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NT SCHOOL STORY OF THE CHUMS OF GREYFRIARS—
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A Rag In the Remove!
s UIET, please!"
Q “Will you be guiet?”
Bang |
descended with terrific bangs that rang
far beyond the Remove Form Room at
1t. was Harry Wharton’s desk, and
Harry Wharton, the captain of the
by accident. _

But the grinning faces in the Remove
that that terrific banging was acel-
dental.

_head boy of the
Remove, set his lips.

It was third school at Greyfriars, and
been called away from the Form-room.

Naturally, he left his class in charge

His head boy seemed likely to have
a high old time while Quelch was away.
start a “rag” in the absence of the
Form master. Other fellows were sure

THE FIRST CHAPTER.
Bang |

Twice in succession the lid of a desk
Greyfriars,
Remove, who let the lid fall—apparently
showed how little the juniors believed

Mark Linley,
Mr, Quelch, master of the Remove, had
of his.head boy.
It was easy for any reckless fellow to
to follow his lead. Ragging was ever

g0 much more entertaining than grind-
ing al a Latin paper. It did mot
improve . a fellow's knowledge, cer-

tainly; but there were quite & lot of
fellows in the Greyfriars Remove who
were not very keen on the acquisition of
knowledge !

Bang | .

For the third time Wharton’s desk-lid
eame down with a crash., There was a
laugh along the Form.

“Wharton 1" said Mark, setting his
lips hard.

Wharton glanced round carclessly,

“Hallo I" he drawled.

“Tf you will not keep order I shall
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have to report you to Mr. Quelch when
he comes back |”

“Well, you'll enjoy doing that, won't
youl” asked Wharton. “It will give

ou a leg-up with Quelech to report a
%e]lnw hﬂﬂga own on !”

“He, he, hel"” came from Billy
Bunter.

“You know that I don’t want to
report you or any fellow, Wharton !" ex-
claimed Mark, fAushing angrily. “But
I've got to keep order as head boy, and
you know that.”

“Well, go ahead, and do it I retorted
Wharton. “I used to keep order when
I was head boy. Now you've greased
round Quelch and stepped inte my
shoes, it’'s up to you [”

Bang |

Down came the desk-lid again.

Bang, bang, bang! Came desk-lids
from various directions. Slackers and
raggera in the clags were ecatching on.
Vernon-Smith, always ready for trouble,
joined in first, then Skinner and Bnoop
and Stott. DBolsover major began to
stamp his heavy feet on the floor.
Micky Desmond produced a tin-whistle
and blew. Morgan chimed in with a
mouth-organ,

It was not uncommon for a rag like
this to ha&gcn in a French set with
Monsieur Charpentier. Dut it was very
uncommon indeed in the Remove-room.
It was still rarer for Harry Wharton to
be the leader in such a proceeding. But
1t was no gecret that Wharton resented
his place as head boy passing to
another fellow, and his resentment was
visited equally upon his Form master
and the new head boy. And this term
Harry Wharton, once a good influence
in the Form, seemed to have sef out
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to distinguish himself as the worst boy
in tho Remove.

Mark Linley breathed hard.

He had to keep order—if he could !
It locked as if he couldn’t! Once the
rag started, there was no stopping it.

Hardly any fellow now was even look-
ing at his Latin paper. Some of them
sat on the desks instead of the forms.
Ink-balls flew through the air. One
landed on Linley’'s nose, leaving an
inky blotch there,

“He, he, he!" chortled Billy Bunter.
“I say, you fellows, go it!1”

- Bunter jumped up, He was more will-
ing than any other fellow in the Form
to leave his work undone, Work in any
shape had never appealed to William
George Bunter.

Bang | went Bunter’s Latin dictionary
on his desk. Bang, bang, bang | Bunter
smote and smote and smote, making as
much noise as he could—which was a
great deal.

“Bunter 1" exelaimed Linley.

“Yah!” retorted Bunter defiantly,
"Go and eat cokel Who cares [or
you ™

"1 shall report you I

“¥ah! 8neak!|” jecred Bunter, and
went on banging.

Mark ecrimsoned with wvexation. A
head boy’s duties were not always agree-
ahle. Anvy fellow who told about
another fellow was a sneak, and justly
despised. But a head boy had his duty
to do. Left in charge of a Form-room,
he had to report a disturber of the
peace.

Wharton, as head boy last term, had
never had any trouble on such ocea-
sions. But he was also captain of the
Form, and prestige counted for much;
also, he hag not had to deal with a
reckless and determined rebel—as he
himself now was. It was much easier
for Wharton to cause trouble than for
Linley to keep it in check,
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—FEATURING HARRY WHARTON, THE REBEL OF THE REMOVE !

“Will you fellows be quict 1" appealed
Linloy. )

“Will we?” grinned Polsover major.
“No; I don’t think we will, you smug |
I rather think we won't |" ]
'd'“IE Quelch comes back and liears this

ln.___!l

Hearry Wharton laughed. ;

“Then he will know what a topping
head h{:-;,r he has!” he remarked. *1f
you can't handle the job, Linley, you
shouldn't have pushed into it "

“You rotter!1” exclaimed Mark.,
“You know I mever did! Quelch
appointed me head boy, as he appointed
yvou last term | I never wanted it—"

“Gammon 1" s

“You'd never have lost the place il
you'd behaved yourself decently|” ex-
claimed Linley. “You ought to be jolly
well ashamed of yourself, Whartonl
You're making it as hard for me as
you canl”

“Quite I” agreed Wharton,

There wero four fellows who took no
wart in the rag—Bob Cherry, I'rank

sugent, Johnny Bull, and Iurree
Jamset Ram Singh. They were no
longer Wharton's friends, and their

looks showed how they disapproved of
his present proceedings. DBut disapprov-
ing looks from his former friends only
had the effect of a spur on the wavward
fellow, )

The uproar grew and grew. Diven in
Mossoo's I'rench class there had seldom
heen such a rag, though Mossoo lived
and moved and had his being 1n_the
midst of rngg"ing. But suddenly Hazel-
dene caught a footstep in the puassage,
and shouted “ Cave |”

Mr. Queleh was coming back, .

The rag ccased nms if by magie,
Fellows bundled into their places, Only
ono fellow kept poing.

That was Billy Bunter,

Bunter was not quick on the uptake,
nlso, he was enjoying himself. With his
dictionary wieclded in both fat hands, the
Ow! of the Remove banged merrily
away. :

“Chuck it, Bunter, you idiot " gasped
Peter Todd. _

The Form-room door was opening.
Bunter would have realised the situation
in another moment. But he was not
granted the other moment, His dic-
tionary eame down with a terrific crash
just as the door opened, and Mr,
budﬂh‘ﬁ gimlet eyes glittered n,

Bang ! _

It was the only sound in the suddenly
silent room—but it was some sound ! It
fairly thundered. _

The next instant Bunter realised that
Quelch had hnﬁrpnned. Tho dictionary
dropped from his fat hands, his podgy
jaw dropped, and he blinked at Henry
Samuel ‘Elunlﬂh through his big spec-
tacles in horror and dismay.

“0Oh lor' 1" gasped Buntoer.

Quelch's face was a study for a
momont. He had heard the uproar as
ho eame back to the Form-rcom. He
had a suspicion that Wharton, the boy
he had been driven to dislike intensely,
was at the bottom of it. Dut when he
looked in, Wharton was sealed sedately
at his desk, bending over hiz Latin
papor with a enlm and studious expres-
rion on his face. And it was Bunter—
the fat and fatuous Bunter—who was
banging a dictionary on a deslk!

“Lianley 1™

“Yos, sir1” gasped Mark,

“You are head boy of the Remove!
I expeet you to keop order here during
my brief absencel Apparently, vou
liave failed to do so 1Y

Mark Linley stood silent, with a
erimson face. Really, it was not his

fault. DBut the Remove master judged
by resulta.

“ Bunter "

“Yes, sirl No, sir! Please, sir! Oh,
gir | gasped Bunter “ Tt—it wasn’t me,
sir] I—I wasn't banging this dio on
my desk, sir! I[t—it just iell down—-="

“Linley, hand me my cane "

“0Oh erikev!" proaned Bunter. “Oh
dear! Oh scissors |’ ‘

Mark Linley =poke quietly.

“I must tell you, sir, that Bunter is
not to blame | I have to report Wharton
for ragging in class—Bunter was only
following his lead.”

e —

THE SECOND CHAPTER.
Scratched trom the Team!

ARRY WHARTON looked up,
H fixing his eyes on Mark Linley.
There was a cool, scornful
smile on his faco. It scemed
ag if he had wanted to drive the new
head boy into the disagreoable task of
rﬂpnrbin% him, and was salisfied now
that he had suceeeded. 1lis lip curled
contemptuously. But most of the fellows
in the Remove were rlad to hear Linley
speak. To let o “silly ass ” like Bunter
bear the brunt was not cricket. Half the
Form had been ragging and Wharton
had started the game, and it was not
fair play to let the fatuous Owl pay scot-
and-lot for wll.

Queleh’s gimlet eyes

FIimcd. Every
man in the Form knew th

at he was glad

e B i, ks e — —— e o e mmmam

Last term Hdarry Wharton was
all that a model pupil should be—
popular with masters and boys
alike. This term Wharton Iis
completely changed. He revels
in hunting for trouble, finding it,
and living up to his new reputa-
tion of being the ** worst boy in
the Form !> Why—?

"

to turn the vials of wrath {rom Bunter
to Wharton.
“Thank vou,
Remove master,
report the ringleader in this disturbance.
Wharton, stand out beforo the Form.”
“Certainly. sir'™ drawled Wharton,
Ha lounged out before the Form
with nn  cxuggerated carelessness  of
lu_mnn-:-r that made Quelch compress his
iER
“It appears,” said Mr. Quelch, *that
1 cannot leave the Form-room for a fow
mimites without a disturbance breaking
out, I had little doubt that you, Wharton,
the worst boy in my Form, were the ring-
leader, [ shall not pumish o foolish and
thoughtless boy for fellowing your bad
example. I shall punish you,"

“0Oh, good "™ gasped Dunter in great
relief.

Bunter did not want to see Wharton
“whopped.” DBut the whopping of
Wharton in comnarison with the whop-
ping of Bunter was a trifle light as
air, i tho  estumation of tho fat
Removite. So long as William George
Bunter wasn't whopped, nothing else
matterced vory much,

Mr. QQuelch pointed with his cane.

“Wharton., you will bend over that
desk 1
“Thank you, sir!”

Liglev I said the

“It was vour duty to .

“What? What did you say, Whane-
ton I exclaimed Mr. Quelsh.

“1 said * Thank you, sir "™

“You will noi find that impertinence
will benefit you, Wharton,” said the
Remove master, breathing hard.

“Is it impertinent to thank you for
your kindness, sir?” asked Wharton
mnocently.

“Bend over that desk ” said DMr.
Queleh in a voice like that of the Great
Huge Bear.

Wharton gave Linley another look as
lie obeyed, Tt was net mer.ly a mocking
look this time, but one full of animosity
and bitterncss, It brought a painful
flush to Mark's face. (}:E_v e torm ago
he and the captain of the Remove had
been the best of friends. Wharton had
stood by him more than oneco when ho
needed 1t, It was by no wish of his own
that he had been appointed head boy
when Wharton was turned out. He
could hardly understand Wharton this
term—the fellow seemed to have changed
g0 ulterly.

“Now listen to the band " whispered
Skinner to his pals, and Snoop and Stott
sniggered.

But there was no “band ” to listen to.
Wharton did not make a sound as six
strokes descended one after another.
Only the swishing of the ceno was heard
in the silence of the Form-room,

** Some nervae | the Bounder muttered
to Tom Redwing.

Many fellows in the Remove wondered
how Wharton could go through it with
teeth clenched and without & murmur.
For Mr. Quelch was laying on overy
stroke with bitter force. He had no
morcy for the rcbel of his Torin, whose
chief pursuit theso days was giving
masters and profects all tho trouble Lie
possibly could.

The crack of tho cane ceased at last
and Wharton rose.

“You may go back to your place.
Wharton,” said Mr. Queleh harshly., 1
trust that that will be a warning to you."

“Thank you, sir!”
Mr, 3ue ch's eyes glinted, and he
tightened his grasp on the eane.

Wharton’s answer was cool end im-
pertinent. But it was scarcoly possible
to repeat the infliction, and hfr. Quelch
let it pass.

Wharton went back to his place.

Latin papers were resumed in the
Remove. '

Under the gpimlet eyo of Quelch sitting
at his high desk there was not likely to
be any moro ragging. TFellows worked
sedulously, alinost as if they loved the
Latin tongue—which few of them did!
Even Billy Bunter ceased to think how
pwfully lone it was to dinver and gavo
somao altention to his work, Harry Whar-
ton stirred uncomfortably on his form,
After six of the best it was not easy to
sit still—still less casy for a fellow to
pit his attention inte Latin prose. The
gimlet eyes at the high desk turned
several times on the captain of the
Iﬂ,ﬂmﬂvc, and Mr. Quelch rapped out st
ast :

“Wharton, you will sit still!”

The Dounder winked ot the fellowa

nearest bim. Tt was ovident that
Quelch’s rag was out,
Wharten smiled bitterly. This was

vory like perseeution—!ike the wolf and
the lamb over again. IHe did not reflect
that he had worn out the patience of his
Forin muster : that only last term he had
himself regarded Mr. Queleh as a just
and even a kind man. Mr, Quelch
cortainly had not changed his naturo
since last term. It was Wharton who
had changed, though he did not realise
it, or perhaps choose to realise it.

All that wos proud and stubborn, all

(Copyright in the United States of America.)
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that was hard and bitter in him, had
come to the surface this unlucky term.
It was almost as if he had said, like the
ttﬂa fallen argl}hmgel of old, “Evil, be

ou m

Mr. ﬁmh was fed-up with that
troublesouie member of his Form, and it
was hardly a secret that he desired him
to leave the echool—indeed, had the
Head taken Mr. Quelch’s view, Wharton
would have been sent away from Grey-
friars before this. 8So long as he
romained he had nothing to expect irom
the Remove master but unbending
severity.,

And he did not care—or, at all events,
told himself that he did not carel
Masters and prefects were down on him
—all orderly fellows eyed him askance—
even the kind old Head was growing
dubious, * He had lost his friends—the
loyal Co. that had been inseparable
once. He spent more time with the
reckless Bounder now, and even with
Skinner & Co. sometimes. Of the decent
fellows in the Remove, only Lord
Mauleverer remained his unwavering
friend—and even his lordship had to
walk warily in keeping on his friend-
ship. Plenty of fellows said that he
hadn’'t quarrelled yet with Mauly
because simple old Mauly couldn't be
varrelled withl And if ever he
Elmught of the better time that was past
he hardened his heart, like Pharaoh of
anocient timeés, and went on his obdurate

way.

'fghird school came to an end at last
and the Remove were dismissed. Mark
Linley gathered up the Latin papers and
remamned behind the rest for a few
minutes, putting them together and
taking them to the Form master. When
ho came out of the Form-room the
juniors _had gone out—with one excep-
tion. Harry Wharton was walting 1n
the passage, near the door, and Mark
knew at once that the captain of the
Remove was waiting for him.

Ho moved aside to avoid Wharton—
who stepped at once into his way. He
had to stop. i . .

“Tet me pass, please!” said Mark in
a low voice.

Mr. Quelch was still in the Form-
room, and Mark was anxious that he
should hear no altercation in the
corridor. ] .

“You rotter |" said Wharton, his eyes
blazing, and he struck with his open
hand at Linley’s face. _ - :

Mark's hand came up like lightning
knocking the amack aside. He steppeci
back and Wharton followed him up.

“For odness’ Lmkef Wharton "’
breathed Linley. ‘“Don’t be a fooll
Isn't Quelch down on you enough
already? Do you want to bring him
here

“You do, you curl” answered
Wharton.

“Stand back, you ass—he’s coming 1"
muttered Mark. .

Mr. Quelch was laavmi_thu Form-
TooIn. harton dropped his hands as
tha Remove master appeared in the

doorway. But Mr, Quelch had seen
enough.
“ Wharton |

“Oh, yes, sir?” gaid Harry.

“Is it possible, Wharton, that you
wera about to make an attack on my
head boy, in my hearing and almost

in my presence !’ exclaimed Mr. Quelch.
“Quite, sirl” answered Wharton
coolly.

“It's nnt.hing. sir,” said Mark hastily,
“Bilence, Linley| Wharton, listen to
me " said Mr. Quelch. “I ghall keep
you under my observation. 1 shall re-
quest the prefects to do s0. If you
become involved in any fighting with
Linley—if a single blow 18 struck—I
Tre Maigner Lisrany.—No. 1,291,

shall take you to your headmaster to be
dealt with. You will know what to
in that caso.”

t
= E?: Quelch dismigsed the rebel of his’

X
Form with a gesture. Wharton went out
into the quu.cf

Taken before the Head—yes, he would
know what to expect in that case. He
knew how Queleh would l:lut it. The
“gack ¥ impended over his head like the
sword of Damocles If the head boy of
a Form could not report a delinquent
without being punched in the passage
afterwards, it was time for the severest
measures to be taken. That was how
Quelch would put it1 It did not ocour
to Wharton's mind, distorted by pas-
sionate resentment, that Quelch could
hardly put it in any other way |

He walked in the quad for a few
minutes, his hands in his pockets, his
face set and dark. The fellow who stood
in his shoes, who * greased ” up to the
beak, who was down on him—that was
how he put it to himself—was safe from
him. unching Linley’s head was too
dangerous= o proceeding in the ciroum-
stances—it would be giving Quelch the
chance he was longing for. But there
were other ways.

Wharton went into the House, and
into the Rag On the door of the Rag
the Remove gawmes notices Wwere

enerally posted, On the morrow the
ootball match with 8t, Jim's was due—
Tom Merry & Co. were coming over
to Greyfriars on Wednesday afternoon
to play Wharton'’s team. The list for
the match was Ihud{. uE—nnd Linley
was down to plav at back as a matter
of course. ead boy bhad the upper
hand in many matters, but the captain
of the Form was supreme and un-
questioned in games.. In games, head
boy was of no more account than any
other boy. i

Wharton took an indelible J:enml
from his pocket and scored deeply
through the name of M. Linley in the
football list. TUnder it he wrote “T.
Redwing.”  m,

He replaced the pencil in his pocket
and walked out of the Rag with a bitter
smile on his face. And if it came into
his mind that he was doing wrong—
that he was carrying & personal dispute
into a sphore into which it should never
have been carried, ho drove the thought
from his mind. What power he had he
would use, and that was that !

gaid
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THE THIRD CHAPTER.
A Surprise [or the Remove |
o RATTERS. old bean!”

G the Bounder.

Tom Redwing looked sur-
prised.

“How and which " he asked.

“Don't you want to play St. Jim’s
to-morrow ?” asked Herbert Vernon-
Smith, with a grin.

Redwing laughed.

“¥es, rather! But I've no chance.
Fallows don’t think so much of my
footer as you do, oln chap. I'm keen
enough—but the fact is 1 shouldn’t like
to be down to play—Wharton can find
better men.”

“ Modesty, thy name is Redwin
said the Bounder banteringly. *“You
put up a good game, Tom, old bean,
and every time I've had a chance I've
shoved ]v]:}u in—when ['ve skippered the
team while Wharton was under detén-
tion. You've alwuys Fln}'ed up well—
good enough, anyhow.’

Redwing did not answer that, He was
& good and steady footballer, and he
was keen on the game. But he was
not first class, and ho knew it, He was
grateful to Bmithy for his friendly
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determination to put him forward on
every available ooccasion—but it had
caused him some awkward misgivings.
Putting a man into a team out of
friendship was no: really Soccer. It
was, a8 a matter of fact, rather a relief
to Tom that his chum had not the power
now to shove him, willy-nilly, into what
amounted to a false position.

The Bounder grinned.

“You can’t trust my judgment, old
t.hin?. even when I've ’pmked you out
to play for Greyfriars,” he jeered.

'I%Vall{ you se ' murmured Tom.
“You'd trust Wharton's?”

“Of coursel If Wharton picked me
out to play 8t. Jim's 1 should begin
to believe myself a better man at Soccer
than I'd fancied,” said Redwing, la.ugh-
ing. “No chance of that, though.

‘You haven's seen the list in the
Rag, then?1”

“Not since break.” =

“There's a jolly old change sinco
then. You're down to play back!”

“Honest Injun{” exclaimed Redwing,
his face brightening. “ Some fellow got
himself orocked—l hadn't heard of it.”
He laughed. “I'm sorry if a man’s
crocked, but 1 shall be glad to play.
Who's left out 1"

“Linley 1”

Redwing's face became grave at once.

“Linley! There's nothing the matter
with Linley—he can play all right! He's
the best back in the Remove—Dbetter
even than Bull" )

“There’s lots the matter with Linley,
I fancy,” chuckled the Bounder. “Hoe's
head, boy in our jolly old skipper’'s
place, and he got Wharton who this
ninrning in the Form-room. What about
that 1"

““Rubbish 1" said Redwing tersely.
“Wharton's not the man to c-nrr% a
gﬁmrrai into football, If he is he’s

anged very much—and not for the
better.” y

“Well, he's cut out Linley,” said the
Bounder. “Perhaps it’s because he
doesn’t like the way he does his back
hair—what ” Vernon-8mith laughed.

But Redwing did not laugh. His
face was grave, and growing graver.
He could scarcely believe that Harry
Wharton, captain of the Greyfriars
Remove, had done what he ﬂ?ldﬂﬂtlﬁ
had done, Had Linley been grocke
Redwing was a likely man to take his

lace. But he was not crocked—he was

t as a fiddle, and well known to be
looking forward keenly to the gamey
And in a match like that with Tom
Merry & Co. of 8t, Jim's the Removitea
had to go all out—they hed to put their
best men into the field, and every man
had to put his best foot foremost. Leav-
ing out one of the best on account of
a private grudge was unthinkable. Yeb
for what other reason could Wharton
have scratched Mark Linley?

‘Was it possible that he was carrying
his private feud into football—at the
risk of losing matches? Keen as Tom
was to play, he was not conceited—he
knew that he was not in the same streot
at Soccer with the Lancashire junior.
Mark would be wanted, and Tom could
easily be dispensed with.

“BSolemn as a jolly old judge—what 1"

inned the Bounder, much amused by

the look on Redwing"u face. *“ Anvhow,
the

you're in the team. Gratters!”
Wharton's action was after

Bounder's own heart. That, if Harry
had known it, might have warned him
how far ho had drifted on the downward
path since the beginning of the new
term. Smithy was prepared to back him
up through thick and thin, though the

matter might have been different had
Wharton picked out some other sccond-
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rate man other than the Dournddr's
chum to take the place of Mark Linley.
It even occurred to Tom that Wharton
had selected him to buy thoe Bounder’s
support. Smithy had plenty of influenco
in the Form, and it was quite certain
that most of the foothnllora would be
down on the change. Smithy wa9 cer-
tain to back up any change that brought
his chum into the game.

