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A STIRRING LONG COMPLETE STORY OF SCHOOL ADVENTURE—

THE FIRST CHAPTER.

Pulling Quelch’s Leg |

6 AVE a cigar ?”
“Have a cigar?” ropeated
Harry Wharton,

Herbert Vernon-Smith, the Bounder
of Greyfriars, stared blankly. He
seemed l{nrdly able to believe his ears.

Smithy was known to smoke cigarettes
in his study sometimes. Certainly he
never smoked cigars. But if he had
been addicted to such hefty smokes, he
would not have been likely to indulge
that taste in open quad, under the win-
dows of Masters’ Studies. _

It was morning break at Greyfriars
Qchool. It was a fine, sunny morning
for the time of year. Plenty of fellows
were about—a dozen at least heard
Harry Wharton speak to the Bounder.
Every ons of them turned his head and
stared at Wharton.

“ Potty 1" ejaculated the Bounder.

Wharton raised his eyebrows,

“What do you mean, Smithy? 1
offered you a cigar——"

“You howling nss!” breathed Smithy.
“Can't you see that Quelch's window is
open? Ten to one he's heard you I

Wharton glanced round carelessly.

Mr. Quelch, the master of the Remove,
had his atutiy window open that fine
morning. If he was in his study he
could hardly have failed to hear, for the
two juniors were not-more than a couple
of vards from the window.

What Queleh would think—and do—if
he heard & member of his Form offering
a cigar to another member was scarcely
imaginable, 3

Wharton did not seem to mind.
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He slipped his hand into his
and drew out a couple of fat,
cigars with gold bands.

Remove fellows stared him,
petrified.

They knew that %uulch was in his
study, They knew that he must have
heard. They expected to see his severe
faco and gimlet eyes looking out of the
window every instant. Harry Wharton
seemed to have been hunting for trouble
all that term. According to his Form
master, he had become the worst boy at
Greyfriars. But never had the scape-
grace of the Remove asked for trouble so
wantonly and emphatically as now.

“They're rather good !” said Wharton
calmly, apparently unconscious of the
amazed stares turned on him from all
fjidcs.. “I got them in Courtfield yester-

n!l'. . »n

“Shut up, fathead ! hissed Smithy.

“I've o couple. You're welcome to
one if you like! Don't you think you'd
care for one, Smithy "

The Bounder made no rejoinder. The
cxpected visage appeared at the open
window above, Henry Samuel Quelch
looked out into the quad, with an expres-
sfon on his face that the fabled Gorgon
mi th have envied.

“ Wharton !

Harry Wharton looked round to the
window again, the cigars still in his
hand He did not seem alarmed.

“Yes, sir |” he answered.

“T heard what you said to Vernon-
Smith, Wharton.” Mr. Quelch’s voice

ket
rown

at

was not loud, but deep. 1
“Did you, sir?” said Wharton 1n-
differently.

“1 did!” rumbled Mr. Quelch, his
gimlet eyes gleaming at the rebel of the

By FRANK RICHARDS.

Remove. “Even from you, Wharton,
the worst boy in my Form, I am sur-
prised at this! I am surprised and
shocked |

“Are you really, sir1”

“I heard you offer a cigar to Vernon-
Smith! A few days sgo, Wharton, you
were caned for smoking mn your study.”

“Oh, yes, sir! I told you at the time
that I had not smoked there !”

“I did not believe you, Wharton, and
I do not believe you now! ¥You do not
deny that you have just offered a cigar
to another boy 1"

“QOh, no, sir!
in——"

“¥You did not gee any harm in offerin
a Lower Fourth boy a cigar ?” Limndereg
Mr. Quelch.

' No, sir 1"

Harry Wharton made that answer
with perfect calmness. Mr. ﬂuefﬂh
gazed at him, almost dumbfounded. A
Emthering crowd of fellows stared on in
horrified silence.

“He, he, ha1” A fat eachirnation from
Billy Bunter broke the silence. "1 say,
you fellows, Wharton's asking for it
again! He, he, he !”

“Wharton,” gasped Mr. Quelch, find-
ing his voice, “1 presume that that
answer is intended for impertinence:
Even vou, the worst boy at Greyiriars,
cannot be so dEPTH."FEd."

