was Quelch to
turn the vials of wrath on the rebel of
thﬂ Fﬂrm-

“T think I understand |” he rapped.
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exclaimed

“Wharton, thia is another example of
your reckless and insubordinate conduet.
You have deluded these boys into
coming hero with a false message from
me."”

“Not at all, sir | answered Harry.
“]1 had no idea t.hai were ra gin‘g!
have not spoken to Linley to-day." Hae
paused a moment, and then added, with
cool deliberation: “If he says that I
told him to come here he is lying!”

Mark Hushed erimson.

_ 1 shall certainly take Linley's word
in preference to yours, Wharton|”
enapped Mr Quelch., * And o

“Wharton did not tell me, sir,” cut
i Mark hurriedly. *1 did not mean
that, sir.”

“What ?” Switched off from Wharton,
Mr. Quelch glared at his unfortunate
head boy. “What do you mean,
Linley? %'l“hat was what you said, or, at
least, implied "

“] meant, sir, a fellow told me that
you had told Wharton to tell me to
come here,” stammered Mark. * As he
did not mention it to me, 1 thought he
bad—had f{orgotten I*

“Give me the name of—— DBless my
goull What—what—what—— Goodnoess
gracious! What—what—what——""

Bang, bang, bang, bang, bang, bang,
bang! It was at this moment that the
explosion happened in Study No. 13 in
the Removae.

The Remove quarters were at a con-
siderable distance from Masters’ Studie
but the roar of a bundle of crackers al
going off at once was heard over the
whole House. Mr. Quelch jumped clear
of the fAoor. The juniors started and
exchanged glances. Bang, bang, bang,
bang ! rang merrily from the distance.
The voice of Prout, master of the Fifth,
was heard:

“An explosion—fireworks—yes, fire-
works in the Housel In the Hemave
studies—the noise comes from that
direction. Really, this is— ia—is
scandalous 1"

Mr. Quelch's eye glittered at
Wharton.

“Wharton, you have told me that you
had no other fireworks in your
posscssion.””

“That is true, sir1”

“I trust,”” said Mr. Quelch in a grind-
ing voice, ** that it will prove to ba trues!
That fearful explosion undoubted]
came from a Remove study! We sha
sea! Follow me at oncel’

“Cartainly, sir!”

Mr. Quelch whisked out of the study,
and Wharton smiled as he followed him.
More likely than not there were fire-
works in Remove studies, but there were
none in Wharton's study. Wherever that
explosion had originated, it could not
have been in Study No. 1 In the
Remove.

The Co. and Mark Linley followed
on. Mr. Quelch went up the stairs at o
speed quite creditable in a gentleman of
his years, Plenty of fellows followed on.
Hardly an ear in the House had failed
to hear that terrific explosion of
crackers.

Mr. Quoleh strode acrosa the Remove
landing. He was quite prepared to find

that the explosion had occurred in
Study No. 1—Wharton’s study | Such
an outrage was quite in keeping with

Wharton’s conduct since the beginning
of the term! But ns he swept into the
Reinove passage Mr. Quelch saw a
volume of emoke rolling from an open
door much farther up the passage. at
was tho study—not Study No. 1, but
Study No. 13—his head boy's study |
Remove fellows who had been at tea
crowded out into the %a:!asngu. )
“What ass has en letting off
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orackerse here?!” exclaimed Vernon-
8mith. “It's Cherry's study——*'

“Hore ocomea Quelch!” murmured
Tom Redwing,

Quelch, with thunder in his brow,
swept by, He stopped at the open door-
way of Btudy No. 13 and stared into the
study. A final oracker in the grate,
catching a spark, went off with a bang!
The room reeked with the smell of gun-
powder; smoke waa thick inside, and
gtreaming out of the doorway. Mr,
Quelch cn.uEht it as he stared in, and his
first remark was:

“Urrrrgh | Grooocogh! Yurrrrgggh1”

— i —

THE THIRD CHAPTER.
The Vials of Wrath !

R. QUELCH coughed
eneezed,
Some of the fellows in the
passage grinned.
But some looked serious—the fellows
to whom that etudy belonged. Bob
Cherry was quite dismayed.

He knew what fireworks must have
exploded. How on earth n parcel of
crackers, which he had left wrapped up
in the study cupboard, could have gone
off like this, was a mystery; but there
could be no doubt of it. ere was no
clue to the mystery, for Billy Bunter,
like the crackers, had gone off | Bunter
was safe in Study No. 7, hoping
fervently that Quelch would never know
that he had been in Study No. 14

“Groogh | Atchoooh | Chooop |"”
came from Quelch. *“Upon my word,
this is—is scandalous! Open the window
—hglrﬁr off the emoke! Who has done
this

Bob Cherry ran hastily into the study
and threw the window wide open.
Hurree Singh waved a sheet of O{lmper

and

M

to dissipate the smoke. Mr. Quelch
entered the study, gasping a little.
Fellows crowded round the doorway;
asmong them Harry Wharton, with a
cool smile on his face.

“The boye belongin .
study——"’ began Mr. Quelch. His eyes
Fleamad at Wharton in the doorway.
‘What do you want here, Wharton?
This is not your study.”

Wharton raised his eyebrows.

“You told me to follow you, sir,”” he
answered. Mr. Quelch had forgotten
that for the moment. ) ;

“Had you unyt.hing to do with this
explosion, Wharton?” In that moment
of intense exasperation Mr. Quelch pro-
bably hoped that he had |

"gh, no, sirl”

G”IThen you are not wanted herol

0O (3]

“Very well, sir]”

Wharton pushed his way through the

to this

thickening crowd in the passage and
went. e winked at esome of the
fellows in passing, and there was a sub-

dued chuckle, which Mr. Quelch did not
fail to hear.

“Linley I””

“Yes, sir 1* said Mark.

“You are head boy of my Form! I
trust you! It is your duty to set an
example to the Form, not to take the
lead n serious infractions of the rules!”
thundered Mr. Quelch. “Yet it is in
your study that this outrageous
explosion has occurred.”

Ag Wharton obviously was not con-
cerned in the matter at all, Quelch was
“taking it out” of his head boy. He
did not realise himself, but IB‘FET?' fellow
in the passage knew that he would much
rather have taken it out of Wharton.
Wharton being unavailable, Linley had
the benefit.
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“'1s this what T have a right to expect
of you, Linley I"* thundered Mr, Quelch,
“Ia this tho conduct of & trusted hcad
lm,y [ i

“But I—I—I never—'"
tho unfortunate Mark.

“This i3 your study—wyou must have
known that the ireworks weore here—""

“J—I did not——"

“They were mine, sir,”” exclaimed Dob
Chorry hastily. One glance into the
cupboard had shown him that his parcel
waos pono.

“Yours, Chorry? You confess

“Yes, sir! I—I brought them in—I—
1 can’t imapine how thoy went off,
Some nss—J mean, some fellow—must
have been larking———"" stammered Dob,

stammercd

L]

Cherry! X chall hold you responsible
if there are any more accidents. It is
your duty to see that the rules are not
recklessly transgressed. Bear that in
mind !

With that the Remove master swept
out of tho study. Fellows in the passage
who were prinning promptly ceased to
grin until he was gone. )

“Well, my only hat!” said DBob
Cherry in dismay.

“The only-hatfulness is terrifio !

Mark Linley stood crimson with dis-
comfort and tnortification. He had been
“glanged ' before  nearly  all  the
Remove, and really he was not to blame.

“You ass, Bob!” he said. “ What the
thump did you bring fireworks in for?”
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larked with my crackers! I'[l s¢al

him | I'll burst him | Five bob's wort
of crackers wastod—and 500 lines! I'll
gpiflicate him "

Five feollows tramped down the

passage, through a lnughing crowd, in
gearch of Bunter. Bob hurled open the
door of Study No. T.

“ Bunter !'* he roared. ‘

“Oh! I—I say, you fecllows, I—I'm
not here re

“You fat scoundrel!”” roared Johnny
Bull. * You sent us to Quelch——"

“J—I—1 didn’t 1"

“What 1"

“T—I mean it—it was only a joke, sld
chap 1" gasped Bunter. ““You can tako
a j-j-jokol He, he, Lol I never

ALY
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Bunfer rushed fowards the fire to hook out the bundle of fireworks.
crackers were golng off all at unce, with a roar

“You will take 500 lines, Cherry, for
bringing fireworks into the House
against the rules1”

“Oh! Yeas, sir!"

“ And you, Linley—"

“Lioley never know, sir—'' cut in
Bob,

“8Silence, Cherry! How dare you
interrupt me | Another word and I shall
cane you!l Linley, these fireworks were
in your study—brought in by your
study-mate! You are head boy of the
Reomovo, yet you allowed this! You sece
for yourself how dangerous it is to keep
cxplosiveas in & study—the room might
have been set on frel You are very
much to blame! You are not an un-
thinking boy like Cherry—I should
never have made you my head boy if
vou had been) .?.' am seriously dis-
ploased with you.”

“ But, sir, [—"’

“¥ou necd make no excuses, Linley!
You are very much to blume! Lizsten to
me |l Other boys in the Remove may
have been as reckless and foolish as

e machine-guns In action.
leaping out of the danger zone.

“Tor the Fifth of November, old
chap 1" _

“You've got me into a precious row !
If you had to have fireworks here, you
might have put them at a safe distance
from the fire.” 2 !

“So 1 jﬂl!ly well did 1" exclaimed Bob
warmly. “1I left them in a parcel in the
EUJ‘JIJDEI.['{L”

‘Did they walk across to the fire?”
inquired Johnny Bull.

“0Oh, don't be a fathead! Some ﬂi."ly
ass has been larking—and I jolly well
know « who it was!” reared DBob.
“Where's Bunter 7"

“Bunter 7"’

“That [at villain pulled my leg, and
sent mo to Quelech ! T know now why he
did it!" bawled Bob,

“Oh, my hat! Tt was Bunter sent

us |” exclaimed Nugent.
““And me " gaid Mark.

;‘fﬂnd my esteemed and absurd
BE ____.Il
“The—the fat porker !’ gasped Dob.

“He was clearing the study while he

But he was too late ! Bang, bang, bang 1 The
“‘Oh crikey I ** splutiered the fat Bemovllie,

touched the parcell I—I wouldn't, you
know! That wasn't why 1 said Quelch
wanted youl Besides, 1 thought there
was tuck in it]| How was I to know thast
a silly idiot was bringing in fireworks
for tea—I mean at tea-time——"'

“Hu, ha, ha I'"" came from the passage.

“You let off the crackers!” roared
Bob.

"“1 didn't 1" yelled Bunter. *“I never
pitched them ecross the study—and if
thoy fell into the fire, it was a sheer
accident. Besides, you shouldn't havoe
fireworks in the study. [It's against tha
rules, It made me nearly jump out of
mv skin when they went banging. Not
that I had anything to do with it, you
know. I left the study before thoy went
off—left them safe in the cupboard,
The fact is I never touched the parcel
at all, I say, you [fellows
Yhooooop [

Bump |

“¥Yarocooop |”

“Kick him "

Tee MacNer LiBRARY.—INo. 1,290,




“Give a fellow room I'”"

“Look here, it's my turn—="*

“The terrific kickfulness—""

“Yaroooh! Help! 1 say, Toddy,
rescue, old chap! Whooop! 1 never
did it—I wasn’t in the—whooop |—study.
Leave off kicking me, you beasts!
Yaroop 1"

Billy Bunter had had a misgiving
that he would be kicked. That misgiv-
ing proved to be well founded, He was
kicked and kicked again and yet again
—i1n fact, as the Neabob of Bhanipur de-
olared, the kiokfulness was terrific. By
the time the indignant five left him,
g:rn.wlmg and roaring on the floor of

tudy No. 7, they were quite tired. But
they were not so tired as Bunter |

THE FOURTH CHAPTER.
Shouting for It!

e HAT have you Fot thera 7"’

w “Crackers I’

“Wha-a-at 1"
“Crackers I repeated

Hnr\? Wharton inncoently.

“Well, my only chapeau ! ejaculated
Herbert Vernon-Smith, the Bounder of
Greyfriars, in blank astonishment.

It was near time for Fmp in the
Remove, and most of the fellows were
in the passage, a few in the studies.
Wharton had just come up.

Under his arm was a small, oblon
package that might have containe
almost anything. It was wrapped in
colmmon wrapping-paper and tied with
string. The captain of the Remove had,
apparently, brought it up to his study—
but was not in a hurry to deposit it
there. He lounged across the Remove
landing end stopped
exch a word with a fellow here or
there. E his object was to draw inquiry

in the passage to

ans to what he had in the package, he
suoceeded perfectly. Bmithy asked the

uestion out of sheer good nature. If

harton was * asking for it” again,
Bmithy wanted to tip him to be wary.
After what had happened in Etﬁ
Na. 13, even the reckless Bounder would
not have ventured to smuggle fireworks
into the Remove quarters. )

Linley, as head boy, had been speci-
ally ordered to report any such further
infraction of the rules to his Form
master. Mr. Quelch had announced
that any boy found with freworks in
his study would be sent to Dr. Locke
for s Hogging. That was enough even
for reckless Hemovitea. Risk of fires in
the studies they were ready to run, with
the thoughtlessness of exuberant youch,
but the certainty of a beak’s whopping
was quite another matter.

Bkinuer observed that if, after that,
any fellow asked for it, it would be
Wharton—he was the man to ask! And
several fellows wondered whether
8kinner was right, as Wharton was seen
with that package under his arm. But
Wharton’'s cool and careless answer
when Vernon-8mith put the question
took them by surprise. Wharton seemed
I_:mlt only asking for it—but shouting for
it

Mark Linley was in the passage and
he heard Wharton's answe ha
was intended to hear it. Anyhow,
could not help hearing it, and he looked
rcund, colouring uncomfortably. Whar-
ton did not seem to see him; he had a
way of ignoring the fellow who had
taken his place as head boy of the
Remove. Some fellows glanced ouri-
ously at Mark, They had heard

ueloh’s orders to his head boy—orders
i tLinlﬁi' could scarcely disregard.

Lord Mauleverer strolled along the

assage and tapped the captain of the

move on the arm. arton gave
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him a smile. Old Mauly was the only
fellow in the Form whom the wayward
junior seemed still to like,

“Chuck 1it, old bean!"” muttered
Mfmlr. “Quelch has his rn.gl out, and
he's got an eyo on youl f ho gets

wind of this—"'

"1 don't mind if he does |

“No, I know you don't, old thing,"”
assonted Mauleverer. “But a Head's
floggin’ is no joke. Cut it out, old
EQ; Loder may be up any minute,

“1'm not afraid of Loder.”™

*“Of course not, old fellow.,” Maule-
verer spoke soothingly, as if to a child.

But don't let him catch you on the
hop. Look here, hand me that packet,
and I'll get shut of it for you."

“But it's got my crackers in it, old
chap I'" said Wharton, “I’'m going to
kEﬂE them in my study.”
" Well, ifﬁnu will be
sighed Lord Mauleverer. And he drifted
away, giving it up. Mauly vever in-
sistecd on anything—insistence was too
much fag for his lazy lordship.

“Look here, Wharton, don't be an
ass | said the Bounder in a low voice.
“ Between ourselves, Quelch would have
been jolly glad to nail you for that
shindy in Study No. 13 if it had been
possible.”

Harry Wharton la.ughad.

“Don’t I know it?” he answered.

“Well, don’t give him a chance,”
urged the Bounder. " Loder’s keener on
it than Quelch, too. If you've forgotten
unchin' Loder of the Sixth in the eye,

can tell you that Loder hasn’t. Take
my tip and chuck it."

iarton shook his head.

At a little distance he could see his
former friends—Bob and Johnuy, Frank
Nugent and the nabob. They were
looking towards him, though ho affected
to be unaware of it. But they did not
approach him or speak to him, Except
in football matters, where they had to
oome in touch with the captain of the
Form, the Co. had nothing to do with
Wharton these days.

Probably they were concerned about
the wayward fellow. His old and bitter
enemy, Loder of the Bixth, was on duty
that evening for Lower Fourth prep,
and might appear ahy minute in the
studies, If Loder's eye fell on that
package under Wharton's arm he was
certain to inquire what was in it—and
then all the fat would be in the fire.

Wharton did not seemm to care. He
was not even in haste to get the package
out of sight into his study. Somo
fellowe Fuﬂumd that he was peeking to
“draw '’ the new head boy of the Form
—to compel Mark Linley to exercise his
authority. Mark evidently wanted to
keep clear of the matter and avoid a
dispute. But ho was in a difficult posi-
tion. e could have taken no notice of
the package itself, but he could secarcely
affect not to have heard Wharton's
statement of what it contained.

He came towards the captain of the
Remove at last. Wharton assumed a
complete ignorance of kis existence till
he spoke; then he glanced at him
coolly and contemptuously.

“This won't do, Wharton,” said Mark
quietly. " You'd better hand over that

acket to me; I'll put it safe out of
oors, and let you have it back on the
Fifth."

“Thanks, I can take care of my own
property,” answered Wharton carelessly.

“You know what Queleh spnid—"

“Quelch soys such a lot of things,
drawled Wharton, “ Which of his words
of giddy wisdom do you mean this
tim'i't" to fireworks

“I've got report any works in
these studies. You know there was an

1y

for it
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explosion & few hours ago in my
study—"" :

“Yes, I'm surprised at you! Head
boy of the Form should know better.
Sti1ll, you needn’t be afraid of Quelch;
you've Fruaﬂed up to him pretty
thoroughly.”

Mark bit his lip.

“Wa won't ergue about that,” he
said. “Will you hand over those
crackers 1"

“No, I won't.”

“You know I shall have to report
you, after what Quelch said.”

“Report—and be blowed I"”” answered
Wharton cheerfully. “Jump to it
Linley | It will give you a leg-up with
Quelch if you succeed in Fﬁtbmg me &
beak's whopping! Don't lose a chance
like this I"

“] say, you fellows, Loder's coming
up I’* squenked Billy Bunter. Lodor was
in the offing on the Remove staircase.

There was a dﬁﬂE breath among the
Removites. With Loder on the scene,
the matter was getting serious. Mark
might hesitate to report the reckless
rebel, in spite of his Form master's strict
instructions and his duty as head boy;:
but Loder was a Sixth Form prefect,
and well known to have a malicious and
inimical eye on Wharton. Loder had
not f[orgotten—and was not likely to
forget—that he had been knocked down
in the quad by the rebel of the Remove,

“Tor goodness' sake, Wharton, don’t
Le a fool I" whispered Mark., *“ Give me
the orackers—or, at least, get them out
of sight I

“Loder will be here in a tick—chance
for you to make f'!:-ur report,” sug-
gested Wharton, with a sneer. “ Aren't
you keen om it?V

Mark breathed hard, turned away,

and walked to his own study, Evidently
he had made up his mind not to inter-

fore further in the matter, Harry
Wharton looked after him, and laughed.

“Cheeky ass, to think I'd hand him
my crackers!” le exclaimed, apparently
unconscious of the fact that Loder of
the Sixth was now on the Remove land-
ing and in hearing of an unsubdued
voice in the passage. Wharton's voice
was not in the least subducd. )

Loder was scen to give a start. His
eyes gleamed, and he came quickly
into the passage. Wharton turned into
his study and disappeared from sight.

But the fat was in the fire now!| It
wag useless for him to fgt the packago
out of sight after what Loder had heard
him say.

“Well,” Smithy murmured to Tom
Redwing, “Wharton’s the man to ask
for it! Does he enjoy whoppings 1"

“Looks like it,” muttered Redwing.
“I wish he'd have a little more sense!
I beliove he meant Loder to hear that 1™

“Anyhow, he heard it,” grinned the
Bounder. “He’s on the jolly old trail I

Loder of the Sixth came up to the
open doorway of Study No. 1. The
lemr:i in tho passago looked on with
keen interest. Fellows who had gone
into their rooms to begin prep came out
again, Almost all the Removoe were in
the passage now, thrilling with coxcite-
ment,

“Wharton !” rapped out Loder.

“Here!” came Harry's voice from
within Study Neo. 1.

He reappeared in the doorway of the
study. ere was no package to be
scen now, DBut somo wrapping-paper
and a piece of string dangled in his
hand., Apparently he had unwrapped
the A)m:kage.

“Anything wanted 7 ho asked coolly,

“Yes. you arel” said the bully of
the Sixth grimly, * Hand over an
firoworks you've got in Igﬂur study, an
come with me to your Form master.”

“I'll come with you to my Form
master with pleasure, Loder, if you
want me to. But I can’t hand over eny
fireworks 1"

“What? T order you—="

““Because I haven't any!” explained
Wharton.

“What?” gasped Loder.

“Thero are no fireworks

in my
study |” said Wharton,

THE FIFTH CHAPTER.
Thrilling !

ODER of the Sixth stared at the
cool, careless-looking junior ia
the doorway of Study No, 1.
A score of fellows in the
passage stared at him. Some of them
grinned and some looked contemptu-
ous, A fellow who was caught out was
not oxpected to tell untruths,. Wharton
was raallﬁ the last fellow in the Form
who might have been oxpected to lie
himself out of a scrape. He had
changed much this term, and not for
the better. But nobody supposed that
the change had gone so deep as that.
Yet if this was not a direct falsehood
it was difficult to say what it was!
Loder himself was not very particular
in matters of the truth, But even Loder
was shocked and disgusted at this,
“Well, you lying little scoundrel,”
said Loder at last, “I may as well tell
you that I heard what you said as I
came up."”
“Did you?” asked Wharton indif-
ferently.
“ Linley I” shouted Loder.

Mark Linley came back down the
assage, with a harassed expression on

118 faca,
“¥Yes, Loder!”
Tuae Macner Liprary.—No, 1,290,
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“You've been ordered to report any
fireworks in this passage, after what
happened this afternoon. You knew
that Wharton had fireworks—he said so.
Were ﬁ‘{lu going to report him1”

Mark made no answer.

“] shall mention this to your Form
master, Linley,"” eaid Loder. -

“Very well, Loder,” said Mark, in a
low voice. He suppressed o sigh, He
did not “ greass " to Quelch, as Wharton
believed, or chose to believe, but he
did value his Form master’s good
opinion, and be did not want any more
slanging from Quelch.

“Now, Wharton, hand over those fire-
works at onoe 1" rapped Loder.