Vernon-Smith and Redwing were not
the only follows who wero diseussing 1he
change in the list. Most of the Remave
men spotted it soon alter class. Bob
Cherey blinked at the paper on the door
of the Rag as if he conld hardly belicove
his eyes—as indeed he hardly could.
Frank Nugent, Johnny Bull, and [turreo
Jamset Ram Singh stared at it. Nugent
was not in the team, but three of Lha

“You'ro 61" asked Bob., ™ All right
fer to-morrow 17

“Quite 1"

“Iluasn't Wharton spoken to you?l"

(1] N’u Ij:l

“Wall, T don't catch on,” said Dob,
0 prufBy that it was elear thut he was
boginning to catch on. *“This won't do |
tedwing’'s a good chap, but lio can't
stop St. Jim's on tho football field.”

“Tho stopfulness would not be
tevrifie,” agreed Hurrce Jamset Rat
Singh.

“Rats!” said the DBounder’s voico
behind  them—and they srared round
rather grimly at himm, " Can't you lcavo
it to your skipper?”

“0Oh, don't be an ass, Smithy,” eaid
Pob angrile.  “This jolly well won't

** Hand me my cane, Linley,"” sald Mr. Quelch, ** and I will punish Bunter."’
‘1 bave to report Wharton for ragging in class.

head boy.

Co. were members of it—but all four

were equally surprised and startled.
“What's happened to’Lanley, then?”

asked Bob, looking round, * o was =ll

right in class. What—"
“Nothing's hapfﬁned to him{"”
grunted Johnny Bull.

“Well, he can't be dropped out of the
team if he's fit to play.”

Bob Cherry, evidently, did not catch
on.
Johnny Bull's brow was as block as

thunder. Johnny caught on ut onco.
Frank Nugent looked deoply distressed;
Hurreo Singh's dusky faco had a

worried and troubled look.

“ Hallo, hallo, hallol Here's Lonley 1”
Bob spotte tue head boy of tho
Remove in the Rag. * Lanloy, old man,
what doea this mean?”

“Better ask Wharton,” answered
Mark, very quietly—ovidently he had
geen that his mame was scratched out
of the list.

do1 I think Wharton must be going
off his rocker.”
Squitl camo up.

“What's this I hear?” he
“Tanley chucked——"

The Remove goalkeeper broko off,
staring at the list on the door.

A crowd was gathering. Mark Linley
quietty leit tho Kug As the tellow left
out bho did not want to be concernecd
in tho excited discussion that was going
on., With the exception of the Bounder
every man in the eleven disapproved
of tho change, und disapproved strongly,
and said so—not once, but many timos.
And eomo of the follows did not
hositate to speak out what all wero
thinking—that Mark’s exclusion from
tho team had nothing to do with foot-
ball, but was the result of the row in
the Form-room that morning. Only one
voico was raised Lo controvert thatl view,
and it was the voice of Lord Mauleverer,
who was no footballer,

askod.

5

*Chuck it, dear men!” said Mauly's
calm voico. “'loddy, you shouldn't say
n thing like that—jyou really shouldn’t,
Browney! And you shouldn't, Field!
I'm rulf;nr ashamed of you IV

“You howling ass!” roared Deter
Todd, in wratlh.  “Whut do you think
Wharton's seratched Linley for, thent”

“1 suppost ho thinks he's got a better
man,”

“Redwimng a better man ot back than
Linloy 1" velled Squaifl.

“Ynas "

“You fathoad!” bawled Jaliny Bull
“What the 1.Imm11 do ven Liuow about
Soccer or a man's form?®”

“Nothin',” apswoied Lord Maule-
verer placudly. “Dut Wharlon knows
whole lots. Depend on it, dear men, bho
knows what he’s abont”

s L L
o )
=
-f"‘l"//,

““ But Bunter Is not to blame, sir,”’ sald the
Bunter was only following his lead."”

“Iloar, hcar!” grinned the Dounder.
“A jolly old Danicl come to judgment.”

“'dmd old Mauly !" said Dob Cherry.
“You can't understand a fellow domng
s mean thing, and we liko you all the
better for it, old bean. Iut don’t talk
about football, old chap. Talk about
things you understand.”

“If there are any!” grunled Teter
Todd. ]

“I say, you follows, that's a rotten
footer hist,” said Dilly Bunter, blinking
at it through his big spectacles, " It's
high time we had a mnew skipper in
the Remove, in my opinion. When o
skipper keeps on leaving out the best
fnﬁtll;ullnr in the Form——"

“Tathead I” growled Johnny DBull,
“Marky's not the best footballer in the
Form, and this is the first timo Whar-
ton's turned him out, too.”

“1 wasn't spoaking of Linley. I don't
think much of Linley’s football,”

Tre Maoxer Lisrary.—No, 1,201
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answersd Bunter.
mysel{,”

“Oh ﬂ:ika{‘t”

“He, ha, hal”

“The fact iz, I've offered to play,”
ganid Bunter, “and if Wharton was
making a change, it was a chance for
him to do the right thing. As for
putting i that born idiot Redwing—
yah! wouldn't play him against a
team of bunny rabbitsl I can jolly well
say Yarooooh! What beast s kick-
ing me? Stoppit!"

“Have another?” asked the Bounder
genially.

“Beast 17

Billy Bunter retreated without asking
for enother. The crowd in front of the
football notice grew thicker, till nearly
all the Remove were gathered, and the
discussion grew louder and more ex-
cited. Hud the Co. been on their old
terms with the Captain of the Remove,
they would have sought him out at once
and argued with him. But they were
not even on speaking terms with their
former friend now, and they realised
only too oclearly that opposition from
them would only confirm the obstinate
fellow in the course he had set for
himself. Worst of all, to Wharton's old
friends was the clear realisation of his
fall, for they could have no doubt about
that. He was not the fellow they had
once known.

Hitherto, in his incessant rows with
the prefects, his mutinous defiance of
his Form master, his troubles with the
headmaster, he had had at least some
show of right on his side. If he bhad
been in fault, he had not been wholly
in fault, If he had sinned, ho had been

ore sinned against than sinning. But

is time there could be no mistake. He
had done wrong. and he had done wrong
deliberately, inteéntionally, obstinately,
cynically. Estranged as they were. the
old friendship was not dead in the hearts
of the Co, and this was a blow to them,
and a shock.

“It won’t do!” said Bob Cherry, for
the tenth time.

“We've got to put it to Wharton,”
gaid Bquiff. “He will have to think
again. We'ro not going to be beaten
to-morrow becauseo he's got a row on
with Quelch’s blessed head boy "

“No fear!” said Peter Todd emphati-
1:4111%.
“But just o word’s ﬁnﬂugh to make
him go off at the deep end,” said Tom
Brown. “8till, it won't do, and we'd
better tell him so.”

The discussion was still going on, hot
and strong, when Lord Mauleverer, with
o very thoughtful expression on his face
slipped quietly out of the Rag an
strolled away to Study No. 1 in the
Remove.

“1 was speaking of

mm— E—

THE FOURTH CHAPTER.
Trouble In the Team i

ARRY WHARTON stood at the
H window of Study No. 1, staring
out into the falling November
dusk in the quadrangle.

Fellows were coming towards the
House from warious directions, and he
watched them idly. He was thinking,
and the expression on his fuce told that
his thoughts were not pleasant ones. A
hard, sarcastic smile curved his lips as
heo sighted his Form master stopping
to speak to a Sixth Form man. El‘ha
latter was Loder of tho Sixth, who, till
the previous week, had been a Gray-
friars prefect, but who was no longer a
refect. Bitter and sarcastic was
Wharton's look us ho noted the kind and
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geninl manner in which Mr. Quelch
spoke to the Sixth-Former.

That term, Loder of the 8ixth had
been 1n Quuich’a good graces, and the
fact that the Head hng deprived him
of his nprefeatﬁhip scemed to have made
no difference.

The fact that Loder had “stretched a
point,” to a rather serious extent, in
making an accusation against the junior
he loathed did not scem to have lowered
Quelch's good opinion of him.

Quelch was only too willing to believe
that Loder had acted in error. He did
not believe, what Wharton knew, that
Loder had lied. His deep prejudice
agamnst the rebel of his Form no doubt
made Quelch very tolerant towards the
rebel’s enemy in the Sixth. Certainly
he sympathised with Loder in his full
from his high estate, and was using all
his influence with the Head, which was
great, to have the fallen prefect re-
instated. And Gerald Loder, who had
been “greasing” to Quelch all that
term, was now greasing more sodu-
lously than ever, in the hope of benefit-
mg by his influence.

Yharton, from his study window,
watched them walking to the House
together, a sncer on his lips. Loder
had lied about him; lied like a thorough
rottor, and had been shown up, Yet
Q}tﬂltﬁ evidently thought as much of
him as ever! What did he care if the
fellow was a liar, so long as he was
down on the “worst boy in tha Re-
move”? 'That roflection was unjust,
But Wharton, in these days, was in no
mood to take just views.

The two passed out of sight below,
and Wharton shrugged his shoulders
and forgot them. His thoughts went
back to the matter that was on his
mind. That was the alteration he had
made, in a moment of passionate anger,
in the Remove fn-ntbnﬁ list. Already,
he knew, most of tho fellows must have
seen it, and he could guess what the
comments would be like. That, how-
ever, did not tppuble him so much as
the pricking of his own conseience.

He was football captain in the Re-
move. He had to admit to-himself that
he had taken advantage of that position
to score over a fellow he disliked. It
was a bitter admission,

It brought the colour into his cheecks
when he roflected on it calmly.

On the occasions when the Bounder
had captained the Form, his deter-
mination to play his chum Redwing
against the claims of more useful men
had caused a good deal of feeling, and
Wharton had been “down ™ on it, But
what was that, after all, compared with
scratching a player on account of a
ersonal quarrel? The Bounder had

en in fault, but his fault was nothing
to Wharton'’s, and the captain of the
Remove had to realise it.

The fact was that Wharton had acted
hastily, in a bitter and passionate
mood, and againpst his better nature, and
on reflection his better nature had the
upper hand, and was troubling him
sorely. It was only his stubborn pride
that prevented him from going down 1o
the ag and wiping out his fault. He
knew that he ought to do it, and, reck-
less as he had grown, he had not
yet reached the stage of deliberately
closing his eyes to what he knew that he
ought to do. His pride was a stumbling-
block in the way. He hated to seem
to surrender,

“"Hem I™

A gentle cough in the study doorway
roused him from his gloomy reflections,
and he turned quiu]&? and saw Lord
Mauleverer.

A smile lit his elouded face.

THE MAGNET
“Hallo, Mauly, old manl

E Roll in 1™
he said.

Lord Maulevere~’s steady friendship
meant much to the rebel of the Remove,
on bad terms with his old friends, and
doubttul terms with most of the other
fellows. 1f there was a fellow in the
school whom Wharton really liked in
these dark days, it was Mﬂufy. Frank
Nugent never came into Study No. 1
now; few fellows did; but Mauly was
always a very welcome visitor there.
Perhaps Wharton realised dimly that
ood, loyanl old Mauly, with his simple
anith and kind good nature, helped to
keep him from sliding farther down on
the shippery path his feet were treading.

Mauly rolled in and sat on a corner
of the study table. He regarded the
captain of the Remove with an amiable
smile,

“ Just Etng% red in to jaw you, old
bean,” ho said. “You don’t mind

“FPile in 1" said Harry, with a smile,

“I've been lookin’ at the footer list.”

“That’s a sign of grace,” said tha
captoin of the Remove, laughing. "I
never oxpected you even to remember
that there was a match this week.”

“Well, as a matter of fact, I didn't,’”
sald Mauly. “But 1 was sort of re-
minded of it in the Rag. I'm not goin’
to give you advice about Soccer, old
bean. It's not my long suit, as probubly
you've noticed.”

“Just a few !” assented Wharton.

“But I've been wonderin’,” continued
his lordship, “whether you've made o
mistake, Wharton,”

. A mistake?” repeated Harry, look-
ing at his innocent lordship very
curiously.

“Yaas. From what I hear, the
iqnﬂrul opinion seems to be that old

;nle_fu a more useful back than Red-
wing.

" %’arr likely |” assented Harry,

“Of course, you don’t think so, or you
wouldn’t have made the change,” wenb
on Lord Mauleverer, "“ and I'd back your
udgment against all the Remove. You

now more about Soccer than I shall
ever know if I live to be as old as—as
Mephistopheles—was it Mephistopheles I

“ Methuselah, fathead!”

“Yans. I knew it began with an M
or somethin’. Make it Methuselah !”
said Lord Mauleverer amiably. * But
1 was goin’ to make a suggestion.”

“Make it !™

“Well, why not make it clear to the
fellows1” suggested Lord Mauleverer.
“They're frightfully keen on this gaume,
you know, and, really, they've a right
to know! If you've made a mistake—
to err is human, you know, and gecond
thoughts are best! We all make mis-
takes at times—in fact, I hardly ever
make anythin' else myself [

Wharton stood silent.

“Anyhow, 1 think I'd let the men
know just why you've made the
change,” murmured Lord Mauloverer.
“It may save a lot of misunder.
standin’.”

Wharton drew a deep breath.

“What are they saying in the Rag?”
he asked.

“Talkin’*nineteen to the dozen,” said
Mauleverer vagucel

Wharton laughed rather grimly.

“You'd rather not tell me that the
fellows think I’ve cut out Linley be-
cause of the row in the Form-room this
morning,” he said.

“You wouldn't do that!” said Mauly.

“Think not?”

“1 know you wouldn't and couldn’t!
But if you make it clear to the men
just why you made the change, it would
set a lot of surmisin’ at rest, see?”

Wharton’s cheeks burned.

“You're a simple old bean, Maulyl
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I suppose you didn't come here just to

moke o follow feel ashamed of
himself 7"

“KEh?” ejaculated Mauleverer.
“What 7"

“But you've donme it" said Harry
quictly, ““Btill, I was thinking it over
before you barged in, old chap, and

gﬂttinﬁ it clear that it wasn't go
enough. I cut Linley out of the footer
because I'm down on him.”

“Wharton !

“You didn't think me capable of that,
Mauly 1"

“No! And you'ro not,” said Lord
Mauleverer quietly. “A fellow can do
a thing in a temper, and chuck it when
he gets cool. Whatt”

Harry Wharton nodded, He could
soo that his admission had given Lord
Mauleverer a shock. Mauly had been
puzzled and uncasy, but he had never
thought of sharing the views froely
expressed in the Rag. It startled him
to hear from Wharton’s own lips that
the fellows were right who had said
that the captain of the Remove had
done wrong with his eyes open.

“I'm going to set it right, Mauly,”
said Harry, in a low vorce. “I hate
knuckling down, but I'm going to do
it! Linley can erow if he wants to—"'

“He's not the fellow to crow,” hinted
Mauly gently. “Quite a decent chap.
I've nlways liked him.”

There was n tramp of feet in the pas-
gage. The excited discussion in the
Rag had come to an end at lnst, and
some of the fellows were coming up Lo
tho studies. The doorway of Study
No. 1 was packed with faces. Iivery
one of them was excited, and most of
then angry. Harry Wharton faced
them—his gzm getting.

In speaking to Mauly he had dropped
back for a few minutes into hLis old
eolf—the fellow the Remove had always
known. DBut that passed quickly. _ I
swas his now solf—tho cool, mocking,
arrogant rebel of Greyfriars, who faced
the crowd in the doorway.

The Co. were not there.
tactfully keeping off the scone.

They were
Deler

Todd seemed to be the leader, and
uiff, Tom PBrown, Ogilvy, and Pen-
fold were with him—all men whaoso
names were down for tho St. Jun's
fﬂmﬁ. Behind them came other
ellows, prominent among them

Bolsover major—who looked mosl ex-
cited of all

Bolsover wag not in tho team - which
was rather a grievance—for Bolmover
was convinced that he wos a better back
than either Johnny DBull or Mark
Linley. Nobody agreed with Bolsover
in that; but plenty of fellows agvoed
that he was a betler back than Tow
Itedwing. So Bolsover had n new
grievance, for which it lLad to b
admitted that there were somo grounds.

“(Oh, here you are, Wharton |” sivid
Pcter Todd.

if

“ Adsum 1” said Wharlon, as b
were answering to his name st call-
over.

“We've been looking at the footer
list——"

1] YEE,

“Weo want to know——

“That’s it,” said Squill.
to know, old man s

“And I jolly well want to knowl”
roared Bolsover major from behind,

“Shut up, Dolsovert” &aid Tom
Brown.

“Shut up yourself! T ean tell Whar-
ton that I want to know, and ['m jolly
well going to know !” roosred Dolsover.
“I dare_say he was right in chucking
Linley—I never thought much of his
game. But, putting in that dud Red-
w_mi, whon there's men who could play
his head off—"

I guessed that onec.”

[ 5]
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“ Shut up, I tell you!

“Shan't! Look hers, Wharton——'

“I'm looking,” said the ecaptain of
the Remove calmly,

“My dear Lord
Mauleverer.

“VYou chuck it, Mauly!"” said Peter
Todd. *“You're dead in this act, old
man! Look here, Wharton! Wo want
to know why Linley is chucked out of
tho game, suppose you don't expect
us to be pleased

“ladn't thought about it.”

“Wha-a-at?"

“T.00k here, Wharton ! said Squift
quietly. * You're skipper, and we all
respect your judgment. But we want
to beat 8t. Jim's to-morrow, You've
cut out a man we all think is nceded in
tho game. Why 1"

“Yes, why?” said Tom Brown. “Wo
haven't come here to rag, Wharlon-—
yon needn’t begin by getting your back
up. Iivery man here hikes old Redwing
—lio's n good chap! But nobody thinks
ho's going to stop 8St. Jim's to-morrow.
Can vou say out plain that you think
hita a better man than Linley 1"

Tord Muuleverer gave Wharton an
almost besceching look.  But it was
futile, and he knew it. Wharton's faco
was hard. Cortainly he could not say
that hie bolieved that the change he had
mado in the team wus for the better—it
would have been untrue, and all tho
follows knew it. But he was not likely
to admit to this excited crowd what ho
had admitted to Muuly.

That visit to Study No. 1 had come ab
an unfortunate moment. Left to him-
self, Wharton would have dono tho
right thing; he had already alinost
made up his mind to it, an Mauly's

1

men—" began
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influcnce had quite decided him, Duf
there was & complete change in his feel-
ings now. His stubborn pride, which
had been his undoing before, was up 1n
urms again,

His answer eame short and sharp.

“ You'ro not satisfied 7"

-I'I:Nﬂ !.”

“The remedy's in your own hands!
A football skipper isn't captain by right
divine, like a jolly old Stuart king! II
you're not satisfied, there's plenty of
men in tho Remove to take my piace.
Try Linley—ho would jurnp at it.”

“Wharton, old bean—" murmured
Mauleverer.

Wharton did not look at him. His
eyos were fixed on the crowd in the
doorway, coolly, scornfully. .

“ Nobody wants that, Wharton,” said
Potor Todd, after a pause. “But I can
tell you this—every man here believes
that ~ yow've chucked Linley because
you've got n down on him

“Tt's o free country,” said Wharton.
“fyvory man can believe what he jolly
well hikes !

“If that's all you've got to say—"

“T'hat’s the lot!”

Poter Todd breathed hard. Ho was
cod-tempered fellow, and o patient
ellow. But good temper and patience
failed Lim now.

“«Then I'll put it plain,” he said,
“VYou'vo chucked & man out of the tcam
because yow've gob a grudgo against
him, and it's a rotten, sncaking, wncan
sort of thing to do, and for two pins I'd
tell you Lo find another outside-right 1"

ITarry Wharton turned to the mantel-
picce, nnd the juniors watched him, in
surprise, ns he fumbled there, Ho

e Nagyer Lisrany.—No. 1,201,
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turned back with two pins in his hand.
In a dead, astonished silence, he held
them out to Toddy.

“Well, what do you mean?” asked
Petor. )

“'There’s the two pins !”

Toddy's face crimsoned

“Very well,” he said, “if that's how
you take it, find another outside-right,
and1 be blowed to you! I'm standing
out "

And, with a red and angry foce,
Peter swung away. ,

“ Done |” said Wharton coolly.

The footballers looked at one another
uncertainly, Bampson Quincy Iffley
Ficld, of New South Wales, broke the
painful silence.

“This won't do, Wharton,”
Squiff quietly.

“1 fancy it will have to.”

“You're leaving Toddy out?”

“He's laft himself out!” )

“That's two good men gone, in the
hardest match of the season! Put it
plain,” said niff grufily. “Will you
plu‘y Toddy and Linley to-morrow ?”

“No, I won’t!”

“Then,” said Squiff, with a deep
breath, “you ecan find another goal-
keeper 1*

ir one l."l

Squiff walked away. The other fellows
followed him, in silence. Even Bolsover
major was silent.

Lord Mauleverer looked at Wharton.
e moved to the door, and then looked
back again.

“Wharton, old man,” he said gently.

"“Go it 1?

“You're doin’ wrong!”

said

“I know I
There was no answer to be made
to that. Tord Mauleverer left the

study without another word.

THE FIFTH CHAPTER,
Doggo !
1 H, my hat!? murmured the

0 Bounder.

Herbert Vernon-Smith of

the Remove had been very

busy. For ten minutes Smithy had
been very busy indeed.

Ho was busy in Gerald Loder's study,
in the Sixth Form passage.

Since Loder of the Sixth was no longer
a prefect, he had been the recipient of
a good many attentions from fellows
whom, in his day of Euwer, hoe had
“whopped '” not wisely but too well.

Almost every man in tho Remove had
an old score against Loder; and now
that the power of the ashplant had
departed from him, plenty of fellows
were thinking of paymng off those old
SCOTEs,

In the Remove passage, had even been
discussed the idea of “shipping”
Loder's study in the Sixth; shipping
a study being an unmistakable way of
letting a fellow know what the school
thought of him.

But shipping a Sixth Form study was
rather a serious enterprise; for though
Loder was no longer a prefect, other
prefects were certain  to take an
extremely serious view of such an insult
to their Form,

So the scheme of shipping Loder’s
study, though discussed in the Lower
FFourth, did not get farther than dis-
cussion. But if shipping the study
on a wholesale scale was not practical
politics, there was no reason, so far as
the Bounder could see, why a little
rag should mwot be perpetrated. That
was why he was there now.

Having watched Loder, from the
cornet of the passage, walk aleng to
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Carne's study, Smithy had no doubt
that he was safe for a time. He slipped
into Loder’s room ; and after he had been
there ten busy minutes, he had reason
to be pleased with his progress. Loder’s
books and papers were piled in the
fender, with ashes and cinders piled on
them, to which a bottle of red ink had
been added. His study table was upside
down, and on each leg a chair had been
perched—rather a surprising sight 1o
greet Loder’s eyes when he came in.
A bottle of gum, up-ended in Loder’s
armchair, was streaming out its con-
tents into tho leather seat. SBmithy was
not finished yet—but he stopped sud-
denly at the sound of voices and foot-
steps approaching the door.