“Indeed, sir!”

“Not only have you fallen into bad
and vicious ways, but apparently you de-
sire to drag other boys into them, Whar-
ton! I demand to know at once whero
you obtained those cigars!”

_"ﬁl!i.t Chunkley’s Stores, in Courtfield,
BIT.

“Do you mean to say that they sold

I didn't see any harm

6 WONDERFUL PICTURE STAMPS FREE!



—STARRING HARRY WHARTON, THE REBEL OF GREYFRIARS !

those cigars to you—a junior school-
boy ?*

“Yes, sir "

“1 cannot believe you, Wharton! I
shall communicate with the stores in
Courtfield and make an inquiry.”

“They will tell you so, sir, if you ask
them.”

“I am sure that they will tell meo
nothing of the kind, You have obtained
those ecignrs from some disreputablo
acquaintance outside the school. Your
producing them in publie, and offering
one to another boy, fcan only regard as

calculated insolonce I
““Indeed, sir!”

“You will hand me thosze cignrs at
once, Whurton! I shall report the
matter to your headmaster. Give them
to me instantly !

“Very well, sir!”

Harry Wharton approached nearer to
the study window &n(P held up the cigars
to Mr. (;ualnh’u outstrotched hand. Fifty
pairs of eyes were upon him by this
time. Fellows of all Forms were staring
breathlessly,. Why, even the reckless
scapegrace was “asking for it” in this
way was n mystery to the Greyfriars
fcllows. The least he could expect was a
IHead's flogging.

Mr.'gun ch r-{,grn,hl-:nml the cigars from
his hand. Undoiibtedly Mr, Queleh was
shocked and disgusted to see such
nriicles in possession of a youthful
schoolboy. is face expressed the scorn
and disgust he felt.

But as he received the cigars a strango
E]‘tﬂ.llgﬂ came over his disgusted, scornful
ace.

He gave a sudden start.

His gimlet eyes fixed on the cigars in
his hand.

The feel of them was what struck him
first, They seemed very hard and hoavy.
The most potent tobaceo that ever came
out of Havana could not have weighed
so much, At a couple of yards' distance
they looked exactly like Havana cigars.
But as the poet has remarked, “'tis dis-
tance lends enchantment to the view !”

On a closer inspection, it was evident
that those cigars were not made of rolled
tobaceo-leaf. They were made of solid
chocolate! On the gold band that en-
cireled them Mr. Quelch could read—on
n close inspection—"“"CHUNKLEY’S
CHOCI”

Mr. Quelch's expression became extra-
ordinary.

The erowd of fellows under the win-
dow stared at him, They did not under-
stand the meaning of that sudden
alteration in the Remove master’s face.

“T am sorry you think I have done
wrong, sir,” said Wharton meckly. “We
are allowed to eat chocolates in break.”

Mr. Quelch gasped.

“I saw no harm in offering one to
Vernon-Smith, sir! He has given me
chocolates more than once.”

Gasp from Mr. Queleh,

“ Chocolates " murmured the Bounder.
“Oh, my hat!”

“] am sure, sir, that if you ask at
Chunkley's, they will tell you that they
eéold me the cigars. I got them in the
confectionery department, sir !”

“Ha, ha, ha!” It was a sudden, in-
voluntary yell from the crowd of Grey-
frinrs fellows. They understeod now.

“Wharton! You—you—you—" the
Remove master gurgled. * You—you—
I—1—1 was not aware that—that—that
these were—wero chocolate cigars——"'

“Tndeed, sir!” Wharton raised his
eyebrows, “1 hopo vou did not think
they were real cigars, sir?”

“Ha, ha, ha!” came in a howl.

“ Silence I”* almost shoyted Mr. Quelch,
“Wharton, you—you—you may—may

take these—these comestibles. There 1s

certainly no—no harm "

“Oh! Thank you, sir!”

Wharton took tho cigars back Hoe
held one out to Herbert Vernon-Smith.

“Have n cigar, Smithy?” he gaid
calmly.

“Ha, ha, hal”

“] say, you fellows, ho was pulling
Quelch's leg all the time——"

“Ha, ha, ha!”