“What freworks?” asked Wharton
innocently. -

“PDon’t bandy words with me, you
young rascall Hand them over or I
shall gearch your study for them I”

“¥You can search the study if you
like, Loder, of course, I deny that 1
have any fireworks in the room at all I”

“8top telling lies, for goodness’ sake,”
said Loder, in disgust—and he pushed
Wharton aside and strode into the
study.

“1 say, you fellows, what a fibber!”
uianulntad Billy Bunter. “I say, you
all heard him tell Bmithy there were
that packet—"
ass | hissed Peter Todd.

“Qh, really, Toddy! Wharton's made
out more than once that I tell
whoppers|” exclaimed DBunter indig-
nantly. “Well, what do you think cf
him now, saying there's no fireworks in
his study when we all heard him say—
Whooop I” )

Bunter broke off as Squiff stamped on
his foot, and yelled.

“Will you shut up, fathead 1" growled
Squiif,

“ Yow-ow-ow |

Bunter’s fat voice had been heard by
Loder in Study No. 1, of course. It
would have convinced him—if he had
needed convincing—that Wharton had
been lying. It was plain to him that
overy fellow in the buzzing crowd knew
;?ut Wharton had crackers in Study

o. L

Wharton lounged against the doorpost
with his hands in his pockets, his face
cool and careless, Fellows could not
help admiring his nerve. It was a
flogging when Loder found the fire-
works, And he could scarcely fail to
find them if they were in the study.

“I'll lend you some exercise-books to
put in your baFu. old bean,” said
Harold Skinner. * You’ll need 'em 1"

“Thanks | said Wharton imperturb-
ably. “I domn’t think I shalll I hardly
fancy that Loder will find any fireworks
here.”

“Where the thump have you hidden
them, then?” asked Ogilvy, “Wo aaw
you take the packet into the study.”

Wharton shrugged his shoulders.

“0Old bean, rsnu’\m got me beat|”
murmured Lo Mauleverer, dinmn}g
Wharton again, “h&g jolly old brain
won’t handle it1 Loder thinks you're
tellin’ lies I )

“Don't youl™ smiled Wharton.

Mauly shook his head.

“1 know you're not,” he answered
p!ﬂrﬂid!f’. “But I don't get itl Too
much for

orackers in
“8hut ulii

a [ellow’s intellect.”

“You silly ass, Mauly |” said Skinner.
“You jolly well know the chap's telling
whoppers| He said there were crackers
in the parcel. He took the parcel into
his Etusjf—it’a there now—and he says
there are no fireworks in the study.
How can it be anything but whoppers,
you burbling assi”

“1 don't know the answer to
one,” answered Lord Mauleverer.
much for my feeble old brain.
Wharton doesn’t tell fibs,
nothin' in your line at all.”

“Ha, ha, hal”

“You silly chump!* hooted Skinner.

“You'll see Loder trot out with the
crackers in another minute.”

“Bow-wow | said Lord Mauleverer.

Fellows in the Remove considered
Mauly rather an ass; yet often old
Mauly had been right when cleverer
fellows were wrong. DBut how even
an ass like Mauly could believe Whar-
ton now was rather a mystery. It
seemed that he must have spoken un-
truthfully, either in saying that there
were crackers in the parcel or in deny-
ing that there were fireworks in the
study, But on the horns of that
dilemma old Mauly simply relied
on his unfailing instinct. He knew that
‘a:.:hartun was no liar, and left it at
that.

Every other fellow in the passage,
however, ex d to see Loder emerge
from the study with fireworks in his
possession.

Loder seemed rather a long time on
his search, He reappeared in view at
last empty-handed. He had searched
the study cupboard, and found there a
alice of ham and a packet of dry
biscuits, apparently intended for supper.
He had searched the window-seat and
n box, and the bookcase. Nothing of
a contraband nature head turned up.
Loder was impatient and perplexed,
and getting very angry.

“Wharton !” he snarled. “Where are
those fireworks? Point out at once
where you've hidden them, you young
rascal |

“There are no hiding-places iIn m
study, Loder,” said Wharton, in a cool,
clear voice. “I never have to hide
cigarettes or anything away, as I believo
is the case in some studies.”

There was a ripple of laughter along
the crowded passage.

“A hit—a palpable hit I” the Bounder
whispered to Redwing.

Plenty of fellows knew, or suspected,
that Gerald Loder kept smokes in his
own study.

“Will you tell me where those fire-
works are hidden?” roared Loder
furiously.

“I’ve told you I have none|”

“You miserable little liar!” hissed
Loder. “Every fellow here knows that
you have! Linley!”

“¥Yes, Loder!”

" Go down and call Mr. Quelch| Tell
him I specially request him to step up
to Wharton’s study, as Wharton has
fireworks hidden here 1”

“Very well |”

Mark went down the stairs.

There was a buzz in the Remove. 1t
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Loder had failed to find them, it was
not likely that Quelch would fail!

“Quelch will get his teeth into this!”
whispered Smithy.

There was a hush as Mr, Quelch’s
majestic head was seen to rise into
view on the Remove staircase, The
Remove master had lost no time in get-
ting on the scene. The glint in his
eyes was not to be mistaken, He had
never quite believed that that single,
solitary squib was all the fireworks the
rebel of the Form had in his possession.
Now he had received positive informa-
tion, after his formal *«wr:ﬂ;r::inﬁ:i that such
an offence would be punished by a
Head's fogging | Wharton was “for"”
it now |

“Loder, you have found——"

“I've found nothing so far, sir,” said
Loder. “Wharton denies that there
are fireworks hidden in his study. But
all the boys here know.”

Mr. Quelch glanced round al the
Removites, They made their fuces as
expressionless ns possible; but it was
easy for the Form master to read what
%1_13 I:‘na]w—ﬂr hEl;::iﬂd thui;a they hgmw%

18 gumiet oye on the captain ¢
the Jgemnm
i “Wh.a.:htm, you denyiﬁhﬂ.t there are

reworks in your study

“¥Yes, sir | )

“What reason have you to believe,
Loder—"

“The boy's own words, sir. I heard
him speaking of crackers in his posses-
ion a8 I came up. Linley knew he had

em, and should have reported it to
m.ll;
“Linley, were you aware
Wharton had fireworks hera 1

“I—I heard him say so, sirl I never
saw them,” said Mark. “TI did not
th;gk myself bound to report what he
sald.”

“You cshould have ascertained the
fact 1" said Mr. Quelch sharply. “ You
have not forgottem my instructions,
Linley! There has already been one
dangerous explosion in this pnaauEu
which might have caused a fire in the
House! Did you toke no notiee of the
matter at all?”

“] asked Wharton to hand over the
packet to me, pir.”

“ What paci:ﬂtr‘i’“

“The packet of crackers, sir.”

“Wharton had a packet of crackers,
and you saw it 1" exclaimed Mr, Quelch,

“1 saw theo packet, sir, and Wharton
said there were crackers in it when
Vernon-Smith asked him. But I did
not see——"'

“You hardly needed to see what was
in the packet after Wharton's own
admission of what it contained! You
have not done your duty, Linley! I am
glad to see that you, Loder, have more
sense of duty than my head boy 1"

“Thank ou, sirl” said Loder
smoothly. “In view of your very par-
ticular orders on the subject, sir, I felt
bound to take the matter up.”

“ Undoubtedly | Wharton, where havae
you concealed your fireworks 1" :

“]1 have concealed no fireworks, sir.”

“What—what! You have heard what
Linley has said| Dare you persist that
there are no fireworks in your study "
thundered Mr. Quelch.

“Certainly, sir! I have had no fire-

that

P works to-day except the squib I handed

over in your study.”
“You dare to say so?” gasped Mr.
Quelch,

“Yes, sir.”
"1 shall search your study person-
ally!  You will naid me, der |

Wharton, Eﬂu aro guilty of the mosh
dishonourable prevarication |”
“Indeed, sir!” )
Mr. Quelch passed him, with a glare.
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and whisked into the study. Form
master and prefect proceeded on a
scarch together—a search so thorough
and so meticulous that it seemed impos-
¢ible that the smallest firowork could
cieape detection,

Hiarry Wharton, leaning on the
wall beside the doorway, winked ut
the slaring fellows in the passage.
There was a chuckle, and then, as Mr.
Queleh glared out, sudden silence, And,
in _tense excitement, the Removites
waited for the result of the search,

THE SIXTH CHAPTER.
Cream Crackers !
L HARTON I”
W Mr. Queleh’s voice as ho
called was not loud, but

deep.

ot 1F':'5-|- sir >

“Come into the study 1"

“Certainly, sirl”

Harry Wharton stepped into Study
No. 1. The Removites closed up roun
the doorway, eager to seec what fol-
lowed. e gcneral expectation was
that the fireworks had been found, and
that Wharton was to be taken to the
headinaster.

But a look at Mr. Quelch’s speaking
countenance banished that idea. He
was angry, puzzled, perplexed, intensely
irritated, der was angry and dis-
appointed. Nothing, obviously, had
been found. It was amazing, for it was
certain that Queleh would have left no
stone unturned. If the fireworks were
in the study, surely his gimlet eye
would have unearthed them. But the
search had plainly been a failure, and
now, it seemed, the Remove master
hoped to elicit information from the
fellow accused.

“I have failed to find forbidden
articles in this study, Wharton,"” said
Mr. Quelch.

“I have told you that there are none
here, sir,” said Wharton mildly. His
voice was gentle as a cooing dove's.

The soft answer is said to turn away
wrath. It did not have that effect on
Mr. Quelch's. Rather, it had the effect
of & red rag on & bull |

“Do mnot repeat palpable falsehoods,
Wharton 1" exclaime the Remove
master. 1 will not listen to them | On
your own statements, you are in posses-
gion of fireworks! I command you to
inform me where they are concealed.”

“As I have none, sir—"

“Silence I” exclaimed Mr. Quelch in
a formideble voice. “1 will not hear
these falsehoods! Nugent, you share
this study with Whartonl Are you
aware of any hidden and secret place in
this room 1"

“No, sir|1” answered Frank Nugent.

“Is there a loose board in the floor,
or anything of that kind 7

“Not that I know of, gir.”

“Havo you any idea where Wharton
has concealed his fireworks?”

“Not the slightest, sir.”

There was no hnip from Wharton's
study-mate. He stood back again at
an angry gesture from his Form master.
Quelch was getting into a goaded state
now. To punish a fellow—even the
mutineer of the Form—on suspicion of
an offence which he oxplicitly denied
was scarcely practicable, Evidence of
pome kind had to be found. Both
Quelch and Loder were convinced that
the evidence was there, close at hand,
if they could only have set eyes on_it.
It was intensely exasperating. One
glance at the packed faces at the door-
way told Quelch that all the jumiors
believed that the fircworks were there,

and that he had somchow missed them
in his search. Yet how could he have
missed them? What cunning hiding-
place could have cscaped his gimlet

“oye !

“Wharton "—Mr. Quelch’s voice was
almost hUSki with suppressed anger—
“I command you to reveal the scerct
hiding-place in this study!”

““1 know of none, sir!"”

“Whore have you concealed the fire-
works 1" nlmost shrieked Mr. Quelch.

“I have no fireworks, sir! I know of
none in the Remove passage at all,
cxcept those that exploded this after-
noon in your head boy’s study, sir.”

The Removites almost gasped at this.
Wharton was venturing to give Quelch
a “dig " on the subject of his head boy |
. “Very well, Wharton! Very well,
indeed I”  Quelch scemed near choking.
“You persist in denying the obvious
facts 1™

“I persist in telling the truth, sir|”
said Harry.

“The truth !’ murmured Skinner to
Snoop. “The truth, old bean! My
nniy nél"

nd Snoop suppressed a giggle.

“I have not yet finished I” said Mr.

Quelch. “You will not defeat the ends

One of this week's

USEFUL LEATHER POCKET
WALLETS

%qﬂ to lan Gourlay, of 93,
ictoria Road, Kirkcaldy, Fife,
who submitted the following Grey-
friars limerick :

Said Wharton to Cherry one day,
““Lot’s go to the gym and be gay
For Bunter is training,
A sight entertaining—
But weak hesartes had best stay
away L "

Haye a shot at writing these

limericks, boys! It's a fasci-
nating pastime and the prizes
offered for w:nnlni efforts are

WELL WORTH HAVINGI

of justice so easily as this, you rebel-
lious and disrespectful boy! Where is
thoe packet that Linley states you
brought into this study? You deny the
possession of firoworks—do you deny the
possession of the packet which was scen
in your hands?"

“Not at all, sir ”

“Did you, or did you not, state, when
asked, that that packet contained fire-
works 7"
~ Wharton paused a moment. The
uniors hung on his reply. Half the

emove had heard what he said to the
Bounder.

“No, sir|” said Wharton, at length.

“Fan me !" murmured Vernon-8mith.

“You—you—you did not?” gasped
Mr. Quelch, “You deny what is por-
fectly well known to all the boys
present 2"

“l deny that T said there were fire-
works in the packet, sir!” answered
Wharton steadily. “Why not ask tho
fellow to whom 1 spoke, sir? Vernon-
8mith will remember what I said.”

“Vernon-8mith, you asked Wharton
what his packet contained "

"“Yes, sir,” said the Bounder reluct-
antly. i

“ What was his reply I’

The Bounder was silent. He was not

oing to give a fellow away, even under
Ele territving frown of Henry Bamuel
Quelch.

“Cough it up, Smithy,” said Harry

9

quictly. “I've no objection—I want you
o tnliy AMr. Quelch what I said, so that
he will know the faets.”

“Wharton said crackers,
swered the Dounder.

“You nre gure that he said crackers?”

“0Oh, ves, sir!”

" Do you deny this, Wharton "

" Not at all, sir !”

“Ah! You confess, at lact, that you
admitted that there were fireworks in
the packet?' exclaimed Mr. Quelch.

“Oh, no, sir! There were no fire-
works in the packet,”” said Harry, with
cheorful coolness,

““Are you in your sonses, boy? Were
there, or were there not, crackers in
the packet?” almost roared Mr. Quelch.

“Yes, sir!”

“That is enough! After all your
miserable prevarication, Wharton, you
have admitted the truth! Whether the
crackers are discovered or not is
unmaterial. I shall take you to the
Head at once.”

“Do you wish to take the crackers
also, sir?” asked Harry, with 4 coolness
that was quite icy. “They are in the
cupboard if you want them, sir.”

“They are not in the cupboard—the
cupboard has been scarched—but if you
t:lm{-:ime to reveal them, I will allow you
to do s0.™

“I left them in the cupboard, sir.”

“That is another falsehood, sir,” said
Loder. “Both of us have searched the
cupboard, and there is nothing in it but
some ham and biscuits.”

“8Shall I point them out, sir?” asked
Wharton demurely.

“If they are
snapped Mr. Quelch.

Wharton stepped to the study cup-
board. Under the eyes of Mr. Quelch
and Loder, and of as many fellows as

sir!" an-

there, certainly!”

could cram into the doorway, he
pointed to an oblong paper et in
the study cupboard, which re the

celebrated name of Huntley and Palmer.

“There, sir!"” he said meekly.

“Is this—is—is—this insolence, Whar-
ton? What do you mean? You
are pointing to a packet of biscuits!”
raved Mr. 5uelch.

“Yes, sir—my crackers !”

“Your what?”

‘My  crackers, sir—my cream-
erackers,” said Wharton innocently. "I
bought them from Mrs. Mimble at the
school shop, sir, [or supper. 1 h?e
there is no harm in buying biscuits for
supper, sir.”

Mr. Quelch’s jaw dropped.

He gazed at the packet of biscuits—he
discorned on the paper that contained
them the words “Cream Crackersl
Huntley and Palmer, Reading.” He
gnzed—he stared—he goggled—he almost
gibbered.

That oblong packet of cream crackers
had been under his eyes, and Loder’s,
all the time, There had been no conceal-
ment—Wharton bad  unwrapped the
brﬂwn-pnﬂer from the parcel alfter taking
it into the study. His answer to the
Bounder, that the ‘Ip:eket
crackers, was truel! here are crackera
—and crackers—but certainly no fellow
had dreamed that his crackers were
cream-crackers—the harmless and neces-
sary biscuit !

here was an instant of silence. Then,
#s the Remove fellows realised how

orgeously the leg of a ;]:rn[act and a

‘orm master had been pulled, there was
n roar of laughter that woke every echo

contained

of the passage. Mr Quelch's presence
could not restrain it. The {fellows
roarcd—they fairly howled:

“Ha, ha, "

Tre MacNer Lmrary.—No. 1,290
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THE SEVERTH CHAPTER.
Not Gulity !

“ JK - KIK - CREAM — cream
H erackers!”  stuttered  the
Bounder. ' Oh, my hatl
This is too jolly richl Kik-
kik-crcam crackers! Ha, ha, ha!”
“Ha, ha, ha!” roared tho Removites.
Harry Wharton did not laugh. His
face was quict and gravo, though his
eyes glimmered. ord Mauleverer
rinning, gave him a rather repruncht‘ui
ook. ?Iauly had been utterly per-
lexed, for he, like the rest, had nover
reamed that the packet of " ecrackers’
would turn out to contain the variety
of biscuits called *‘cream ecrackers.”
Puzzled as he was, Mauly’s faith in
Wharton had never wavered. He was
impervious to evidence.
i Itlﬂl

“Oh gad!” murmured Mauly. °
too bad—ha, ha, hal—it's too jolly
thick, you know—ha, ha, hal”

“Ha, hs, hal” roared along tho pas-
sage. Fellows downstairs heard that
Homeric outburst of merriment and
wondered what joke was on in the
Remove.

“] say, you fellows” came Billpr
Bunter's squeak. “I say, Wharton's
pulled Quelchy'’s leg a treat|”

“Ha, ha, hal”

Mr.- Quelch, standing petrified in
Study No. 1,7 gazed at the packet of
biscuits for long seconds. Loder s
fairly quivering with rago. Both the
master and the prefect realised what
utter asses they looked. They had
searched a junior study—searched and
gearched again—delayed prep—caused
unbounded excitement—and _all  for
nothing—all because of a trifling play
on words—a pun—a jesting deception!
They did not need that roar of laughter
in tho passage to tell them that they
looked asses, and that the episode would
become a standing joke for a long time
to come. Loder wau.faehnf; apprehen-
sive as well as furious, for he had
called Quelch on the scene—he was
responsible for the Removo master look-
ing a fool to his Form.

Ho

Quelch found his voice at last.
turned a look on Wharton that might
have scared any junior. Wharton met
it with absolute calmness, and an ex-
pression of meck respeet on his face

that fairly goaded Mr. Quelch.

“Wharton! You—you say that—that
those biscuits were contained in tho
packet you brought into this study, and
which you stated contained crackers?”

“"¥Yes, gir! Cream crackers, sir—"

“Ha, ha, hal” .

“8ilence I roared Mr. Quelch, 1n a
voice that banished merriment. * Whar-
ton, when youestated that that packet
contained crackers, but did not specify
cream crackers, you intended to causo
a misunderstanding.”

“Do you think so, sir 7 asked Whar-
ton.

“1 am absolutely assured of it,” said
Mr. Quelch savagely. * You have de-
liberately caused a decoption——"

“I'm sure Smithy will excuse mo, if
I pulled Ms leg, sir,”” ssid Wharton
me-al:lﬁ*

“What? What do you mean? What
has Vernon-8mith to do with it?”

“It was Vernon-Smith I told that the
packet contained crackers, sir. 1 toid
no one else. I can have deceived no
one else, I suppose, only Vernon-8mith,”
said Wharton innocently.

The Bounder winked joyously at the
fellows in the passage. Ho was enjoying
this to the full. harton “had " his
Form master—there was no doubt abous
that. He had him all along the line.

Tue MacNer Lisrany.—No, 1,280,

“Did you think I meant the firework
kind of cracker, Smithy 7"’ asked Harry.

“Well, yes, rather!” grinned the
Bounder.

“Sorry, old man, if I took you in,”
said Wharton gravely. “Merely a littlo
joke—rather a fceble one, 1 admit. But
no harm done.”

“ None at all!” chortled the Bounder.

Mark Linley was grinning, he could
not help it. He was deeply glad that
ho had nntj. after all, reported those
" fireworks "——which had turned out to
bo tha hermless and necessary Huntley
and Palmer, He knew now that Whar-
ton had intended him to report—to make
a fool of him—and that as he had not
risen to the bait, Loder had been
hooked instead. But lLoder was o
bigger fish to hook—and in_his turn he
had dragged Quelch into it—Wharton
had reason to be satisficd with the
result. ) ]

For a minute’s reflection convinced
Mr. Quelch that this ]y;nung rascal could
not possibly be punished.

It was only Emi!-h? whom he had told
that thero were “erackers ' in the
packet. Loder had overheard and
misunderstood. Wharton had denied all
along that there wero fireworks in his
gstudy. He had not denied that there
were “ erackers’ there—cream crackers|

Mr. Quelch stood silent, looking at
Wharton! How was he to punish a
i‘]uninr for saying to another junior that
o had crackers in a parcel—when he
had, in fact, cream crackers thercl
That was all that Wharton had done!l

The look on Quelch’s face checked
merriment. But it Wwas barely sup-
%IEEEEEL ready to break out again.
th'.:ary man in the Remove was enjoying

is.

“Loder, you might really have ascer-
tained tho facts, before calling me on
the scene.” Quelch had to find a vietim,
and Loder was the only one to be
found. “You have acted very thought-
lessly.”

Loder gritted his teeth.

“Wharton meant me to hear what ho
said,”” heo muttered savagely. “"He
meant to take me in—he meant——"

“No doubt,” said Mr. Quelch bitterly.
“But a remark by one junior boy to
another was not a sufficient cause for
calling mo here. You have wasted my
timo, erl You have acted thought-
lessly and foolishly. You had better go.”

Loder went—with [eclings too deep
for words, Mr, Quelch followed him
from tho study. He was chiefly anxious
to get out of sight now.

“May I keep my crackers, sir?” asked

NEW ‘ERECTOR’ TOY.