He heard Loder’s voice, and Carne’s
and Walker's, And it flashed into his
mind that Loder had not gone fo
Carne's study, as he had supposed, to
play banker till bed-time. Loder had
gone to call his friends, probably to
play banker in his own study, Smithy
had made rather a miscaleulation. All
three of them were coming along to
Loder’s door; and the Bounder waa
fairly cornered.

It would not have been grateful or
comforting to have been caught there
by Loder alone. But to be caught by
Loder and two prefects was quite dis-
maying. Escape was cut offi—Smithy
could not dodge out of the study, into
a lighted passage, unseen. And dodging
out of the window would have been use-
lesa, as the House was locked up, TFor &
second Vernon-Smith stood, his heart
beating rather fast. Then he made a
dive for the alcove in which Loder’s
hed stood—Sixth Form rooms at Grey-
friars being study and bed-room cown-
bined. A hand was on the door-handle,
turning it, when the Bounder whipped
out of sight under the bed.

The next moment the door opened,
and Loder and Walker and Carne camo

in together, The Bounder hardly
Lreathed.
“Hallo! My hat!” exclaimed Walker
staring,
“Great pip!” Ejlﬁlulﬂtﬂd Carne.

“What the ! ump

There was a roar of wrath from
lLoder. He stared at the wreck of his
gtudy with blazing eyes.

“What young villain’s done this?Z
ho roared.

Walker winked at Carne.

“Leoks as if you're not popular
among the fags, old bean,” he re-
marked. “They scem to be giving you
a lot of attention lately.™

Loder gritted his tceth.

“You fellows will bave to take this
up, as prefects,” he sauid. “I suppose
this sort of thing isn't going to be
allowed in the Sixth.”

“No fear!” said Carne. *“If you've
got any idea who did it—"

“1 know who did it1” said Loder,
hetween his teeth, It was Wharton of
the Remove, of course. Nﬁhﬂ(l{". else.”

“Likely ecnough,” assented Walker.
“That young sweep's the cheekiest
yvoung scoundrel at Greyfriars. If you
know it was Wharton——"'

“0Of course I know it was Wharton !"
snarled Loder. *“Cell him down, and
let me sce him thrashed for it."

“Well, how do you know?” asked
Carne.

“1 do knowl”

“That will hardly do, old bean,” said
Walker blandly. “Give us a tip who
has been raggin’ here, and we'll whop
him fast enough, and hard enough. DBub
we can't go on guessin’ |"’

“Hardly,” agreced Carne. “I don't
like that cheeky young rascal any more
than you do, Lader, but there’s a limit,
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yon know. You'd be a prefect now, old
chap, if you didn't jump to conclusions
so quick, If you've got any proof—

"qI know it was Wharton [”

“VYes, and you knew it was Wharton
ragging Quelch last week, and swore
it to the Head, and it turned out that
it wasn't!"” said Walker. * Between our-
sclves, you were so jolly certain about it
that you told the beak a whopper; and
it came out that you were mistaken,
after all. Lucky for you the beak let
it go as a mistake I”

“We're not getting the same from the
Iead that you got, Loder,”” said Carne.
“If we whop the kid for nothing, and
it comes out to the Head, we may be
in Queer Strect, like you! I'm not tired
of being a prefc:ﬂt.”

“Same here I” agreed Walker. “And
he's just the trickE young oad to bring
it nI]] out to the beak, and get a man
into a row " .

Loder's eyes gleamed at his two pals.
Both of them were grinning. They
seemed to find something amusing in
the state of Loder's study. '

“So you're letting a thing like this
drop ?” hissed Loder. ..

“Not at all, old beanl We'll take
it up, and if we find out who's the

uilty party, we'll take the skin off his

ack. g _

“But the fact is, I don’t believe il
was Wharton|'" said Carne, shaking his
head. “ Anyhow, we can’t give him a
prefect’s whopping without something
to go on, Of course, we'll inquire into
the matter.” *

“Fat lot of good that will be!” snarled
Loder. “ Do you think the gnung rotter
let himself be seen~coming here, or that
he will own up? ow it was
Wharton, and if I were a prefect now,
I’d go to his study and give him six.”

“ And get into another row for it?"
said Walker. “We're not looking for
trouble with the beak ourselves! Why,
even old Quelch would stand by the kid
if he were whopped for nothing, though
he's down on him like a ton of bricks!”

ut—-—

“What about our little game?”
yawned Carne. “ Better come k to
my study. We can't play here.”

Herbert Vernon-Smith, hardly breath-
ing under the bed, was extremely glad
to hear it. . . :

“Well, I'm not standing this,” said
Loder. “I know it was Wharton, and
I'm going to make the young scoundrel
squirm for it[”

Walker chuckled. _

“Go in and win, old bean,” he said.
“Remember vou're not a prefect now;
and if you wakeup trouble in the Remove
passage, those young sweeps will be on
vou like a nest of hornets! By gad!
I fancy they'd like nothing better than
to see you come up to their passage
hunting for trouble, mow you're not a
giddy prefect|” .

Under the bed, the Bounder Ermnud.
He hoped from the bottom of his heart
that Loder would wvisit the Remove
passage hunting for trouble. The
Bounder was ready to answer for it
that he would find all the trouble he
wanted, and a little over. There was
no doubt that the Remove would haveo
risen as one man, to give their old
enemy the time of his life.

But Loder was as well aware of that
as the Bounder. He had no doubt—not
the slightest doubt—not a shadow of a
doubt—that it was Wharton who had
ragged his study. But he had no
intention whatever of seeking the
captain of the Remove in his own
guarters.

“If you feel sure it's Wharton, go
nlnng: to Queleh,” suggested Carne.
“Hu's glad enough to hear anything

ngainft that young scoundrel these
days.’

"fWhat's the good?" snarled Ludnr.
“I've got no proof—the young rotters
too wary for that! But I'll make him
squirm for it. If I'm not a prefect
now, I've still got my achplant; and
I'm taking it to the Remove dormitory
to-night, sce? T1'lIl thrash that young
scoundrel within an inch of his life,
after lights-out.”

“Safe as houses,” said Walker laugh-
ing. “DBut you'd Dbetter not tell us
about it—as prefects, wo can't allow
anything of the sort, you know.”

“Oh, don’t Lo a silly ass!” snarled
Loder. .

*Look hore, what about the game?”
asked Carne impatiently. *Let’s get
back to my study.”

“Leot that young rotler wait!” hissed
Loder. “I'll get him in the dorm! If
I don't make him squirm——>"

“Dh, come on!"”

“If I don’t make him cringe——"

“Well, I'm E’ﬂil’lg‘."

Carne went, and Walker followed.
Loder, with a snarl, went oafter them.
Carne and Walker were thinking chiefly
of banker; but Loder was thinking more
of his plans of vengeance on his encmy
in the Remove. He was scowling
savagely as he tramped along the pas-
sage to Carne's study.

With great relief, the Bounder heard
a door close down the passage, He
crawled out from under the bed.

Not for a moment had it occurred to
Loder that the ragger was still on the
gpot. That was fortunate for Smithy;
though it was not likely to be fortunate
for Harry Wharton, if Loder earried out
his intention after lights-out that night.
Smithy looked cautiously from the study
doorway, saw that the coast was clear,
and cut.

THE SIXTH CHAPTER.

A Change of Quarters !

ARRY WHARTON stood in his
H study doorway after prep, his
hands in his pockets, leaning

against the doorpost.
Prep had finished in the Remove
studies, and most of the fellows were
oing down. Bob Cherry, Frank
ugent, Johnny Bull, and the nabob,
came along together, and passed the
fellow in tho doorway of Study No. 1

apparently without seeing him—or bein
seen by him. Peter Todd walked by,
and gave him an audible sniff as he

Squiff, as he came down the
aﬁagi'a, looked at Wharton with a
uiet look that brought the colour info
the cheeks of the cnPtnin of the Remove,
but he went on without a word.

Lord Mauleverer, ambling by, paused
a moment, and then walked on. Even
Mauly did not seem to want to speak to
him.  There was a fat chuckle from
Billy Bunter as he rolled along from
Study No. 7. Not only his old friends,
but most of the best fellows in the
Remove, seemed to be turning against
Wharton now ; and Bunter, observing tt,
seemed amused. DBut the lock on Whar-
ton’s face, and a motion of his foot, cut
Bunter's fat chuckle suddenly short, and

he rolled on rather ,

hastily to the stairs.
DOWN

passed.

Mark Linley
came down  the
passage a fow
minutea later.
Wharton’s cool and

for

steady stare met
him as he came
along, and Mark

coloured. He could

9

not help thimking that he would not
have passed that study in peace, but for
the grim warning Mr. Quelch had
uttered that morning. He passed on,
affecting not to notice the steady hostile
stare from the doorway of Study No. L
No one stopped to speak to Whaiton,
till Skinner and Snoop and Stott came
along [rom Study No. 11. In these days,
with Wharton in disgrace with masters
and prefeets, and at loggerhends with
mos of his Form, Skinner felt more
friendly towards him than of old. There
was much more good than evil in Harry
Wharton, very much more; but of late
he had shown the darker side of his
character to such an extent that Skinner
felt that he could almost like him! So
Skinner stopped for a word or two;
and Wharton answered him cheerfully
cnough, A fellow who throw away good
friends, had to be content with bad
ones, and Wharton was much more cor-
dial to Skinner & Co. now than he had
ever been before, The three stayed and
chatted a few minutes, and then went
down; and Wharton remained where he
was, disinclined to tgu down into the
hostile atmosphere ot the Rag.
Redwing came out of Study No. 4.
Wharton gave him a cheery nod. He
liked Tom Redwing—it was hardly
possible not to like a good-tempered and
inoffensive fellow like Tom. Redwing
was, as Skinner put it, one of the few
fellows Wharton hadn’t rowed with yet;
though no doubt it was coming!

“Scen Smithy 7"’ asked Redwing, stop-
ng.
“Smithy! Wasn't he at prept”

“He cleared off in prep—and he
hasn’t come u {JE!-._ Some rag on Loder
of the Sixth, Ei elieve.”

Harry Wharton laughed.

::‘iMc:-ra power to his giddy elbow!” he
said.

“I've been pgoing to speak to you,
Wharton,” sa.ig Tom, after a pouse.
“ About the football to-morrow.”

“You'll have to pull up I_{'ﬂur socks to-
morrow, old bean," said Harry. “ We're
going to beat St. Jim's.”

“Well, T hope so; but it doesn’t look
much like it to me, with three of the
Lbest men out of the team,” said Red-
wing. “Look here, Wharton! I'd be
ig“y glﬂud to play, and you know 1t

ut—

“That's all right—you’re playing!"
said the captain of the Remove briefly.

Tom shook his head.

“Better not, I think,” he said quietly.

g “I'd rather you left me out, Wharton.”

Wharton bit his lip.

“You don't often get such a chance.
Redwing,” he said.

“J know! But—in the circumstances—
I'd much rather }]"uu left me out! I sup-
pose it's no use asking you to think again
about Linley—"

““No use at all!” said Wharton curtly.

“He's the man you want,”" said Red-
wing., “Not a man in the team thinks
I ought to have the place, except Smithy
—and he doesn't really believe it. It's
not pleasant to butt into the eleven on
terms like that.”

“Stand out if you like,” said Wharton
indifferently. “I was giving you &
chance—but if ?'nu’m not keen on it,
please yourself.’

(Continued on néxt page.)
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“I'l stand out, then,” said Tom, and
ho walked on towards the stairs.

Wharton stood looking after Dim
grimly., Redwing was nob a very
vnluuﬂlﬂ member of the eleven, and ho
could ecasily replace him; hut it was
rather a blow to be turned Jown like
this, But he shrugged his shoulders and
dismissed the matter fromn his mind.

“Qh, hero you are, old bean!” Tho
Bounder camo along fram the Removo
staircase, with a grin on his facoe, “1
locked for you in the Rag—-"

“I'm not frightiully popular there, al
the present moment,” eaid Wharton
sarcastically. .

“No wonder—when 3jou'ro playing
ducks and drakes with the cleven.” Tho
Bounder grinned as Wharton's brow
darkened. ‘‘You ncedn’t glare at me,
old bean—I'm not goin’ to offer you
adviece—] dare say you'va had encugh
offercd—""

“Too much !” gaid Wharton dryly,

“I've got somcthing elsc to tell yow,
Sltep into the study.”

Wharton turned back into Study
No. 1, and the Bounder followed him in,
Vernon-Semith  ehut  the door and
chuckled.

“1 cut prep, to rag Loder's study,” ho
said, “1T1 was jolly noarly i.'n.uglht. there
~—threo of tha blighters! Luckily, I got
cover! And loder—ha, bha—Loder’s
sure it was you!”

“How do you mean?”

“He jumped fo it that you'd ragged
his room. He wanted Carne and
Walker to whop you on suspicion; but
they weren't taking any, And—ha, ha—
he's coming up to thoe Remove dorm
after lights-out to whop you himself.”

“Oh, my hat!” ejaculated Wharton.

“I heard him tell Carne amd Walker
sol Some game, what!” chuckled tho
Bounder. “Not being a prefect now, he
can't really whop you—so hu's going in
for a dormitory raid like a fag to cateh
you on the hop! Suro thing for Loder
—he's  scen ﬁght&-ﬂut for us often
ﬂnuuﬁh; he knows which is your bed,
and he will only have to step across to
it and lay it on with tho cano—and cleay
off before anybody gets a light. and spota
him. See the idea? A Bixth Form man
raiding a junior dormitory wounld get
into a fearful row with the beaks—Llut
Loder won't stay long cnough to bo
recognised. That's the jolly old pre-
g}rnmma—hut it won't work out liko
that."

“Not quite—now I know!” apgreed
Wharton. “Thanks for giving me tho
tip, Smithy.”

“My idea 15 for half a dozen [ellows
to be ready for Lodor and give him the
lime of his life when he butts in,” said
Smithy. *1Instead of whopping vou in
the dark, and petting away unsecen,
Loder’s going to get the whopping, and
if he kicks up a shindy, ho can take his
chanee of bein' spotted by the beaks.”

“Not a2 bad wheeze,'" said Wharton,
laughing. “ But——"

He paused. Thero wos a thoughtful
look on his brow, and a dancing light
in his eyos—a look the Bounder knew.

“But you've got a betler one 7 asked
Smithy.

“Well, yes, I beliove e0! Look hero,
Smithy, keep this dark—not a word to
of the fellows. Give Loder his
head.” )

The Bounder looked at him a little
uneasily.

“What's the game, then?” he asked.

“Leave it to me”

“T don’t like the look in your eye,
Wharton,”" said Vernon-Smith,

“Look here, Smithy, leave it to me.
Loder’s coming up after me, and it's my
birney and nobody else’s. I'm asking
you to say nothing about it.”

Tue Macxer Lierany,—No, 1,291,

_“0Oh, all right!” said the Dounder.
“ Leave it at that.”

And it waos left at that.

Iarry Wharton joined the erowd of
Removites when they went up to tho
dormitory at half-past nine. Wingale of
the Bixth was seccing lights oul for the
Remove.  Ho put on the hght in the
dormitory, and the juniors marched in;
and tho next minute there was a
startled exelamation from Mark Linley.

“Who's done this?”’

“ Hallo, hallo, hallo!
exclaimed Bob Cherry.

“Look at my bed!” exclaimed Linley,
lis face pale with anger.

*“*Oh, my hat 1"

“Great pip!”’ :

“He, he, Billy
Dunter. .

“What's the row thore 7" called Wine.
gate from the deorway.

Ho strode in and stood slaring ot
Linley’s bed. It was in an extraordin-
pry stale. Someone, it was clear, had
raicl a visit to the dormitory beforo
iwd-time and given thoe head boy's bed
liis very special attention. The bed was
swamped with water from ond to end,
theets and blankets fairly swimming in
it, pillows and lolster, and even mat-
tress, soaked and drenched.  EFvidently
some reckless Removite had been rag-
ging the head boy's bed.

Wingate’s brow grew grim,

“Who’s dono this?”” he demanded.

“Bome awful rotter 1” growled Johnny
Bull. “I'd jolly well altor his features
for him i1f I were Linley "

“Yes, rather!” said Bob
ciphatically.

“The ratherfulness is terrific)”
claimed Hurree Jamscet Ram Singh.

“He, he, ho " chuckled Billy Bunter,
“Qerve you jolly well right, Linley, for
roporting fﬂ'iﬂ".\‘ﬁ]’ He, he, he !”

*“Was it you, DBunter 7" demanded the

What's upt”

e

he!” eame from

Cherry

"X

prefect.

Bunter ,];llnlpt'd.

“Oh! No! No fear! I—I—T haven't
Lren near the dorm, Wingato, It's
againgt tho rules to eome up to tho
dorm, you know, Besides, I—1 like
Linley. We're pals. Ain’t wo, old
chap? I ain’t down on Linley for

Fn:nsing up to old Quelch; I—I—-1 like
1wm for it, you know "’

“Ha, ha, hal”

“Shut up, you young ass!” growled
Wingate. Ho looked sternly over tho
crowd of staring Removites, “ Look
here, this won't do! This isn't n joke;
this is a rotten hooligan triek1 That
bed can't be glept inl Whae did it 77

There was no answer.

“Miczht have been a man from another
dorm., Wingate,” Lord Mauleverer sug-
gpested at last.  “Nobody here would
play a dirty trick like that.”

Some fellows noticed that Harry
Wharton coloured at this innocent ro-

mark from his lordship. They eox-
changed thccs. y
“Rot 1" snapped Wingnate. "It was

soma  fellow here—someliody with o
grudgo against Linley, T suppose. I
want to know who it was! Whoever it
was will have to Jet Linley have his bed
for the nigh!, as well as taking an
impot. Now then, who was it 1"

The Bounder gave a start, and his
oyes fashed round quickly at Wharton,
But he eaid nothing. Obviously Linley’s
bed could not be slept in that mii*lt.
The DBounder ecould guess who had

rag d it now.
'ﬁl give tho young rascal ono
minute to own up,” said Wingate.
“Then I shall ecall up Mr. Quelch. If
vou want (o sece your Form mastor
pere—-"

“No that, Wingate,"”

need for

THE MAGNET

iawled Harry Wharton, “I'm the

wan.”’

Wi Yﬂu ill‘

Wingate stared at him blankly. Every
¢vo in the Remove turned on him,

Ilnrry Wharton nodded coolly.

“Youl" repeated Wingate. * Well, I
suppose 1 needn’t bo surprised, alter the
way you've carried on all this term,
And what have you played this rotten,
mean, silly trick on your Form-fellow
for, Y'd like to know 1"

“I'd rather have punched his head,”
explained Wharton, " DBut Queleh has
npecially ordered me not to,”

Somae of 1he Removites laughed, Mark
Linley glaoced at Wharton quietly and
coldly. There was contempt in his look.

“Well,” said Wingate, *‘as you've
owned up to ity Wharton, you'll take a
hinnelred lines, and you'll let Linley have
your hed.”

“What amn 1 to do, theni”’ -

“ Anything you like I’ said Wingate
cartlv. “You should have thought about
that before you drenched Linley's hed,
you young sconndrel 1"

“Qhy al)l right 1™ said Wharton care-
lessly, “I dare say somebody will let
mao have a blanket. 1 can sco Bunter
just going to offer——"

“Oh, really, Wharton!
well not going to have my blankets—

:']'iin, ha, hal" 4w ,

"Turn in I'" senappe ingate. )

Tho Memovites turned in.  Mark
Livley tnrned into Harry Wharton's
hed, and the reckless ragger was left to
do 1he best he eould. Ile did not seem
to minil. Only the Bounder knew why
he did not mind; the Bounder was grin-
ning. It was impossible for any fellow
to sleep in the bed drenched and drip-
ping with wator, or to use any of tne
drenched bedclothes.  Harry Wharton
looked likn passing an extremely uncoms-
fortable night, especially as it was cold
Naovemhbor weather. Wingate grimly ex-
wressedd the wish that it would be o
escon to him. e put out tho light and
Teft the dormitory.

Wharton had borrowed o couplo of
hlankets, one from Smithy and one {rom
Mauleverer.  With those and a rug he
inaule hitnself o bed of gorts on the floor.
There were few fellows in the Remove
wlho dild not consider that it served im
right. Thoe Bounder called to him after
Lights-out,

“ Quite eomfy there, Wharton 7"’
Quite, thanks 1™ called
Wharton. R
“You must be an ass, old bean 1 said
Skinner. “You might have funsscd that

yvou'd have to givo up your bed.”

“Voas. T might,” agreed Wharton,

“IIa, ha, La ! roared the Dounder.

“Well, sou may think it funny,
Smithy,” <ajd Skinner. “Dut I'm
bleseed if T sce anything funny o giving
up one's bed on a cold night!”

“Tota of things vou don't sce, old
tap 1" chuckled the Bounder.

And the Remove sottled down to
slumber—which was not destined to last
uninterrupted till rising-bell.

You'ro jolly

biack

THE SEVENTH CHAPTER.
A Raid on the Remove !
ERALD LUDER of the Sixth

@ Form picked up tho ashplant

from the table in his study and
swished it in the air.

No longer a_ prefect, Loder of the
Bixth had no official right to wield that
ashplant—wh:ch in the days of his
powar he had wielded not wisely but too

well. Dut that nmight he was going to
wicld it onno marc—-_unnl’ﬁcml]g, but
vary euergotically. His oyes glittered

as ho ewished it io tho air, 1t was half-
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¢ T want to know who swamped this bed with water,’’ sald Wingate.
‘“ No need to do that. Wingate,

ghall eall Mr. Quelch.'’

ast ten, and by that time all the

Einr dormitories wera—or should have

n—deep in slumber. It was an ecasy
matter to slip up to a dormitory and
step in in the dark; easy to carry out
his scheme of vengeance on the rebel of
the Remove. He knew, of course, where
Wharton’s bed was in the Remove dor-
mitory; in his days as a prefect it had
often been his duty to see lighta out for
the Lower Fourth, There was no need
of a light—and a light would have
spelled danger. Loder did not want to
be seen and recognised.

A dormitory raid after lights-out was
rather a serious matter, even when
carried out by exuberant juniors; for a
Sixth Form senior to be mixed ui! in
such a thing was unhecard-of. ad
Loder been spotted butting into a junior
dormitory after dark to thrash a Lower
boy there, Loder would have found him-
gelf in serious trouble. At the very, least
he would have had his Sixth TForm
privilages taken away. And Loder, who
was in hopes of being reinstated as a
prefect, knew that he could not be too
careful. Had his present enterprise
come to light there would have been an
end of hi§ hopes in that direction.