Slam |

Mre. Queleh’s window closed hard.

“ITave a cigar, Bunter?”

“Yes, rather!” said Billy
promptly.

Harry Wharton strolled away, with
his hands in his pockets, He left fifty
follows chortling. ‘There was a smile
on the faco of the recapegrace of the
Remove. But thero was no smile on tho
faco of Henry Samuel Quelch, in the
Remove master's study. The look on
Mr. Queleh’s speaking countenance
might have scared any fellow but the
reckless rebel of Groyiriars.

Bunter

—— TR

THE SECOND CHAPTER.
Toflee for Bunter.

6 H lor’ I breathed Billy Bunter.
0 There was a footstep in the
silence of the old Cloisters.

Billy Bunter pricked up his

fat ears in alarm, like a startled rabbit.
Classes were over at Greyfriars; and

One by one Wharton’s friends
have deserted him until only
Lord Mauleverer is left to say a
good word in his favour. But
Wharton, in his usual proud,
headstrong fashion soon makes
it clear that he is finished
with Mauleverer—and regretfs it
when it is too late !

— —

the November dusk was deopening over
the school. In the shadowy old Cloisters
it was almost dark, That esolitary,
shadowy, windy spot was not the spot
Billy DBunter would have selected but
for & very particular reason.

The particular reason was in his fat
hand, and was being transferred to his
capacious mouth. It was an enormous
chunk of toffee. Ogilvy of the Remove
had made that toftee. He had left it
in his study cupboard to cool. He was
fated to find that cupboard, when he
returncd to it, in the same state as
the celebrated Mother ITubbard’s.

Shy rctiremont was not Billy Bunter’s
way, as a rule. DBut so long as the
toffeo  lasted, DBunter proferred to
imitate the fower that was born to
blush unscen. In the old Cloisters it was
cold and it wus windy—but it was safe—
or, at least, Billy Bunter thought so,
till he heard that fﬂﬂ-tﬁtﬂg'

Then he ceased to gobble toffec; and
listened with painful intentness. Robert
Donald Ogilvy was quite & nice fellow,
and very popular in the Remove, but
Billy Bunter hated the idea of meeting
him just then.

The footsteps ecame on.  Bunter
gsqueezed his fat person out of aight
behind a massive stone pillar, and
waited, with a sticky and anxious face.
Almost he wished that he had left that
toffee where it belonged.

The iootsteps passed.

Blinking from behind the pillar
through his big spectacles, Billy Bunter
could see the junior who passed, at &
fow yards distance; but he could not
make him out in the dusk. The fellow,
whoever he was, strolled on, with his
hands in his pucl'(eta. He seemed to bo
strolling aimlessly ; certainly not looking
for anyone. ut William George
Bunter was not taking chances. Ho
remained blotted behind the pillar,
making no sound. )

The junior turned, and came walking
back, This time Bunter saw his faco
more clearly and recognised it. It was
a great relief to sce that it was not
Ogilvy. It was Harry Wharton—and
tho expression on his face made Billy
Bunter fix his eyes on him, with a
curious stare.

Last term, Harry Wharton had been
captain of the Remove, and head boy
of the Form. This term he was neither.
Last term he had been as popular as any
fellow at Groyfriars—this term he was
as unpopular as a fellow well could be.
Headmaster and Form master, prefects
of the Sixth, all regarded him with an
eye of distrust and suspicion. He was at
variance with his old friends, the famous
Co.; and with most other fellows in tho
Remove. Orderly fellows did not like
to be scen with him too much. Only
reckless fellows like the Boundor,
and shady outsiders like Skinner & Co.
cared at all for his company. Of all
the decent fellows in the Form, ouly
Lord Mauleverer was still on the old
friendly terms with him—and even the
good-natured, tolerant Mauly was
growing a little dubious.

In the public eye, Wharton never
showed that he cared two straws, or
one, for the change in his fortunes that
unlucky term. Cool and ecalm and
indifferent, in outward aspect at least,
he gave no sign.

But he was off his guard now; walk-
ing by himself in the solitude of the
old Giuis'tera; nevor dreaming that a
curious, ingquisitive Paul Pry was blink-
ing af him from the shadows of the old
pillars.