* Erector ' Toys have always been
famous, but here is a new novel toy
—EREUTOR-BRIK, which Is highly
original and practical. This consists
of small coloured bricks made to grip
each other by a new method. The
bricks are made Iin only two sizes,
which means that a great variety of
models van be made from even the
simplest sots. BUNGALOWS, RAIL-

WAY STATIONS, CHURGHES,

BRIDGES, GARAGES, oto.,, oan bea
built, and when completed with the
simple roofs and windows supplied,
have an eoxtremaly realistic appear-
ance. The most fascinating models
can be built with this toy In conjunc-
tion with an Erector Set. Prices of
the ERECTOR.-BRIK BETS ara:—
3/68d, 6/6d, 12/8d, and 18 6d, and the
Manufacturers are The A C. Gllbart
company, 109, Kingsway, W.0..

THE MAGNET

Wharton respectfully. He was rubbing
it in.

“You may certainly keep your his-
cuits, Wharton. You know that very
well,” said Mr. quulch. in a choking
voice, and he rustled away to the Re-
mova staircase. He turned on the
landing. * Go into your studics at once,
all of you—you are late for preparation
already |"’

Grinning follows went into
studies, )

Mr. Queloh whisked down tho stairs
and disappeared.

From every study in the Remove,
after he was gono, cameo sounds of
merviment. Any stranger dropping
into the Remove passage that ovening
might have fancied that the juniors
found prep very amusing.

“1 say, you fellows, eream crackers|”
chortled EiHE Bunter, “Cream
crackers, you know! Cream crackersl
He, he, hel”

“Ha, ha, hal"

“Good job you mnever reported to
Quclchy, aftor all, Marky ! said Bob
Cherry. chuckling, in Study No. 13.

“T'm afraid Wharton wanted me to,”
said Mark. laughing. ‘‘Lucky I didn't!
Loder jumped at tho chance. Ho was
welcome to it.™

“Ha, ha, hal

their

Poor old Loder!"”

“The poorfulness of the esteemed old
Loder 1s terrific|” chuckled Hurrco
Jamset Ram Singh.

In Study No. 4 the Bounder chuckled
loud and long.

“Ain't he & muﬁhdrﬂp. Reddy 1 he
asked. “Ain't he a prize-packet?
Crackers—cream  crackersl Loder
fairly bit on it—and Quelch was gloat-
ing, just gluatinﬁl And it was all a
spoof! Ha, ha, ha!”

Redwing laughed, but he shook his
head.

“It's a dangerous game,” he said.
“Quelch went away as wild as a tiger
—Wharton's asking for it.””

“Bhouting for it!” agreed the
Bounder, " He will get it sooner or
later—right in the jolly old neck!
Jevver see a man look such a fool as
%unlnh looked? IHa, ha, hal!” The

ounder wiped his eyes. “They can’t
touch him—?uu can't whop a man for
saying he's ot crackers—oream
crackers—and harton nover did
anything elso—Loder and Quelch did
the rest! Ha, ha, ha "

After prep, when the Removitea went
down to the Rag, there was loud
laughter in that apartment. Shell and
Fourth Form f{ellows were told about
it, and they roared with laughter,
The Fifth got hold of it—Potter of the
Fifth teld them in the games-study, and
they yelled. Even the Sixth Form men
grinned over the absurdity of a master
and a prefect rooung through a study
in gsearch of a packet of cream crackers|
Mr. Quelch was well awaro of the
general merriment, and his feelings on
the subject could not have been
eXpre in words. Not for the firsb
time, he had been made a fool of by
the rebel of his Form/|

During the evening he passed the
door of the Rag, and heard voices and
laughter from within:

“1 say, you fellowsl Cream
orackers, you know "

“Ha, ha, hal”

Mr. Quelch’s ears burned as he
walked on. The rebel of the Remove

bad scored: but it was, as Redwing
said, a dangerous game to playl Henry
Samuel Quelch was not likely to lose
his chance when it camel
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“ The orackers are In the eupboard, sir, if you want them,’” sald Wharton coolly.

opened the door of the cupboard and pointed to an oblong packet.
““ You are pointing to a packet of biscuits I *’

Mr. Quelch.

THE EIGHTH CHAPTER.
Bunter, the Artis:!

i UONTER! You pas|”
It was the following day.
Harry Wharton came up to
Btudy No. 1 some time after
class, expecting to find that apartment
vacant.

Nugent, who shared: the study with
the captain of the Remove, was seldom
there now. He had taken his books
and other possessions along to Study
No. 13, since the break in the Co., and
generally did his preg and had his tea
in that study. But Study No. 1 was
not vacant at the present moment; Billy
Bunter was there.

The Owl of the Remove was seated
at the study table, grinning over a
sheet of cardboard upon which he was
drawing. Bunter was no artist, and
when he drew it was a little difficult to
tell whether he was depicting a Soccer
match, a railway accident, or a fire at
BE8.

Wharton, nt;ep;iing into the study and
glancing over his fat shoulder, was
puzzled to know what the fat jumior
was delineating. Some sort of a weird-
looking figure waas wing under
Bunter's masterly pencil, but 1t might
have represented almost anything.

But over the top of that weird figure
Bunter wrote in capital letters:

“HEAR'S ANUTHER GIY ¥

This, apparently, was Bunter's way of
spelling “ Here’s another guy I'" Bunter
had his own methods in matters of
orthography. This superseription indi-
cated that Bunter's work of art had
something to do with the anniversary of

Mr. Fawkes' celebrated attempt to cut
off the gas in the House of Commons.

The fearsome object he had drawn
was a * EHF'”

There was an ancient Greek painter
who, in order that thero should be no
misapprehension, wrote under his
picture: “This iz an ox.” DBunter
um)eared to be taking a tip from that
old artist, for under his picture he
wrote :

“«THIS IS OLD QUELCH !”

Secing this, Wharton understood what
the fat junior was “at.” He was
drawing a *“guy,” supposed to repre-
sent Henry Samuel Quelch, the master
of the Remove,

It was not like Quelch to look at,
Really, it was like nothing in the
heavens or the earth, or the waters
under the earth. _

But Bunter was evidently pleased
with 1t, for he grinned over it, and
emitted a fat chuckle.

Then he jumped, as he heard Whar-
ton’s voice over his shoulder.

He blinked round in alarm. '

“Oh! Only youl” he said, in relief.
“l say, look at this, old chapl! Bome
guy, what? He, he, hel This will
make the fellows llﬂ.ug;h |*

“1y won't make you laugh if Quelch
sees it, you assl|” answered Wharton.
“More likely to make you howl ™

“ Well, he won’t know I did it,” said
Bunter. “How’s he to know?! When
he finds it pinned on the blackboard in
the Form-room, 1 seuppose he won't
uess that 1 drew it, will he? He
gn-mm't know I can draw, really.”

““And he won't find out—from that1”
said Harry, laughing. _

“X haven't finished yot,"’ said Bunter,

i IH:' .

AR

** There they are, sir.”” *
‘“ Yos, sir—my crackers—my cream crackers 1’

L *

“1 will Pulnt them out to you."” He
What do you mean ? ** raved

He started again with the pencil, and
droew a scroll from the mouth of the
weird ﬁgura, bearing the words * BEND
OVER I" He added a cane to the hand
of the figure as long as the figure
itaalf.

“Rather neat, what?” asked Bunter
complacently, “This will make old
Quelch jump! What?”

“Quelch will jump first, and you
next 1" said Harry.

Bunter blinked at him anxiously.

“You don't think he will guess it was
me, do youl?” he asked. “How's he
going to guess, I'd like to know "

“Ha, ha, ha! He knows your spell-
ing, old fat man!”

“What's the matter with the spell-
ing 7* asked Bunter warmly. "1 sup-
posa 1 can spelll Here is spelt h-e-a-r
—I've seen 1t spelt h-e-e-r, but that’s
not correct, ['m pretty certain.”

“Try h-e-r-e,” said Harry, laughing.

“Sure?”’ asked Bunter, dubiously.

(1] ultﬂ.jj

“QOh, all right!” Bunter used the
indiarubber, and made the alteration.
“Quelch makes out that I can’t spell,
vou know. If there was a mistake in
the spelling, he might tumble. Any-
thing else?”

“Well, as a matter of taste, I should
spell ‘ another ' with an ‘o,’ not with a
“u,” said Harry.” _ \

Bunter changed the U into an O.

“All right now?” ho asked.

“Might put the ‘u” into the word
'guy '—it looks better than am ‘i, "

suggested Wharton.
l;1:1‘ rather rot,”" said

hat nEle _
Bunter. “Giy seems right to me.

Still, itmI you think it ought to be a
Iu L]

“Sure thing, fathead !’
Tee Magner Lirrany.—No, 1,290.
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'"Oh, all right|”

Clues to the perpetrator, in matters
of orthography, were eliminated.

“ All safe now 1” asked Bunter,

“Yes, but it would be safer to stick
it in the study fire,” said Harry. “1It's
not safe to lark with Queleh.” '

“Well, I like that, from youl” said
Bunter derisively. “You're always
larking with Quelch. What about the
E:raam crackers yesterday?  He, he,

'E t'll‘

“Fathead! I can face the musie, and
you ocan't,” said Harry. “Take
my tip, and chuck that rubbish into the
fire |

“T'Il watch 1t )’ said Bunter.

“Well, take it out of my study, any-
how,” said Harry. “I don’t want it
seen here. What the thump are you
here at all for?”

Bunter grinned,

“Well, I didn’t want to be seen draw-
ing this guy,” he explained. “Todd
would see it if I did 1t in Study No.
—and Dutton, Of course, they wouldn’t
give a chap away—still, you can’t be
too careful. Quelch will raise Cain
when he sees this pinned on the black-
board., Don’t you think so1”

“No doubt about that1”

“]I don’t mind you sceing it, old chap;
ou’'re up against Quelch,” said Bunter.
‘In fact, I was going to suggest you

taking it to the Form-room and pinnin
it on the blackboard, old fellow.
fellow might be spotted going there—I
mean—that is—I—I mean——"

“] know what you mean,” agreed
Wharton, “and you can go and eat
coke., Take your rubbish out of this
study before it's seen here.”

“That’'s all right,” said Bunter.
“Nobody's likely to come to this study
—hardly anybody ever speaks to you,
you know—nobody likes your company.”

“What "

“You're suoh an ill-tempered, touchy
beast, you know,” explained DBunter.
“Most of the fellows are giving you the
go-by this term, ain’t they? ou've
rowed with nearly every man in the Re-
move, you know. I say, Wharton, what
are you looking so waxy for? Anything
the matter?”’

Harry Wharton stared at the cheerful
fat Owl, and then burst into a laugh.
Really, Bunter was not worth kicking.

“Get out, fathead,” he said, “and
take wvour rubbish away! Loder may
butt mn and sce it. Ile watches this
study like o cat.”

“He, he, hel
back up, you know!
fect in the oyo——"

“"Buzz off I”

“1 say, do you think Loder’s about?’
asked Bunter anxiously. “1 don't want
to run into him with this, you know,
If he saw me with it, he would make
out that I did it, you know.”

“Oh, my hat!”

“I‘lf tuke a squint in the passage, and
make sure,” said the fat Owl. “I don’t
want (o run into Loder!”

Billy Bunter rolled out of Study
No. 1. Having fnished his work of art,
he wanted to convey it to the Remove
Form-room, and pin it up there to be
discovered later by Mr, Quelech. But he
did not want to run into a Sixth Form
prefect with the work of art in his pos-
session. When a Remove fellow set out
to “guy® Mr. Quelch, he could not be
too careful.  Bunter wanted to make
quite, quite sure that thoe coast was
clear, before he conveyed that disre-
spectful delincation of Mr. Quelch to its

estination.

He rolled to the landing at the end of
the passage, and blinked down the Re-
movo staircago.
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You've ﬁ?t Lodet's
Punching a pre-
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“Oh crikey !” ejaculated Bunter,

Loder of the Sixth was coming up.

Billy Bunter stood rooted to the land-
ing, blinking at the bully of the Sixth
through his big spectacles, From tho
bottom of his fat heart he was thankful
that he had been so wary, and that he
had not the picture of Quelch with him,

Loder glanced at him carelessly as ho
erossed t?m landing, and went up the
passage. He was not taking any in-
terest in Billy Bunter—he Eﬂ.d quite
other game in the Remove passage,

“Oh lor’ 1" breathed Bunter.

And instead of returning to Stud
No. 1 for his picture, the fat Owl rolle
nwa;njy down the stairs. He did not in-
tend to go back for that picture so long
as Loder was in the offing,

Harry Wharton, in Study No. 1, stood
looking at Bunter's absurd picture,
frowning. He was rather anxious for
the fatuous Owl to take it away. Since
the happenings of the previous even-
ing, Loder of the Sixth had been giving
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FRANK RICHARDS.
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him ultogother too much attention,
Perhaps Loder still suspected that tho
rchel of the Remove had forbidden fire-
works—or perhaps he only hoped so,
Perhaps he hoped to “catch ™ him out
in some other infraction of the rules.
Certainly Gerald Loder would have
given a great deal to eatch the junior
who had made a fool of him; and hope,
as the poet says, springs eternal in the
human breast.

Wharton turned at the sound of a
footstep in the doorway. He supposed
that it was Bunter coming in.

“Look hero——* he began. “Oh!”
He broke off as he saw Loder.

With a quick movement he drew a
pad of blotting-paper over Bunter's
picture, It was swiftly done, but not
swiftly enough to ecscape Loder’s oyes.
The prefect stepped into the study,

“What's that?’ he asked,

“What's what?' drawled Wharton,

“You'roe not hiding anvthing under
the blotting-paper?” sneered Loder,

Wharton did not answer,

Loder stepped to the table and jerked
the blotting-paper aside. What he was
going to see he could not imagine; but

he knew that it was something that the
junior did not want him to sce, and that
was enough for Loder. He stared
blankly at the weird figure depicted on
the cardboard. But for the words
sorawled underneath, Loder ussuredly
would not have guessed that it was in-
tonded for Mr. Quelch. But tho inscrip-
tion left no doubt on that peint,

“*“This is old Quelech’!” Loder read
aloud. "My hat! Guying your IForm
master, what? What were you going to
do with this, Wharton?1”

“Nothing.”

“You drew it, just to leave on your
study table?” grinned Loder.

“1 did not draw it.”

“Who did, then?"’ Loder paused. ITe
was certain—as certain as he could be—
that Wharton had drawn that ridiculous
figure to “guy” the Remove master.
But after his “ bloomer * of the previous
da;jr. Loder was careful. * Nugenti”

‘Haordly 1 .

“Well, who, if not yourself?” de-
manded Loder,

“I'm not bound to tell you that,” an.
swered Wharton coolly. “Wo're not
sneaks in the Remove. I tell you that I
never drow it, and that I found it lyin
on my study table, just as you {:'Iic‘g.:
That's all 1 can tell you.”

“You ecan tell your Form master
that!" said Loder. “Follow me|”

Loder marched out of the study and
Wharton followed him. As they went
downstairs, they passed Bunter on the
lower landing. Tﬂa fat Owl blinked at
the sheet of eardboard in Loder's hand,
in sheer horror. Evidently, Loder had
discovered his work of art. To his 1mn-
mense relief, Loder took no notice of
him. The prefect passed on down the
stairs, cardboard in hand, and as Whar-
ton followed down, Bunter realised how
matters stood. Wharton, in whose study
it had been found was judged guilty of
that disrespectful delineation nngquch.

"“Oh lor'!"" gasped Bunter,

The fat ngrlmr had an impulse to do
the right thiig. He made a step after
Loder, palpitating. Ie was bound to
own up, and correct the mistake; ho
felt that. Any man—almost any man—
in the Remove would have dono so.

“Loder! I say, Loderl” gasped
Bunter,

Loder glanced over his shoulder.

“Well, what?” ho rapped,

“T—I—I say * stammered DBunter,

“What?” snapped Loder, still more
sharply.

“Oh!’ gasped DBunter. “ Nothing!
Nothing at all. I was going to say—er
—1 mean—nothing.”

Loder stared at him,

“Take fifty lines, BDunter.”

“Oh crikey|”

Loder marched on., with Wharton at
his heels. Bunter blinked after them
dismally. He had intended to own nup;
but, somechow, it wouldn't come out.
Bunter had a conscience, of sorts. It
rather worried him now, But the pangs
of conscience were not so severe as the
pangs of a whipping from Quelch. Of
the two, Buoter preferred the pangs of
conscience,

THE NINTH CHAPTER.
Loder’s Luck !

ORACE COKER, of the Fifth

H Form, camoe into the Houso

quickly for his football, Potter

and Greene of the Fifth were

with Coker after class that day in tho
quad.

As had happened beforo, many a time
and oft, the enlivening and improvin
company of Horaco Coker had pn.l!nﬂ
on his pals. Potter, who was ano of

(Continued at foot o} néxt page.)



SOCCER QUERIES ANSWERED HERE

if in doubt over any Sooccer
Fleetway House, Farringdon

one many changes in the past

ew years—ohanges in atyle,

taotics, and 8o on. An inter.
eating statement concerning one way in
which the game has was made
to me the other day by a manager who
has been closely conneoted with football
for many yoars.

‘ As the regult of my observations and
caleulations,” he gaid, “ I am definitely
of the opinion that the average age of the
first-class footballer to-day, as compared
with the average a few years back, is at
least three years younger." That's the
gu? of news to make the lads sit up, isn't
i

THE game of football has under-

BANKING OR YOUTH!

As a matter of faot, I got this expression
of opinion when I was doing a bit of
rescarch work myself with a wview to
getting information which would enable
me to answer a question put to me by one
of my MacwrET readers. ‘The question
was this: * Which First Division club
has the youngest team 7" I am pnow in a
B’asit-iun to give the answer—Blackbum

vers hold that distinotion.

The average age of the Blgekburn
Rovers’ team which did duty in
the firat feto matches of the present
season was only bwenty-threo.

I can’t find that there ia any other first-
class football club which can beat that
record. This ia certainly the day of the
young man in football, and the Rovers
are bﬂnkin&nn youth to see them through,

Derby County bave gone im a lot for
young players in recent too, and I
remember Manager Jobey tel ‘me that

ho would not k of signing even a
player of repute who was over twenty-
soeven years of Mr. Peter Hodge,

the manager of aﬂim City, haa
Mind you, it is hard work

same iden.

those fellows with sudden bright ideas,
had suggested that Coker should show
them, 1n actual faot, the wonderful
kick he would have brought off, if he
had been playing in the 8t Jude’s
match, and which he had been telling
them about. ] i

Nothing loath, Coker went in for his
football to demonstrate exactly how he
would have kicked it and taken a goal
which Wingate, the Greyfriare captain,
had failed to take. And immediatel
Coker’s back was turned, Potter an
Greene jmusing only to exchange a
wink, had departed for parts unknown.
Coker, when he came out with the foot-
ball to demonstrate, was not likely to
find them.

Unaware of this, Coker hurried in for
the footer. When Coker was in a hurry,
he naturally put on & _

Ho cut upstairs to get to the Fifth-
Form passage, where his study was, and
whero the footer was. With his head
bent, and going on his highest gear,
Coker did the stairs, and it was & sheer
coincidence—a thing that no fellow

roblem, chum, write to ' Linesman," cfo The
treot, London, E.C.4. He'll be only too pleased
glve you his expert opinion.

tting n team of lads together who enn
old their own with the more expericnced
layers, But it is being done. And por.

aps it will be done to an over-increasing
extont because the tendency is for the
play to get faster and faster,

‘*BOY " BASTIN I

HAT ia the earliest age at which
w a youth who has football skill
can be said to be ready for the

atrain of flrat-class football 1t

There can bo no definite anawer to that
question. It all depends on the individual.

At scventeen some lads are strong
enough to stand all the rush and
tear of big football. I remember
Tom DBrowell—they used lo call
him ' Bop ' Browell, scoring gouls
for Hull City when he was only six-
teen years of age. There have been
players who have been capped for
England before they reached their
:;:JEIIHEHI birthday—aquite a lot of

3.

Take the case of young * CIifl ”’ Bastin,
the outside-left of Arsenal. He was signed
on by Managor Chapman—who paid two
thousand pounds for the signature—when
he was eighteen. It was the' Arsonal
mansager's ides to keep him in reserve,
and to allow him to develop gradually
for at least a season., But one doy in an
emergency, and just to enable Bastin to
add a little to his experience, ho was put
into the Arsenal first team. And he played
80 well that he simply could not IIJJG oft
out afterwards.

He played his part so efficiently
that before he wwas twenty he had
gained practically all the honours
which are open o a footballer. He
had becn on the Cup-winning side,
had been in a championship-icinning
side, and had played for England ]

could have foreseen—that T.oder came
down from the landing at the same
momaent. At a more modorate pace,
Coker doubtless would have scen him
and avoided him, or at least Loder
would have avoided Coker. Coming
up like a bullet irom a rifle, Coker
neither saw nor avoided Loder—and
Loder had no time to avoid him. In-
deed, it was only a split second after
Coker dawned on him, that Coker's
bullet head smote Loder on his second
walstooat button, )

“ Urrcrrrrgh 1™ wes all Loder said.

He could not say more. _

Every ounce of breath was driven out
of him by that sudden and terrific 1m-
pact. He sat down, gurgling.

* What the thump I’’ exclaimed Coker,

He Magg-:ared a little, rubbed the top

aaq,

of his he and stared at Iﬁdar. Lc{u;ler
WAS gaping, gasping, an gurglin
horri ]r.p Igia eyes rolled. He clutche

his waistcoat in anguish. He poggled
and guggled. Harry Wharton came to
a hu.l% on the landing, and watched him
with interest. Loder had told YWharton

T=E " TEROW-IH."

HERE has been a lot of talk thia
seguon about the ** throw-in "' at
footbull. 8am Weavor, tho Now-
castle left-half, with his mighty

throw, has bron the cause of most of 1it,
and there has been a sort of compotition
aa to which footballer could get the ball
the longest distance with a legitimote
{wo-handed, over-the-head throw. Weaver
has many challengera to the right of tho
Llitle of throw-in champion,

Woaver tells me that the only way to
become eflicient in the art of the long
throw-in i by constant practice.

He started by throwing from the
eilge of the penally arca, and kept on
trying until he could throw the ball
well over the crossbar. He can now
throw it from near the corner-flag
to the far goalpost—a throw which
is as good as a kick,

There are sovernl little pointa raised in
readers’ lettors concerning the throw-in
rule, and I am not surprised, becauss the
wording of this rule is not nearly so clear
ng it might be. You know that it isa now

rmissible for a player throwing tho

all to stand with his feet on the line,
The law says: *‘A player throwing the
ball must stand on both feet on or outsids
the touch-line facing the field of play.”