But it was safe enough—safe as
houses! A couple of minutes in the
dormitory would be cnough; in a couple
of minutes a lot of execution could be
done with a cane and a sinewy arm.
Having thrashed the cheeky young
scoundrel who had ragged his study—as
he supposed—Loder could clear off long
before thero was a light on the subject,
leaving the juniors to guess and surmise
who the raider had been. Wharton most
likely would puess, but Loder did not
care what he guessed so long as he could
prove nothing.

Slipping the cane under his coat,
Loder left his study and strolled away
down the Sixth Form passage. Carne
and Walker knew of his intention, and
as dutiful prefects it was their duty to
gee that he did not carry it out, but he

knew that he could rely upon them to
keep olear. And he was still blissfully
unconscious of the fact that two fellows
in the Remove knew of his intention
also—and still less did he dream of the
measures that had been taken by his
intended victim.

By a back staircase Loder reached the
dormitory passage. The light had long
since been turned out there, and all was
dark. But he knew, of course, every
inch of the way, and he groped silently
along and reached the door of the Re-
move dormitory.

That door opened silently under his
hand.

Softly he stepped into the room, leav-
ing the door ajar behind him ready for
his escape after the thrashing had been
administered.

There was a pale glimmer of starlight
at the high windows of the long, lofty
room. It was sufficient to guide |i:::r:hﬂn.";
he could make out the dim shapes of the
long row of white beds.

On tiptoe he stepped towards Harry
Wharton's bed.

Cane in hand, he stood beside that
bed, looking down with gloating eves at
the dim form of a sleeper therein.

Nothing could have been easier |

He gripped the cane hard,

He had made hardly o gound so far—
certainly no sound that would have
awakened any sleeper. IHe was quite
unaware that ono fellow in the dormi-
tory was not sleeping at all,

In the dimness he could not see, and
never dreamed that a junior, who was
in blankets on a rug on the floor, had
gat up, and was peering through the

gloom.

Harry Wharton had not yet closed his
eyes.

Ho was aware that the door had

opened, and he knew that it was still
open, as he could feel the draught.
Quictly—even more quietly than
Loder—Wharton rose, and grasped the
cushion that was serving him as a

i1

* I'll give the rascal one minute to own up. Then I
» drawled Harry Wharton.

“I'm the man ] **

pillow. It was a large and heavy
cushion. He could not see Loder, but
he knew that Loder was there, and he
knew where he was—and he knew what
was going to happen. His tread was as
goft as a cat's as he crept to the door,
and stood waiting there in the dark
with the cushion grasped in both hands.
Loder, as he stood beside Mark Linley
in Wharton's bed, did not dream that
his line of retreat was not so open as he
fancied. A surprise was awaiting the
raider when he beat a retreat.

With the cane in his right hand, Loder
bent over the bed and jerked back the
bedeclothes withk hias left.

Mark Linley started suddenly out of
slumber with a shiver.

He started up with wide-open, startled
oyes, and as he did so Loder's left
grasped him by the back of the neck
and twisted him over, and the cane
came down in Loder’s right with a
sounding swish.

Whack |

Pyjamas were not much defence
against that hefty swipe! There was a
yell from Linley that woke every echo
of the dormitory.

“ Whooooooo !”

Whack! Whack! Whack]
“0Oh) Ow! Leggo! Help! What the

thump—— Yaroooooooooh {*

Whack | Whaeck! Whaok!
Loder was laying it on! IHe was
In the firm

Eupting his beef into it
olief that it waa Harry Wharton whom
he was thrashing, Loder fairly let him.
self go! The cane rang on his hapless
vietim,

Standing by the door in the darkness,
Wharton grinned. From up and down
the dormitory came startled exclama-
tions. The Remove fellows were
awakening right and left—even Billy
Bunter's deep snore ccased, and the fot
Owl opened his eyes. The frantic yelling

Tueg MaeNer Lisnary.—No. 1,281,
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would have awakencd the Seven Sleepers ing whether he was on his head or his

or Rip van Winkle.

“Oh! Ow!l Let gol” yelled Mark.
“You rotter—— Ow! Wow! Helpl
Rescueo, you fellows! Yarooooh!”

Whaok ! Whack! Whack! Whack]!

“Hallo, hallo, hallo1” ecame Bob
Cherry's voice. ‘ What ihe thnmp—"

“What the dooco—"" c¢xclnimed
Lord AMlaualeverer.

“1 say, you fellows——

“What's that rowt”

“Tho rowfulness is terrific !

“Ha, ha, hal” yelled the Bounder.

e had awakened at the fivst yell,
Swithy had no love for head boys, or
anybody in authority,  Evidently the
BRemove robel’s deep-laid schemo had
heen a success, and the Dounder roared
with laughter.

Whaek ! Whaek | Whack |

Mark Tanley strugeled despervately.
Llis lirst bBewildered improssion was that
it was Wharton who had assailed him,
But the powerful grasp on him, that
pinned himn down helplessly, showed that
it was no junior. It was a senior—n big
and powerful fellow—who was holding
him down with one hand and thrashing
him mercilessly with the cane in tho

other. i
Whack! Whack! Whack! Whack|
TLoder was

Whack |

The cane [lairly rangl
enjoying this—enjoying every whack |
He was really having tho time of s
life!

He laid it on with savagoe energy.

Mark struggled and kicked in vainl
But now fullows were turning out of hed
on all sides.

“It's & raid!” roarcd Jobnuy Bull
“Get your pillows, you ineni  Somo-
hm{%ﬁmf a light 1"’

o's got & match?
“Get a candle, somebody !

Loder gave a last terrific whack and
bolted for tho door. He had pnt in a
good two minutes! DBut he had to be
gono before a mateh was struck and a
candle lighted. Alreudy fellows were
groping for match-boxes; he had no
moro time {o lose. [le rushed for the
door.

In another sccomd Lo would have been
clear. But in that sccond Loder of the
Sixth had the snrprise of his lifo.

Crash |

A dim shadow moved by tho doorway,
A heavy cushion, grasped in two stron
hands, swept through the air an
crashed on Loder’s fealures,

“Qoooorh I” gurgled Loder,

Ha went over backwards as if lie had
been ghot!  Hlo landed on his back on
the Hoor of the dormilory with a
terrific concussion,

Bang! Bang!l Bang!

The eushion rose and fell, banging
on the breathless, sprawling Loder with
mighty smites,

Who it was, what it waas, Loder did
not know! Illo was utterly Lowildered.
All he knew was that ho had been
knocked over, that he waa sprawling on
his back, und that something hard and
heavy was banging on him like a steam-
hammer. Ho sprawled and spluttered.

A match scratched—a candle-and
spluttored. Light flickered and
glimmered in the dark dormitory. Loder
scrambled  desperatoly  up.  Another
swipe from tho cushion caught himn, and
he staggorcd—Llut he wmade a f{rantio
lcap out of the dormitory doorway.
Another swipo landed own the back of hia
head as he leaped, and heo pitched for-
ward on his hands and knees with a
howl. Thire was a erash in tho passage
ovtside. Dazed and dizzy, hardly know-
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heels, Loder of the Sixth picked limself
up and vanished into epace.

THE EIGHTH CHAPTER.
The High Hand !

L ORRY I" smd Hazel.
8 Wharton's eyes glinted,
It was in break the following
morning. Hazeldeno of the
Remove was loafing under the leafless
elms, his hands in his pockets snd a
thoughtful expression on his face when
Wharton joined him, As Hazel prided
himself on his gifts as a goalkecper,
and made no secrct of the fact that he
helieved himself better than Squiff be-
tween the posts, he might have been
expected to be giad to hear that he had
been picked out to keep goal against
Bt. Jim’s. But with a fellow like llazel
you never could tell. Instead of express
ing the expected gratification, ho
grunted and said he was sorry |

A faint grin dawned on his faco n3
he read Wharton’s look. Hazel rather
liked to be independent—aut awkward
moments for other fellows.

“Tin fixed up for tho afternoon,’” he
econdescended to explain. ** Field's namo
was down to keep goal; mnaturall
I never umogined 1 mmght be wanted.
Sorry |"

“ Field is standing out——"

“T know thut now! I didu’t know
austerdn.y, when 1 fixed up for to-day.
Sorry, aa I've snid.” Hazel turned
away as if that ended it. o

Harry Whartoa stood biting lus hi}.
If a man stood out of the teamn, ho could

stand out and be hanged to him—that'

was his present view. He would fill
thut man's place--any man’s placo!
Naturally he bhad supposed that Ilazcl
would jump at the echanco--it was
seldom that he had a chanco of playing
in a gamo like the St. Jim's mateh,
Wharton's impulse was to turn his back
on Hazeldene, but he did not follow that
impulse. He had to find somcbody to
keep goal, and Hazel was the next best
man after Squiff.

Instead of turning his back, ho stepped
u_l.'tp]:i Hazel, and forced himself to speak
civilly.

“Look here, Hazel, you're our reservo
goalie, and you're bound to play up. I
don’t know what you've got on for this
afternoon, but you can cut it out to
play in a match.”

“1 ean’t 1” answered Hazel curtly,

Wharton breathed hard.

“You're bound to play if ecalled on,
Hazel! You know that! If you fail us
when you're wanted you won’t get
enother chance,"

“Well, I'm not wanted, il you come to
that I'" «neered Hazel, “ All the fellows
are pretty wild at Field being dropped,
and they'll give me the marblo cye if 1
wodge in in his place. I'm not wanted
—except to help you get away with
ril:lmg] the high horse | That's not good
enough.”

With that, Hazel walked away,
leaving Wharton standing very atill,
Slowly tho captain of the CLIOY O

wallked back to the House.

He had counted on [lazel ns o matter
of course, and [Haze! had let him down !
He had counted on Redwing lLeing glad
to play in the St. Jim’s maich: and Rod-
wing was standing out. The *high
[mnﬁ " was bringing its own difliculiica
i its trainf It was not yet too late {or
the captain of the Remove to take
counsel with his own botter senso; bub
he was -not thinking of doing so.
The softened mood in which Lord
Mauleverer had found him in his atudy

the day before was quite gone. Like
Pharaoh of old, ho hardened his heart;
nothing now would have induced him
fo retract or retreat,

Many Remove men eyed him as he
went back to the House, and among
them all there was Imrdip a friendly
Ehmca. The Removo [ootballera were
cen on the St. Jim’s gamo—ono of their
biggest fixtures,

The prospeets for that mateh were
hﬂglpninﬁ to look doubtful. With a
oalio liko Squiff, and a forward like
Toeddy, and a back like Mark Linley,
left out, the eleven wanted some pulling
togother. Plenty of fellows were keen
cnough to play, but they wero not of
the quality required for the game.
Frank Nugent was the best available
forward among the reserves; but all the
fellows knew that Wharton would not
think of his former chum, and they
wera right; he did not, Indeed, in his
[:rrsent urrogant mood, no one would
avo bheen surprised if he had found
pretexta  for  dropping the other
miembers of the Co, out of the team,

Wharton woent to the Rag, where the
[oothall $ist was posted, and some of the
juniors followed him there. Among
them was the Bounder, who was look-
ing cross and irritated. The previous
evening, Smithy had been on the
friendliest possible terms with the cap-
tain of the Ferm, and he had joined
the rag on the Lead boy with great en-
joyment,

I'hat was a rag after Smithy's own
heart; but it had not improved Whar-
ton’s position i the estimation of the
IF'orm, Ho had said nothing, and
Smithy had kept his own counsel; but
all the Remove puessed that somehow
he had known that Loder was comin
to the dormitory after lights-out, an
that bo had coolly planned for Linley
to got the whopping. Skinner & Co.
found it enormously amusing, but few
othor fellows shared their view. The
Bounder’s cordiality had vanished in the
morning, when he found that his chum
Redwing was not, after all, to play in
tha St. Jim's zame,

Wharton stecod looking at the list. He
had three places to fill; the pencil had
bern drawn through three names now.

"“What about Redwing?” asked Ver-
non-Swmith abruptly.

“Nothing,'' answered Harry.

“You're ridirn' for a fall, Wharton,”
gatd the DBounder disagreecably. * You
can’'t keep on like this.”

“1T'I try,” answered Wharton ecom-
Imsedly. ‘Don' be an ass, Smithy! I
naven't chucked Redwing—ho chucked
himself,”

“ 1%t it to him that he's wanted, and
ho will play ui.”

"1y not asking him twiee.”

The Dounder breathed hard.

But he turned and walked away with-
ot annther word. Wharton took a
peneil from his pocket and eyed the
list in a modilative manner, A good
many fellows ayed him as he did so.

“Y.ooks like n win this afterncon—I
don't  think,” remarked Bolsover
mojor doevisively. “ What rorten dud
are you goug to stick in, Wharton, now
that Redwing's out?”

“Yeul” answered Harry.

“Th?? ejneulated Bolsover, taken
aback.

Wharton senibbled in the name “P,
Bol:over” in the place of Tom Red-
ving's. The burly Removile stared at
1t.

“0 1 hoe saud blankly,

Wiarton emiled faintly. Tho expres-
<ion on  Bolsover major's face was
rather amusing

“Well, thar's all right, old chap,” said
Bolzover mujor at last, “ I'll jolly well
rontinued at foot of next page.)



OUR POPULAR 80CCER FEATURE !

Qur special contributor, who

hear fromm MAGNET chumsa who have problems to solve.

is an , expert on BSoccer, will be pleased to

Wreite to him at the

Fieetway House, Farringdon Btreet, London E.C.4.

difficulty arisea in tho case of drawn

gamos, and the secrotary of one of

these competitions writes to ask me
if I have any ideas ms to how to decide
the rosult of a football match if the score
iz even at the finish. This is not a new
problem, and there are ways and means of
getting rid of the necessity for a replay.

In Scotland, for instance, they ran a
competition at one time in which tho
victory, in the event of a tio in respect of
goals, was given to the side which had
gained the greatest number of corners
in the course of o game. I think this is
a very fair way of deciding, too,

IN many of the minor competitions,

because it can be accepled as a fact
that the side which has forced the
greatest number of corners in any
match is the one which has had the
largest amount of the play: which
has brought most pressure fo bear
on the opposing goal,

I heard tho other dag of a novel method
which they have in Holland of deciding
the winner of these drawn games. Tho
idea which is earried out in that country
is for each team to have three penalty
kicks after the game is over, and the
gide scoring the greater number of goals
with these three kicks is declared the
winner,

Whon I was %vnn this informnntion as to
the way in which drawn games in Holland
are sottled, I was also told an amusing
story of a reeent match in that country.
The score was all square at tho end of the
game. Thereupon, the penalty kick idea—
three such kicka to each side—was put
into operation. Alas, when both sides
had taken their threo nalty kickas,
neither side had been able to score a goal,
Strange, wasn't it, that out of six kicks
from the twelve yards spot not one goal
whas scored

THE “SPOT "’ KICK !

MET & professional footballer the
I other day who said that the foot-

baller who failed to score a goal from

the penalty spot ought to be fined.
This is all very well in theory, and it is
quite certain that the majority of foot-
ballers could, during praotice, score nine
timea out of tem with a shot fro.. the
penalty spot. But doing a thing during
practice, and doing it in the course of a
real mateh are two very difforent things.

I havo lknown the captain of a leadin
football side go round and psk soevera
different membors of his side to under-
tako the responsibility of t.liying t0 SCOro
with a penalty kick. And I have known
captains ¢am{)ullad to aceopt the responsi-
bility themselvea because they could not
find any other member of tho side willing
to take it on. The trouble is, of courss,
that in taking a penalty kick when the
regult of the match depends upon it
means that the player begina to worry
about failure. And that is tho quick way
to reach failure.

The best way of taking n penalty kiok,
according to Gordon Iodgson, the
famous forward of Liverpool, who has
beeon wveory successful with theso eofforts
from the spot, is to Lkeep the ball low.
In explaining this to moe, Hodgson said :

“ The goalkeeper who is there
to stop a penalty kick can throw out
his arms much more easily than he
can throw out his legs. Thercfore,
keep the ball low., If you do that,
and dirccet it just a little way either
to the left or to the vight of the goal-
leeper he will find it very hard to
atop the ball, even though there is
not a tremendous amonunt of force
behind the kick.'

I commend that bit of advies to my
young readers.

WAS HE OFF-SIDE?

HE off-side rule in football, like soma
E other thinga, ia always with us,
and two out of three lotters I
receivo from readors of the MaaxeT
deal with off-side problems. Hero is &
typicul one.  Tho outside-right raved in
s honded the ball into the net. The
goal was disallowed, When the oulside.
right applied bis houd thore was only the
gonlkeeper in front of him, but when the
Lall was swung over there waa n full-bacl,
n3 well as the goollkeeper, in front of him.
Should the outsido-right have been given
off.sida 7
Tho answer ia that the oulside-right
pecording to the atory as I have mpﬂu.t.ec{
it, was not off-side.

The position which defermines
off-side is not thatl in which a playger
receives the ball, but how he stood
it relation to the other players when
the ball was last played.

I confesa that thia rule ia very difficult
to follow, and many good ﬁ-:mla are dis-
allowed because the referee does not take
into account tho positions of the playera
when the ball is last kicked. It ia not

with referees—a necessary habit one might
almost. say—+to koep an eye on the player
HERE are many young readoers, I

find, who oxperienco difficulty in

fiold, Here is a typical question: I am
rather small, have o good riPht foot, and

osught mcFIﬂ ) .

I should think the best t:Pu:u;l.tll:.'nl:'.l for
at tho same time use hia pace, while
strength of kick with the right foot would
am all for the young lootballer making
experiments concerning the position 1n

Enaﬂ for him to do so, because it is a habit
who has the ball in his posseasion.
EXPERIMENTS PAY !
AHf deciding what is likely to be their
best position on the football
a medium left foot, while 1 also have a
§nud turn of speed. Where do you think
such a player would be outaide-right. In
that position ho could use his ekill, and
enable him to get the ball right across
goal. While giving this advice, however, 1
which he will give most service to his
pide.

Many a star footballer to-daoy
has only bLecome a star because he
has switched from one position fo
another.

A last short answer to a correspondent.
Thero is nothing in the rules which says
that a footballer can only be charged bf'
an opponent when he is ploying the ball.
Therefore the referce was wrong in giving
n penalty kick in the circumstances you
nome provided the charge was a fair one.

——

r.ilny the game of my life, I promise you
that.”

“Do!" said Harry.

“I'vo said all along that it's time we
had new blood,” said Bolsover. *“Give
a man a chance, you know. Rely on
me, old bean.”

Bolsover major, at least, was satisficd.
In Poter Todd's place, at outside-right,
Wharton wrote 1n  Russell's name,
Squifll’s place gave him more food for
thought. Obstinote as he was, obdurate
as he was, Wharton had not lost any of
his knowledge of the game, and he was
well aware that wm a match like that
with Torn Merry & Co., Squiff was the
man who was wanted in goal

He could not have failed to be aware
also, that Bampson Quincy Iffley Fm“.‘i
would have joined up again if asked, if

only for the sake of the side. DBut he
had no intention whatever of askin
him. Hazel was second-best, and Haze
had turned it down. It was nnl; after
considerable cogitation that Wharton
wroto 1n the name of W. Stott. Stott
could keep goal—aftor a fashion. The

“high hand ” had now placed the cap-
tain of the Remoyve in the position of
having to be satisfied with men who
could play after a fashion,

It was still a good tearm. though by no
means the best that the Remove could
have put into the feld. It would be
strong in attack, bu: dcoidedly weak
in :Jn?mmu. Well, attack was the best
form of defence, after all, and Wharton
could only hope that William Stott
would not bo given a lot of etopping to
do in goal.

In blfird school that morning many
Remove men gave Wharton expressive
looks. e did not scem to observe
them. Right or wrong, he went on his
own way, and made no sign.

M:. Quelch found his Form a little
inattentive 1n third school. Most of the
fellows were thinking of Soccer, and of
the dubious prospeects of the match with
Tom Merry & Co. There was deep
discontent in the footballing fraternity;
it was safo to say that not a single man
in the team was satisfied with tho
skipper and his ways—except perhaps
Bu[;uwr major, who was convinced that

he was going to show all Greyfriars
what a topping full-back he was.
The news that Stott was down to keep

goal was a sort of finishing touch.
Stott himself was as surprised as
pleased. He was & member of

Skinner's seleet cirele, and regarded in
tlic Remove as morn or less of a “ rotter.”
Still, he played games which Skinner
and Snoop never 5id if they could help
it. Fe was clated, but doubtful; and 1if
he had faneied that he was a_goal-
keoper in tho same street with Squiff,
or even with Hazel, there were plenty
of follows ready to disabuse his mind of

such o fancy. o
After third school, Hazel joined
[Tarry Wharton in the quad. There

was a graclous, nol to say patronising,
expression on Hazel's face, and the cap-
tain of the Remove smiled grimly. He
knew what was coming.

“I.00k here, Wharton, I hear you've
got Stott down to keep goal—"" began
Hazel,

“That's right.”

(Continued on page 16.)
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& wallk over us, and
| right.

«“Well, look here, I can't let the side
down to that extent—I'll play,” said
Hazel. “I'll wash out what I had on
this afternon.”

“You ncedn't,” said Wharton coolly.

“T've said I'll Elﬂ:r.”

“Too late. The place is filled,’”’ an-
ewered the captain of the Remove icily,
and ho walked on, leaving Hazel crim-
son with rage and mortification.

It was the “ high hand ” with a venge-
ance. It remained to be seen what tho
outcome would be,

——— . a

THE NINTE CHAPTER.
Riding for a Falll

b OU keep goall You couldn’t

Y kcep white mice |” .

It was Johnny Bull's voice,

in tones of derisive scorn,

that greeted Harry Wharton's ears as
ho came along to the changing-room.

Johnny was evidently speaking to the
new goalkeeper, _

“QOh, draw it mild, old bean!” said
Bob Cherry. *“Let's hope we shall keep
St. Jim's busy at their own end.”

“The esteemed hopefulness springs
infernal in the human chest,” remarked
Hurree Jamset Ram Singh.

“May as well chuck up the sponge
and have done with it,” snorted Johnny,
“You've seen those St. Jim's men play
Soccer. Is Stott going to stop the
leather when a fellow like Tom Merry,
or Figgins, or D’'Arcy, sends it in?
Might as well put Billy Bunter in
goa o

“Took here, you go and eat %nkﬂ.
seel” growled illiam 8tott, “I'm
going to play .. and do my best, any-
how. ['ield stcod out of his own accord,

and Hazel refused—I beard him. I'm
ready to f)lny, at any rate."
“It's all rot!” prowled Johnny Bull

“We're going to chuck away this fix-
ture, because a silly fool's got his silly
back up.” ) -

Harry Wharton had arrived in the
doorway of the changing-room by that
time. He stood there, with a sarcastic
smile on his face, unobserved by the
group of fellows engaged in discussion.