The cool indifference was not to bo
seen in his face now. His” brow was
darkly clouded, his lip drooped.

That change in his looks was startling.
It caused ]giuy' Bunter's little round
oyes to widen behind his big round
spectacles,

It was as if o mask had been dropped
from his face.

[1is eyes were bent on the old mossy
stone flags ns he walked slowly along,
and he did not leok up, or he would
have scen the fat Owl of the Removo
peering from behind tho pillar.

He was plunged into deep and painful
thought,

Everything had gone wrong that term,
and he could not—or would not—sce that,
he was to blame. Thero had been many
contributory causes—chief of them, tho
unserupulous scheming of his old enemy,
Loder of the Sixth. But a passionate
and reckless temper had helped—a fact
which Wharton himself dimly realised
at times, though only at rare momaonts,

Troublo had started with the term,
and it had gone on gathering, like a
snowball rolling downhill. His old
chums had been willing to heal the
breach ot first—and he had not! After-
wards, he had been willing—and they
had not! Tt was hopeless now—now that
Lhe was the scapegrace of the school,
looked on by all Greyfriars as a
“gshady * sweep who was booked for the

Tiae MieNer Lisrary.—No. 1,293,
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“gack® sooner or later—probably
sooner| Yet Harry Wharton, in spite
of a stubborn temper and many errors,
was still at heart the same fellow that
his old friends had always known.

He passed the stone pillar without
seeing Bunter there. The fat Owl was
about to make a movement. Billy
Bunter had a kind heart, in his own fat
and fatuous way. The fellow looked

down on his luck—and it was in
Bunter’s ?udg mind to offer him some
of Ogilvy’s toffce.

There were few earthly ills, so far
as Bunter was concerned, that could not
have been cured by tuck ! .

But as the fat Owl was about to stir,
there was another footstep, approaching
from the direction of the quad.

Bunter stayed where he was. Probably
it was Ogilvy this time, in search of

the toffee which Bunter had &0
generously thought of sharing with the
scapegrace of the Remove. The fat Owl

carefully blotted himself from sight.
“Hallo, kid! I've been lookin' for

ou.”

d It was a pleasant voice—and Bunter
started as he recognised the voice of
Cedrio Hilton of the Fifth Form. His
eyes opened wider behind his spectacles.
The KFifth Form at Greyfriars had no-
thing to do with the Lower School—and
it was rather surprising to hear Hilton,
the dandy and sportsman of the Fiith,
tell Wharton that he had been looking
for him.

Wharton stopped only a yard from
the stone pillar which hid the fat Owl.

“Looking for me?” he repeated.

“VYes, kid!” The slim, handsome
Fifth-Former came to a halt, and smiled
at Wharton in the dusk, “I1 haven'
had a chance of speakin’ to you—
since——"" : "

“ Bince I was flogged for being caught
out of bounds at the Three Fishersi”
said Wharton, with a sarcastic tone i
his voice.

“Yes| It was pretty decent of you
to stand the racket without sayin® a
word about me.”

Billy Bunter suppressed a squeak of
surprise  All Greyfriars had witnessed
Harry Wharton's flogging « few days
ago for * pub-haunting.”” Nobod knew
that Hilton of the Fifth had anything to
do with it—not even Billy Bunter, who
rather prided himself on knowing every-
thing, and a little over.

“ﬁ’hat rot1” said Wharton curtly.
“It wouldn’t have done me any good to
give you away; and I shouldn’t have,
anyhow I” _ .

“ Well, it was decent,” said Hilton.
“J ghould have been nailed, but for

ou; and as it happened, you got nailed
i that cad Loder. Look here, kid—

t are you doin' on Wacfnmduj
oon 1" .
Wharton shrugged his shoulders.

“Nothing! I'm on my own theso
days.”
“Not playing football for your
Form1”’

“I've turned down Remove football I
Wharton laughed. “I waa going to
play for the Fourth—but Temple's
turned me down since I've got a ropu-
tation as a pub-haunter.”