One reader who 18 & wing hali-back in
his school team wants to know whether
this means that if he decidea to stand on
the touch-line it ia necessary for him to
have both fect on the line, or can he atand
with one foot on the line and the other
behind it t

I am quite sure that most linesmen
would permit a player to stand in that
way when throwing the ball—with one
foot on the line and ons behind it. But it
might certainly bo argued that the worda
I have quoted suggest that he should have
both feet either on or behind the line.

Then there ia the quaat.iun of what ias
meant by the words " facing the field of
play.” n a thrower of the ball be said
to be facing the field of Ilﬂy if he ia locking
along the line towards the corner-flag.
Literally he is sidewaya to the feld of
play—not facing it. 1 have never yel seen
a footballer throwing the ball in with his
back to the field of play, and perhaps the
words were only put there to prevent
himm doing this,

As a last throw-in query, can the thrower
raise his heels 1 He 18 allowed to do so b
most linesmen, but here again the apirit
of the rule, rather than the letter of it,
ia followed. 1 can't for the life of me seo
how it can be said that a player is *' stand-
ing on both feet " if he is only on his toes.
Are a fellow's toes his feet 7 I leave it to
you to argue further,

B s o o T L S o = s S e e s s e

to follow him; so the junior waited
politely till Loder led on again. In-
stead of leading on, however, Loder sat
on tha stairs winded, struggling frantic-
ally for breath, and emitting strange,
inartioulate, perfectly horrible sounds.

“Well, my hat!” said Coker. “Get-
ting in & fellow's way Great pip!
What's that?”

The sheet of cardboard had dropped
from Loder's hand. Coker stared at 1t
and picked it up. He stared at it hard,
stared at Loder, and stared at the
picture again, .

“ th:’ said Coker, with a decp
breath, “this is old Quelch, iz it? Guy-
ing a Form master—a prefect of the
Sixth Form| My hatl 8o this_is the
way you amuse yourself, is it, Loder?
Lucky for you a beak hasn't seen this.
All very well for a fag, but a Bixth
Form profeccti—— My hatt”

Harry Wharton, on the landing
above. smiled. Loder, sitting on the

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

his waist-
ifth held up
it.

stairs, gurgled and cla
coat. Coker of the b
Bunter’'s work of art, staring at
From below, three or four fellows came
It had not seemed to occur to
Horace Coker’s miPhtJ brain that
Loder waes in need of help. But Win-

ate and Gwynne of the B8ixth, and

lundell of the Fifth, ran up, and after
them c¢ame ponderous Mr. Prout,
master of the Fifth.

Their eves—all their eyes—fell on the
remarkable work of art in Coker's
hand. The seniors stared and grinned.
Mr. Prout stared, but did not grin.
Mr, Prout frowned portentously.

“Upon my word!” said Mr., Prout.
“(Give that to me, Coker| Bless my
soul! From the—the inscription, this
hideous tnd absurd figure is appar-
ently intended to represent my col-
league, Quelch. Loder, I am amazed [”

“Urrrrgh I” said Loder.

Wingate and Gwynnoe raised him up,
one on either side. Loder hung on
them heavily, wrestli for wind.
Coker’s bullet head, hard as heart of
oak, had smitten hard, and Loder was
almost in a state of asphyxisation.

“ Amazed 1 said Prout. * Astounded !
1 saw Coker take this—this disrespect-
ful and insulting picture from you,
Loder. I can scarcely believe my eyes|
You, a senior boy, a 8ixth Form boy, a
prefoct, have been guilty of this ab-
surdity, this disrespectful absurdity!
Upon my word 1”

Harry Wharton, leaning on the
banisters above, looked on with an air
of detached interest. He appeared to
have no concern in the matter. A
dozen other fellows S‘ntharad on the
landing, attracted by the deep boom of
Prout's voice. Many eyes stared at
the amazing pioture which Prout held
up, as if for the general inspection.

ker, who had taken it from Loder,
naturally supposed that it belonged to
Loder. Prout, who had seen him pick
it up, fell into the same oatural sup-
Pns:tmn. Loder could have enlightened
1im with a word, But Loder just then
was incapable of a word, or even a
syllable. All Loder could say was:

“ Oooooooh 1"

Which conveyed no meaning what-
ever.

“Foolish and thoughtless disrespect
on the part of a junior,” boomed Prout,
“is reprehensible enough! But on the

art of a Bixth Form senior— Words

ail me. Loder I”

Unfortunately for Loder words failed
him, also

“T shall take this.” said Prout, “to
Mr. Quelch. I shall place it in his hands.

us.

No doubt he will place the matter be- 1

fore Dr Locke, and you will be called
upon to answer for thia outragcous
prank, Loder.”
“Urrrrrgh 1Y gurgled Loder.
Prout turned to En
Loder, realising his misspprehension,
made a frantic effort to !:'bpiea . But ho
Tae MacNeET Lisrary.—No. 1,200.

' “Dare you attempt to repossess

could only gurgle. He made a clutch
at the cardboard in Prout's hand, and

missed it.  Prout jerked it promptly
out of reach, )
“Hanas off, sirl” boomed Irout.

our-
self of this insulting placard, Loder?”

“Urrrgegh!” gurgled Loder.

Prout swept away. )

Loder, leaning heavily on Wingate
and Gwynne, tottered down the stairs.
Horace Coker went to his study for his
football. He was in a hurry to get
out with i, to give Potter and Greene
that promised demonstration. He got
out with 1t a few minutes later; but
he did not give the promised demon-
atration, Potter and Greene having
vanished into thin air.

Meanwhile, Prout arrived at Mr.
Quelch’s Ebucfy. He tapped on the door
and marched in, placard in hand.
Mr. Quelch, at is  writing-table,
glanced up.

“My dear Quelch,” said Prout, * look
at that ™

He laid the sheet of cardboard on the
table before the Remove master. Mr.
Quelch lonked at it. He saw a drawn
figure that might have been a Red
Indian, a chimney-sweep, or a South
Sea cannibal, or a mixture of all three.
Over it he read the words ¥ HERE'S
ANOTHER GUY 1” Under it he read
the words, “ THIS I8 OLD QUELCH I"
The capital letters gave no clue to the
writer.

“What—what—what is this?” ejacu-
lated Mr. Quelch.

“ An insult to you, my dear sir 1" said
Prout. “I am shocked, indignant] I
felt it my duty to bring it to your
notice at ouce.”

Prout, no doubt, was shocked ‘and in-
dignant. But there was a gleam of
relish in his eye. Seldom, indeed, did
the ponderous and portentous Prout
have a chance of patronising the Re-
move master. Now he was able to
compassionate him, sympathise with
him, condole with him, point out unmis-
takably that he had been insulted.
Prout was going to leave no doubt on
that point. Quelch had been insulted,
held up to ridicule—guyed, in fact—and
his sympathetic colleague was going te
rub it in.

“ An outrageous insult, my dear sir !”
boomed P-out. *This ridiculous bgure
—this utterly absurd Ggure—is intended
to represent you. The resemblance is
u!ight—h"'

“1 fail to understand you, sir!”
yvapped M=~ Quelch. “There is no ro-
gomblance at all—mone whatever |”

“7 will, if you desire, accompany you
to the headmaster,” pursued Prout. “I
carnestly recommend placing the wnatter
before Dr Locke——"

“Nothing of the sort|” snapped Mr.
Quelch. “As you have brought this
picce of foolery here, sir, I conclude
that you are aware of the arpetrator.
I wili deal with him myselt.”

“A 3ixth Form boy——"

“Wha-a-t 1"

“Hic name 15 Loder.”

"Loder 1" ejaculated Mr. uelch
blankly. Loder of the Bixth bad been
very much in Mr. Quelch’s good graces
this term. *“Impossible!”

“1 am speaking from my own know-
ledge, sir,’ said Prout. “This insult-
ing and humilinti:;F rlmrd, which
hcﬁdn you up to ridicule, to mockery,
to—to general derision, was taken from
Loder of the Sixth Porm under my own
oeyes. He made an attempt to snatch
it back from me, when he learned that
I intended to bring it to you. 1 am
prepared to make this statement in the
presence of Dr. Locke. If you desire my

THE MAGNET

evidence, my doar Queleh, I am entirely
at your servico.”

And, leaving the placard on Quelch’s
tahle, Prout left the study, heading for
Masters’ Common-room, to tell the
other “beaks” all about it, and ox-
pross. with inexhaustible elogquence, his
indignation, and his sympathy for
poor insulted Quelch.

L — .

THE TENTH CHAPTER.

Before the Beak !

ODER of the Sixth tapped at Mr.
Quelch's door and opened 1t
He had not recovered yet.
He was breathing spasmodic-
ally; he had a pain under his waist-
coat, and his complexion was ghastly.
But he realised that he had better
lose no time in seeing Quelch. Prout's
ridiculous mistake could not be cor-
rected too soom.

He found Mr. 3ualﬂh standing in the
study, the placard in his hand, and a
very bitter expression on his face.

Amazed as he was, shocked and
puined as he was, Quelch could not, of
course, doubt Prout’s assurance. Prout
had taken that insulting picture from
Loder of the Sixth—a prefect whom Mr.
Quelch had trusted and treated with
evory consideration.

Loder’s “down” on Wharton of the
Remove had been rather a recom-
mendation in the Remove master’s
eyes, now that he was so deeply and
bitteriy prejudiced against that mem-
ber of h's Form. He trusted Loder;
he almost liked him, thnuﬁh perhaps
some deep instinct, deeper than reason,
prevented him from quite liking him.
Only once had he spoken sharply to
Loder—mn Study No. 1 the previous
ovening—and surely there had been
cause for that., Yet that petty incident,
apparently, had caused Loder to be
guilty of this offence—drawing o
ridiculous figure to “guy” the Removo
master, no doubt intending to show it
about among the fellows and evoke
disrespectful laughter at Quelch’s
expense,

It was bitterly offensive, bitterly
humiliating, and the worst of it was
that Loder, being in the Sixth Form,
Queleh had no authority over him, and
could not deal with him, as he would
have liked to deal with him. Quelch
would have given much to have Gerald
Loder in the Lower Fourth for a few
minutes. He would have laid on “aix”
with unheard of enecrgy.

His only resource was to place the
matter before the Head, and that he
had decided upon, when Loder pre-
sented himself. %uﬂlch’s gimloet eyes
fairly flashed at Loder as he appeared
in the duﬂrwn.ﬁ.

“Mr. Quelch—sir!” gasped Leoder.

Quelch easily understood his breath-
leas confusion and pallid looks. He
knew what to expect, now that Quelch
had found him out.

He raised & commanding hand.

“Not a word, Loder! Mr. Prout has
acquainted me with the circumstances.
You will accompany me to Dr. Locke.”

“ But, sir—

“Follow me, Loder! You will
answer for this to your headmaster. I
will not bandy words with you,” said
Mr. Quelch, with biting scorn.

“l—1 never—— JI—I mean—I—"

Mr. (Sluelnh swept past him like a
thundercloud, and started for the
Head’s study. Loder ran after him 1n
dismay. )

“ Mr. Quelch, listen to me! Grooghl
I say—"
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_“You may say what you have to say,

sir, in the presence of your head-
master I’ thundered Mr., Quelch. * Do
not address me "

He strode on, at an accelerated pace,
and Loder, gasping, followed. Mr,
Quelch tapped at the Head’s door and
entered.

Dr. Locke greeted him with a kind
smile. which faded away at the sight of
the expression on Mr, Quelch’s face.

“My dear Quelch!” exclaimed the
Head. “What——"

“1 beg you, sir, to look at this,” said
Mr. Quelch, placing Bunter's work of
art under the astonished eyes of Dr.
Locke. *This, sir, is tho work of a
prefect of the Sixth FVorm-—of Loder—
and I have brought him here, sir, to
place the matter in your hands,”’

*Bless my soull!” =zaid Dr, Locko
blankly.

“1f ou pleaso, sir—"" pgasped
Loder, following the incensed Rewove
master into the study.

“Do mnob interrupt me, Loder!”
barked Mr. Quelch. * Dr. Locke, this
insulting placard, intending to hold me
up to ridicule, was found in Loder s
possession by Mr, Prout, who tells meo
that Loder attempted to snatch it away
from him. Such a prank, sir, un-
worthy even ot a foolish and thought-
less junior—"

"1 can scarcoly understand it,” said the
Head. “I should never have dreamed
thatr a Sixth Ilorm boy of Greyiriaras
could be guilty of such bad taste, of
such disrespeet, of such—""

“ But, sir——" gasped Loder.

“You are cortain, Mr, Quelch, that
M:.;,l Pr,trut took this from Loder
and—'

“He so informed me, sir, and has
offered to repeat the statement to you.
The matter is beyond doubt. Loder
came to my study, indeed, a fpw
minutes after Mr, Prout left, doubtless
to attempt to make excuses——"

“No excuse is possible, or accept
able !" said the Head. ** As there is no
doubt in the mattor, I shall deal with
Loder. I regret—I very much regret—
that the traditions of Greyfriars make
1t impossible to Hog o boy in the Sixth
Form, Otherwise, I should certainly
flog you, Loder.”

; "le:t, sir,” raved Loder, “I never—

“What? You deny—"

“Yes, sir. I—1 never—"’

““Do you deny that Mr. Prout took
this disgraceful and disrespectful draw-
ing from you, Loder?" exclaimed tho

IHead.
“No, sir! Oh, no! DBut—"

“Then say no more. I cannot flog
you, Loder, but your punishment 2

“But I say—"

“Your punishment will be rs severo
as I can make it,"”" said the [Ilead
sternly. *“T shall deprive you of your
rank of prefect, and of your Sixth
Form priviloges. You will be placed
under detention for six hall-holidays,
end you will write out a whole book of
Thueydides. And you will apologise to
Mr. Quelch immediately, and in my

H

presence—

1 1_1___“

“Or else,” said the Head, in & deep
voice, "or else, Loder, I shall expel
you from tho school, Make your choice
at once,”

"But, sir I'" shrieked Loder. “But I
tell you 1 nover——"'

Dr. Locke roso to his feet.

“Waste no more time, Loder ! Either
Euu apologise to Mr. Quelch, In the

umblest tcrms, here and now, or you

are expolled from Greyfriars. Will that
satisfy you, Mr. Quelch?"

“Certainly, sir; and I thank you!”
gaid the Remove master.

“"Loder! 1 am waiting——"

Loder was almost foaming,

“Will you let me speak, sir?” he
gasped. “I never 4

“Will you apologise this instant?”
thundered the Head. *Otherwise, leave
my study and pack your box!”

“1 tell you I never =

“Enough!” Dr. Locke raised his
hand. *Gol 1 have given you your
choice, and you decline to apologise.
Lol You wre expelled %

“1 never——"

“——I>From Greyfriars! Go and pack
your box——"

“1 mever—nover did—wasn't—never
—oh erumbs! Never—didnt——"

Loder was almost gabbling.

“¥You will leave by the next train!”

"I wasn't—didn’t—""

“1 shall give you a letter for your
father, And——"

"It was Wharton!"” yelled Loder.
The Head's commanding hand was
fairly waving him out of the study, and
Loder was desperate. *“It wasn't mo.
It was young Wharton. 1 took it away
froon him——"

“What !’ ejaculated Mr. Quelch.

‘' Wha-a-at?” stuttered the Head,

The two masters pazed ot Loder. At
long last he had & chance to speak.

“It was Wharton—Wharton, of the
Remove—who drew that picture,” stut-
tered Loder. “I took it away from him.
I was taking it to Mr. Quelch when that
fool Coker—I mean when Coker, of the
Fifth ran into me on the stairs and
knocked me over; and then Prout——"

“DBless my soull” enid the Head
blankly.

“1 was taking it to Mr, Quelch, and
told Wharton to follow me,” gasped
Loder * Prout misunderstood——""

“Do you think this possible, Mr,
Quelch 7

Quelch, for one moment, was dumb-
founded. He knew nothing, of course,
of the collision on the staircase and the
winded and speechless state to which
Loder had been reduced. But one
moment was enough for him. He
leaped at the name of Wharton like a
pike at bait. There was an in-
stantaneous change in his mind. Loder,

17
on the spot, was restored to his good
graces. It was Wharton—Wherton, the

rebel of the Remove—Wharton, the dis-
respeotful young rascal—who was at
the bottom of this.

“Possible, sir!” repeated Quelch.
“1 am certain of it!"

“ But, sir, you stated positively that
Lodor——*

*“1 was acting on what Mr. Prout told
me—avidently a mistake—""

"“Really, Mr. Quelch, 1 think youn
might have ascertained whether there
was a mistake in the matter before
bringing a Sixth Form prefeet beforo
me as & culprit I” exclaimed the Head,

Mr. Quelch crimsoned,

“I=—1 wm sorry, sir. 1 am aware that
I have wasted your time—I am very
sorry indeed——"

“It appears, then, that Loder is not
to be blamed in this matter,” said Dr,
Locke, very much irritated, *“Thia
whole scene, sir, is absurd—absurd! It
is ridiculous, sir!”

Mr. Quelch was aware of that. The
Head's majestic thunders had been dis-
charged at Loder under a misappre-
hension. Those thunders had to be, as
it were, bottled up again, That old ass,
Prout—— At that moment Mr. Quelch,
in the privacgy of his ewn mind, actu-
ally charucterised his colleague as an
old ass! But it was Wharton who was
at the bottom of it—that voung rascal,
Wharton—— Quelch caught at that!

“The blame is Wharton's, sir,”” ho
gald, in a low and bitter voice. *“"Had
not Wharton drawn this disrespectful
and insulting picture, the error could
not have arisen. The boy Wharton——"

“Let there be no further mistake in
the matter, sir,”’ said the Head acidly.
‘““After your positive statement that
Loder drew this picture, I shall require
proof that it was the work of another
hand. In what way is Wharton con-
nocted with the mattert”

“T found this picture in his study,
gir,” said Lodor. “It was Wharton's
work. 1 told him to follow me when
I took it to Mr. Quelch—and then the
accident happened on the stairs, and
Mr. Prout——*

“Never mind that now ! snapped the
Head. “Am I to understand that you
aro positive that it was the work of
Wharton 1"

(Continued on next page.)
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Loder did not hesitate. He was
itiwo in his own mind; and perhaps
it seemed justifiable to him to streton
s pont in the way of evidence, to
bolster up what was absolutely certain.
Any d.uulgt in the matter might revive
suspicion in Quelch’s mind; the thing
hutf to he fixed on Wharton now. It
was no time for hesitation, in Gerald
Loder's opinion. His answer cams at
once.

“1 am absolutely positive, sir! He
was drawing this picture when ¥ looked
into his study dnd covered it up with
n sheet of io&ti.ng:—papﬂr to hade it.
Having seen what he was downg, [
inﬂlﬂtﬂar on removing the blotting:

per.

It hardly occurred te Loder, st that
moment, that ¢his was a falsehood. He
had not the slightest doubt that
Wharton had been drawing the pic-
. a second before looked
into the study! ‘He had feund
him alone there with the ure. He
reabised that ho was 8 pomnt,
but it was such & very little “stretch ™
that it did not seem to matter. He
had to make the thmg certain. )

“Very well,” said the Head. ““f will
pend for Wharton ™

And Harry Wharton was sent for.

THE ELEVENTH CHAPTER.
Loder’» Lial

4 H ARRY ﬂll::"ll‘ﬂ!ll
“¥ou mpy—"*
It was rather an mngrate-

. ful reply to such am affec
tionste address. Billy Bunter really
was concorned about the captam ef tho
Remove, , His fat conscience was quite
worried. He had been: looking  fer
Wharton, and he found him in the Rag.
After the collision on the staircase,
when Loder had been helped away by
two of the Sixth, Wharton had walked
away -to the Rag wondering how the
gueor affair would turn out, and
whether he would be called on again.

Billy Bunter rolled up to Mim with
quite an anxious blink.

“Harry, old chap! 1 say, was it a
licking 7" he asked.

Harry Wharton laughed, Evidently
Bunter had pot seen the mishap on the
staircase, and, finding Wharton alone,
m;];‘lip-oaad' that the visit to Quelch's study
had been paid. Perhaps he was anxjous
to know whether Wharton had been
licked; but he was stil more anxious
E:. me: w!:l:‘ithar he was to be Illickuﬁ

umsalf here was no “per
ﬂh;ul.iththﬂ.tl g

‘1 haven't seen Quelch yet, ass,” an:
swered Harry, “and when I do, you'd
better come and tell him that it was
your fatheaded nonsense—eee 1

“Oh dear! I thought it was over b
this time I” sighed Bunter. I say, ol
chq;;. you're not giving a pal away, are
you [ 1]

Wharton grunted.

“You'd better own up!" he snapped.
“Loder thinks I drew that rotten
picture, as it was in my study, and he's
going to tell Quelch so0.”

“Well, you can say you didn’t ! said
Bunter, “You needn't mention me.
En‘? a Fourth Form chap did it——*

You potty porpoise——"
“Well, I suppose Quelch would want

to know the man's name,” said DBunter

thoughtfully. *“Look here, old fellow,
i'm can mention any name you like. so
ong as it's not mine—see 1"

Fathead t*
Three or four fellows who heard these
Tar Maoner Lipaany.—No. 2080,

ren'{n.;kﬂn looked at the two rather
curio ;
“Whuﬁ’ﬂ on, you men?"” asked the
Bounder,

“Nothing " said Bunter promptly.
“Don't you be inquisitive, Bmithy! L
nover could stand inquisitiveness] 1
never drew a guy of Quelch in Whar-
ton's study, and Loder never found it
there——"' _
fat idiot was ecaricaturing
Queleh in my study,” said Harry.
“Loder's taken the rubbish, and he's
Ening to report that I did it.  Old Prout
agged it from Loder, and scems to
think that Loder did it; but 1 expect

_tlmy'ill::.all on mo any mtinute. If they

do—

He broke off and
shoulders,

“You won't give Bunter awayl"
said the Bounder.

“0Of course not!” snapped Harry.

"B&mtnr ought to own up!” said

uiff.
sq'l' can sce him doing it|” grunted
Wharton.

“Begad! You'ra bhound to own up,
Bunter, old bean,” said Lord Maul-
?;?}a;ah “You can’t leave Wharton to

" Oh, really, Mauly——"

" You won’t Eat. it so bad as Wharton,
either,” said everer. “If they can
make out that Wharton has insuited
gnalﬂh, he will get it hot and strong.

ut yor will get off lighter, bein’ known
to be a born rdiot, old fat bean 1

“ Why, you checky beast——" i

Trotter, the page, put his head into
the Rag.