“Whearton's  skipper,” said Bob
Uhﬂﬂ‘f’( mildly. o

“] know that—and if this is the way
he's going to handle the job, we want a
new skipper. That's my opinion, for
what it's worth,” snorted Johnny Bull.
“He resigned once, and we were dashed

duffers not to let him stick to it. He's
letting the side down now."”

“My esteemed Johnny———"

“You know it as well as I do!” roared

Johnny Bull. “And if you fellows took
my adviee, you'd put it to him plain,
here and now—play a winning team or
get out ” .

“Can't swap horses ecrossing a stream,
old man,” said Bob. “It's pretty
rotten, all round; but—-""

h“The" rottenfulness is terrific. But
tha——
“Oh, rats! I'm blessed if I feel in-
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clined to play tho goat this afternoon,”
growled Johnny Bull. “8t. Jim's will
servo us jolly well
We want Linley, and ‘loddy,
and Squiff, and you fellows know it, and
Wharton knows it. I've a jolly good
mind to stand out.” _ _

“No great loss if you did,” said @
drawling voice in the doorway, as
Haorry Wharton came 1n.

Johnny Bull spun round.

“QOh, you'ro here!” he snorted. “No
great loss if I did, what? Have you g::-t
another dud up your sleeve that you'd
like to burge into the team? Thinking
of playing %:}unbar nexti”

“Cheese it, old
Bob anxiously.

“The cheesefulness ia the proper
caper, my esteemed Johnny 1"

Snort from Johnny Bull.

“QOh, Jet him run on!"” drawled
Wharton. *“ He’s rather amusing "

Johnny Bull’s rugged face crimsoned.
Johnny Bull had many good qualities,
but tact and patience were not nuni-
bered among them. No member of the
old Co. was keen to play under Whar-
ton's captainey; but they were all keen
to keep the lf}re:.rfriurﬂ colours from
being lowered on the Soccer field; and
for that reason they wanted, if thoy
could, to avoid any altercation with the
captain of the Remove. ILiver since
Mark Linley's name had been taken
out, Johnny Bull had found it difficuls
to suppress his feelings. Now they
refused to be suppressed any longer.

“You cheeky rotter!” he roared,
“You're mucking up the team, and you
know it. You're giving the game away
to St. Jim’s—making them a present of
it! You know itl"

“Why trouble to tell
asked Wharton calmly.

Johnny Bull seemed about to choke.

“If you're not keen on the game,
other fellows are!” added Wharton.
“Timo to get out, if you want to,
Bull 1"

“I'd get out fast cnough,” gasped
Johuny.  But Bolsover and Stott won’t
stop St. Jim's, and you know it.”

“You're telling me a lot of things I
know, aren't you? And aren't you
rather over-estimating your value?”
asked the eaptuin of the Remove, in his
coolest tones. “The team could do
quite well without you—and you won't
have any choice about getting out, if
vou don't keep a civil tongue in your
head,™

“That does it!" gasped Johnny Bull,

He tramped to the door.

“Johnny |” called out Bob. *Don't
be an ass! Are you going to help make
it a walk-over for St. Jim's?"”

“I'm not playing!” roared Johnny

chap !” murmured

me, then?"”

Bull. “You can take my name out as
soon as you like, Wharton, and be
blowed to youl”

“All serene [

“Hold on, Bulll" exclaimed the
Bounder, " Look here, Wharton, this

won't do! Are you going to put up a
team of shreds and patches against St

Jim's?"
“Bull's resigned,” said Wharton
coolly. “ Any other fellow that wants

to follow suit had better make up his
mind before 8t. Jim's get hero.” He
planced at Bob Cherry and Hurree
Jamset Ram Singh, with a mocking
look.

Bob Cherry drew a deep breath, but
ho turnod away without speaking, His
impulse was strong to follow Johnny
Bull from the changing-room; but he
would not further weaken an already
weakened team.

THE MAGNET

Johnny Dull tramped away n great
wrath, and disappeared.

“Shall T eall Bunter, Wharton?"
askoed the Bounder sarcastically.

"“"Bunter! What do you mean?”
snapped Wharton.

“You'll want a man in Bull's place.”

Somo of the fellows in the changing-
room laughed. Harry  Wharton
frowned.

“Don’t be a silly ass, if you can help
it,"" he said curtly, and he beckoned
to Wibley of the Remove, who was
looking in at the doorway.

“Want me, old man?” asked William
Wibley hopecfully. It was Wib's great
ambition to play for Greyfriars—an
ambition nover likely to be realised,
except in the present peculiar ecircum-
stances.

“Yes:; we shall want another man
now DBull’s standing out,” said Harry.
*“Get into your things, Wib "

“Like a shot!” said Wibley cheerily.

The Remove men in the changing-
room exchanged cloquent looks. Wig-
ley was great in amateur theatricals;
but at football he was far from great.
But it was now a case of any port in
n storm, with the wilful and arrogant
cuptain of the Remove. Thers was
plenty of football talent in the Form;
but he had not left himself free to call
on it. He could only call on stopgaps
now, Hvidently the team was going to
ba, as the Bounder called it, a thing of
shreds and patches.

The fellows were changing in sulky,
discontented silence, when Sampson
Quiney Iffley Field came in. Squiff had
been thinking the matter over, and he
had made up his mind to toe the line.
So far as Wharton was concerned, be
was more inclined to punch his head
than to play football with him. DBut
lic was thinking of the side, and the
score that St. Jun's were likely to pila
up if it was left to Stott to keep them
out. It was not pleasant to put it to
the cool, contemptuous fellow who
looked at him with eyes liko cold steel ;
but the Australian junior had made up
his mind, and he got on with it.

“Look here, Wharton. I'll play to-
day if you say the word,” said Squiff.
“1 was rather hasty in chucking it—
you got my back up, as I dare say you

know! But that’s not footer! BSay the
word——"" _
“Sorry,” said Wharton politely.

“It’s rather late for that, Field! 1
can't chuck s man because you've
changed your nund.”

Squiff breathed hard.

“You know that Stott can't keep goal
against St. vim's,” ho said, “I'm ask-
ing you to give your own side a chance
of winning the game.” _

“Blessed is he that bloweth his own
trumpet | said the captain of the Re-
move sarcastically.

“I'm not blowing my own trumpet !”
said Squiff quietly. “You've told me
often enough yourself that I'm wanted
in goal in any hard game. I'm offer-
ing to swallow your confounded clecek,
and P'EL}’ nll the same.”

“ Nothing doing |"”

“You mean that?”

"QUitﬂ-I" . .

“Well, that's that!” said Squifl. "1
thought 1 ought to offer! T’ll clear off
now, or 1 might knock your features
tFrough the buck of your head, you
cheeky tick.™ .

“I'ry it on if you like,” answered the
captain of the Remove indifferently.

Squiff was evidently strongly tempred,
but he restrained himself, and walked
guietly out of the changing-room.
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Harry Wharton shruiged his shoulders
as he went. The footballers changed in
savage silence,

———

THE TENTH CHAPTER.
The St. Jim's Match |

OM MERRY & CO. of St. Jim's

E took no notice of the fact that

thcre was suppressed troublo in

the Greyfriars team. The
trouble was suppressed, but fairly obwvi-
ous e¢ven to a careless eye. It was no
business of the 8t. Jim’s n en, and they
were very carcful to observe nothing.
But if ever Tom Merry had seen a foot-
kall eleven that was at sixes and sevens,
it was the eleven that Harry Wharton
led into the field.

Someo 8t, Jim's fellows had como over
with the team to sce the match, and
these fellows could not help hearing the
talk 1n tho crowd round the field, which
enlightened them considerably as to the
state of affairs; and gave them the im-
El‘ﬁﬁiﬂn that the game wag not iﬂiﬂg to

@ the strenuous affair they had ex-
pected it to be.

Among the lookers-on were Johnny
Bull, Mark Linley, Peter Todd, and
Squiff ; four fellows who ought to haveo
been playing. They stood in a little
group, and the most casual observer
must have noticed that they were in o
state of angry resentment and irrite-
tion.

Frank Nugent was with them, his
face clouded. Nugent, more than any
ather fcllow, felt deeply the sight of his
former friend going from bad to worse.
He could do nothing—say nothing—ho
could only lock on, with a heavy heart.
And he knew that there was more
trouble to come. The team of “shreds
and patches " was not likely to beat
St Jim's. It seemed as if Wharton, in
his hot-headed arrogance, had com-
pletely forgotten that a foothall ak}_}v
per's job was to win matches. o
scemed to be content with defeating
fellows with whom he ought to have
pulled in harmony; and with leaving
the defeat of St. Jim’s to chance,

By luck the game might be pulled
off ; but it needed a lot of luck. If it
turned out a victory, in spite of pro-
bability, no doubt Wharton would “ get
away with it.” Resentful criticism
might bo silenced by a victory. But if
it was o defeat, especially a defeat by
an unusually wide margin, there was

ing to be a storin—Nugent knew that,
ndeed, thﬂugh he was more distressed
then angry, he was angry himself. He
was: keen to play for the school; and,
though willing to stand down in favour
of better men, it was rather hard to
stand down in favour of worse. Ho was
a Lotter footballer than some members
i that team.

His eyes dwelt curiously on Whar.
ton, looking bandsome and fit in the
field. IDhd the fellow realise that he
was doing wron id he care? Was he
following the dictates of stubborn pride
without realising whither he was being
led? Nugent wondered. Certainly, if
Wharton was dissatisfied with bhimself,
his looks gave no clue to it.

Tomn Merry won the toss, and gave
Groeyiriara the wind to kick off against.
Blundell of the Fifth was there to
referce, and Blundell was seen to cast
a rather curions glance over the Re-
move eleven. The ball rolled, and the
paipe started; and it wns hard and fast
from the bogioning, Tom Merry had
brought over a good team, and had the
heme team been at its best, the gamne
would have been on the kpcecs of the

gods, But the home team was very far
from being at ita best.

Harry Wharton, at all events, was at
his besgt: and his best was very good
indeed. If pride and anger had blinded
him in picking out bis men, they did
not blind him to the probable result.
The Remove front line was good, the
sccond line was a tower of strength;
but the backs were no good, and the
goalkeeper was a dud. Keeping up the
attack, keeping the game so far as
possible 1n the visitors' half, was the
programme:; and Wharton's lead, well
followed by forwards and halves, looked
like carrying out that programme.

Frank Nugent’s face brightened as he
watched Greyfriars coming up the field,
watched them getting the ball, time and
asgain, over the half-way line, and at
length thoe forward line, with the short
passing that was their favourite game,
getting right up to goal in a brilliant
advance, and then—

“Goal!” gasped Nugent.

His eyes danced.

Fatty Wynn, of Bt. Jim's, in goal,
missed the leather by half an inch as
Wharton's foot drove it in. It was in

the net First blood to Greyfriars n
the first ten minutes,

&i Gﬂ'ﬂnl I:Ii

“ Bravo |""

“Good old Wharton!”

“Goal! Goall!”

“Well, that’s luck!” said Jolinny

Bull. “That's jolly good luck! It

won’t last, but it's good luck!”

“Let's hope it will last!” said Mark
Linley.

“Why not?” grinned Squiff " May
as well hope so—till they get near Stott,
and it begins to rain goals for St
Jim's.,”

“ Anyvhow, it won't bo nil,” said Peter
Todd,

Angry as they were with the captain
of the Remove, the group of excluded
footballers looked brighter. More than
annything else, they wanted to see their
side win. .

But they could not help fecling that
it was only a flash in the pan. And
so it proved.

The teams lined vup again after the
goal, but Greyfriars were not able to
repeat their former tactics. There was
a long and obstinate struggle, and the
game swayed up and down the feld,
but when Wharton got through and
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kicked for goal Fatty Wynn grinzed
and sent the ball far and wide, a St.
Jim's back drove it spinning dowun tho
field, and then the 8t. Jim's forwards
h?q their chanco and made the most
oL 1t

Greyfriars fell back to defend, and
with Enlmu:.r Bull and Mark Linley at
back, tho defence would have been
sound enough. But Wibley was quite
lost, and Bolsover major seemed to be
able to do nothing but barge about like
s bull. Almost to their own surprise,
the St. Jim’s men found themsclves
going through Greyfriars like a knife
through cheese; but Bob Cherry, falling
back, was in tho way when Tom Morry
kicked for goal, and Tom barnl{_dm\*ﬂ
the ball in before Bob pushed him off
it. It was o hasty kick—all the Bt.
Jim’s captain had time for, with about
a chance in 8 hundred of materiahsing.
Stott’s foot slipped as he barged at
it, and he sat down in goal, the ball
going over his head to land in the net.
The St. Jim's men fairly gasped when
they saw that they had scored.

“(oal I¥ gurgled Blake. ]

“Bai Jovel! Goal, you know!” ejacu-
lated Arthur Augustus D'Arey.

"Oh erikey!” wurmured Figgins.
“Somo goalie !’ )

“"Goal! Goal!” roared the St. Jim's
men who had come over with the team.

“*No need to shout,” remarked Johnny
Bull sarcastically. “ They'll want a lot
of wind if they're gowng to yell for every
goal they get. Stott! [ sar, Stottl
Shall I bring i,;nu a deckchair?™

Stott scrambled up with a crimson
face.

“Oh, sit down to itl1" roared Johnny,
Bull. “You're as good sitting down as
standing up! May as well take it ensy.”

“Shut up, ulj chap!” murmured
Ihﬂugtsnt. “The poor beggar’s doiug his

est.”’

“Might as well do his worst !’ snorted
Johnny. " There’s no difference, that
I can see.” _

Some of the St. Jim's men wero
smiling as they lined up again. IHarry
Wharton'’s face was set and hard. If
he had not realised it before, he knew
now that he had taken too many
chances, But it was rather too late to
think of that, and he could only resolve
to play hard, to play the game of his
life and snatch victory from the jaws
of defeat—if it was to be snatched.

(Continued on néxt page.)
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And during the remainder of the first
half thero was no doubt that the oap-
tain of the Remove played a great

game. Vernon-Smith and Hurreo
Jamset Ram Singh backed him up I::rﬂu
liantly. And the sccond line—Llom

Brown and Bob Cherry and Lick Pen-
fold—wns so good that i1t seemed able
to do the work of the backs, as well as
its own. Attack was the order of the
day, and somehow St, Jim's woere kept
away from the weak spot and wore
given no chance to take advantage of
Stott's remarkable abilities as a goal-
kecper or the equally remarkable pet-
formances of Wibley and Bolsover
major. By a series of muracles, as it
seomed to the onlookers, the Removo
kept their end up, and when Blundell
blew the ‘whistle for half-time the scoro
woas one all and victory was still on
the knees of the gods!

THE ELEVENTH CHAPTER.
The Procession |

HE whistle went.
I “Play up, Greyfriara!”
“On the ball !”
With the change of ends
Harry Wharton & Co. had the wind
behind them. From the kick-off they
were attacking hotly, though some of
them were showing signs of bellows to
mend, after a gruelling first half, The
captain of the Remove was as fresh as
ﬁumt, and at the top of his form. Never
ad he been seen to put up a better
game on Little Bide at Groyfriars.
Again and agajn the Remove looked
scoring, but Fatty Wynn, in goal,
t “paid” to every attempt. The fat
ourth-Former from St. Jim's was like
an impregnable rock in the chickon-

run. ice Harry Wharton almost got
home, twice the Bounder, and once
Hurree Jamset Ram 8ingh. For =&

Evmd twenty minutes David Llewellyn
ynn, of St. Jim’s, had to work, and
work hard; but he saved every time,
En%;han camo the chance of Tom Merry

And then came Bolsover major's
chance at the same time, of distinguish-
ing himself—in Bolsover’'s own way!
Heo charged Tom Merry down like a
bull, fauﬂg HBooring him in the penalty
area—a  fact which dawned on Bol-
sover's rather obtuse brain when the
whistle screamed and the 8t. Jim's men
yolled * Penalty !”

Tho kick materialised in a goal for
8t. Jim's. After which Bolsover major
looked sulky, and played more reck-
lessly and roughly than ever; and
Bolsover’s play was always on the verge
of hooliganism. Several times tho
referce called him to order, and Whar-
ton spoke to him sharply, answered by
an angry snort. It was the special
pride of the Remove that they played
a hard game, and a strenuous gamo, but
without undue roughness; football was
8 game of skill and endurance, not a
barging competition. Bolsover major’s
idea of a game was barging, and ho was
neither particular nor careful how and
whero he barged. Shock tactics like

lsover's were not much use against
really good play, and the more excited
he got the more his shock tactics de-
generated into fouling.

“Bai Jove, you know,” D'Arcy mur-
mured to Blake, ‘' that fellow is weally
a wuffian, you know! I am suah that
kick he gave me was not an accident.
Weally, I did not expect this sort of
thing at Gweyfwiahs,”
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But barging and fouling did not help.
Blake put the ball in, and a few minutes
later Arthur Augustus D’Arcy put i
in. By this time the hapless Wibloy
was so used up that he could only
stugger to and fro if anybody pushed
him, and was in a state of doubt as to
whether he was on his head or his heels.
Stott, in goal, was doing his best, but,
as Johnny Bull had rémarked, ho might
as woll have done his worst, The casiest
of shots left him guessing; he never
knew where the 'ball was till he saw 1t
in the net. The more hopelessly he
failed, the more confused he grew, until
at last, as Bkinner brightly remarked,
he was of no more use than he was
ornament.

“Four to one—and twenty minutes
more to go!” said Johnny Bull to his
companions. ““Watch the procession.”

“I'm afraid it's all up,” said Mark
Linley.

“Can’t win overy match, you koow,”
murmured Nugent.

Johnny Bull gave him a savage
gnort,

“Don’'t be an ass, Frank! We're
going to be beaten by a margin that will
male the whole school cackle. Licked
to the wide—and disgraced, too! What
decent side would play a man like
Bolsover? I saw him E;i-::k one of tho
St. Jim’s men, as deliberately as if
he were kicking a ball. If Blundell had
soen him he'd have booted him off the
field. What are they going to say about
us at 3t. Jim's?”

“There they go again!”

“Oh, I'm fed-up with this!” growled
Johnny Bull. “What's the good of
standing here counting their goals? I'm
sick of it, [ can tell you!”

“Oh, my hat! Look!"

“Bolsover, you cad!”

"“Oh, you rotter{”

“Foul! TFoul ™

Bolsover major seemed to have com-
pletely lost his head. He barged into
Figgins of 8t. Jim's like an escaped
elephant, and was unceremoniously
ghouldered off, and he kicked back—not
at the ball, but at Figgins. Thero was
a yell of anguish from Figgins as he
hopped on one leg, his knee, which had
caught tho kick, almost paralysed. It
was & foul of the most palpable descrip-
tion, an outbreak of savage temper
from & bully, and it did not escape
Blundell of the Fifth. The whistle
went, and the referece bore down on
Bolsover major,

“You young cad! Got off the field !”
hooted Blundell.

“Got off, you cur!” muttered Harry
Wharton, his face crimson with rage
n.rflfql?lmme. “Got off, before I boot you
off !

Bolsover major cast a glare of angry
definnce round him, shoved his hands
deep into the poockets of his footor
shorts, and tramped off the feld.
Howls from the crowd followed him as
he disappeared.

“Man short1” snarled Johnny Bull,
“Not that it matters!”

“And that man’s playing in Linley’s
P!nml" eaid Squiff, with a deep breath.
‘By gum, Wharton will have to answer
for this!”

“What a game |” muttered Mark.

“8t. Jim's will have something to
tallkk about when thoy go home,” said
Micky Desmond, with a whistle, * I'oul
play on Grveyfriars ground——"

“Oh, it's sickening [

“Man short, an dall the better for
us,” said Johnny Bull., * Better with-
out that barging hooligan.”

“Wharton must have been mad to
play him,” muttered Nugent.

THE MAGNET

“What does he care?” said Johnny
bitterly. ““All he eares about is riding
the high horse, and scoring over fellows
he'd rowed with.”

That was lmrdl&v just to Wharton, who
certainly realised, by that time, tho
mistakes into which his angry and
stubborn temper had led him. He
know now that tho side was booked for
defeat—overwhelming defeat; and not
only defeat, but disgrace. Figgins of
St. Jim's had to go off the ficld—he
was crocked by that savage and vicious
kick; and 8t. Jim's, as well as Grey-
friars, were a man short, Greyfriars
had lost a rotten player; St. Jim's had
lost a first-class one, so the advantage
was with the side that had fouled,
which was a discomforting reflection for
overybody concerned. ut that od-
vantage counted little, for the home
team were hopelessly outclassed, and
even the captain of the Remove could
no longer hope against hope, that by
someo miracle he might yet pull it off.

Almost miraculously, in the first half,
the visitors’' score had been kept down
to onc—one. But that could not last,
There were too many weak places in
the home tcam; and superior quality
on the part of 8t. Jim's showed more
and more every minute that the game
lasted. It was in wvain that Harry
Wharton excelled himself, and that the
good men in the team backed him up
for all they were worth. It was in-
evitable that T'om Merry & Co. should
get the upper hand; and they got it
and kept 1it. i

Again the ball went in, and againl
Six to one was the total now—a total
unheard of on the Greyfriars ground.

“All over bar shouting!” said
Skinner, )

Obviously it was all over, except that
& painful interest still attached to the
question, what the margin would be.
With ten minutes more to go, and a
beaten and dispirited team walked over
by a victorious one, the margin might
really have been anything. Johnny
Bull was inclined to think that BSt.
Jim's would pile up_about a dozen
before they finished. It was clear that
only the final whistle could save Grey-
friars from an utterly ludierous defeat.

But in the last ten minutes, Harry
Wharton played up as he had never
E}nyml before, and the Bounder and

urrea Singh backed him up wonder-
fully, and Bob Cherry scemed to bo
twice his usual self. To the general
surprise, tho game swept up to the St,
Jim's goal again, and but for the
good quality of Fatty Wynn, the margin
would have been reduced. But the
Welsh junior in goal was equal to the
gtrain, and there was no score. The
tussloe petered out at last, and 8t. Jim's
swept up the field; but now there was
only a minute to go—which was a relief
to Greyfriars. That minute proved 1c
he sufficient for Tom Merry to slam
the leather in once more.

“Seven to one!" said Johnny Bull, in
a volce that the Great IHuge Bear
might havo envied. “Seven to onel
Jevver sco anything like it?”

“That fool Wharton—" muttered
Squiff.
“That rotter Wharton * said Peter

Todd. “By gum, we'll moke him sorry
for this! Seven to ono—and o man sent
off the ficld for foul play! I'm going
to talk to him 1" )

“Rag him as he comes off 1" said
Equifh

‘Yes, rather !V

“Hold on—don’t play the goat!” ex-
claimed Nugent. " For goodness’ sake
—not before the St. Jim's men I”

Snort, from Johnny Bull
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hand.

“Oh, yes—let’'s keep up jolly old
eppearanceal 8t. Jim's will have
snough to laugh at when they get home,
without aening us rag our football cap-
tain | Leave it till they're gone!”