“Master Wharton here?” asked
Trotter. “The 'Ead wants you in his
study, sir. Mr. Quelch and Loder’s

sir }* added Trotter, by way of a
good-natured warning to the captain
of the Remove to be on his guard.

Below stairs, as well as above, 1t was
known that Harry Wharton was sailing
in troubled waters these days.

“Thank you, kid!” said Harry
quietly. ,

Ha loft the Rag, and, with a cool,
hard expression on his face, repaired to
the Head's study. Prout's ridiculous
mistake had, of course. made no differ-
ence to the outcome of the matter.
Wharton had to face the musioc for
Bunter's fatuous qu*

It was Quelch’s chance, and, unless
he gave Bunter away he was “for ™ it
this time. He had no intention what-
ever of giving Bunter away. It was the
duty of the Form master and the head-
master to discover the right culprit
before administering pum ent he
told himself savagely; if they chose to

unish the wrong man without proof,
et them get on with it! It wasonly one
more intuutim. and he would get his
own back somehow |

He tapped at the Head's door and
entered.

Bunter's great work lay on the Head's

shrugged his

table. Dr. Locke was looking grave
and angry;: Quelch intensal ex-
asporated: Loder black and bitter.

The junior felt rather as if he had
stepped into a hornet’s-nest,

“Wharton I” Dr. Looke pointed with
a forefinger to the picture. “This is
your work "

“No, sir!” answered Wharton. .

“Loder informs me that he took it
from your study——"

“That is correct, sir,” said Harry.
* Another fellow had the cheek to do
it in my study. I have not even touched
it.'-

Mr. Quolch’s lip ourled contemptu-
ously. Wharton caught his scornful

lance, and coloured with anger. Why

ould his word be doubted?

“My Form master does not scem to

THE MAGNET

believe me, sir,” he said steadily. “ But
I hope that you will do so. 1 give you
my word, sir, that | never touched that
sheet of cardboard 1" i

“Certainly 1 do mnot believe you,
Wharton,” said the Remove master.
“Neither will Dr. Locke believe a
palpable falsohood.” ) ]

“]l am speaking the truth, sir!” said
Harry, with his eyes on his Endmant_.ar.
“] admit that | covered that _silly
icture with a blotting-pad when 1 saw

der looking in—to save another
fellow from getting nailed for it 1t 18
not my business to help a prefect spot
a Lower boy !™

“Wharton, I
said the Head.
positive that he
piotureg—"" )

Whartoo started as if a serpent had
stung him, L

g er saw me cover it with the blot-
ting-pad, sir!| He does not say that he
eaw me drawing it. He could not say
that "

"“He has said so!™

Wharton swung round towards Loder.
Fven the hard-faced bully of the Bix. :

dro his e

"ml‘ Ba :FE saw mo drawing it1”
burst out Wharton. *“ Do you say s0,
Loder, you our? Do you dare to look
mse in the and say so, you lymng
hound 1"

“Boy I" almost shouted Mr. Quelch.

‘Ihagilen_cl uprose in majestic wrath !

“Wharton! How dare you use such
u:gmuﬂiunu in my presence I

T say that Loder is & cur and a
L:ﬁng hound 1” roared Wharton, lost to

rudence and to all sense of decorum
in his “3 m{lhu never saw what
he says gﬂ saw; he could not have
because I never drew the picture and
never touched it! I could give the
fellow's name if I liked, and be would
not deny i$, though he hasn't the pluck
to come here and own up |” :

“1f that is true, give the name |” said
the Head .

And Loder for a moment quaked.
Had he made a mistake, after all?

“1 cannot give the name " exclaimed
Wharton passionately, and Gerald
Loder breathed again. ™Y should be
hooted out of the Form if I sneaked
asbout any fellow! I can’t give him
away, an or knows it!*®

“There is no name to be given, sir,”
said Loder smoothly, ‘ Even Wharton,
bad as I think ho is, will hardly accuse
another boy falsely.”

“Vou have accused me falsely, and

ou know it |” shouted Wharton. *You

eliove I drew that rotten silly picture,
but you know you never saw me—"

“Silence ! How dare you shout in my
study?"” exclaimed the Head. “This
violence will not benefit you, Wharton.
1 have no choice, but to accept Loder’s
positive assurance——"

“ And Funiah me for what I have not
done | do not Eiﬂﬁﬂt jl_t::tma from
my Form master, sir, but I have a right
to expect it from panted
Wharton.

“Dr. Locke!” gasped Mr. Quelch,
“You hear this *

“I hear him,” said the Head
“and the severest flogging that
ever administered——

Tap! The opening of the study door
interrupted the hecadmaster of Grey-
{riara 1n full tide.

THE TWELFTH CHAPTER.
The Right Thing |

LGRD MAULEVERER tapped

cannot believe you,”
‘“ Loder's statement 1s
saw you drawing this

you !

ﬂ, —_—
imly,
have

Billy Bunter gently on a fat
shoulder,
The Owl of the Remove
blinked at him lugubriously.
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him. Indeed, It was only a spli

walsteoat button.

Baveral fellows in the Rﬂf had told
Bunter what they thought of him, and
left it at that, DBut Mauly was not
going to leave it at that.

Bunter was not impervious to what
fellows thought of him. But he did not
want to be licked| Very much indeced
he did not want to be licked ! And now
that the matter had come before the
Head, it was evidently more secrious
than ever. Facing his Form master was
bad enough. Facing his Form master
and headmaster together was too torrr
fying a prospect for Bunter.

“Bunter, old fat bean,” murmured
Mauleverer, “I'll walk with you as far
as the beak’'s study——"

“J—I'd rather go to your study,
Mauly old chap. hat about tea, old

fellow ?”” asked Bunter feebly. *“It—it's
past tea-time.”
“You've got to see the Head,

Bunty.”

“1—I haven't! The—the fact 1is,
it—it's all a mistake !” groaned Bunter.
“T pever drew that picture, mu.ligr I
never meant to pin it on the black-
board for old Quelch to seel I—I'm
not saying that Wharton did it, you
know! But—but some _other chap—
who, 1 can't imagine! It—it—it's ono
of those mysteries, you know I”

“Come on |” said Mauleverer, and ho
tucked a slim arm under a fat one, and
drew Billy Bunter to the doorway of the

Raﬁ. )
“1—1—I say, whero are you going
squeaked Bunter, in alarm.

“Head's study, old chap I¥

“PBeast I howled Bunter. *Le FuT
I—1 won’t gol I—I've got some lines
to do—lines for Loder—1 mean, Win-

Eﬂ-tE - iy
“This way, Bunty.”

“What 1 mean is, I've got to see

“ Urrrrrrrgh ! *° gasped Loder.
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Lascolles—he's giving me extra maths.
I—I'm rather keen on extra maths—"

“Oh gad! Look here, Bunter, coma
on ” nuly hooked the reluctant fat
Owl out of the Rag. “You can’t leavo
Wharton to it | [t's up to a man to own
up when the wrong ‘man’s nailed, You
can take a whopping.”

“J—I—1 don't want to be whopped I”
wailed Bunter.

“Wharton would get it worse—"

“Well, that wouldn't matter so much,
you know | Look here, if Quelch doesn’t
nail him on this he will nail him on
something elsel So—so it comes to the
gamo thing, old chap ™

Gﬂn‘r;lif but firmly Lord Mauleverer
was ging DBunter towards Head's
corridor, Pﬁaulg. if ho could, was going
to sce that Bunter did the right thing.
Bunter wanted to do the right thing, if
it came to that! But he did not want to
be whopped. He really preferred doin
the right thing, if no wlmp[pm ha
been mvolved. As it was, he had a
preference for the wrong thing and mo
whopping |

“(Can’t leave another man to take
your grun!, old bean,” said Mn.uiq.
“That’'s one of the things that aren’t
done, you know."

“I—1 say, Mauly,” groaned Bunter—
“] say, old chap, l-l-let’s go to your
study first] I—I ehouldn't mind seeing
the Head aftor tea! Let—let’s talk it
over—over tea, what?"’

“No time for talk,” said Lord
Maoulevorer. * Wharton may be up for
a llogging already ! You'll get off with
gix with n eane.”

“Yow-ow-ow! Think 1 want aix with
a cane, you blithering idiot?” howled
Bunter. “Look here, Mauly, the fact
js—the actual fact is—that I know
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With his head bent, Coker flew ur the stairs like a bullet from a rifle. Loder, who was coming down, had no time to avold
second after Coker awned on him that Coker’s bullet head smote Loder on his second
““* What the thump ! ** exclaimed Coker.

nothing whatever about that picture
Euymg old Quelch! Really, T don’t
now for certain thac there’s a picture
at all, as I've pnever seen it can'tl
to the Head and tell whappars,

lauly! That wouldn't be right I’

“Oh crumbs 1" gasped Mu.uﬁav&rar.

“Let's go to your study and have tes,
and then—-"

“ Afterwards |” said Mauly. “I'll
wait for you at the corner of the
passage, Bunter, and we'll go up to my
gtudy and tea—a rippin' tea—any old
thing l):n::ru like—enough te burst you all
over the Remove passage, what?”

“Oh !" said Bunter.

Lord Mauleverer had
right chord |

“Well. after all, what’s a licking?”
said Bunter. "I ecan stand a licking,
Mauly | I'm not soft, you know I'’

“Hard as nails!” sald
encouragingly.

“It peuds pluck to tace the Head,”
said Bunter. * Well, I've got pluck.”

“Tons of it " said Mauly. )

“The fact is, pluck’'s my long suit,”
gaid Bunter. “You remember how I
saved your life, Mauly, over and over
again when we were out in Egypt in the
vac”

“Did you? Oh! VYaas! Saved it
dozens of times," agreed Mauleverer.
“Kept on savin’ 1t, what? Much
obliged, old chap—it’s the only ono I've
got. yon know ! But come on—"

“Come on,” agreed Bunter, and he
rolled into Head's corridor. “Who's
afroid to own up, ['d like to know | Not
me| 1 shall go in and face the Head,
Mauly. and say—  Will there be a
cake for tea, old chap?”

Tae Maoyer Lasrany,—No, 1,200.
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“Ehl! You won't say that to the
Hoad, will you?” gasped Mauly.

“No, ass, I'm s0yIng that to you,”

said Bunter pecevishly. “1 suppose there
will be a cake—"

“Two !" snid Moauleverer,

“Oh, good! Come on! The sooner
we get it over the better | I'm not going
to soo a fellow whopped for what he
hasn't done! It wouldn’t be manly,”
sald DBunter. “What about jam,
though 1" .

“Three kinds of jam, whole jar of
cach kind!” said Lord Mauleverer.

Billy Bunter smiled ecatatically. This
was worth a canin ven & Head's
whopping ! Bunter felt that he_ could
face the Head in his study like Daniel
facing the lions in the den. Two cakes
and three jars of jam—what was a
whopping in comparison with that?

They reached the door of the Head's
study. Arrived there, Bunter felt a
sudden palpitation. His courage, which
had been screwed up to the sticking-
point, seemed to come suddenly unstue

“I—I say, Mauly—don't knock! I'll
knock in—in—in & minute,” he
breathed. “1I say, on second thoughts—
second thoughts are best, you know—
let's leavo it till after tea—— DBeast 1"

Lord Mauleverer knockaed at the door.

““Go in and win, old chap !"" he whis-
Eer&d, and he opened the door and gave
Billy Bunter a push behind, and the fat
junior staggered in. . .

Mauly drew the door shut behind him.
Bunter was fairly landed now! Hoe
stood in the Head's study, and the Head
and Mr. Quelch and Loder of the Sixth
and Harry Wharton all stared at him.
The Head, interrupted in the full tide
of majestic eloguence, not only stared—
he glared.

“ Who—who—what—— Mr. Quelch,
what does this b-u&' uf';ruur Form want 1"
rapped the Head. Am I to ba con-

stantly interrupted by Lower boys!?
Really—""

“Go away at once, Bunter !'' snapped
Me. Quelch.

“Oh! Yes, sir 1" gasped Bunter.
Bunter wanted nothing better than to
ﬂ:ﬁ away|l Now that he was in the
[ead’s awful presence, and under the
gimlet eye of hia Form master, even tea
in Mauly’s study seemed less attractive.
Bunter longed only to escape.

He turned to the door and grasped
the handle. But it did not turn, and the
door did not open. Evidently the door
handle was held outside. Lord
Mauleverer, it appeared, did not trust
Bunter farther than he could see him.
The fat Owl's escape was cut off.

“Bless my soul!l” said the Head.
“What 1s that boy dong? Why does
that boy not leave my study?”’

. “Oh crikey !” gasped Bunter. “I—

“Why have you come here, Bunter?”
exclaimed the Hoad.

“1 think Bunter may have something
to tell you, eir!" said Harry Wharton.
He, at least, was at no loss to guess
why Bunter had come, though he could
see thet now the fat Owl wnas there ho
was too frightened to say what he had
come to say,

" What? Be silent, Wharton !
dare you speak! Bunter ks

“Go it, Bunty!” came a whisper
through the keyhole. The door handle
was held outside in a grip of iron.

“Oh dear! I—I say, sir!’”" Bunter
blinked at the Head and desperately
made the plunge. " The fact is, sir—
Oh lor' 1 [—I-—I did it, sir!”

“Whet? You did what”

“I—I—I mean—" Terror mastered
Bunter again. " I—I mean, I didn't do
it, sir! hat—that's what T meant to
say, sir!"

Tae MaegNer Lisrany.—No, 1,200,
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“Is this boy of your Form in his right
scnses, Mr. Quelch "

“1 cannot understand tho boy, sir,”
gaid Mr. Quelch. “He is certainly the
stnpidest boy in the Remove. DBuuler,
why——"

“Oh lor' 1"

“Have you anything to say fo me,
Bunter?” asked Dr. Locke, miore gently.
It occurred to him that Bunter's cxtra-
ordinary antics might have some con-
nection with the matter in hand. In
fact, a glimmering of the truth dawned
on the Head's mind.

“Oh! Yes! I—I mean no, sir! I—
[—I don’t want to be whopped !'" wailed
Bunter. “I—I'd own up like a shot, sir,
only—only I—I don't want to be
whopped, sir.”

“You would own up to what,
Bunter 1" asked the Head. “If you have
an;,rthmg to tell me in connection with
this——" He tapped tho picture on his
table with his forefinger.

Bunter groaned. -

“It—it—it was only a j-j-joke, sirl
I—I never meant to pin it on the black-
board for Quelch to see, sir ! Oh crikey |
I—T wisgh I'd put it in the fire now when
Wharton told me tol Oh lor’ {"’

Mr. Quelch gazed at him, transfixed.
Loder turned almost green. DBoth of
them understood now why Bunter was
there. Loder felt an unpleasant palpita-
tion at his heart. He had stated that
he had actually seen Wharton drawing
that picture! And now Bunter—

- Sfelk freely, Bunter,” said tho Head
quietly,. “If you have come here of
your own accord to tell me the truth I
shall request your Form master to deal
with you leniently."”

Bunter brightened up.

“Oh! Thank you, sir!| T—I—I did it,
sir | I—I—T did it in Wharton's study,
sir! It was only a—a—a lark| I wish
I'd put it in the fire when he told me
tu L1

“You drew this absurd picturei”

(1] DW ! ?’BE lll

“Wharton advised you to put it in the
fire?”

“Ho—he said it wasn't safe to lark
with Quelch !” groaned Bunter, * He
told me to chuck it into the fire. Oh
lor'! T wish T hadl The fact is, I-I
was going to, but—but I didn't! I
didn't know Loder was coming up spy-
ing in Wharton's study that very
minute! Oh dear!”

“ Wharton did not draw the picture ?"

“No, sir! Oh dear!"

“Did he touch it at all?”

“Ow! Nol I—I just left it on his
tonble while T went out to see whether
Loder was about, and—and almost ran
into the beast—I—I mean Loder—and—
and T mnever kmew he would think
Wharton had done it, sir! I—I didn’t
mean to put it on Wharton | I—1—
Bunter's voice trailed off.

There was a dead silence in the
Head's study. Dr. Locke's eyes were
fixed on Gerald Loder now with a cold,
penetrating look that sent a chill down
Loder’s marrow,

“Loder | Do you adhere to your
statement that you saw Wharton draw-
ing this picture in his study?" askoed
the Head, in a voice that secemed to
proceed direct from the depths of a
refrigerator.

Loder hardly breathed,

“ J—I certainly thought so, sir] It—
it was on his study table—ho was bend-
ing over it. T certainly had the
impression that he was drawing it——"

“Do you adhere to your statement
that he was drawing it, 1n view of what
Bunter has just stated?”

“N-no, sir! I—I conclude that I was
—was mistaken| In the—the circum-
stancea, the—the error was a natural

one, I think—"

THE MAGNET

“Quite a natural one, in the circum-
stances, I think,” said Mr. Queleh,
coming to tho roscue of the hapless
prefoot,  “As Wharton was alone in
the study, with the picture——"

“Such an error should not be made
by a Bixth Forin boy in the position of
a prefect,” said the Head., “ But for
this boy Bunter's confession I should

have flogged Wharton, on your
ovidence, Loder, which turns out to be
unfounded, I must believe that you

thought you were speaking the truth,
but you were in error—an error &o
soerious that you heve very nearly caused
your headmaster to commit an act of
injustice [ I cannot overlook this,
Loder! No prefect should make such
a mistake.”

The Head paused a moment,

“For the rest of this term, Loder, you
are deprived of your prefectship! |
shall consider whether to reinstate vou
next tarm! You may go!”

Loder almost tottered from the study.
In his campaign against the junior he
loathed he had sailed very near the
wind several times. Now he had gone
over the limit, and the chopper had
come down, Loder’s feelings were in-
expreasible as he left the Head's study.
He was no longer 4 prefect—the power
of the ashplant was taken from his
hands. Whopping fellows he disliked
was a thi of the past, From that
moment er had no more authority
to whop Wharton than Wharton had to
whop Loder! Loder passed Lord Maul-
everer in the passage with an expres-
gion on his face that made his lordship
jump as he saw it,

“It nrfaa.n. Mr. Quelch,” said the
Head coldly, “ that Wharton had nothing
to do with this matter except to give
this foolish boy Bunter excellent advice.
On another oceasion, Bunter, you will do
well to take advice from Wharton, who
has a wiser head than your own. 1
presume that Wharton may be dismissed
now, Mr. Quelch.”

“I—I—I1 think so, sir!” gasped Mr.
Quelch. “As—as Loder was in—in
orror—"

“You may go, Wharton I”

Harry Wharton left the study, and
I.-'lt:ll‘ll::lI uleverer éinksﬂ;drin with him
in the passage and wa im away.

‘“ All serene—what 1" asked Mauly.

“Quite! Did you make that fat idiot
own uap "

“Well, sort of,” agreed Mauly, “I'm
sure he wanted to do the right thing,
and I sort o. helped to persuade him.
What's the matter with Loder1”

Harry Wharton laughed.

“ Chuoked out of his prefeot’s

“Oh gad! That's good newsl

Mr. Quelch came away from the
Head's study, followed by Bunter, Ha
nffected not to see Wharton in the pas-
sage. Bunter blinked dolorously at the
two juniors as he followed his Form
master, The Head had uested Mr.
Queloh to deal leniently with Bunter,
in view of his confession; but the look
on Quelch’s face made Bunter feel very
doubtful about the leniency. Judging
by the howls that were heard ahurt.l‘y
annrwarda from Quelch’s study, Bunter's
doubts were well founded.

It was a dismal and dolorous Owl
that tottered into Lord Mauleverer's
study afterwards. Mauly and Wharton
were there, and tea was on the table,
Bunter, for once, was a fellow who his
lordehip and the captain of the Remove,
delighted to honour. It was a gorgeous

iub."

spread. i
“Ow!l Wow, wow!” said Bunter, as
he trickled im. “Owl That beast

Quelch has taken it out of me—wow!
I've had six—ow| He said he would
have made it twelve if I hadn't owned
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ap! Yow-ow! I don’t believe he was glad § owned up,
really—he wanted Wharton to have it \gnw | Wow !”

“Tea’s ready, old bean!” said Mauly,

“Yow-ow-ow |

“I've got three cakes—"!

i wnw llJ'

“Threo i]n.rn of jam——"

“* Whoooh-oooh I

“Ham and eggs and sosseg—*

Bunter ceased to groan.

“Meringues and cream puffs and eclairs—"

Bunter smiled.

“Tuck in, old chapI”

Bunter tucked in.

And all was calm and bright.

THE THIRTEENTH CHAPTER.
The Fall ol the Mighty I

UMP |
B Herbert Vernon-Smith, cutting across the path in
grea.tlli the next morning, ran into Loder of the
1Xth,

He bumped right into Loder's back, and the Bixth-Former
staggered,

He recovered himself and spun round, his eyes flaming
at the Bounder,

“Ohl Borry, Loder!” said Smithy coolly.

‘Go to my study, Vernon-Smith, and wait for me there |’
roared Loder.

“I'll watch it!1” grinned Smithy.

And he shoved his hands into his pockets and walked
away whistling,

Looder stared after him,

He remembered.

He was no longer a prefect| He had no power to order
a junior to go to his study for & whopping.

der had wielded his prefect’s powers so long, and got
50 used to them, that it was a little ditlicult to realise tho
change.

He had wielded those powers to the full—to the utniost
possible oxtent—using them to cover his natural proclivities
rowards bullying—and, naturally, he had been extremely
unpopular in the Lower School.

The news had spread like wildfire through Greyfriars that
Loder of the Sixth was no longer a prefeet. And that
bump in the back, which had nearly knocked him over, was
one of the first results!

Sixth Form men had to bo treated with some respect,
{)_refc-nta or not. But Loder, shorn of his authority, was
likely to get the very minimum of respect from the
juniors.  All he could do now was to report a cheeky
junior to a prefect, and leave it at that—or take the law
into his own hands and punch a fellow, as if he were a
Lower boy himself ]

It was a great and mortifying change! Only on suffer-
ance now could he enter the prefects’ room—not unless a
prefect asked him. No longer could he walk with an ash-

lant tucked under his arm, the terror of Lower boys! No
onger could he utter the words “Bend over)” Like
Lucifer, Son of the Morning, he had fallen from his high
cstate, and great was the fall thereof |

The real trouble was that Loder was not a fellow anybody
would have respected on lus own, as it were. As a prefect
he had been dresded, Had ho been a * Blood "—a. great
man at games—he would have been looked up to with awe.
Blundell of the Fifth, for instance, was nobody from an
official point of view—merely a Fifth Form man, like Coker
or Greene—but being a First Eleven man, Blundell was
great! Nobody wﬂuﬁi have dreamed of bumping Blundell
in the back as he walked in the quad—ihe thing was
unthinkable.

But Loder was a slacker at games, as at everything eclse.
Ounly on rare occasions did he fill a vacant pfucu in the
First Eleven games. Had Wingate or Gwynna lost his
rank as prefect he would still have been the object of awe
and admiration as a tremendous “ Blood.”

But Loder had nothing to fall back on—he was not even
good n olass. e was, in fact, good at nothing—and good
for nothing! Now that he was no longer a prefect he was
not feared—and he had never been liked or respecied or
admired. It was borne in upon his mind that a lot of old
scores would be paid off, now that he was no longer an
object of terror.

e tramped along the path with knitted brows, savagely.
Bumped in the back by a cheeky junior—good heavens |
He heard a titter as he went, @ was unaware, o far,
that that cheeky young scoundrel, Vernon-Smith, had had
an ulterior motive in bumping bim in the back. In the
moment of collision Smithy haEl hooked a card to the back

(Continued on next page.)
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of Loder's coat-tail with a fish hook.
The card bore the inscription, in large
capital letters:

“HERE'S ANOTHER GUY I”

Loder walked on 1n happy unconscious-
ness of that placard on his back. In the
days of his prefectship 1t would have
beon impossible. Now it was possible,
and Smithy had done it! It was not
gurprising that a titter followed Loder
A8 l.I‘m went. The quad was crowded
rith follows in break, and many eycs
ell on the card on er's back.

“ Here's another guy!” yelled Tubb
of the Third.

“Ha, ha, hal” _

“I say, you fellows,” squeaked Billy
Euﬁ!:ar. ‘here’s another guy! He, be,

Y

“Hga, ha, hat” roared Coker of the
¥ifth, “See that, you men? Look at
Loder! Some guy—what1”

“Ha, ha, bhal”

%1 say, you follows, look at Loder!”

*“Ha, ha, hal”

Loder’s faoe crimsoned as ho tramped
on. He was the object of tho general
attention—fellows stared at him on all
sides, and laughed. They would not
have dared, when he was a profect|
But what the dickens were they laugh-
ing at? Loder could see nothing to
laugh at.

He passed Bob Cherry and his
friends, who looked puzzled as he camo
up—not being able to see through
Loder, they did not see the card on his
back as he came up, and were as
puzzled as Loder to know what the
merriment was about. DBut when he
passed them, and they saw the card,
they' yelled.

“Hallo, hallo, hallo!” roared Bob

Cherry. “Here's another ﬂ‘uz 1
“The guyfulness is terribo.
“Ha, E:, ha {*

Loder glared round at them. Never
had he missed so eorely the power of
thoe ashplant! Ho would have given a
torm's pocket-money to order those
cheeky young rascals to bend over and
take six| ut they would only have
Iaughed at such an order from a fellow
who was not a prefect. He tramped on
savagely.

“Ha, ha, hal” came in a sudden yell
from Harry Wharton as he passed the
caplain of the Remove, and Wharton
spotted the placard. _

or spun round on him furiously.
It was this junior—this mutinous youn
sooundrel—who had caused him to fall
from his high estate! He owed it all
to Wharton! He did not choose to re-
member that he owed it to the fact
that he had told lies about Wharton to
the Head. He strode at the captain of
the Remove, his eyes blazing.

Wharton jumped back.

“Hands off, you rotter!” he said
coolly. “Put a paw on me, Loder, and
I'll knock you spinning! It won’t be
the sack now to give you a prize nosc,
you our ¥

At the beginning of the term
Wharton had had & narrow escape of
the “suck ™ for punching Loder. But
Loder had been a prefect then! That
made all tho differcncel A prefect
represented the headmaster—to punch a
prefect was, in cffect. to punch all
authority | But punching & fellow who
was not a prefect, was simply punching
a fellow | rtainly it was a risky pro-
ceeding for & junior to tackle o big
Bixth Form man who towered over
him. But that was .ll the risk thero
was in it—there was no authority now
bnnﬁind Loder.
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Harry Wharton backed nway & few
paces, his hands up, watching the bully
of the Sixth wurii,g._ Ho had no chance
in & sorap with a Bixth Form man; but
he was prepared to give a good account
of himself. And once he had knocked
Loder down! Loder came striding at
him savagely.

“You checky little rotter—"

“You checky big rotter!” retorted
Wharton.

Blows were struck the mext moment.
Thore was a yell from a dozen direc-
tions,

“I say, you fellows, they're scrap-

pinil”

“Loder and WWharton—my  hatl
Lend a hand, you menl” shouted the
Bounder.

“Back up, Remove!” ]

Thero was a rush of juniors to the
epot. Wingate of the Sixth strode up
with a frowning brow. He grabbed
Loder unceremoniously by the arm, and
dragged him back. Loder panted with

fury.
“Hands off, you {ool I” ho roared.
“What? ind what you eay,

Loder!” snepped the Greyfriars cap-
tain, “Let that kid alonec! Haven't
you senso cnough not to scrap in the
gquad with a fag—you a Bixth IForm
man | Chuck it this instant!”

“Mind your own business!"” roared
Loder.

Ho tore his arm freo from Wingato's
grasp, and mado a jump towards
Wharton,  Wharton’s hands went up
again like lightning. But Wingate's
voice broke in.

“I'vo told you to chuck it, Loder!
Do you want me to tell you to bend
over and take six?"

Loder started convulsively.

Heo stared zlmost dazedly at the head
prefect of Greyfriars, his hands drop-
ping to his sides.

That was another outcono of his loss
of prefect’s rank! It was truo that
geniors were teldom or never
“whopped.” But it was equally true
that soniors, oven 8ixth Form men,
could be whopped it a n.ofect saw [t
to whop them!| Wingate, had he liked,
could have ordered woder 1o bend over,
just as Loder had been accustomed to
ordering fags.

Lodor, nlmost foaming, turned and
t;u.mpeci away. He was feeling rather
like Cain of old, t*at as punisbment
was greater than he could bear. Win-
gato, glancing after him, saw the
Placnrd on his back, and burst into a
augh.

Loder

tramped into tho Ilouse.
Prout

Elnﬂt}ﬂd at lus furious face, and

frowned. Then, ns Lodor pnase:i, he
glanced at his back and jumped.
“Loder!” he 1apped out. “You

ridiculous boy, take tlat off your coat
at oncel How can you—a Hixth I'orm
boy—bo so utterely absurd i”

"W what?” stuttered Loder

"Ha, ha, hal” came & roar from the
quad. *“ Another guy! Ha. ha, ha!”

“1 understand,” boomed Prout, “that
you are no longer o profect, Loder! I
am not surprised at it when you are
guilty of such childish pranks! DBut at
all events, you might have some rospect
for the Form to which you belong—
some scnse of propriety, Loder! How
dare you, a scnior, play such infantile
prans7”

"*What shricked
Loder. .

“Do not raise vour voico in addross-
ing mo, Loder | I am not to be trecated
with impertinence!” boomed Prout.
“Have a oare, sir! Take that off your
back! You have cnused cnough un-
scomly morriment, Loder.”

do you mean?”
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“Is thers anything on my back?”
gasped the bewildered Loder.

““Ha, ha, hal” yelled a dozon fellows.

Loder twisted round, trying to look
at his back. It dawned upon him that
there was some hidden cause for the
outhurst of hilarity in the quad. He
looked so oddly likp a kitten chasing its
tail, as he twisted round, that there was
a frosh yell of laughter.

“Take it off 1" boomed Prout. “Tako
it off at oncel Upon my word—a
Sixth-Form boy holding himself up to
ridioule 1n this manner—upon my word |
Have you no self-respect, Loder? Have
you no sonse of the diﬁnitp of a senior

Form? Upon my word I
“I cnnﬁu see anything—I—what—
what——"

“Ha, ha, hal”

_ Mr, Prout sbeclnped up to Loder, and
erked the card off his back. Then
der saw it and understood.

“Oh 1 I.].ﬂ' EMFFd*

“Take it!l” said Prout. “Take it
away |” He thrust the card into Loder’s
han “If you were in my Form,
Loder, 1 should -punish you severely for
this aimurgi prank. Parading the quad-
rangls with a ridiculous placard on
your back—upon my word!l Loder, I
warn you that if you play another such
prank, I shall bring the matter to the
notice of the Head! I repeat—"

But Loder did not wait for Prout to
himself,

repeat _ He rushed away,
B uttﬂrtng with rage; and a yell of
langhter followed him,

“Ha, ha, hal”

“Here's another guy I
“Ha, ha, hal”

THE FOURTEENTH CHAPTER.
Looklng for Loder!

' 00 thick!” said Bob Cher
I shaking his head. r;r,r,

“The thickfulness is terri-

fiol” agreed H
Ram Singh, E urrce Jamsot

Grunt, from the Bounder.

Bmithy was full of it! It was the
Fifth of November—and after dusk
there was to be the usual bonfire and
colebration; and Smithy had original
ideas on the subject. ut he required
support in the rag he was planning—
and he came along to the Co. for it.
But the Co. shook their heads.

Not Emta the thing, T think,” said
Johnny DBull.
« »Do you?” growled the Bounder,

And when did you start thinking—and
what the thump are you doing it
with 7"

“Keep your temper, old chap I said
Frank Nugent, laughing. “It's really
too thick| Leave Loder alone|”

“I'll leave him alone—when ['ve done
with him,” said Vernon-Smith. * Not
before!  Can't &ﬂu mon see what a
chanco thir is? He will squirm in as a

refect ngpm sooner or later—Quelch is

acking him, and Quelch has a lot of
influence with the beak. TIf we're
going to pay off old ecores, now's our
time. Hasn't every man in the Remove
Euil ﬂ;}lmut.hlng up against that rotten

u ¥

“Well, yes; but—"

“Well, we can rag the cad now ho's
not a_ prefect] What the dickens are
you afraid of?” jeered the Bounder.

“Nothing in the wide world, old
bean,” answered Bob Cherry cheer-
fully *DBut leave Loder alonel EKe's
letting us alone now."

“(Only because he has to.” .

“Very likely,” agreed Bob. *Btill,
there it isl hear that Coker of the
Fifth knooked his hat off in the guad.
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e,

¢ Loder 1’ rapped
Loder.

of dignity ¢ Upon my word [ **

Coker's an nass! Loder's down on his
luck, and why hit a man when he's
down t* i

“He will begin on us fast emough
when he gets ap againl!” growled
Smithy.

“Waat till he does!®™ suggested the
good-natured Bob.

“Oh, rats!”

Herbert Vernon-Smith swung away in
dudgeon. He had expected enthusiastio
support from the Co. old enemies of the
Sixth Form bully. Pleaty of fellows
were letting r lkmow what they
thought of him, now that he was er
the fruwn of fortune. But the Co. did
not enthuse. . .

Tramping away by the studies, Smithy
spotted the captain of the Remove in the
window-seat on the landing, and joined
him there. Wharton was the man he
wanted. A few weeks ago Wharton
would doubtless have c:%ramd the samo
views a8 Bob Cherry. But Smithy did
not expect him to express the same view
now. %charmn had hardened a great
deal in those few weeks—and in some
ways he was developing a likeness to the
Bnundle:r l&iﬁ&lf. n this new phase he
wase a kindr irit.

“You're unnﬂrr a rag, old bean?”
asked Bmithy,

“T'm your man,” answered Harry at

onee.

"E.’ytquder i like | Whart

“ Anythin on 1ke arton
laughed. “E.lE'- :'um, we can make that
cur sorry for himself now that his teeth
are drawn 1™

The Bounder laughed, too. He had
judged correctly. Forbesrance towards
a fallen enemy was not in Wharton's
thoughts. Loder’s enmity had been too
bitter and unscrupulous for forgiveness—
in Wharton's present mood, at least.

“The rotter's t.tin§ what a lot of
fellows have owed him for a long time,"”
went on Harry., “I hear that Coker

out Mr, Prout.

i /; i‘ m il
i, 7t

““Take it off ! ** boomed the Fifth Form master.
‘“ Ha, ha, ha ! ** roared the crowd of onlookers.

knocked his hat off—and der just

icked it up and put it on again. He
unks Coker—now he's not a prefect.
And that's the bully who threw his
weight about all over the school I

“Thus are the mighty fallen " grinned
the Bounder. )

“Some of the men are talking about
shipping his study,” said Harry. “ But
1 suppose the refocts would butt in if
they started shipping a study in the
Sixth |

“I've got a better stunt than that,”
said Vernon-Smith. “It's Guy Fawkes
night to-might, old bean, and the ocele-
bration wiﬁ soon be on., I've got n
bucket of tar in a safe place.
it from Gosling's shed.”

“Tar 7" repeated Wharton.

“And a bag of feathers—"

“Dh, my hat! TFor Loder?” yelled
Wharton.,

“Why not? We want a guy on Guy
Fawkes night. And Loder, done up in
tar and feathers, will make some guy,
believe me.”

“Ha, ha, ha |” roared Wharton.

“You're oni” grinned the Bounder.
“I've asked your old pals—but they've
turned it down. Bolsover major will
help—he's keen enough—and the three
of us can handle Loder. A dose of tar
and feathers will show all Greyfriars
what we think of Loder.”

“Right as rain 1" chuckled Wharton.

“Of course, it's a bit risky! The
Sixth ain’t proud of Loder, but they
think a lot of the jolly old dignity of
their Form! We may got six all round
from the prefects—’

“Or from Quelch!” said Wharton,
with a curl of the lip. " Loder's his
favourite these days. I don’t care if 1

et six, or sixty, s0 long as we show
Euahh. what the school thinks of his
favourita.” )

“Good man! Tar and feathers will
show that pretty plainly. Bui we can

** You ridieulous boy, take that eard off your back at once ! ** “* Wh-what ? ** stutiered
“* Have you no self-respect, Loder ¥ Have you no sense

“ Another guy ! Ha, ha, ha 1"

shove on Guy Fawkes masks when we
handle Loder,” added the Boonder
cautiously. “There will be a hundred
fellows with masks on, and ‘who's to tell
which from which? I've got the tar and
feathers hidden in the ivy—and we've

got to catch Loder on the hop I”
“I'm on, you bet[”

Bob Cherry & Co. saw Wharton
down the Remove staircase with t
Bounder, and join Bolsover major
below They exchanged glances, it
said nothing. 'The scapegrace of the
Remove was aﬂdentii"l:mgtmg trouble
again ; but it was not his parted pals
to intervene.

After tea the November evening was
dark, but lock-up was later than usual on
seccount of the Guy Fawkes celebration,
Ia the Cloister Field a great bonfirc had
been erected, fellows stacking up all
sorts of inflammable things, and at six
o'clock it was to be lighted. Already
crackers were cracking, and squibs squib-
bing here and there, eager fags of the
Third and Second being unable to
restrain their impatienoce.

Some of the fellows were alrcady
gnrading a * iu}r,” which was to be

urned on the bonfire. Wharton,
Smithy, and Bolsover major mingled in
the crowd, looking for Loder.

Prefocts of the Bixth Form affected
a lofty indifference to firework celebra-
tions; but, by the instructions of tho
Head, all the prefects were on duty to
keep the excitement within bounds. On
such festive occasions fellows were
liable to get a little “above ” themselves,
and the presence of the prefects, with
their ashplants, was very likely to be
needed, er ol the Sixth, being no
longer a prefoct, escaped that duty, but
the Bnunsar & Co. expected to him
somewhere in the crowd. Hardly 2 man
was remaining in the studies.

Tae Maongr Lizeany.—No. 1,200
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“There's Loder]”
Boundor.

Loder of the Sixth was talking to
Carne and Walker in tho quad. The
three juniors soon epotted him, and eyed
him from n distance. They could not
collar Loder in the presence of two pro-
fects, and they waited for the seniors to
soparato. _

ey did not have to wait long, as
Carne and Walker, with the other pre-
fcots, were wanted in the Cloister Field,
where the celebration was beginning. A
match had been put to the big bonfire,
and a red glare of flame danced in the
tluck Novomber dusk.

Carne and Walker Trunctdnd in that
direction, and Loder lounged away by
himself, the juniors watching him like
hawks,

Loder wns scowling. Ho was not keen
on performing a prefect's duties, but he
folt his exelusion very keenly indeed.
Even his dear pals, Carne and Walker,
let him sce quite plainly that they no
longer regarded him as one of them-
gelves,

He loafed away, with hiz hands in his
Spckﬂts, and a scowl on his faen, and

isappeared along the Elm Walk. That
path was thickly shaded by trees, and
in the Novomber evening it was na dark
o3 tho inside of a hat.

“Our luck's in!” hbreathed
Bounder.

Peering through the dusk under the
old branches, the juniors could not see
Loder, but thoy spotted a red, glowing

oint of the cigarctty in the darkness.

he black sheop of the Sixth had strolled
into that secluded path to smoke =
cigarette unochbserved. e could not
have played more offectually into the
hands of the raggers.

“ Asking for it!” grinned Bolsover
major. “ Let's get the stuff here, and
catch him as he comes back "

“You keep an eyo on him, Wharton |
We'll be here in a jifiy!” mutlered
Vernon-Smith,

“Right-ho 1"

Vernon-Smith and Dolsover major cut
away to get the tar and [eathers.
Harry Wharton remained under the
elms, keeping an eyo on the glowing end
of the cigarctte up the dark path.

murmured the

the

THE FIFTEENTH CHAPTER.
The Wrong Man !

& HOARTON [” .
W It was Mr., Queleh’s voice,
Hurry Whurton gave &

start, nnd spun round. Ho

was looking up the path under the old

clms, and liu:u.‘lJ not been aware of tho

Remove master's approach beimind him,
“Oh! Yes, sir!” he stammered.

The glowing end of the cigarette was
instantly extinguished, N.oder was at a
distance, but he had heard Quelch’s
voice.

Mr. Quolch eyed Wharton grimly.

“Have you done your lines,
1-‘1-"11%{;{“1 : -

o nes?’

"«“-’h:u;:tn:ljnitllz'F had lines to do—he was
seldom without them these days. A
bitter look camo over his face. Plenty
of other follows had lines, but they were
not likely to be asked for them by any
master when the Guy Fawkes celebra-
tions wero just boginning., The severcst
master would stretch a point on such an
occusion, But the scapegrace of the
Removoe had nothing to expect from his
Form master but inflexible severity.

“¥You have a hundred lines, Wharton,
which you should have brought to my
study nt six o’clock, IHave you written
them 1"

“No !"” muttered Wharton.

“They are doubled " said Mr. Quelch

rimly. “Go into tho Ilouse at once,
%'J harton, and wrile out your
impoaition 1V

Wharton breathed hard.

Loder's footsteps camo back along tho
path. There wans no sign of a'cigarette
now. Mr. Quelch glanced at him.

“ Loder !”

“ Yea, gir!” said Loder smoothly.

*“Although you are no longer o pro-
foct, Loder, may I ask you to see this
junior into the House, and to tuke him
to the Form-room. I cannot trust him
to obey my commands [ said Mr. Quelch
bitterly.

Loder smiled. IIe was more than will-
ing to oblige Mr. Quelch in that little
matter.  Marching Wharton into the
IMouse, and keeping him away from the
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boufire and the fireworks, was quite a
palatuble task.

““Certainly, sirl”

“You will go to tho House with Loder,
Whartpn,”

“ But, sir 2

“Not a word !” Mr, Quelch raised his
hand sternly. “Go! If you leave tho
House before your imposition is written,
1 shall cane you.”

“It's bonfire night, sir—"

“That is immateriall Gol”

There wus no help for it, and
Wharton went into the Houso with
Loder. The Sixth-Former marched him

into the Form-room.

“Get on with it1” he said agreeably,
“No_fireworks for you to-mght, my
plt n III

harton eyed him savagely.

What would happen when Smithy got
back with the tar and feathers? If was
ns bluck as a hat on the olm walk. If
there was an awful mistake in the
dark

“ Look here, Loder——"

“Shut up, and get on with your
lines 1" grinned Loder. “I'H keep you
company for a bit, my beauty1 I fancy
you'll cut the minute you're left alone—
what? No firewerks for youl”

And Loder, closing the Form-room
door, stood with his back to it, watch-
ing the dismayed captain of the
Hemove, with a cheery grin. It was
ensy enough for him to see that
Wharton would not have remained in
the TForm-room if left alone there—
which Loder epuld only attribute to his
keenness to join in the Guy Fawkes
celobrations, Loder had nothing to do,
and it was a sheer pleasure to him to
disappoint the junior he loathed and
who had been the cause of his fall from
his high catate,

Therse was no help for it. And
Wharton found comfort in remembering
that his comrades intended to don Guy
Fawkes masks before collaring their
vietim. The chances were that, what-
ever hn‘g' ened, they would not be identi-
fied. arton sat down to his lines,
and Loder, leaning on the Form-room
door, watched him, with a gloating
grin,

Meanwhile, Mr, Quelch, in a medita-
tive mood, was pacing up and down the
shadowed elm walk. And Herbert
Vernon-8mith and Bolsover major weroe
arriving on the spot, the former with
a tin bucket of tar, the latter with a
large bag of feathers.

“Where's Wharton 7" muttered Bols:

over, gluncing round in the dusk. I
say, Wharton——"

“Quiet1” muttered the Bounder.
“Don't yell, you ass1”

“ Wharton’s not here "

“ Bother Wharton! So long as

Loder's here, it's all right1”

Why Wharton had gone the Bounder
did not know, neither did he care. He
stepped under the trees with the bucket
of tar and peercd up the path in the
gloom Bolsover major followed him.

T'hers was no glowing end of a eigar-
ctte to be seen. But on the dead leaves
on the path there was a F[ootstep.
Faintly, a dark shadow among shadows,
a figure could be barely discerned.

Swiftly Vernon-Smith and Bolsover
major donned their Guy Fawkes masks.
The mowment of action had arrived.