“When they're gonel!” said Toddy,
with a deep breath.

Quite a number of Remove men were
looking forward to the departure of the
visiting team. They had something to
pay to the captain of the Remove when
the visitors were gone; and there was
no doubt that it was going to be someo-
thing emphatic |

P a1

THE TWELFTH CHAPTER.
Paying the Piper !

m HUCK it1”
“Get out of the way,
Cherry I"
“"Chuck it, I tell you!"” re-
peated Bob,

“Shift him "

“Kick him out!”

Bob Cherry stood outside the door of
Study No. 1 in the Remove. His back
was to that door, and his attitude was
determined.

A crowd of fellows thronged in the
passage.

There was a tramp of feet, and a buzz
of voices. Almost every man in the
Remove was there. And almost every
man in the Remove was there to make
it clear to Harry Wharton, in the most

unmistakable manner, that he was no
]un%'nr captain of the Form.

The St. Jim's men were gone. The
November dusk was deep on Greyfriare.
I‘%ﬂl’l’j; Whearton was in his study—
alone !

[le neard the tramp and the buzz in
the passage, without heeding them at
first. He was pacing the room rest.
lessly.

“* What rotten dud are you golng to stick In now ? ™

“

‘‘Looks like a win this afternoon—I don’t think,’” said Bolsover major, as Wharton walked up to the footer list, penei! In

Bolsover, taken aback.

What a fool he had been! That was
tho clearest thought in his mind. And
another thought, that he tried to drive
away, was, what & rotter he had
been! It was said of old that pride
goeth belare destruction, and a haughty
spirit before o falll Wharton felt, as
keenly as any fellow in the RRemove,
the disgrace of that defeat. Any tcam
might be bheaten—any sportsman ought
to Eimnw how to take a beating!| Dut
that did not apply now. The defeat
had been by a ridiculous margin—the
Remove, who prided themselves on their
footer, had been made to look fools on
the football ground. And they know,
and Wharton knew, that they owed 1t
to his arrogant, unbending pride nnd
stubbornnesa,

The Bounder had told him that he
was riding for a fall; and he lLknew 1t
now. And the fall was to be a heavy
one. Why had he carried on, with in-
Hexible obstinacy, putting all reflection
behind him, hunting for trouble, wel-
coming it when it came—heading for
defeat and disgrace? He hardly knew.
Everything bad gone wrong that un-
lucky term, and he had not been to
blame—at first, at least. One thing had
led to another.

Misorable scheming and Iying by
Loder, his old enemy 1n the Sixth; mis-
understanding and injustice f[rom his
Form master; wrong, aund passionate
resentment of wrong—that had been the
beginning. Then the breaking off of
old frimg[qhips—the feeling that fellows
were against him—that everything was
against him—and only sullen, etubborn

ride left! His old comrades had let

im down when he needed themr—or so
he believed—and yet did he, at tho
bottom of his heart, quite believe that?
Linley had ousted him from his position

““You I answered the Junior skipper.

“Eh? " ejaculated

as head boy, but did he quite beliove
that either? He hardly knew.

Had he not, in sheer arrogance of
temper, chosen the wreng course, and
stubhornly kept to it? No; it was nob
so bad as that! Anyhow, it was not
much use sorting out the blame now.
What he had done he had done, and
that was thatl He had called the tune,
and at least he would pay the piper,
and face the musiec with his head held
high, His troubled reflections, as he
paced the study, lod him to that!

He hardly heeded the excitement in
the passage; but at length he gave
heed, as he hecard Bob Clerry's voico
outside the study, ard the angry shouts
of o dozen other f¢liows. He wondered
whetler 1t was going to be a rag.

The fellows wero fed-up with him—
the locks of every Remove man he had
scen since the St. Jim's game had told
him that.

The men who had played in the
match were even more fed than the
othaers.  Stott, jeered and mocked on
all sides, was savagely resentful against
the fellow who had shoved him into a
position where he could only make a
fool of himself. Wibley, who had
gimply been in the way all through the
game, was sore and disappointed, und
put the blame on his skipper. Bolsover
major, hooted for his foul pley, hardly
dared to show his face in the Remove,
and sulked in his study. Russell had

layod a good game, but he was pain-
R.i"j’ conscious of the faot that Tﬂddf
would have plaved a better enc—well,
it wos Wharton who had shoved him
into Toddy's place.

The good men in the team, who had
fought desperately a losing battle, were
goro and savage—and the good men whe
had been left out wore more so.

Tne MaeNer Lisnary.—No. 1,201,
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to one—and a man
ordered off for foul play—no wonder
the fellows were fed-up. Wharton knew
that trouble was brewing, and he did
not eare. Now, as he hicard the roar in
the Remove passage, he knew that the
trouble was coming to a head. IL was
going to be a rag.

“Geot out of the way, Cherry!” It
was Deter Todd whoe was shouting.
“By gum, il you don't shift, we'll jolly
soon shift you!”

Wharton’s lip curled as he heard.
His face Oushed. If any fellow was
sotting up to protect him, he would soon
show that he was not in neced of protec-
tion.

“Chuck it!” he heard Bob’s voice
again. “Keep your little tempers, m
infants! What's the good of ragging?”

Frank Nugent stepped to Bob’s side,
and after him Hurree Jamset Ram
Singh. They put their backs to tho
door of 8Stud o. I, on either side of
the stalwart Bob. )

But Johnny Bull did not jein his com-
rades there. Johnny was in the
opposing ranks.

““Bob, you. dummy——" he roared.

“Back up, Johnny, old bean I” urged
Bob. “Stick to the old firm1”

“I'll stick your silly head against that
door, it you don't shift!"” roared
Johnny Bull. “That's all the sticking
I'll do, you fathead!”

= MJ esteemed and absurd Johnny,
I—* murmured Hurree Jamset Ram
Singh.

“Shut up, Inky, and clear!”

“Have him out 1” roared Tom Brown.
“Have that rotter outl We're
going to show him what the Romove
thinks of him.”

“I say, you fellows, you'll
Quelch up here, ot this rate—""

“Shut up, Bunter I”

“Kick Bunter, somebody I*

“Yarooh I

“Hiding in his study 1” sneered Hazel.
“T.ook here, hbave him out and give hin
the frog's-march up the passage.”

“Yes, rather!” ]

“Are you fellows Fﬂing to shift, or do

ou want us to shift you!” demanded

uiff. *“Last time of asking.”

he doo: of Study No. 1 opened
behind the three defenders. There was
a roar as Wharton appeared. The cool,
disdainful expression on his face did not
placate the angry Remove.

“Thera he is—"

“Have him out!”

Wharton looked out into the crowded
pnssa%e. His self-accusing reflections
of a few minutes ago were gone now,
His look was cool. contemptuous.

“I'm here if anybody wants me,” he
said. “Will you fellows oblige me by
getting away from my door?”

That question was addressed to Bob.
Nugent, and Hurree Singh. )

“We're not having any raggingl!”
grunted Bob. )

“Why not mind your own business?”

“You cheeky 1diot——*

“That's enough! Get away from
my door |” snapped Wharton.

Breathing hard, Bob Cherry stepped
away, and his friends followed him.
Harry Wharton stood alone in the door-
way of Study No. 1, looking out at the
nu‘?r and excited crowd.

ohnny Bull moved forward; but
Nugont caught his arm and dragged
him back by main force.

“Chuck it!'"" he snapped.

“Look here—"

“Don’t be a goat|”

Bob slipped an arm thrc-u%h Johnny's.
NLagent took the other, and the :m%ry
and indignant Johnny was foreibl
walked up the passage. A light laug

Seven poals

have
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from the captain
followed.

“Why not give him his head—such as
it ia?”" he a,aifmd. ey

Johnny Bull halted; but his friends
dragged him on. The rag was coming;
but Wharton’s old friends were nof
taking part in it. Three of them, at
least, were determined om that, and
they took care ot the fourth. .

ohnny was marched into his own
study at the other end of the passagse,
and as his friends were prepared to sit
on his head, if necessary, to keep him
there, Johnny Bull grunted and
acquiesced.

t was Peter Todd who took the lead.
Peter was 1n a state of towering wrath,
quite n contras- to his usual good nature
and good temper. The cool disdain in
Wharton's face was the finishing touch.
If the fellow did not care what the
Remove thought ot him, they were jolly
well going to make him carel

Wharton eyed him coolly. -

“If you've anything to say, get it off
your chest ! he drawled.

“You—you rotter! You checky
rotter | gasgpea Peter. “ You're sacked
from the captaincy, to begin with.”

“Kicked out of it]” roared Squiff.

“Turfed out ot it 1" said Hazel.

“We're done with you, Wharton—"

“I guessed that one!' said the cap-
tain of the Remove, with icy coolnesa.
“I had a sort of idea that you fellows
had come along to ask me to resign.
Thanks for putting it so politely.”

“You're not askoed to resign I” shouted
Hazel. “ You're turfed out!”

“And that's not alll” said Paeter,
“You're going to get what you've asked

for—what you've sat up and begged
for! Collar him I”

It was only two or three weeks since
there had been a rag in that study, but
a very different sort of rag. On the
former occasion the Remove footballers
had ragged theis captain because they
wanted him, and his pride stood in the
way of asking Mr. Quelch’s leave from
detention | "Ifi'mm was & differcnce now
—a change, with a vengeance! They
were ragging him now because they did
not want him, and wanted to make 1t
quite clear that they were fed-up with
him, and done with him, That change
showed the distance that Harry
Wharton haa travelled on the path he
had marked out for himself.

There was a rush. A crowd of fellows
surged into the doorway, Peter Todd
u.ndg Squiff and Hazel in the lead.
Wharton sprang back. He knew what
was coming, and he knew that he had
to have it. But if he was going down,
he was going down fighting.

With his hands up, his eyes glinting
over them, he faced the rush of the
raggers as they swarmed into the study.

Peter Todd dropped at his feet, feel-
ing as if a mule had kicked him on the
chin. Hazel sprawled across him, yell-
ing. BSquiff, as he grasped the captain
of the Remove. was almost lifted off his
feet by an upper-cut. But in a moment
more the Removites surged over Harry
Wharton like a billow.

He was in the midst of a struggling,
shouting, jostling crowd, hitting out
fiercely, But many hands grasped him
and he was swepl off his feet. ELiIi
resisting savagely, ho was rushed out of
the study. Peter Todd scrambled up,
clasping his chin in anguish.

“Frog's-march !” he gusped.

“Give him jip |?

“Give him gm.una 1”

Up the Remove passage at a rush
went the captain of the Form, helpless
in the grasp of numberless hands
struggling, dishevelled, furious, Round

of the Remave

him trampled and shouted the angry
and excited juniors. Up the passage
thnr went to the very end; and Johnny
Bull, in 8tudy No., 14, grinned as he
h_?inrd the trampling and shouting out-
8100,

Then down the passage came the
surging mob, with Wharton in their
midst going through the frog's-march
—crimson and furious and breathless.
If the Remove wanted their disearded
captain to know what they thought of
him, there was no doubt that they were
making it clear to the most obstinate
mind,

Down the passage they came with a
rush, amid wild trampling and shouting
and yelling. Nobody heeded Billy
Bunter’s fat squeak on the landing.

“1 say, you fellows, here comes
Queleh 17

In the din and excitement the arrival
of the Remove master on the scene was
unheeded. The shouting mob reached
the landing from the passage, as Mr.

nelech reached it on the other side from
the stairs. Henry Samuel Quelch
stared at the wild scene in amazement
and wrath,

“Boys |” he thundered.

“Oh, my hat! Quelch!” exclaimed
Eguiﬂ’.

‘What does this riot mean?” thun-
dered the Remove master.

Bump | Wharton suddenly let po,
sprawled on the floor, almost at the
feet of his Form master.

Mr. Quelch gazed down at Lim.

“Wharton 1" he ejaculated.

Wharton panted breathlessly.

Bomething like a grim smile came
over Mr Quelch’s face. Ilis own
opinion of the rebel of the Remove was

fixed. Tt looked as if that opinion was
now shared by the Form. If any fellow
in the Remove was still Wharton's

friend, that fellow was not to be seen.
Dusty, dishevelled, breathless, the rebel
of the Remove sprawled there, under
his F'orm master’s contemptuous gaze.

“Wharton! Go into your study|”

said Mr. Quelch. *DBoys! Let there be
no more of this—if there is any
further rioting in this passage, the

whole Form will be given detention for
two half-holidays I"

Wharton picked himself up breath-
lessly. He tottered rather than walked
into his study, and the door closed on
him, The crowd dispersed, and Mr.
guaich. having restored order, rustled
own the Remove staircase and disap-
peared.

“No lines!” grinned the Bounder.
"%ua[ﬂh jolly well knew that he had
asked for it!”

“And I fancy he was rather pleased
to see him getting it 1 grinned Skinner.

The rag was over; Wharton was left
alone in his study. No lines, no lick-
ings, after a record riot—Quelch was
glad to sce him down and out, ho
reflected bitterly. The man who wanted
him sacked from the school was glad to
see the whole Form down on him, And
the recbel of the Remove shrugged his
?lhaultrdurn scornfully, and hardened his
eart,

THE THIRTEENTH CHAPTER.
The New Captain !

AMPSON QUINCY IFIFLEY

S FIELD, who was called Squiff

in the Remove, hesitated at the

door of Study No. 1, coughed,

and finally put his head in at the
doorway,

It was Saturday afternoon, and Harry

Wharton, in the study, was changing his

shoes for a pair of thick hoots, which
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looked as if he was going out for a

ramble that afternoon. Squiff, standing

in the doorway, coughed, and Wharton

looked up from lacing his boots, and

smiled faintly.

*“ Going out 1" asked Squiff,

Wharton nodded,.

“ What about footer 7"

“That’s in your hands now |”

“ But you're not chucking the game, I
pﬂﬂ-ﬂ."

"Am I still wanted " asked Wharton
sarcastically.

"Of course”

“Sorry, then! I'm going out!”
.The new captain of the Remove stood
silent, looking at him. The election in
tho Remove had taken place, and it had
been a walk-over for Field. It was
perhaps odd; but, unpopular as
Wharton had become, and determined
as all the Removites were to “chuck ”
Lim, his opinion still seemed to weigh
with the Ilorm. It was known that
Wharton regarded tho junior from New
South Wales as the best fellow to cap-
tain the IF'orm in his place, and Squiff
konew that he owed his election to that
more than to anything else,

Smithy and Peter Todd had been
rival candidates, but neither of them
had had a look-in. More than a two-
thirds majority plumped for Squiff.
Wharton had not voted or attended the
election at all; but he was, as Skinner
put it, the nigger in the woodpile |

Bl

Discarded, discredited, unpopular,
with bardly a friend left in the Form,
he still pulled the strings, little as he

appeared to carc about the matter. Ie
was right in his judgment, and the
fellows know it. Squiff was the best
man for the job, espeeially as no
member of the old Co. was willing to
stand. Nobody had voted for Toddy,
and only four fellows for Bmithy, and
of those, three wero Bunter, Skinner,
and Snoop. And it was hnrdiy n scereb
that the Bounder had “squared " those
three, Tha fourth voter for Smithy waa
Redwing, who stood by his pal, perhapa
encouraged to do so by the obvious fact
that his vote would not get 8mithy in.

Whether Wharton was pleased or
otherwise with the result of the election
was not apparent; he gave no sign. He

seemed to be withdrawing himself
entirely from Form affairs. Now, as he
sat lacing his boots, with Squiff looking
at him from the doorway, he did not

look unfriendly. If he felt any resent-
ment for the part Squiff had {aken in
the rag following the St. Jim's match,
his face did not %ﬂtray it.

There was a silence, and Wharton,
hmrimi finished lacing his boots, rose,
Then Field spoke again,

“Look here, “ﬁlartﬂn, you're mnot
chucking pames just because you've been
chucked out of the captainey! That’s
not sense. You have to own up that you
made a muck of it as skipper. A fellow
who leta his temper run away with
him-—"

“That’'s ancient history now. You're
captain of the Remove, IMield; I'm not
butting into your bizney. Leave me out |
I left you out, you know.”

“That makes no differencel You
played the goat; but that’s no reason
why a sensible fellow should do the
same !

“ Thanks |” said Wharton, laughing,

“You're the best forward i1n the
Remove——"

“Thanks again! You're the best
Fﬂn]keaper!“ said Wharton blandly.
‘One compliment deserves another, I
su‘p?naﬂl" '

‘It’a only & Form match this after.
noon,” went on Eniluiﬂ’ nnheeding, “We
shall beat Temple’s Tot easil enough.

Tae Macxer Lisrary.—No. 1,291



22

But T'm new to ﬂ:edinb

et tho thing in hand. I want you in
the team! I want you in your old place
—centre-forward. That place belongs to
you,

“If 1t does, I'm willing to leave it
for the first comer.”

“Well, I'm not willing 1" said Squiff
sharply. “If you're ratty because I lent
a hand raggm% you last Wednesday,
you'ro an ass| You nsked for that, and
you know you did 1"

“Very likely, But it's quite usual
for a fellow to dislike getting what he
asks for."

“Look here, will you play for the
Removoe 77

“No, I won'tl”

“You're going to Phtjf at sulking
nstend of at Soccer?” asked the new
captain of the Remove, with & touch of
BOOTM,

“Pat it like that if you like.”

“Look here——"

“Sorry ! I'm going out(”

And Wharton went, leaving tho new
Form captain staring after %lim, with
koitted brows, from the doorway of
Study No. 1.

Harry Wharton walked out oarclessly
into the quad. Tho Bounder called to
him as he sauntered towards the gates.

“Not Playing to-day, Wharton "

“Nol” answered arry, over
shoulder.

“Not backing up our new captain—the
work of your own hands, you know "
said Vernon-Smith, with a sneer.

“I'l lend a hand ragging him if the
gamo's lost I answered Wharton sar-
cgstically.

. And ho walked on to the gates, leav-
ing the Bounder grinning,

Loder of the Sixth was lounging in
the gatoeway. He turned his eyes on
Harry Wharton, with a glint in them.
Since the night he had paid his surrep-
titious wisit to the Remove dormitory
Loder had heard talk among the juniors,
and he was aware that he had
“whopped ” the wrong man in the
dark; and he was also aware—at least,
ho guessed very accurately—who it was
that had cushioned him as he fled.
Wharton met his inimical glanco with
a mocking smile, and never had the
fallen prefect so sorely regrotted the
loss of his power. He would have given
a torm’s pocket-money to be able to
m-dm;‘thnt cheeky young rascal to “ bend
over.,

Handin

_ out an official "six * was now
o thmgi of tho past for Loder. But if
he could not punish, he could bully:
and as Wharton swung carelessly past
him, Loder let out his foot, expressing
his feelings in a sudden kick.

“Oh I” gasped Wharton,

He staggered for a moment, and
Loder grinned at him. Kicking tho
checky young sweep was a solace.

Loder did not scem to expect what
!mpfpﬂned next.  But it happened—
awiftly. Wharton spun round at him,
and came at him with a rush, with his
Lianda up.

Before the bully of the Sixth quitoe
know what was happening, a fist caught
him under the chin, and the next socond
another landed in his eye. The Sixth
Form man staggered back, with n gasp,
brought up againat the gate, and leaned
there, spluttering.

Wharton's eyes glecamed at him.

“Keep ]y{mr hoofs to yoursclf, you
rotten bully 1" he snapped.

“By gum 1" gasped l}:udnr.

Ho made a spring at the junior.
Wharton gave ground, but he faced his
bulky adversary, with his hands up and
his oyes flashing. Big ms Loder was,
towering over the Lower Fourth junior,
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and want tohe did not have it ull his own way b

any means, Wharton was hard as nails,
resolute and reckleas, and, though he
had no chance in o scrap with a Sixth
Form man, he was ready to serap till
he dr-n-ppu-:i. He gave ground, but ho
ﬁvu ground fighting every inch, and
8 der got at least as much damago as
Y

ave,
'ﬁi’ﬁ eyo!” Old Gosling came out of
his lodge and stared at theo scene, * Wot
I snys 18 this 'ere—my oye |"

There was a fat squeak from the quad.

“I say, you fellows, Wharton's scrap-
ping with Loder 1"

“Always scrapping with somcbody
theso days!” chuckled tho Bounder, as
he ran up, with a dozen fellows at his
heels,

“Cavo | shouted Bob Cherry, from a
distance,

“Look out | Beaksl" yelled S8kinner,

Mr. Quelch was coming down from
the House. The expression on Mr.
Quelch's face as ho saw o fight going on
in the school gateway was portentous.
Ho hastened his steps, and came up
almost at a run. 18 brow was like
thunder as he recognised the com-
batants.

“Wharton | Loder |” he thundered.

Loder backed off and Wharton
dropped his hands. Loder, as a matter
of fact, was not sorry to be interrupted.
With a determined onslaught, he would
have knocked the junior into a cocked
hat, but he did not like the idea of
the hard hitting he would have experi-
enced in the process,. There was a
yellow streak in Loder, and he never
could face hard hitting.

“Wharton, how dare you! Loder, 1
am surprised to sco a Sixth Form hoy

engaged in o disgraceful scuffle at tho
school gates |

“I am sorry, sir!” gasped Loder.
“You may be sure, sir, that I did not

desire anything of the kind. The young
rascal came at me like a wildeat—""

“I quite understand.” Mr. Quelch
was well aware that o good many
juniors were paying off old scores now
that Gerald Loder was no longer a pre-
feet, and he had no doubt that that was
the caso now. He never had any doubt
these days that Wharton was in the
wrong in any dispute. *“Wharton, this
is anothor example of your lawless and
uncontrollable tempor! You will learn
that if you do not control {uur temper,
Wharton, Greyfriars is no place for you !
Go back to the House at once 1"

Wharton panted.

“It was Loder——"" he began.

“I deecline to listen to a word from
you, Wharton! I am well awaro that
vou tako overy advantage of the fact
that Loder is no longer a prefect! But
if you have no respect for the Sixth
IForm, you must learn! You will remain
within gates this afternoon! Go in at
onco 1

“It's . a half-holiday——"

“Go in at once, or I will take you
to_your headmaster!”

harton, suppressing the bitter words
en his lips, went in ngain at the gates.
Mr. Quelch cast a stern glance after
{Iim and then walked away down the
ano.

Loder mopped his nose with his hand-
kerchief nnS walked away in the other
direction. His nose was painful, but
he grinned as he went. Right or
wrong, he coald always rely on Queleh
fo back him up against the rebel of the
Remove; the old goat had his knifo
deep into Wharton! Mr. Queleh was
far from suspecting that Loder—to hum-
self—deseribed him as an old poat.
Certainly, had he known, he would not
have entortained such a high opinion of
Loder of the Sixth,

THE MAGNET

Squiff joined Wharton ten minutes
later as he tramped savagely in the
quad—gated for the half-holiday.

“Gated, I hear?” said the
captain of tho Remove.