They had not the faintest doubt that
it was Loder, strolling back to the quad
after smoking a cigarette or two. Not
for & moment did they dream of what
had happened during their brief
absonce,

One on either side of the path, in-
visible in the darkness, they waited, tar
and [eathers ready.

The footsteps came nearer.
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They could see nothing but the
dimmest of shadows in the darkness, but
th?\; could hear,

earer and nearer |

Vernon-Smith had set the bucket on
the ground beside him. He made a
sudden spring, grasped at the unseen
figure, and hooked i1ts leg. There was
a crash and a gasp as it went down. And
as it went, Bolsover major swiped with
the bag, catching the unseen face with
a heavy thud, and the hapless vietim
was flattened down.

It sat up the next moment, gurgling.

The bucket of tar was in the
Bounder’s hands again in a twinkling.
Ag the gurgling fgure sat up, Bmithy
upended the bucket over its head.

Tar streamed out in a torrent.

It streamed and splashed and rolled
over the hapless head of the wvictim,
rolled down 1ts face, down its neck, over
its clothes, smothering it.

Bolsover major, with a breathless
chuckle, opened the end of the bag,
and shook out the feathers ower the
tarred figure that ﬁurgled and gasped
and spluttered and howled.

The feathers descended in a shower,
sticking to the tar,

“Cut 1" breathed the Bounder,

They jumped away from the gurgling
figure. Horrible aﬂunﬂ; followed t%lem.
“Grooogh! Qooch! Gug-gug-gug-

gug! Urrrrrggegh 1™

’th tin bucket and the bag were flung
away among the dark trees. The two
young rascals fairly raced from the
spot.

“Yurrrrrgggh I

Any eyes I:Ent fell on two running
juniors only saw two fellows whose iden-
tity was completely concealed by Guy
Fawkes masks, And in a very few
moments Vernon-8mith and Bolsover

major were mingling with the crowd,
joining in the shouting and letting off
left to the tar and featheras! They did
not yet know that it was not Loder|
THE SBIXTEENTH CHAPTER
R. QUELCH sat and spluttered,
and dabbed tar with sticky
fingers, and wondered whether
Life is full of surprises. But never
had the Remove master of Greyfriara
been 8o surprised as now.
He Ilurched away, spluttering and
asping. In the Cloister Field the huge
Eunﬁra was blazing and roaring and
Crackers cracked, squibs fizzed, streams
of sparks shot across the dusky sky.
Voices shouted and cheered. And
when the wild, weird, and unrecognis-
able figure of tho Remove master stag-
gered into view,

fireworks. Loder, as they supposed, was

Not Wharton !

M

this was some awful dream.

He staggered up at last.
casting ruddy light for a great distance,
louder shouts than ever were heard
“1 saﬁayyuu fellows, who's that?”

yelled® B Bunter. * Look I”

“Here's pnother guy|” roared the
Bounder,

“Ha, ha. hal”

“Hallo, hallo, hallo1 Is that Loder 1”
gasped Bob Cherry, remembering the
Bounder's scheme. “My hat| There's
a picture for you "

“The icturefulness iz terrifiol”

chuckled the Nabob of Bhanipur.
“It's too thick |” grinned Nugent.

“Even Loder—"

“That’'s not Loder!"” exclaimed
Johnny Bull. “Taller than Loder! It's
a man—— My hat| It's a master |”

" Phow 1"

“Please to remember the Fifth of

November 1" roared Bolsover

“Here's another guy 1”
“Ha, ha, ha!”

major,

“Groooogh!  Oooogh!  Whoooh "
came from the startling figure.

A buzzing crowd surrounded it at
once, staring and laughing and cheer-
ing. But the fellows kept at a safe
distance. Tar was sticky.

“Hallo| What's this?" Wingate of
the Sixth came up. “Is that & guy?
What on earth is it? What——"

“It’'s—it's tar and—and feathers!”
stuttered Gwynne. “ Who the doocce——"
“Grooogh! Help me! Oococh! 1 am
—am smothered! I—T am almost suff-
suff-suffocated!  Qooocooch |” gurgled
Mr. Quelch. “1I have been attacked—
assaulted —smothered—— Yooooooch 1"

“Great pip!"

“That's Quelch's voice,” said Wingate
dazedly. *“It—it can't be Quelch! It—
it—it just can't |”

“Quelch I” Bolsover major ceased to
chortle, and his face becama ghastly

under its mask. “Quelch! Oh, holy
smoke [

“Quelch!” gasped the Bounder,
horror-stricken.

“ Oooch ' Wingate—Gwynne—help me !
I—I am smotheredl I—I think it is—
is tar and—and feathers! [ was

attacked in the — groogh — dark!
Qoch
“That idiot Smithy!” breathed Bob

Cherry. ‘“He's got Quelch instead of
Lnﬁarl How the dickens——"
r.

Quelch was totally unreuu%;
anisable. Streaming with tar, to whic
feathers ﬂlung in myriads, he had a
strange resemblance to some queer fowl.
But his voice was known. It was
guelnh—-there was no doubt that it was
velch—but Quelch as no human eye
had ever viewed him before!]

“0Ocoogh! Grooooght Find
young rascal—"' i

“You—you know who has done this,
Mr. Quelch " gasped Wingate, gazing
in horror at the master of the Remove.
“You—you saw him1?”

“] onnnot see in the—ooogh—dark!”
hooted Mr. Quelch. “But I have not
the slightest doubt—not the slightest. It
was. f‘am sure, Wharton! No other
boy at Greyiriars would have the—oooch
—audacity! Find Wharton at once,
Wingate! QOoooocooooch I”

Mr. Quelch staggered to the House.
He left a stream of tar and fluttering
feathers behind him as he went.

?1 I{}}uzzing n{??d _fﬂllnwdedTnn__ Prnué:
an apper, Wiggins an wWigg, an
other masters h athered round Mr.
Quelch, gazing with horror at him. He
stood in the highted House, recking with
tar, smothered with feathers, a sight
for s and men! There was a rustle
as the Head arrived on the scene.

that

“Who—what——" The Head fairly
jumped,

“ Another guy!” came in a yell from
the quad.

“Tt—it—it is—oooch—it 1s I, sir!”
gurgled Mr. Queleh. *“I have been

attacked—assaulted! 1 accuse Wharton
—Wharton of my Form 2

Mr, Quelch had not the slightest
doubt on that point,

“T hear that Wharton 18 in the Form-
room, sirl'’ gasped Wingate.

“T sent him there, but he cannot have
remained there. 1 am absolutely certain
that——"

“1f Wharton has been
he shall be expelled on the spot, Mr.
Quelch,” said the Head. " But we must
ascertain the facts, I will go to the
Form-room at once.”

Half Greyfriars followed the Head to
the Remove-room. Mr, Quelch, boiling
with wrath and indignation, was close
behind him. Dr. Locke threw open the
door of the Form-room, and there was
a startled ejaculation from a Sixth-
Former who was leaning on it inside.

ilty of thi
t%um ¥ O 15

2

Loder stared round at the crowd in
the doorway. Harry Wharton starcd
from his desk.

‘“Wharton is here[” said the Head.

“Here 1” gurgled Mr. Quelch.

He blinked in with tarry
Wharton was there |

He rose to his feet, his cyes on the
tarry, feathery figuree Heo had
wondered whether Smithy would blunder
in the dark. Evidently Smithy had.

“Wharton, how long have yon been
here?” demanded the Head.

“Iiver since Mr. Quelch sent me in,
sir,” said Wharton meekly. * About a
quarter of an hour, sir. Loder has been
here all the time.”

“Loder! You
Loder
. “Mr. Quelch asked me to bring this
untor in, sir, and as I was aware that
1o intended to go back to the bonfire, I
remained,” said Loder.

‘“ Bless my soul 1™

Wharton’s *“alibi ¥ could not have
been more complete. His tarry Form
master gazed at him and ?;ztd to
believe. harton was there—had been
there, under Loder's eye—ever sinco
Queclch had seen him to the House.
Whoever had tarred and feathered
Quelch, obviously it was not \Wharton.
He had not been, and could not have
been, anywhere near the spot.

“Mr. Quelch,” said tho Ilead in a
dﬂeg voice, “ it appears—"

“It—it appears that it was not—
oooch l—Wharton! It was—was—was
somebody !1” gasped Mr, Quelch.
“ Oooooogh 1*

*The culprit must be searched for and
found,” said the Head coldly. “But
hasty and unfounded accusations servo
no purpose, sir i”

Mr. Qua!'nh swallowed that as best he
could as he tottered away to get rid of
the tar and feathers. Harry Wharton
sat down to finish his lines, smiling. He
had finished the lines long before Mr.
Quelch was finished with hot water and
soap. The Greyfriars fellows crowded
back to the bonfire, chortling. Bolsover
major grabbed the Bounder’s arm.

“It—it—it was Quelch I he gasped.

“Mum’s the word!" grinned the
Bounder. *Quelch butted in and asked
for it—and, by gum, he got it| Mum's
the word 1

Harry Wharton finished his lines and
eame out in time for the wind-up of the
celebration, Meanwhile, the prefects
were hunting high and low for the
youn rascal—or rascals—who had
tarred and feathered Quelech. The
Head had declared that the culprit
should be searched for and found. Ha
was searched for, but not found.
Fellows who knew, or suspected, wero
very careful to keep their own counsel.
Only one faot was perfectly clear—in-
dubitably clear and undeniable—and
that was that Harry Wharton was not
the man. His alibi was unquestionable;
Loder of the Sixth, quite unintention-
ally, had helped to make it 5ol

Who had tarred and feathered Quelch
remained & mystery. It was not
Wharton. Mr. Quelch had to admit
that it was not the rebel of the Remove.
But if it was not Wharton, Mr. Quelch
could not imagine who it was. And
the DBounder of Greylriars was very
glad that he couldn't]

THE END.

eyos.

have been lere,

(Vext Saturday's yarn in this novel
seriea tn entitled: “"HUNTING FOR
TROUBLEI” [It's absolutely ripping,
chums, and a0 are the six picture slamps
which will presented FREE with this
issne. See that you order it in good
timel)
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A THRILL-PACKED STORY OF HIGHWAYMAN ADVENTURE.

T

FALCON!?!

By ARTHUR STEFFENS

READ THIS FIRST.

Convicted of robbing the Earl of Huntford of a diamond star, Hal Loveit and Jerry Molean are conveyed to the convict hulk
Ethalion, anchored at Woolwich. As the result of a prearranged plan, the convicts fire the ghip, and Hal and Jerry escape. After
a saries of exciting adventures they pay a nocturnal visit to Huntford Hall, the home of their enemy. They are surprised in the
not, however, but thanks 10 the timely Intervention of lsamo Quilt, who happens to be on the same lay, manage to evade
capture. Acting on the advice of Quilt, they cross the Thames to the Essex Coast, and eventually reach ths Grey Mill Inn,
Epping, where they nearly fall into the hands of the Bow Street Runners.

Resting in the forest for the night, they return
Runners setting off In the direction of London.

l in tha morning to find the

The Grey Mill Inn |
L ONLE to London, Hal,” said
Jorry McLean. “And that’s
a bit of luck. Now let's get
out our nags and ride up
to the inp like a couple of gentlemen.”

They dodged among tho trees, found
their horses, mounted, and rode them
boldly into the inn yard, where Jerry
banded them to a staring ostler to
groom and feed.

“And mind you keep them out of
sight,” said Jerry, as he slipped a silver
coin into the ostler’s palm. *“They're
nervous horses, and they get excited if
they see a crowd."” _

e ostler, a plain-looking, tow-
headed fellow, with a spreading mouth,
winked, and led the horses awH_. Jerry
and Harry entered the Gre ill Inn.

Simon Babbett, a stout, rubicund per-
sonage, dressed in a plum coloured suit
with brown stockings and black buckled
shoes, was waiting for them inside.
He had watched their arrival, and now
pyed them keenly, a glint of fear in his

rey eyes. He invited them into the
Enr parlour, then closed the door and
pulled s curtain across the glass.

“In what way can I serve you, gentlo-
men " he nsked, perspiration starting
out upon his broad forehead.

“Isanc Quilt sent us to you, Mr.
Babbett,” explained Jerry. “We have
made Kent just a bit too hot to hold us
and came over in a barge belonging Lo
Charlie DMarten, I was Fiven to under
stand that you would help us”

The landlord shrugged his shoulders
and spread wide his arms in perplexity.

KR y, ves, gentlemen, to be sure,”
he said. “Dut your [riend's horse, sir?
The last time it was here it belonged
to Mr. Cosgrave, the DBow Btrect
Runner, and now p ‘

Jerry laughed heartily, sciting back

his handsome head.
" th,f. yvour Runners have gone,” he
genid. “We watched them depart. Dy
good luck we saw Martin Cosgrave talk-
mf to you last might, and now we are
safe.”

“The Runners have gone back to
London, true enough,” agreed the land-
lord. *DBut my customers know that
chestnut horse. You must be ecareful,
gentlemen. 1 would suggest that you
eat and rest till near sundown, and leave
my house in the svoniag® ]

‘To be sure, Babbett,”” said Jerry
lightly. *“DBut you must tell us where
to go.”

The landlord drew them to the far
end of the bar parlour.

“Since you are friends of Quilt's,”
he whispered, leaning across the table,
":.ru}1 aro secking the Retreat, I take
it?’

“The
McLean.

“That i1s where Isaac Qluilt sometimes
hides,”” explained the landlord. “I
know some of the lads are staying there
now. I saw Colonel York go by yester-
day. And there are others.”

Jerry's eyebrows met in a frown of
annoyance, York! The rascal whp had
betrayed them at the Huntford Arms.
He had been quick, and it was not very
pleasing news to know that he was in
the neighbourhood.

“Hariafa, landlord,” said Jerry, “all
we need until we find suitable Inégingﬁ
in London, iz & safe place to hide,
have been told you are to be trusted.”

“VYou'll find safe shelter at the
Retreat,” said Simon Babbett. “You
onter the forest between the King's Oak
and the Loughton Road. People won't
go near the place. They believe it's
haunted. I’'ll ride myself, and show
you the way."”

The landlorda next asked their names.
For a moment Jerry hesitated. Then,
remembering how Quilt had secured
for them a safe orossing, he complied
with the landlord’s request.

Simon Babbett stared hard at them,
and then, produced a crumpled paper
from his pocket which he spread out for
them to see. It was a reward bill,
offering £100 reward for the apprehen-
sion of Jerry MecLean, highwayman,
and Hal Lovett, thief, convicts
escaped from the hulk Ethalion.

“And it was about you two Martin
Cosgrave talked half through the night,”
said the landlord nervously. " Wanted
to know if I had seen you come this
way. Oh, ves, we had better wait till
it is nearly dark.”

The two adventurers spent the day
in a private room, eating and resting,
and, between times, marvelling at the
sort of freemasonry which existed
between certain gentlemen of the road
and the landlords of various inns, who
often went right out of their way to
help the highwaymen.

“1 wonder why they do it1” asked
Hal thoughtfully.

“Well, boy, there’s not so much to
wonder at,” answered Jerry. as he
sprawled full length on a sofa and
stretched s arms, *“We pay hand-
somely when we can. These landlords
make & lot of money out of us, and,
besides, we treat them decently. Why,
there isn't an ostler who wouldn’t almost
give his life for us. We give the lads
silver and gold, not mouldy copper or
a surly rebuff.”

Jerry pulled off nis coat and slung it

Retreat?” questioned Jerry

across g chair, then he wriggled his head
into the sofa cushions and closed his
eyes,

Hal Lovett listened to Jerry's snorings
whilst he watched the hands of the
grandfather’s clock move slowly on-
ward to a steady tick-tock, tick-tock |

The Remeat |

HERE were a dozen rustics

gossiping outside the inn when

Jerry MecLean, Hal Lovett,

and Simon Babbett rode out of

the yard and turned their faces north.

But they cantered past the gossips and

vanished along the dusty road before the
yokels could say much more than:

“Well, 1'll be danged if that ain’t
Simon Babbett goin’ a ridin’ |7

Simon rode with the two adventurers
for about a mile and a half, and then
brunched off into the forest. He showed
them where a well-worn trail wound
its way among the beeches and the oaks.

“Follow that,'! he said, "and
presently you'll come to a sort of railed-
in plantation. There's a notice board—
‘ Private!  Trespassers will be prose-
cuted I’ But Squire Agglethorpe didn’t
put that notice up, though the property
belongs to him. You can get through
among the brambles a little way from
that. Follow the maze-like path, and
you'll reach the Retreat.”

“And you say we shall find friends
there "

“Ves,' answered the landlord.
“You'll find friends there. But bo
careful. You'll be challenged and asked
for the password, The word 18
i 'TFIJU:I'H.' ET

Jerry thanked the worthy landlord,
who waved his hand and swung his
horse about, seemingly relieved at their
parting.

“We'll be looking m when we stark
for London, Simon,” he said.

“To bo sure. DBut be wary. My
norves seem all upset since Martin
Cosgravo and his Runncrs arrived last
night. I hope none of my gossips
recognised your young friend’s horse.”

“Np fear of that!” said Jerry reas-
suringly.

As soon as the landlord had departed,
Jerry and Hal walked their horscs
onward. The day was drawing to a
close now, The path narrowed, but they
could sce, clearly imprinted, the marks
of horses’ hoofs.

Suddenly Jerry caught his breath and
reinod in his horse. Ile had heard
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leaves rustling in the forest, the cracking
of a twig.

The two chums listened and caught
the sound of stealthy footsteps, which
seemed to be moving away from them.
Jerry swung himae]% from the saddle
and dropped lightly to the grass, IIal
following suit,

Taking a short hold of the reins, they
led their horses onward, keeping to the
path and treading lightly. EJ.’hu::« horses
seemed to understand. Galloper and
Bow Street Beauty dropped their iron-
shod hoofs with cat-like caution, making
even less noise than the cracking of
twigs and displacement of leaves that
rustled ahead of them.

Hal and Jerry could see nothing but
the weather-cleaned boles of the mae
nificent trees. Suddenly they came to
a place where the view opened out.

Hera the branches met overhead in
a cathedral-like effect, and a double
line of treea formed a sort of avenue.
On the right was a dense undergrowth,
where brambles and rhododendrons
towered ten feet high among the trees,

About two hundred wyards up this
forest avenue they made out a notice-
board set up near a gate. Here was
the place Simon Babbett had talked
about. Somewhere in that density of
bushes was hidden tho Retreat.

It was not their recognition of the
place that made the adventurers' hearts
beat faster, but the sight of a man who
was pacing slowly along the avenue,
with his hands elasped behind his broad
back, his three-cornered hat stuck hard
down on his head, which was bowed
g0 that his eyes were fixed upon the
trail. At the man’s side a sword
sWung.

The man was Martin Cosgrave !

The Bow Street Runner had becn
smart enough to smell out the seccret
hiding-place which had housed notorious
highwaymen and other lawbreakers -for
years.

Jerry darted behind a tree and pulled
Galloper after him. Hal had already
gained the shelter of the forest.

“Gad, Hal, ladl Cosgravel” said
Jerry. ‘'Do you get the significance of
thaf, my boy? The man is as keen as a
ferret. That notice-board won’t fool
him] I'm ready to wager a hundred
guineas to a pinch of snuff that he dis-
covers the Retreat, and if he does
there’ll be the devil to pay. What are
we going to do about it?”

“1 wonder,” mused Hal, “if he has
come here alone 1"

*Perhaps,” said Jerry, his tecth
snapping together. “But you can wager

the pack won’t be far away. Hal
boy, I think it is our duty to find and
warn our friends somehow, ¥you
EEE ¥

Jerry, however, did not complete the
sentence, and whatever Hal might have
been enabled to see was lost in a sudden,
loud outery in the forest, the pounding
of many running feet, the sound of oaths
and blows, and the clash of steel on
ateel,

Jorry darted one look into the forest
avenue, then vaulted into the saddle and
urged Galloper out into the open. Hal
was but & moment after him, and, as
they raced along among the deepening
shadows they saw Martin Cosgrave with
his back set against a tree, keeping half
s dozen powerful men at bay with his
hanger. The darting steel shone likeo
silver as the night cﬁ:sﬂd in,

The men were buzzing round the Bow
Street Runner like flies, some of them
cutting at him with their swords, others
trying to brain him with their
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bludgeons. The Bow Street Runner had
lost his hat, but with the utmost cool-
ness parried and backed away, trying
to get among the undergrowth.

“Brain him!” bawled a hard, com-
plaining voice. *“Cut him down!”

The men closed in with a rush, but
the Runner pierced one through the
shoulder and moved his ground. As the
man reeled back, another burly man,
who had not attacked Cosgrave so far,
darted in under the Bow Street
Runner’s guard, turned the sword-blade
gtsldu and gripped the wrist that held
it

The Runner was beaten. Dlows
rattled on his head and shoulders, and
tho rest of the men closing with him,
seized him by the arms and dragged him
away from the tree,

By this time, short and sharp though
the struggle had been, Hal and Jerry
MeLean were close upon the group of
men,

Hearing the heavy beat of thudding
hoofs, the men turned, still gripping
their prisoner.

“The Runners!” bawled one of them,

But as soon as they saw that the riders
were strangers they dropped their arms
and permitted them to approach.

Hal and Jerry then saw that the big
man who had disarmed Cosgrave was
their old f{riend John Pryce, of the
convict hulk Ethalion, the man who had
stopped and robbed the Maidstone
coach,

Stili another of the men was known

Be sure and get the

Six Picture Stamps
GIVEN FREE

with this week’s bumper

1ssue of

MODERN BOY
On Sale To-day ~ Price 2d.
S—

to them~—Colonel York, the highway-
man, whose eyes narrowed as he
recognised them.

“Tip those gentry out of the saddle,
take what they've got, and send them
tripping 1" bawled York.

~ The men closed round, with threaten-
ing cries, but John Pryce intervened.

“Wait!" he cried. *““These are friends
of mine |” .

“Friends!” eried York, advancing o
pace and pulling out a loaded pistol.
“Then let them give the password !”

“Ay, let them give us the password |?
chorused some of the other men.

“Tyburn,” said Jerry easily, leaning
Ell;ghtly forward in the saddle, hand on

ip.

ork’s face grew black as thunder.

“Why let Cosgrave into our secrets?”
he snarled. )

Hal saw his eyes light up evilly and
his lips tighten.

The Bow: Street Runner, recoverin
from the effect of the blows that haﬁ
stunned him, shook his head and tried
to wrench his arms from the grip of his
captors. Then York levelled his pistol
at Martin Cosgrave’s head,

“He's found out our hiding-place !”
he cried. * Dead men tell no tales!”

He pulled the trigger and the pistol
flashed. But the ball intended for the
Runner’s brain whistled among the
leaves, and the roar of the explosion
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died In mocking echoes among the
trees.

Hal had urged Bow Street Beauty
up to York, and, leaning over in the
saddle, struck the man’s arm up even
as_he pulled the trigger.

York reeled back and drew his sword.
But Pryce got between them,

“The boy was right, York 1" he eried,
“We want no murder in the forest,
That means the sure road to Tyburn.”

“Well, we'll get there, murder or no
murder I'" snapped York, “I vote we
kill the Bow Street rat!”

“Then let him have a fair trial,” said
John Pryce, holding up his hand and
ordering the men back. “Take him to
the Retreat, boys. As ta my friends, I'll
answer for them. Surely you've heard
enough about Jerry McLean and Hal
Lovett 7 They were my pals aboard the
hulks.”

The angry eries died down, and
threatening frowns changed to smiles.
A minuto later Martin Cosgrave, his
hands tied behind him, was bein
hurried through a maze of bushes an
brambles to a cave in the forest which
was known to the highwaymen as the
Retreat.
~ Who had built the cave, and when,
it would have been hard to guess. Cer-
tainly it was of no recent dato.

It was a large, vaulted place, and had
been excavated out of a huge mound.
Inside, a possage branched to right and
left. The living quarters were in tho
middle, and consistéd of a huge, domed
main chamber, at the back of which was
a great fireplace. A log fire was burn-
ing in the great chimney, yet no smoke
was to be seen within the room., The
outlet of chimney, Hal was told a
long while afterwards, was artfully
concealed among a dense growth of trees
two hundred yards away,

The stables were to the right, and
there were store-rooms and sleeping
quarters to the left.

Hal and Jerry were shown where
to stall their horses. Then back again
to the great room they went,-to find
the men grouped round the prisoner.

Martin Cosgrave was still pinioned.
A chair had been placed for him, and
his hat had been stuck "aslant upon his
head, %'wmg to his grim, serious face a
comical expression. The Runner was
staring round him defiantly,
~ One of the men had heated an iron
in the fire and was threatening Cosgrave
with it. Colonel York was urging him
on to use it, but John Pryce was
ordering the man to stand aside.

“You ecan kill Cosgrave if you all
agree on it,” he said, * but I won't have
him tortured !

“A dirty Bow Btreet Runner!” said
the man who held the red-hot iron.

“No reason why you should torture
him,"” said Pryce coldly,

“How else can we find out whether
there are any more spies lurking out
there in the forest !’

Martin Cosgrave answered without
persuasion.

“I can tell you,”’ he said. "My men
are waiting at Cl’lingfnrd. They know
I carne here to investigate. That is all.”

The Runner spoke t'i;.‘lliﬂﬂj", and with a
half-amused smile, i8 head was cut
and bruised, and his lips were swollen,
yet he was as cool as any mapn there.

“Boys,” said York, “we'ro wasting
time. Let's hang him [

(Next week’s chaplers of this grand
“old-time™ story simply teem with
thrills,. And don’t forget your néxt
copy of the MAGNET will contain six
moré picture stamps.)

Tae Macrer Lisrary.—No, 1,290.
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| COME INTO THE %
OFFICE, BOYS ! |

St — —— )

NE of iy chums, who signs himself

o “ A Macyer Roader,” i3 a little

puzzledd about our free  pgift

scheme. He wants Lo know if hi

lias got (o take all the campanion papers

in order to complete his full sot of picture
stamps,

No, thiz is not necessary. Ii you take
the Maoner each weok, and one other
poper—either the ** Modern Boy ' or the
* Hanger "—you will bo ablo to " awap "’
vour duplicate atamps with your chums,
and thus complete your colleotion. IE
von take the three papers each weok, you
will findd that you ean complete two
nlbums, I have arranged that specially,
in order that two chiums can club together
to take threo papers botweon them, and
thus each of them will be able to comploto
his album without the slightest difficulty.

By the way, if you were not fortunate
enough 1o get the special Album-—to
stick your stamps in—which was presented
free with * Modern Boy " o fow weoks
back, you ecan do so now by filling in
tho coupon on page 17 of this issue ond
complying with the instructions given,

THIS WEEK'S FREE GIFT STAMPS.

Dog lovors have got a treat this week,
for two of our free gift picture stamps

ortray two of the finest breeds of 'dogs
i existance. I foel quite bucked about the

ieture of the Alsatian, for it louks exactly
:ﬁ]m my own dog. It is only of rocent yoars
that tho Alsatian las been n popular dog
in this country-——since tho War, in fact,

S

Tn CGermany, these dogs have long bena
apprecisted, and ducing the War they
wero used for Beod Cross work, and also
for carrying dispatches, As 1 montioned
in one of my provious. chats, Rin-Tin-Tin,
the famous scicen Alsatian, was s German
dog. He was left behind when the
Germans retreatod, and was adopted by
an American sirman. By the way, it
i3 not true that Alsatians have a woll
steain in them. In their country of origin
they wnre known as ‘' Schaferhunds V'—
or shoop doys.

Tho finest Alsntiong are those which are
trained for police work, and it is claimed
that they me a keen senso of secent
which beats even that of a bloodhound.

The Persinn Saluki iy sometimes known

as tho ** gazelle hound." It belongs to the

Enstern group of the greyhound family,
and, in its own country, is nsed for
hunting.

Now for the “ Royal Scot.,” This loco.
is one of the ginnta of the LALS, Railway,
and it hauls the famous train’of thoe same
numo over tho 400 mile run  botween
Lomdon amd Gluegow in 7 he, 56 m. during
tho winter months nnd 7 he. 40 m. during
the snmmer months,  1ts weight, with
tondor, is 127} tons, and it has four
guiding wheels and six driving wheels,
but no trailing wheels (4-6:0 using the
tochmical terin). There are at least soventy
engines of the Lloysl BSeot class nnd a
number of them wae named ofter fmnous
roziments,

Tho Fairy ** Gordon ** asroplane, which
iy picture No. 8 in our ** Aireralt " scries,
i+ fitted with a 0626 h.p. Armsirong
Siddeley * I'anther '  radial  sir-cooled
engine and its war-time job is doy bombing.
Picture No. & of the “ Self Defonee ™
serioa shows the walking-stick trick. If
your attacker ia appreaching yvouw, bring
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vour stiek into action and give lum a sharp
blow ou fhe inside of the knee with it.
Geo ! And won't he howl with tho pain.
Picture No. 9 ‘of the samo series 13 the
method known as the Hali-Nelson,  Tho
fellow on top is applying tho hold. By
the lovernge of his right arm and hand
pgainst his victin's head and arm, he
can turn him flat on his back with the

utmosk ense.

l stamps that I have been compeliod
to hold over many answers to

renders’ queries. However, T will do my

best to oblige in this direction next week.

IHAVE had so much o fell yon
poncerning this week's freo pieture

NEXT WEEK'S PROGRAMME.
There are moro treats in store for you
in next Salvrday's freo gift issue of the
Maoxkr, chums!  First and foremost
COIN0S

““ HUNTING FOR TROUBLE ! ™
By Frank Richards.

Don't forget to let me know your
opinion of our present sovies of Groyftinrs
yarnd when next you write to me, will
vou ¥ Frank Richards certainly knows
how fo keep on the top line where school-
hoy fiction is concerncd, sml you'll find
next week's long complete yarn ono of
the Dest. he has written.

There'll be another stirring instalimont.
of our splendid serial; * Tho [Rad
Faleon 1" sud a rib.tickling ** Greyfrines
Hevald " supplement that s coaleulnted
to make o bronze image emile; while
“ Linesman ' will answer a foew more
Soceer gueries.

Amil don't forget—six mora  tip-lop
weture stamps for your ecollection  will
w given FREE with this issuo. Snap

‘¢ra up, chums !
YOUR EDITOR,

Sent on Free Aporoval on receipt of apostcard,
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Be Sure and Buy a Guy!!
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No. 6 (New Series).

AS OTHERS SEE |GUY FAWKES’

THEM
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What I Think of
Percy Bolsover

By LORD MAULEVERER

Thoy say that firat impressiona are
pverythin’. If it is so, I'm nfraid I must be
m”..m.?&anm against dear old Bolsover, for my

. mEHuEEnu.. of him wna that ho was an
escapin’ elophant chargin' noross tho quad !
But I fanoy I'vo managed to live that im-
pression down by this timo.

Mattor of faot, Bolsy'a one of tho jolly old
best.

When I say that, of course, you've got to
overlook certain minor faults of the old bean.
I have o rooted objoection to vigorous chappies,
and Bolsy's really frightfully wvigorous, it'a
his chief ‘w..:_? in foot ! i

Anothor fault in Bolsy is his habit of twistin’
“_,Pmnm..._ arms and kickin' peoplo like Dunter.
I know Buntor usually wants kickin'; but
Bolsover haa an oxtraordinary knack of doin’
it just. when Bunter isn't in need of it |

either doea Bolsy's gift of ropartee moeot
with my unqualificd approval. ¢re was an
instance of it in tho a_”En yesterday, whon
Bquifl brightly remarked: * What's that
funny thing in the middle of your face,
Bolsover 7 Oh, I'm sorry! I can sco now
that it's your nosa | "' Bolsovor responded to

that cheory remnrk by mwuunrmn- Bquiff on the
head ; that's tho kind of brilliant ropartec
be goea in forl

Still, as I remarked beforo, Boley's really
one of the jolly old beat. An honest heart
beats ‘meath tho Mnn..._ old grufl exterior, and
many a kick of Bolsover's contains a kindly
thought, if you look on it in the right way,
y'know.

If you fellows need any ﬂu_....n._. that Bolsy’s
gound, just romind yourselves of that celo-
brated time when Bolsover minor waa
sugpeated of theft. Remember the way
Bolsover Major took the blame on his own
gshoulders—ounly to find that the misain’
property had merely beon loat all the timo ?
ot o bad little spot of solf-sacrifice, that.

Summin' up, Bolsy's a rare old rip-snortin’,
fire-entin' fag-frightener, with a lot too much
vigour and o really awful voico. Yot ho's
quite a sound old horse when it comes to the
ME:IE_ that's the main thing, isn't it,

car men 1

"THE NEW

: .‘, @8 f

Ty

it

| =77

7

iars Herald

EDITED BY HARRY WHARTON.

DAY AT

GREYFRIARS

As we write, the last rocket

has been fired =nn§§m lnat
dying ombers of @ oat
uuaﬁbmﬂn_ in the quad have
viamished.

The cheering crowds that

are now sawdarming back into
the House are all agreed on one
point—that this has been the
greatest ' Fifth " in the memory

wonthor being dry and eriep
with sufficient cloud to obscure
the trivial competition we might
have had to endure from the
moon. Prep being abolished
for the occasion, we were able
to spend the entire evening out
of doora. No need to ask
whother we made the moat of
it—weo did |

From the point of view of the
Remove, the evening was par-
ticularly eonjoyable, for e
rmanaged to bag the Head’s
prize of an extra * halfer ** for
the best amatcur * set-piece.”
Practically the entire Form haa
been busy on it for a week, and
the results justified the onergy
expended, for it went off without
o hitch. We called it * Bend
Over!'" It was a firowork
representation of a kid receiving
“"agix " from a beak, and it
fairly brought down the house.
1t would really have done your
ears good to hear tho romr
that went up. The masters
laughed even more than the
followa !

After that striking gsucecess,
the Remove wore naturally in
fine fettlo. Thoy made more
noiso than any two of the other
Forme round the bonfire, and
their war-whoops as they
marched round in the procession

i %.”_u.m E:mwrwﬁﬁgnrmnz_
in Courtficld.

Great Night of Fun and Frolic

ﬂunuanamiununmd-#ﬂ
the _u.mnmv on rocord. Hnn_w. Form

had = difforent guy, their
respective models being o8
under

Sixth «. Ouy Tawkea,
Fifth »+ Bir Hilton Popper.
Shell .. Willinm Gosling.

U r
ﬁﬁ_._# .« A Schoolmostor.

of : the present genération of | Remove .. Horace Coker.
Friars “. : . Third .« Bolsover Major.
Conditions were ideal, the|g..,n4 .. Gerald Lodor.

The Upper Fourth wore very
careful to see that their guy
hore no resemblance to any
Greyfriaras master. Cowards |

Gosling accopted the Shell's
* compliment ** with great good
humour and oarned quite o
number of ﬂwmmu oonsequonco.

Loder and Coker and Bolsover
were not nn.ﬂ.._u so grocious. We
noticed thom gnoashing thoir
testh and tearing their bair and
maling wviolent protosts, of
which, naturally, not o word

| was heard in the pandemonium.

Tho most exciting everief the
evening occurred wher two
men __u..._EUo& out of a mulow
on tho ground floor d the
Houso at the vory momez vhen
a sot-piece, arranged wside,
waa being started. Tig got
tangled up in the "' worky" just
_En.nmu piece __:. up, and their
torrifie struggles to gol vy
from it oaused treodoous
excitement. On freeing (hem-
polves, they made a duli for
tho gates, but a crowdd at
leant a hundred followed them
and rounded them up. Thoy
wero found to be two entjpris-
ing burglars who had scinl the
opportunity of a desertedfouso
to holp thomselves to il the
mmx:._o onsh they couli find.

ho polico at Courtficl took
them over, and no doud thoy
are now reponting their tdanty
in visiti Greyfriars © Guy
Fawles' Night |

Well, it's all over nor lads.
Wo've had o night the will
cortainly live in our meaones
for many n long day. Ad so
to bed, said ho, hangy his
trousers over the gas tacket
and tripping over the fader,

FIREWORILS
Buntor thought that “{tlden
Rain ' meant the succeatn of

Ew tips he gots from hilitled
Eﬂmnﬁuﬁ

Dutton’s hearing m® be
improving. When gix dinon
ernckors went off simdane.

ously, he innocontly iHred

whother he had just leard
somobody drop a bz of
matches |

Sir Hilton Popper is mpos.
ing to the Governora i new
system of discipline forlpoy-
frinra involving regulor flignga
for the Fifth Form,

Can it be that he hassluint
iden of tho identity « the
gontleman who formel Uhe
subject of tho Fifth Formgiy ?
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MAKE THE FIFTH

Retired anarchist offers the following
1 ton Nitro-glycerine
25 Poworinl Bombse

Also, interesting book, “ How I Blew Up
the Kremlin."

Just what you want for the Fifth |

Write Mr.
Love Lone, Courtfield.

= -

A
ASHING SUCCESS!

10 kegs Gunpowder
100 Sticks Dynamite

Smither Eynes, Peacehaven,

COKER INSPIRES “FAMOUS”
SCULPTOR

Frank Nugont and Johnny Bull
walked into Coker’s study in the
Fifth Form quarters the other
evening, Coker promptly pointed
to the door and eaid ;

(1] .m_ﬁum..ﬂ. .—. L} ]

* Certainly, old bean!" said
Nugent obligingly. ** We didn't
intend staying, anyway. We only

dropped in to tell you thers’s a
gentlernan waiting outside to see
you. He gives the name of Franken.-
m.—_.ﬂ._.-u..:

Coker _.H_E_ﬁ.h_.

“ Frankenstein ' The famous
artist all the papers are talking
about T "

“That's the name bhe gave,
anyway,'

“My hat! I'll see him at onoce,
then,' said Coker, highly gratified
at the prospect of receiving such

an important visitor. ' Trot him
m.n.—-v

Nugent and Bull obligingly
“trotted 1In" the wisitor, then
departed. Coker rose and shook
hands wvery beartily with Mr,

Frankenstein. It waa obvious at a
glance that the visitor was an
artist—or, at least, it was obvicus
to Coker. He ware m bristling
beard, a velvet ocat, and a bi
bow, anyway, and that was goo
enough for Coker,

" Honoured to meet wyou, Mr,

Frankenstein, I'm sure," said
Coker. '"IF you've come to pick
up o few tips about art from me,
I shall be quite happy to oblige
U__..-U.-.n.u.
“ A thousand thanks, but that
is not the object of my wisit!"
smiled Mr, Frankenstein. * I came
to find a perfect specimen of
youthful physical beauty to use as
a mode]l for a piece of sculpture.
In you, 1 think I have found what I
want."

It ean be—and i vou s our

opinion it jolly well isl

** Oh, I see. Well, of course, it's
a downright ocertainty that you

Result Surprises Him

couldn’t have found anyone at
CGreyfriara more  healthy and
muscular and good-looking than I
am," said Coker, with hia customary
modesty.

“ It will be merely A matter of
five minutes,” eaid Mr. Franken-
stein. “ 1 have somo putty with
me, and if T just take a rough cast
of your face and hands, 1 can do
the rest in my studio from
memory.,"

Coker then stood in front of the
fire. [f an ungainly and extremely
hefty fellow of seventeen with a
snub nose, slightly erossed eyes, and
w_.najiim mm_ui 18 eonsidered beauti-

ul, then ker looked beautiful
enough to satiafy any artist !

Anyway, he satiafied Mr. Frank-
enstein, who got busy with his
putty, and in five minutes had
Hua_m\.dmmmn sufficiently to release his
model.

" When shall 1T be able to see the
fimished articla?" asked Coler,
when he bade his guest good-bye
on the Behool House stepa.

*“In two  days' time—on
November the Fifth," was the
artist'sa reply, and Coker was
content.

The artist was as good as his
word. Thisa morning, Mr. ** Frank-
engtein,” alian Willhlam Wibley, of
the Remove, led the first procession
of revellera round the quad. In
their midat was s " guy " whose
face and hands, though wiolently
exaggerated, bore a striking
resernblance to those of Coker,
When Coler saw it, he had to catch
hold of a balustrade for support.
When he saw ** Frankenstein ' take
‘off his beard and reveal the smili
face of a Removite. he collap
on the eteps.

Everybody who saw it declared
it to be the finest and moat lifelike

—Says

Hearing that Carne of the
didn’t intend to take
part in the firework celobra-
tions, our represent.
down to investigate.
found Carne dozin
armchair in his study.
"*Is it true that you'rs not
colebrating the Fifth ' he

Bixth

demnanded.
Carne

wned,

mean T Is it
“Qreat pip!"™
sentative gaspad,

the
_u_m.ﬂﬂ , iy
“Oh gad! Is

what about it "

our representative
ment. *f ...a.q_mm: it's

once. Kind of kids’
aren't they 1"
Y IKide'

you
poaring flight of

sayin’ on the other

** The Fifth * What do you

birthday or somethin' "

say you don't even know that

Fifth is Guy Iawkes'

“ What about it 1" echoed
, in namaze-

celebrate with bonfires and

playthi
Fireworka are jolly interesting
seientifio inventions |

never thrilled at

coloured rocket—at the——"
'**Thanks, but would youn
mind finishin® what you're

“FIREWORKS AN
AWFUL BORE!”

Bored Sixth-Former

door 1" gighed Carne. "I
haven't the faintest intereat
in Areworks—in fact, I don™
mﬂﬂj.wun.ﬂ what a firework's

ative rushed
He

in an

somoona’a

our repre-
“ Mean to

it?  Well,

the day we
**You don't T " grinned our

fireworks, of course! " repregentative. " Well, see if
“Gad! What an awful|lyou can't get & kick out of this

boro ! " yawned Carne. *'1 ﬁ_n. then 1™

Beermn to roemember seein' a| He then drew out half &

firework somewhere or other,|dozen assorted ** speciala"

playthings,|from his pocket, hurled them
on the fire, and then bolted.
SBeveral violent explosions
rang out as he fled down the

mﬁmmm? They were [ollowed

ngn, ratas!

Have

the|by s series of wild whoops

a multi-land yells from Carne.
Apparently ths langnid
Bixth-Former succeedod in

getting a decided ' ldek " out

sido of that!of fireworka !

Which i
schoolmas

*“guy " ever seen at Greyfriara.
But Coker wasn't a bit satisfied.

GREYFRIARS FACTS WHILE

'Lonzy’s Little Letters

WOULD YOU BELIEVE IT?

Dear Editor,—Heferring to the eupliemis-
tieally-termed “ celebrations ** attaching to the
Fifth of November, 1 feel | must make n
declaration expressive of remonstrative opinion
in respeet of the unrestrained monctary
disbursement at present proceeding on tho
ludicrous devices, with thelr qualitlez of
excesslve brilllancey and inordinate sonorific-
ness  of those purposeless parasites. the
pyrotechnlsts

Surely dear Bditor, a better application of
the wealth so disipated would take the
direction of elecmony contributions to-
wards the Fund to Provide Nether Garmenta
for Natlves of Nyassaland ?

e nﬂ%n_mo TODD.

the ocbeek

and gels WEEEW
n terin than all the rest of the
lags put together |

{ lag al Qreyiriars,

that Nature is forein
more cuffs in shave every day.

not _uE

Dicky Nuogent of the Becond is Horace Coker complains iwoundly HNapoleon Dupont, the FPresck |sank Courtenay
bim to jonior, has spent several vacalions

ove i or at Bt. Morits, and is an expe

on skis |

fighting force |

—N P

look [ ™

SHOW

We hear that Miss Rosie Looke, the Head's daughters
frowned and yawned noticeably at her father's tea party
while Coker was airing his views.

irea Bob Cherry to remark : “ She waa only a
ter's daughter, but she gave him a black, bored

= -

THIS TO COKER

YOU WAIT.>-

!

— —
=

=

Fa

s the rellow W. G, Bunter recently won a Johnny Bali, the R full-
'ho bas torned ths Highelliffians race—by rolling home. It was baok, u_.___ u nu!w u_ﬂwuﬂnw &
_33 a crowd of slacken linto a the S8ack Race | penalty-kick !

L. -

-

Sy,

DICKY NUGENT’S
WEEKLY WISDOM

Hop Hi made us all larf like a
thing this morning by tying firewo
to our Form master's gown and setting
’em alite when he left us.

There’s no telling how far they’ll
go when the Chinese ** oracker ™ joak 1

PASSING THOUGHT
Temple of the Fourth imagines that he's
always at the top of the tree. But mosb
of the time he ecema to be wmerely uy
the pole |