*Yea!" snapped Wharton.

now

“Well, change your mind and pla
football, old  bean,”  said  Squilf
amicably.

"“Go and eat coke ™

That answer was enough for Squiff;
ho turned his back and walked away
without spoaking again.  Wharton

frowned aftor him and walked down
to the gates. He was gated for nothing.
It was a half-boliday, and he was going
out.

And ho went.

THE FOURTEENTH CHAPTER.
By Whose Hand !
M R QUELCH came into his study

with quite a cheerful ex-
pression on his face.

Ho had had o long walk
that keen November afternoon; Quelch
was o great walker. He had tea'd
i Common-room, and had got the
better of Prout, the master of the Fifth,
in an argument. His IForm were off his
hands; it was a half-holiday for Quelch
as well as for the Remove, It was yot
half an hour to call-over, and Mr.
Quelch was going to spend that half-
hour in the most enjoyable way imagin-
able; though his Form would have been
puzzled to guess whero the enjoyment
camo in.

On Mr. Quelch's table lay a hugo
volume; one of those ecditiona of the
Greok poots done in full calf, Weighty
literaturo in every way. It was tho
Head's own pet Sophoeles, and he had
left it in Quelch's hands, with a certain
passage marked, which Quelch was to
clucidate—alterwards comparing  his
clucidation with the Head's elucidation.
Between thom, it seemed possible, if not
Erubabla, that what Sophocles actually

ad meant to say might transpire.

Obscure passages in ancient poets
woere to the Head and Quelch what a
Jigsaw puzzle was to a fellow in tho
Remove. It was no wonder that Quelch
looked cheery and good-tempered with
half an hour of ﬂucllf enjoyment as that
in front @f himl He had even for-
Entmn the troublesome junior who had

cen very much in his mind of late. In
his present mood he could have been
lenient oven with the rebel of the

Remove.

Mr. Qduelch switched on the light in
his study; the early November dusk
thickening. He stepped to  his

WS
table,

Then his expression changed. As the
poot has put it, a change came o'er
the spirit of his dream. He stood
looking at Sophocles with a fixed,
rigid stare, as if it had been the ghost
of Sophocles on his table instead of a
ponderous volumo of that great Greck's
works.

Someone had been in the study in lus
absonco. That was clear. A felon hand
had been at work on Sophocles!

It was not a jape—a rag—a practical
inke! It was an outrage: an act of
Lmlignnism hitherto unheard-of and
unknown at Groyfriars School. The
calf covers of the big volume had been
slashed and slashed again with a knife,
Leaves had been torn out and seattered
on tho tablo round the book. ‘That
volume, which Dr. Locke had prized for
thirty years, which he had entrusted
without doubt to the care of his friend
and colleague Quelch, was irretrievably
disfigured and ruined.

Mr. Quelch gazed at it.
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Bolsover’s'foot flashed out and the next moment Flggins was hopping on one leg, clasping his knee.
went and the referee bore down on Bolsover.

For a full minute he stood spell-
bound, his feelings too deep for words
or for motion.

‘““Good heavens | he breathed at last.

With a trembling hand he examined
the volume. A dozen of the thick pages
had been torn. Ink had been spilled
into others, Passages which Sophocles
had left obscure enough were now
doubly obscure under a coating of
black ink! Worst of all, the calf covers
were almost cut to pieces. Deep gashes
showed where a keen blade had slashed
and hacked. It was a cruel, brutal act
of vandalism of which Mr, Quelch would
never have dreamed any Greyiriars man
capable. And the volume belonged to
the Head, who had entrusted it to him |

Mr. Queleh’s first feeling was one of
sheer horror and dismay. That gave
place to a surge of fury.

Who had done this? g

He hardly needed telling who had
done 1it. ho, but the rebel of the
Form—the young rascal who delighted
in giving trouble, who had set himself
against all aunthority since the begin-
ning of the term, who hardly cared to
make a sccret of the fact that he was
“out ¥ to give Quelch all the trouble

he could? ho, but the junior whom
he had “gated ' that afternoon for a
ruffianly attack on a Sixth Form
senior 7

At that moment, perhaps, Mr. Quelch
wished that he had not gated Wharton.
Had the young rascal gone out, as he
had intended, he could not have com-
mitted this act of dastardly I'E‘I-’ﬂtlf{‘_!.
But it should be his last offence; his
vory last at Greyfriars. Hitherto the
Head scemed to have taken a lenient
view of the young scoundrel. More
than once he had, quietly but firmly,
pointed out to Quelch that even a
troublesome and mutinous junior was
entitled to justice. More than once a
hasty condemnation of Mr, Quelch’s
had been reversed on investigation by
the Head. But this, Mr. Quelch told
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liimself bitterly, would convince even
Dr. Locke that Greyfriars was no place
for such a lawless young ruffian. When
H::. Locke knew that Wharton had done
jh— —
Mr, Quelch picked up

the gashed and
disfigured wvolume,

with the intention
of taking it direct to the Head. But
he paused. In his own mind there was
no doubt that this was Wharton’s handi-
work. Whose elso could it be? But
the young raseal would deny it; and the
Head, shocked and grieved as he would
be, would never administer punishment
on bare suspicion. He might even
attribute a hasty and unproved accusa-
tion to Quelch’s prejudice against the
ECR e;iraca of Greyfriars.
ueich set his lips hard at the
thought. He was sure, but he had to
make the Head sure, too. Proof—proof
of what he did not doubt for a moment
—was what he wanted. He would find
proof. And then suddenly he saw the
proof staring him in the face.
On the table lay a pocket-knife; a

schoolboy’s ocket-knife, with two
blades, & corkscrew, a can-opener, a
screwdriver, and other contrivances,

One of those pocket-knives dear to the
schoolboy heart. Obwviously that was
the knife with which the damage had
been done.

Mr. Quelch picked up the knife. One
of the blades—the largest—was open
It would be easy to ascertain who was
the owner of that knife, though he
already had no doubt.

An doubt he m g ht have had
vanished as he exammed the horn
handle of the knife. The owner's

initials were let into the horn in silver.
And the initials were “H. W.”

“Harry Wharton 1”

Mr, Quoleh breathed the name,

It was easy to understand how the
knife had been left there. The young
rascal had used it to gash the covers
of the book. He had laid i1t down while
he tore out pages and spilt ink into

*You young cad I'’ hooted Blundell.
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““Foul ! ** The whistle
“Get off the fleld—at once ] **

the volume. He had left the study with-
out picking it up again, Pnasigly he
had taken the alarm and left in a
hurry. He must have been in a state

of trepidation while he was therei

listening for footsteps in Masters
Passage. As likely as not he had heard

footsteps and dropped from the window.,
And at that thought Quelch glanced
round towards the window and saw
that it was open. He had left it shut,

Suddenly scared by someone comin
along the passage the rascal ha
dropped from the window and fled, fors

etting the knife he had left lying on
the table. It was clear enough to Mr,
Quelch,

There was something of a grim satis.
faction in the Remove master's face
now. Proof—absolute proof—was in
his hands. That very night the worst
boy at Groyfriars would be turned out
of the school.

He picked up the Greek volume and
the pocket-knifesand left the study, At
the end of the passage he came on
Loder of the Sixth, who gave him =
ruther curious look, his cyes lingering
on the hefty volume under Mr. Quelch’s
arm.

“Loder, have wyou seen Wharton?”
asked the Remove master.

‘“Not since you sent him in at the
gates, sir,” answered Loder.

“¥You have not seen him near my
study 7

“No, sir; I have been out this after-
noon.”

Mr, Queleh passed on and disappeared
in the dircction of the Head’s study,
Loder lounged uway with a smile on
his face.

It was lock-up now, and all the Grey-
friars fellows were in the House.
Loder lounged by the door of the Rag
and glanced into that apartment,
Squiff and some of the footballers were
standing in a group, talking about the
afternoon's match with smiling faces,
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They had beaten Temple & Co. of the
Tourth  without difficully. Harry

Wharton was in the room, atandini_bj
the long table, on which he was looking
as if in scarch of Enmethmpi._ Loder,
from the doorway, watched him with
& gleam in his eyes. s
.ﬁ.n;y of you men seen o pocket-knife
about?” he hoard Wharton ask.
Two or three fellows glanced round.

“No; lost one?" asked the Dounder,

“Well, I can't havo lost it—I1 thnthl:
I left it in my study. Must have lelt
it somewhere else, 1 suppose. You got
it, Bunter?"

“0Oh, really, Wharton—"" ‘

“Well, you're always borrowing a
fcllow's things, you fat wvillain, and
never handing them back.”

“Yah " "

“Well, 1 suppose it will turn up,
grunted Wharton.

Loder, lounging by the doorway out-
side, smiled. The missing pocket-knife
was destinod to turn up, us evidence of
how Harry Wharton had been occupied
that afternoon while he was *“‘gated.’
This time Loder had laid his scheme
with such cunning that it seemed impos-
gible for the Remove rebel to escepe.

He rubbed his nose, swwhich was red
and swollen from the scrap at the gates
early that afternoon. Loder’s idea was
that Wharton would spon be sorry for
having given a Sixth Form man such a

080,

Quelch was with the Head now. The
chopper would not be long 1o coming
down! And this time the Head was in
it—the chief Beak would be as wild as
%l_lhﬂlﬂhl Loder was expecting to hear

arton called for every moment—Ilittle
as Mr. Quelch dreamed that Loder of
the Sixth koew anything at all about
the matter |

“Did you beat the Fourth, Field!"™
Loder hcard Wharton'e careless voice
Bgaln.

“ Yes—without your help!'' answered
the new captain of the Remove dryly.
“You didn't trouble to give us s look-
iﬂl Elthﬂr. i*

“1 wasn't frightfully
drawled Wharton.

“Better watching a match than sulk-
ing in your study,” rejoined S8quiff

turtg.
“(Oh, quite, but I haven't been sulk-
ing in my study I'"" snid Wharton, laugh-
ing. “I've had quite a pleasant after-
noon."
“Nice to be gated—what?” grinned
Skinner. * What have you been doing
with yourself—I haven't seen you
about.’
“I've been reflecting what a nice man
Quelch is, und how kind it was of him
to remember me on a half-holiday.”

Bome of the juniors laughed. Mark
Linley camne down the passage, passed
Loder at the door, and looked in,

“Is Wharton here?" he called.

“'Sum " answered Wharton, with a
cool stare at Mr. Quelch’s head boy.

“You're wanted, Wharton," said
Mark quietly. * Quelch——"'

“Dear old Quelch!” said Wharton
mockingly. “ Has he really spotted my
latest sin? And I thought I'd beaten
the old bean this time."

Mark started. His face was deeply
grave. o

“Then—you did it?"" he exclaimed.

“Did you find it out?” sneered
Wharton, ““Of course, dynufd report to
Quelch if you spotted & man—you
dutiful head boy, what "

“I never knew anything till Quelch
called me—and told me to send you to
the Head'’s study. I couldn’t believe it,
either; but—*
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interested,”

“Why nol 1"

“What on carth havo you been up to,
Wharton 1" exclaimed Lord Mauleverer.
“JIs 1t nnother row comin' 7"

“T.ooks like it,”" answered WWhaurton
carelessly. “There scems to be no
escaping jolly old Quelch’s gimlet eye.
Well, i? uufc.h wants me in the beak's
study I'd better hike! DBad manncrs to
keop two beaks waiting! Blessed if I
know why he wanted to drag the Head
into it, though. I should think the beak
would got fed-up with my little
deliguoncies,” .

“1 can’t understand ;.'ﬂu,"' snid Mark.
“If you did it, you're going to be
flogged, if not sacked, and there can’t
be I:Eim slightest doubt about that. And
gnu‘ll deserve it, too. I'd never have

elieved that a Greyfriars man would
do such a rotten, mean, cowardly, and
sncaking thing " :

Harry Wharton, who was moving lo
the door, Etnpﬁﬂd dead in his tracks,
staring at the head boy of the Removo
in blank astonishment. So far, he had
supposed that he was sent for because
he had been gated, and had not stayed
in gates, supposing that Quelch had
somehow found it out. But Mark’s
words, obviously, could not refer to a
fellow going out of bounds.

“Are you mad, Linley?" he asked.
“What have I done—dr, rather, what
doca Quelch make out that I've done?"

“ A minute ago you admitted it,” said
Mark., ““ Anyhow, you're to go to the
Head ot oncoe.”

“Tell me what's happened, you
rotter | =aid Wharton between Lis
tecth. “1 can see now it's not what I
was thinking of. What is it?"

“A valuable book belonging to the

Head was cut and slashed in Quelch’s
study,’’ soid Mark. “That's all I
know.""

“Rotten hooligan trick!” said

Skinner. “But how do they know
Wharton did it?"”

“1 don't know anything, except that
he's sent for,” said Mark: “I've seen
the book, though—and the fellow who
handled it like that ought to be kicked
out of the school.” '

“Wharton never® did & thing like
that 1" said Mauleverer, shaking his
head.

“Who did it, then1” grinned Skinner.

“Ha, ha, ha!” roared Wharton. All
the fellows in the Rag were looking at
him, and they were astonished to see
him burst into & roar of laughter. * Oh,
my hat! This is rich! Ha, ha, ha!”

“ Do you think it’s a laughin' matter,
you asa?"” said the Bounder. “Quelch
will get you bunked for this "

“Hp, ha, ha |” roared Wharton.

It was evident that his merriment was

enuine, surprising as it was. The

move men stared at him in amaze-
meont. Tha fact that Wharton was sent
for showed that he was suspected, and
few fellows doubted that he had “done
it " in retaliation for being gated that
half-holiday. But something evidently
gtruck him as comic in the matter.

“Well, I'd better hike off to the
Head,” he remarked. “This is goin
to be quite entertaining! Poor ol
%unlchl As you're his head boy,

inley, and in his confidence, why not

ive %im a tip that he will have to
think of something better than this?
Ha, ha, ha!” _

And Wharton, still laughing, strolled
out of the Raﬁ. and walked away care-
lessly to the Head's study. He left an
amazed crowd behind him. Loder of
the Sixth, as he stared after him in the
fa.asnia. was as amazed as any fellow
n the Reag. Alarm, ndignation,
passionate temper, he might have ex-
pocted to see—but that outburst of ring-
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ing merriment astounded him. The best-
lnid schemes of mico and men gang aft
agley, ns the poet has stated, and [oder
n? tho Sixth wondered savagely whether
this, his latost, was to “gang agloy.’

— —

THE FIFTEENTH CHAPTER.
Wharton Wins |

ARRY WHARTON'S face wore
H a smilo as he tapped at the
Head's door and entered.
The smile lurked on his face
ns he stood before his headmaster.

Mr. Quelch, standing by the Head's
writing-table, fixed his eyes on the rebel
of his Form with a bitter look. He did
not fail to note that lurking smile, and
it incensed him deeg!]r. This time there
was no doubt—no doubt whatever—but
the scnanrncB of Greyfriars wos keep-
ing up his cool impertinence to the
finish, or so it seemed to his Form
master.

On the table before the Head lay the
mangled volume of Sophocles, and the

ket-knife with which the outrage had

n done. Wharton's eyes fell on the
knife, which he recognized as his own
and he started a little. He had
wondered what had become of it; but
cortainly he had not expected to see 1t
turn up in his headmaster's study.

“ Wharton,"” said the Head gravely,
“a very serious asccusation has been
made., It seems to admit of no doubt;
but I shall hear what defence you may
be able to make. Look at that pocket-
knife. Do you admit that.it is yours?”

““It is mine. sir,” said Harry.

"““Hea does not deny that,
events,” said Mr. Quelch acidly.

“Why should I demy it, sir?” said
Wharton. “It's my pocket-knife—I left
it in m utudf' this morning, and when
I mi it a little while ago I supposed
that some fellow had borrowed it. Cer-
tainly it is mine.”

“You say that
study, Wharton?"'

"fvl}eliam so, sir—but I might have
left it in the Rag."”

“Tt was found in your Form master’s
study.” .

“] don't see how it got there, sir,”
answered Harry.

“ Did you leave it thera?"

“ No, air ["

“Did you vigit Mr. Quelch’s study in
his absence this aftarmoon and cut snd
disfigure this volume 1"

“No, sir!" answered Harry cheers
fully. The smile that had been lurking
on iia face became a little more pro-
nounced.

“Wharton, this outrage was coms-
mitted, and your pocket-knife was usod.
No doubt exists on that point. This
afternoon, I understand, you were en-

aged in some scuffie with a senior boy,
?ﬂr which Mr. Quolch ordered you to
remain within gates. Wae this an act of
revenge 7"

Wharton's lip curled.

“No, sir! Even if I were tho worst
boy in the Remove, as my Form macter
thinks, I should not do a rotten thing
like that.”

“The proof is absolutely conclusive,”
said Mr. Quelch between closed lips.

“(Cartain'7 it appears s0,”" said the
Head. “ As you were gated, Wharton,
you were mrtain]i,- in the school this
afternoon, and unless you can account
for every moment of your time—"

" Witnesses will be required,” said
Mr. Quelch in a grinding voice. * Your
word will not be taken, Wharton.”

“Indeed, sir!"™ A enrcastic smilo
hovered on Wharton’s lips. “As i}

at all

you left it in your



EVERY SATURDAY

happens, 1 was not with any Greyfriars
fellows this afternoon.”
“ Nothing more remains to be said,
Dr. Locke I” )
“Exouse me, sir, I have something
more to say,” said Wharton coolly.
“You may speak,” said the Head.

“Mr. Quelch gated me this afterncon,
gir. I did not stay within gates. I
went out immediately after Mr, Quelch
had gone.™

“ Bless soul said the Head
blankly. * Are you confessing, Wharton,
that you deliberately disobeyed your
Form master's orders?”

L1 YB‘E, I.I-I..'I" Ill ]

“I do not believe a single word of that
statement, Dr. Locke,” said the Remove
master through tightened lips. “It 18
a palpable trick to confess to a small
fault m order to escipe the conse-
quences of a serious one.’

“] will hear Wharton, Mr, Quelch.

You say there were no other Groyfriars
bn‘ya with you, Wharton 1

‘None, sir.
“Have you any proof to offer that you

were out ot gates, as you statel”
“Plenty, sir,” answered Wharton
coolly. “1 walked over to Highcliffe
to see my friends there—Courtenay and
De Courcy. They were playing a pick-
up gamc, and they lent me some things,
and 1 played football with them. I
stayed for tea in Courtenay’s study, and
t back here just before Gosling closed
e gates. 1 have been miles from
Greyiriars the whole afternoon.”
“Bless my soul 1" repeated the Head.
Mr. Quelch’s eyes looked more like
gimlets than ever, He understood now
why thar cool smile had lurked on the
faco of the accused junior. He knew
that the gleam of mockery in Wharton's
eyes meant that he could prove every
word he said. It was only necessary to
ask a question at Highcliffe Bchool.
“If you care to amsk the Higholiffe
fellows, sir, they will bear out what I
say,” said Wharton cheerfully. “ And

Il‘l

I met Bolly Lazarus and Dick Trumper
of Courtfield School on my way, and
stopped to speak to them. Mr. Joyce,
the woodoutter, gave me a lift back to
Greyfriars in his cart, and he will tell
you so if you ask him. I think I can
account for every minute of the after-
noon, sir, or very nearly every hinute.”
Di. Locke ecoughed.

Mr. Queich’s face was slowly redden-
ing. He knew, ana the Head did not
fail to observe, that the rebel of the
Remove was mnckinq his Form master.
But it was hard to find fault with his
words. )

“ Inquiry will be made, Wharton," said
Dr. Locke hastily. “ For the present
you may leave my study.”

“Thank you, siri”

Wharton left the study with a smile
on his face. A chuckle was heard from
the passage after the door had closed
on him It caused Mr. Quelch to clench
his hands till the nails dug into the
palms, and it made the Head give
another little cough.

“Mr. Quelch, inquiry may be made of
the—the persons named by Wharton. 1f
you think it necessary——"' .

“I—I—I will consider, sir,” said Mr.
Quelech 1in a choking voice.

“If Wharton has spoken the truth—
as I can hardly doubt—some other bo
some wicked and revengeful boy—has
committed this act of vandalism, and
borrowed Wharton's knife for the pur-
Efm That boy must be discovered,

r. Quelch.”

“ Undoubtedly 1” gasped Mr. Quelch.

He left the study, leaving the Head
gazing mournfully at his Sophocles. He
overtook Wharton at the end of the
passage, He was mnot thinking of
making nquiries at Highcliffe. He
knew that Wharton had spoken the
truth, His prejudice against the scape-
graco had hurried him into another
mistake; but any regret he might havo
felt for the mistake was banished by the
cool mockery of the Remove rebel.

“Wharton 1"
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“Yes, sir 1~ .
“You will take five hundred lines for
fnin out of gates this afternoon, after
had sent you in.”

Wharton smiled.

“Thank you, sir|” he said demurely,

My, Queleh, choking, swept on. Harry
Wharton strolled away to the Rag. He
passed Loder of the Sixth on his way,
and as he caught Loder's bitter stare, a
vague suspicion at the back of his mind
erystallised into certainty.

“You'll have to try again, Loder,” he
said, with cool contempt, “Missed fire
this time, old thing. Try again}”

He passed on, leaving Gerald Loder
staring and speechless. A buzz of voices
Erﬂﬂted him as he sauntered into the

g.

n

“Bunked this time?” called out the
Bounder.

“Bunked 1” drawled Wharton. “They
don’t bunk a man for taking a walk out
of bounds when he's gated. It's fright-
fully serious, of course, but they don’t
sack s man for it. They give you a
hundred lines, as a rule. I've got five
hungrad because Quelch is so fond of
me.”

“You've been out of gates?” ex
cloimed half a dozen voices.

“The whole jnll; afternoon.”

“Then you didn o

“Ha, ha! No.”

“Then who—"

“Who mdeed 1* said Wharton, laugh-
ing. “I don’t suppose Quelch will ever
find out. He won't think of inquiring
in the S8ixth. But, whoever it was, 1t
wasn't the worst boy at Greyfriars.
And dear old Quelch won’t see the last
of me yet!”

And he walked out of the Rag,
whistling.

THE ENIL

(Next Saturday’s yarn in this grand
series is entitled: " THE SCAPEGRACE
OF THE SCHOOL!” IP’'s absolutely
preat, chums, and 2o are the sixz piclure
stamps which will be given FREE with
this issue.)

COME INTO THE
OFFICE, BOYS!

IX more, stunning picture stamps
S for your album this week,
chums! Your collection must be
looking well worth while by now |
I am very sorry for any ‘“toughs ” who
try to tackla MaGNET readers now that
ou have all been reading our " Seli-
fence " series, The Back LBS Trip
is « remarkably effective way of dealing
with a would-be attacker who starts any
nasty business with a vicious kick 1 The
defender should jump in and lift the
attacker’s left leg. Then, by bearing
against his right knee, he is bound to
send him toppling backwards.

You'll find two more pictures of the
Locomotive series in this week’s issue.
Picture No. 10 shows the famous Lord
Nelson, which draws the Southern Rail-
way's Continental Expresses between
London and Dover, a distance of 7T}

miles. This pride of the B.R. weighs
140 tons 4 cwts,, and has four guiding
wheels and six driving wheels, but no

trailing wheels { , using the
technical term). Picture No. 11 in this
pamo series depicts one o the
L.M.8.R.'s powerful tank locos, which

are commonly known as the ““Maids of

all Work.,” These tank engines are
weged for wvarious purposecs, such as
shunting in goods vyards, working

suburban traflio, and assisting trains up
steep ﬁradmnt&*—nnd they can pull very
heavy loads.

The “ship ' stamp shows the P. and
0. luxury liner Strathnaver. She was
launched in 1931, is 22,547 gross ton-
nage, and has accommodation for 498
first-class passengers and 068 tourist
class. This is the largest steamer plying
botween England and Australia, and 1s
electrically driven, fitted with swim-
ming baths, and every imaginable
[uxury.

This week’s aeroplane stam
Hawker Audax.
Hawker “Hart' 2-seater day-bomber
converted for Armv co-operation work,
such as spotting for the artillery, mes-
sage carrying, photographing, ete. This
Planﬂ 18 fitted with =& olls-Royce
'Kestrel " engine of 500 h% and can
travel at a speed of 169 m.p.h.

What price the Desert Bandit in our

shows &

Rough-Rider series?! Not a very
pleasant-looking chap to come up
against, what? These bandits are

reckoned to be the finest riders in the
world. Bandits have to be expert
riders, otherwise their careers would
?anlba brought to an abrupt termina-
ion

An interesting letter, and one I really
must answer this week, comea from
“Regular Reader,” of London. He
thinks

HE HAS CAUGHT ME OUT!

But your Editor takes a bit of catching !
When was Greyiriars founded?  He
says that he has read that it was
founded in 1716, and yet he has read a

udax is the famous |

Curi-
are

story about Greyfriars in 16571
ously enough, both statements
correot |

Greyfriars, as it now stands, was
founded in 1716, It was originally used
as a school for poor boys in 1551, but
fifty years later a new college for
geaﬂaman': sons was built. Then, in
716, Greyfriars was entirely rcorgan-
isad, and founded as the college which
it still is. Satisfied, “ Regular Reader "1

I am afraid I have still got to hold
over a number of replics this week, but
I'll get through them all in good time.

Meoanwhile, here is next weck’s splen-
did programme.

“THE SCAPEGRACE OF THE
SCHOOL ™

By Frank Richards.

iz the title of next week’s long complete
yarn of Greyfriars. You all know what
to expect when Mr. Richards gets going,
don’t you? Bo the titlo is sufficient to
tell you that you are in for a rattling
fine yarn that will hold your interest to
the very end.

There'll be another splendid instal-
ment of *“The Red Falcon!" and a
full-of-fun issue of the ever-popular
“Groyfriars Herald.”  “Linesman '’
will be solving more Soccer problems,
and, as they say, “to complete the box
of tricks,” there will be six more free

icture stamps to stick in your album!

ou'll feel like kicking yourself if you
miss this bumper f{ree
Cheerio |

gift 1ssue.

YOUR EDITOR.
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By ARTHUR STEFFENS.

A Close Shave !

TERE was a chorus of approval.

I Drink was being handed round,

and the map with the red-hot

iron, flinging the tool down,

since he was not to bo allowed to use it,

went in gearch of & ropo, which he

brought back with him. He began to
fashion a noose at the end of it.

Some candles were dug out of store
and lit, adding their fAickering light to
the glow of the fire.

There were four other mem besides
Pryce and York in the cave, and, of
course, Jerry Mcl.ean and Hal Lovett.
York jumped up on a stool, almost
brushing tho roof with his hair, as he
began to address the meeting,

“Lads," he suid, "this place will Le
no use to uws after te-night. Martin
Cosgrave has qucered our pitch. [Ilis
men know he's come here, and they’ll
boe buzzing round us like bees in the
morning. Well, then, 1 say—why
shouldn’'t Cosgrave pay for it? He's n
sneaking EE’)_‘.F! Ile sent my anl Craven
to the gallows, and hall a dozen more
men besides. That’s where ho wantod
to gend US., But we've caught him,
instead, Very well, let's hang him, and
bury his body in the cave !"

(:lasses were raised and elinked, and
ligquor drank. Tho Hery spirit scemed
lo madden the men.

“The Colonel's rightI'"" they shouted.
“ Let's hang the dirty spy "

“All in favour of hanging hold up

their hands!"” bawled York, with u
Nourish of his hat.

Five hands woro raised.

“Carried I" ghouted York., “There's

anly one against us—Jack Pryce, and ho
don't count 1"

“You'ro wrong,”" said Jerry MecLean.
“There aro threo I

He held up his hand, and Hal Leld
up his, toco. Pryece's right hand was
already raised high above his head.

“Bah!" said Colonel York. “1D’rven
is a new brother  His pals havoe not
even been initiated to the brotherhood.
None of them count. Get on with tho
hanging, boysl BStrinz Cosgrave up lo
the ecoiling,"

Martin  Cosgrave was seized s
drarged to the contre of the anve; then
he was forced to stand uwpon a stool and
held there. The man who had fashioned
the hangman's rope sct the big loop over
Cosgrave’s head, and then tested it Lo
mako sure that it would slide easily.

More drink was handed round, 2uul
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READ THIS FIRST.

Convicted of robbing the Earl of Huntiord,
Hal Lovett and Jerry MclLean are conveyed
to the convict hulks at Woolwich. As the
rosult of a prearranged plan, the convicts
fire the ship, and Hal and Jerry escape.
After a sories of exciting adventures on the
Great Highway, they seek sanctuary in the
* Retreat,” Epping Here they find Martin
Gosgrave, chiet of. the Bow Street Runnors
and their mortal enemy, a prisoner in the
hands of a notorious gang of highwaymen,
one of whom Is holding a reu-hot iron.

¢ Let's hang the dirty spy ! ' cries a man

known as Colonel York.

York held a brimming up for

Cosgrave to sniff,

“ Now you're going to hang, you dog,"”
ho cried, “take a last look at that "

Hal noticed that Cosgrave looked the
hizhwayman full in the eyes, nct £o
much as a singlo eyelash quivered. ‘

“That will not save you, York," said
the Bow Street Runner. " Your race s
ilmost run.’’

York struck him, and Pryce hurled
ilio highwayman back, Then one of tho
athers called upon the man with the ropo
o kick the stool from under Cosgrave,

'Che order was instantly obeyed. The
staol crashed over, and two men strained
on the rope, jerking the Runncr up to
tli: ring-bolt in tho ceiling.

Then things happencd |

York drew his sword and lunged. at
Pryce. But the convict side-stepped him,
wot within his guard, and semv York
erashing to the foor with o smashing
punch. At tho same timo Jerry and
Flal hurled themselves upon the men
who were dragging on the rope auml
forced them to looson their hold.

Martin Cosgrave tuwnbled, gasping, (o
ilo ground ; and Hal, pouncing on Lim,
|lnosoned the strangling noose.

The two men turned on Jerry, who
met them with a cocked pistol in each
hiand.

“No, my bully coves,”” he said, with o
grim smile, “you shall not knife mel
I'm your pal, but dash me if I'll Eil'-fll.l[].
by and watch cold-blooded murder!

York got up, but was met with the
point of hLis own sword, which Pryce
turned against him. Pricking through
(he colonel’s coat, Prveo drove the man
back to the wall, Then, reaching for
York's flapped pocket, Pryce secured his
pistol. He faced round ou the scowling
gang.

“Boys,” he said, “I couldn't lot you
do it. It's ono thing to kill @ map in &
fair stand-up fight when il's o [rll.‘-.‘:‘ut-iﬂll
of his life or yours, bnt this would bFave
heen murder. We're finished here,
Take out your horses and ride away.
Wo ecan meet whero we know of in
London town. Tuke the Runner to tho
voad and let him go, but not beforo wo
iake our move,”

“1 protest 1" shouted York, livid with
rage. 1 am captnin hero!”

“A fine captain V'’ jeered John ryce.
“VYou're nothing but o cowardly, mur-
dering dog 1"

“Let me tell you what York did fer
me and my pal,”” said MeLean, lowering

g
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his pistols, but keeping a close watch on
the men.

Ho told them of his meeting wilh
York, and what followed, and of the
highwayman's treachery at the Hunt-
ford Arms.

The men began to murmur.

“That's the sort of double-crosser
York is1” said Jerry derisively “He's
a coward and a bully and a traitor!
He'd hang any man who had his hands
ticd behind his back | Lads, you'll loso
nothing by letting the DBow Street
Runuer go.”

Leuder murmurs rang through the
cave. Then the men turned their backs
on York and began to bustle about,
gothering their things together. Wilhin
ann hour their horses were rcady, und
everything of value had been either
taken or destroyed.

The candles were left to gutter oud,
and the men moved in a body through
the forest, finding their way in the dim
light as surely as if it were day.

As soon us they reached the road they
scatterod, some riding northward, others

riding south,
York lingered, scowling at Fryce.

“Which way are you heading, Jack
asked Jerry, out of earshot of the
pinioned Bow Strcet Runner.

“London,”” said Pryco.

“ Then,” said Jerry, ‘““we’ll all three
go together.”

It was then that York, who had
gocured another pistol, which he had
secreted in the cave, raised his right
arm and took aim at Pryce’s spine.

“Look out!” cricd Cosgrave warn-
ingly.

Pryce ducked and wheeled his horse;
then, as the bullet whistled overhead,
ho drew a weapon from his own pockat
and fired & shot after York as the high-
wayman was in the act of galloping
away.

It brought York tumbling and eursing
from the saddle. The riderless horse
clattered away.

York scrambled up but little hurt,
and shook his fist at Pryce.

“You dog!” he cried.
vour life for this[|”

Pryce cast one glance at him, and
then walked his horse along the road.

“Time we were moving,” he saud,
“That cur can shift for himself 1"’

Hal Lovett dismounted, loosed Martin
Casgrave from his bonds, and told him
to be going,

The Runner looked steadily at Hal,

“You stole my horse, and I owe jou
a hanging,”’ he said; “but you and your
pal saved my life to-night, and I owo
you a debt for that. We shall meet
again, Red Falcon |

“ Are you going to walk?” asked Hal

“No,” replied the Runner, with a
shake of his head. “I've got my horse
hidden in the forest. I'm riding. But I
gshall hold a truce for ecight-and-forty
hours. Then I shall claim the right to
hunt you and your pals down.”

Hal looked back. York was stumbling
up the road in the direction his horse
had taken.

The Bow Street Runner, chafing his
bruised neck and wrists, turned in
among the forest trees. Hal swung
himself into the saddle and rode after
Pryce and Jerry, who were already a
quarter of a mile away on their journey
to London.

As lhe urged Bow Street Beauty into
g canter he heard Cosgrave calling in
the wood and the answering neigh of a
tethered horse.

L)
L ]

“1'1l have
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Face To Face !

both wantud for highway robbery
and for breaking into Huntford
Hall, the seat of the Earl of Hunt-
ford, with intent to rob, and wanted
furthermore as convicts escaped from
the hulk Ethalion, had vanished amid
the whirl of London life,

Samuel Lovett, Hal's
suddenly afraid.

“The lad's hiding in London some-
where, Samuel,” said Martin Cosgrave,
the Bow Street Runner, ns ho bent two
dark piercing eyes upon the Wych Street
tradesman; “but 1 suppose you don’t
know where?”

Lovett bit hi= underlip and rubbed a
dirty hand aocross his unshaven chin.

“0Of course I don't!” ho snapped.
“1'd have looked in at Bow Street and
told you whero to find him if I did.”

“H'm|” mused th: Runner, taking
out of his pocket his gold-crowned staff
and banging the end of it rEﬂEGtivElg
upon the ccunter top behind whic
Lovett loomed, “I thought, being his
father, the bov might have come to you,
And as his father you might have
wanted to protect him.”

“He's a thief | Didn’t I see him with
that rascal McLean steal the Earl of
Huntford’s diamond star outside Drury
Lane Theatre? They sentenced him to
five years’ haid labour on the hulks,
They ought to have hanged him I

jERRY McLEAN and Hal Lovett,

father, was

TWELVE MORE PICTURE
STAMPS TO ADD TO YOUR
COLLECTION, CHUMS !

Six Given With To-day's
wonderful number of

The RANGER!

Six Also Given With
To-day's Tip-Top Issue
of MODERN BOY!

Don’t Miss Them, What-
ever You Do!

“II'm1” said Martin Cosgrave again,
“ And you're his father ! Perhaps you're
right. ~ Well, I want to get the lad,
Samuel, and Jerry McLean, too, Tho
law being as it is, they will in all
probability both hang. Yet I owe them
my life—they saved mo from a hanging
out Epping way. Still, duty is duty.
I've got to find 'em. And since you say
you can’t help me, Samuel, I'll be
moving on.

With a curt nod of the head the stal-
wart Bow Street Runmer strode to the
shop door, pulled it open to a clang
of the door bell, and wandered slowly
out and along the street.

Samuel Lovett, drawing a sigh of
relief as he saw the man disappear
round the corner, went back to his den,
and, taking a heavy pinch of snuff, sat
himszelf down to brood.

As he sat in n darkened cobwebbed
corner his eyes strayed to two posters
or reward bills which he had pinned
upon the wood-panelled walls,

“£100 Reward Will Be Given To
Any Person Giving Information
Whict,. Will Lead To The
Apprehension of Jerry McLean,
ighwayman. Sentenced to
Sarve on the Hulks for SevenYears,
Also Wanted For Mutiny On The
Convict Hulk, Ethalion—"
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And again:

“£100 Reward Will Be Given To
Any Person Giving Information
Which Will Secure The
Apprehension of Hal Lovett,
'Thief And Highwayman e

Samuel fingercd his snuff and glared
at the bills.

“Two hundred pounds reward,” he
muttered —* two hundred pounds
reward.”

Then he flicked the brown dust ofl
his shabby clothes, und thought of
another two hundred and fifty guineas
which my lord the Earl of Huntford
had promised him if he could only sct
the police on to Hal Lovett and the
highwayman Jerry McLean,

Unly yesterday the carl had called.
wearing shabby clothes with an old eloak
wound about him, and had made the
offer,

The carl had not used a nicety of lan
guage. either.

“Hang it all, Lovett,” he had sncered
ns he cut at his boot with a cane,
“vou're a receiver, and know every
thieves’ haunt in London. You ought
to be able to trace them. See that you
do it, or else I may see to it that you
take a ride to Tyburn and dance on
nothing.”

Two hundred and ffty guineas
promised by the earl plus the other
rowards as against a possible hanging !

Samuel Lovett clutched at his throat
and read the reward bills through for
the fiftieth time. Martin Cosgrave had

brought them two days ago. Since then
he had been making inquiries, but
nothing had come of them,

The devil take the brat! What evil

chance had thrown Hal Lovett in touch
with Jerry McLean? And to think of
them escaping from the hulk Ethalion!
John Pryce was to be thanked for that
if rumour could be relied upon.
“May the foul fiend seizo the lot of
‘em |” snarled Samuel Lovett, speaking
the words aloud in a sudden burst of

overpowerin 1*:»133.|
Then the door bell rang sha:éplr, and,
turning, he saw two cloaked figures

swinging in from the street. The sun
had gone—it was already dark outsido.
The figures could only be seen in black
silhouette as they tramped the bare-
boarded floor, Heavy riding-cloaks wero
draped about them, heir threo-
cornered hats were pulled down to shade
their faces, Samuel heard the ring of
spurs and noted the firm, masterful tread
of each stranger-:

He would have run bchind his counter
but the taller of the two visitors cut off
his retreat that way, whilst the other
barred his escape from the shop.

“What can I do for you gentlemen?”
asked the receiver, cringing and screw-
ing his hands together. “I have a large
and well-assorted stock of every
deseription.”

“Curse your stock!” said the taller
man. “8Sit down there, where we can
spe you | Hal. boy, strike a light!”

Hal! Samuel Lovett sereamed. :

0

“Jt's Hal Lovett, my sonl!”
cried. “Well, you're just in time, P'nu
gallows brat! See those reward bills?
You're worth money to me, you worth-
less ruffian | Won't Martin Cosgrave, the
Runner, be glad to hear of this?”

Jerry McLean stretched out his right
arm, gripped Lovett by the cravat in
a hold that almost choked him, and then
hurled the man, big and powerful
though he was, into his chair,

“But he's not going to hear of it
until we've had our say and got away
to a place of safety,” said Jerry, as he

towered over the shivering man.
Tre Ifrcver LisraRY.—No. 1,201
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Taking a tinder-box out of his pocket,
Hal struck light to the tow and soon
had candles burning. Then Jerry strode
the length of the shop and belted and
locked the door. Eu{;E he came to find
Lovett sitting bolt upright and blinking
two frightened eyes at the barrel of the
pistol with which Hal covered hun.

“That's the ticket, lad,” said Jerry.
“ Keep him mum until I've scen all siafe,
and if he moves blow his brains out [

Tho receiver's face was like chalk, and
Liis liands shook as lic grasped the arms
of his chatr., Jerry Hﬁuh the between-
door and locked ir, then he strode down
into the stone-paved scullery behind -the
shop and locked  and bolted the door
there. Having done this, e came swing-

ing back with ‘his cleak: thrown back

over hig sheulders and his fine clothes
revealed.

Taking up onc of the eandles which
Hal had lit, he held it closo to the
posteis which hée read through, then
lnughed and tore them down, spraying
the torn sheets in Samucl Lovett’s face.

“Qa! You hoped to reap that reward,
ch?” he jeered. “The boy and I heard
that yvou'd been spying round for us,
Lovett, Well, now we're here.”

“Wlhat do you want?” asked Samucl
Lovett. “I've always trecated my son
faivly, "Mr. McLean., It's not my fault
lie’s turned out o rascal.”

Hal was, about to speak, but
'.’\Ic%r.-nn silenced him with a significant
look.

“In the frst place,” lhie said, drawin
a wooden chair up close to that in whiuﬁ
Lovett sat and seating, himself on the
edge of it, *‘the boy is not your son.
We've come here to find ont who is his
father. Now, out with 1t !”

“1e is my son,” whined Lovett, *and
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a good father I'vo bin to ham, too. He's
nearly broke his poor mother’s heart
ﬂ“([_"’l

“Stop your whining,"” saul Jerry,
scizing hold of Lovett's dirty cravak
and twisting it tightly round his neck.
“What’s the meaning of that Red
Falcon tattooed’ on the boy's chest?
Look at him, Lovett, as linndsome as a
prince.  Could those refined and hand-
some features come from such. o coarse

kuow,” choked the wretched wman, as he
tare at McLean's wrists and tried to pull
themy from his throat. “Oh!  Ahl
Merey ! Merey !”

Once more Jerry flung him down and,
tnwerinﬁ over him, drow a pistol fromn
his pocket and jammed the eold rm
agnnst Lovett’s forehend.

“The truth now,” he said, “or I five!
I'll give you to‘the count of thirty. Why
did you plot with the Earl of Huntford

stock as yours, eh?

Lovott eould not answer.
had changed to purple.
cravat was siranghing ham.
turned it into n tourniquet,
the wman with it antil he saw that Lovert
was in danger of suffocating, und then
Aung him dowit.

“Wlio's lus father, vou roguc?” de-

manded Jerry,

“T am, I swear!" saud Samuel
Lovetl, “I don’t know wlio sent you
here—"

“TI'll tell you,” said Jerry sternly.
“It ‘was JIsnuc Quilt,
Samuel Lovett and muake him tell you
who Hal Lovett really is,” ho said to me
yvosterday, '

answer, Lovett.”

Samuel lLovett serambled to his feet
and rocked on them, white-faced and
shivering, his eyes wide with fear.

“Very well, I tell,” he choked. “JIt's
I'm not the boy's futher.
Quilt knows whose brat he is. Go and

true

nsk

L

Quilt."”’

“Quill. knows!”

could remember.

“1 don't know.

We're

Answer moe !

1lis face
The tightened,
Jerry had
He shook

to have this lad put away? Why did
vou- steal from the carl the diamond
star and plant it on Hal? And what’
does that Red Faleon mean ¥

“1 don't know,” Samuel Lovett
howled. “I don't -know. Sheoot me if
you like, but I' don’t kiow. 1 entered
mnto no plot with the carl. I didn’t steal
the dinmond star. ' Hal stole it,  It's
true he's not iny son. Quilt knows, go
and find Isaae Quilt and ask him.™

Jorry shrugged his shoulders, turndd
to Hal with u grim smile, placed the
pistol back in his pocket, and then pulled
the boy aloug to the door of the shop.

“Evidently he does not intend to
squeal, or he doesu’t know, hoy,” saidl
Jerry, “But we've established one
thing—you're not this rat's son. ILet's
go and find Quilt. Jut if he knows the
sceret, why didn't he tell us when wo
gaw him yesterdoy ?” '

Jorry shot tha bolts back, turned tho
koy, opened the shop door to the ring of
the warning bell, and the two adven-
turers left the shop.

*Go and find

waiting for an

But

I1al spoke for the
first time since he had entered the shop
he Lad known and loathed ever sinee hoe
“What does the Red
IFaleon mean, and why is it the same ns
the faleons of the Ihuntford Arms

(FLook out for more thrills in néxt
week's dnstelmient of this “old-time™
story, chums. -And don’t forget ncxt
Stturday's MAGNET will contain gix more
aupcr picturc-stamps to “stick Jn your
el bent,)
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" What's happened, fatty ™ | frine of a gun, Tho playors of my importance had been g hewmiliated. | == : e e e Before they had  covered | dus this time | that will live in your memories for many

" Why, I've won one of the & : | : When 1 told Potter and Greene, they| y half o dozen ynrds, Coker had By the way, & surprising|® _.u:m day. The Famous ¥ive and Ve
giddy prizes!" hooted Bun- both feintod on the study setteel _.Hﬂm—ﬁ:.—m E.ﬁ.;ﬁm jumped to his feet and wns | coincidence was noticeable next i_rmu__ eading Removites will take part, and
ter, excitedly. ** Hero it is : . : The worst of this fog Rake is, he running after them. One wild | moming, when Loder and |they'll do their very best to 4:_5” you an
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nwiully seruffy at times," from Loder up to the time |the real thing. (Rako geta a shot back at Coker nex! I thuk of  writing, phone wus|considering that discretion was | suggesting  anything elseo, .
(Continued at foot of next col.) | of going to press | Ah, well | woek, you fellows., Don't miss it 1} | imtead, will you *—Euwn.) the better part of valour, he|BSmithy ! ,_“—LOE._@ ﬁLHﬁ_“—ﬂ H._G_Hmn..m
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