“ Hard cheese,” said Hilton. “Well,
look here, how’d you like to join u
with me for Wednesday! Price won't
come—he says it’s too risky now that the

refects are sittin’ up and takin' notice |

ricey’s got the wind-up. But from the
way youve b carryin’ on all this
term, ] imagine you've got plenty of
perve.”

Harry Wharton looked curiously at
the sportaman of the Fifth. Hilton had

Mianer Lismany.—No. 1,203,

done hin a good turn; and he had
been grateful, all the more because, in
these days, few fellows in the school
were disposed to do him good turna
He had more than repaid the debt by
giving the Fifth Form man a warning
in time, at the Three Fishers; saving
Hilton from getting caught by the
refects, at the cost of getting caught

imself. He had hardly expected a
careless, volatile fellow like Hilton to
remember the matter long. But
evidently the dandy of the Fifth had
not forgotten,

“It will be rather jolly,” went on
Hilton, *“ A bit out of the common, too!
You've never been to Wapshot races?”

Harry Wharton started.

*“Good heavens, no !** he ejaculated.

“Well, that's the game! I'm havin’
a car and goin' | I'd really like you to
come, if you'd care for it | You'll enjoy
yourself. Of course, we'd take care not
to be spotted! Stick on dinky little
moustaches—what ?"  Hilton laughed.

“It's miles from the school—and safe as
houses 1"

~ Harry Wharton did not answer
immediately.
He was thinking—black thoughts!

The whole school set him down as a
shady youhg sweep, booked for the sack !
The Bounder had told him mockingly
that he might as well have the game as
the name! Only a few weeks ago he
would bave refused Hilton's invitation
curtly enough—probably with angry
and scornful words. But matters were

changed now.

His half-holiday was going to be
dismal enough I e had turned down
Remove pames—and, anyhow, the Re-
move footballers did not want him since
his exploit at the Three Fishers
Temple of the Fourth had turned him
down. Nobody scemed to want him—
and why not, as the Bounder had said,
have the game as well as the name?
The whole school loocked on him as a
shady sweep. He might as well give
them some reason !

“Dono!” he said abruptly. “I'll
come !"
“Good man!” said Hilton, with a

“You’'ll have a good time—and
the beaks will never know! The car
will be waitin" at the corner on Court-
ield Common at two on Wednesday—
hike nlnnghin time. We'd better not be
seen together, of course. It's a gol”

Hilton turned and walked back to the
quad.

Wharton remained standing very still,
looking after him. Behind the stone
pillar Bunter was gasping. Hilton,

after his late narrow escape, was going

to the races—fairly ukini for itl No
wonder Price of the Fifth had the wind-
up! And Wharton was going with
ilton! And if Quelch found him
out——  All the Remove knew that
uelch would have been glad to see
hhnrmn “bunked " If he spotted
this—

Wharton stood breathing hard, A
reckless impulse had made him answer

in the affirmative The worde had
hardly left his hpﬁ when he was sorry
that he had uttered them.

He opened his lips to call to Hilton—
but closed them again! The Fifth Form
sportsman was already gone. After all,
why not? he asked himself mvnfg.
Why shouldn’t he be what the whole
echool thought him? At an_v,[v rate, hoe
was Dot g‘ﬂtl:lg to let Hilton fancy that
his nerve had failed! He had said that
he would go—and he would go |

And yet—— Footateps came up the
Cloisters from the quad. If it was Hilton
coming back he would tell him——

But it was not Hilton this time. I
was Robert Donald Ogilvy of the

THE MAGNET

ﬁtm:uva who came hurrying along in the
usk.

““Oh, here you are!” he exclaimed, as
he sighted Wharton. “You fab
villain— Ok, Wharton] You, is it?”

““Yes,” eaid Harry indifferently.

“Seen Bunter?” )

“Bunter! No! I don’t think he's
sbout here.”

“Toddy said he dodged into the
Cloisters! The fat brigand has enaffled
my toffeel I'm going to find him and
burst him 1

Harry Wharton walked away.
was not interested in Bunter or n
Ogilvy’s toffee. The Scottish junior, on
the other hand, was interested in both |
As Wharton disappeared in the
direction of the quad Robert Donald
Ogilvy proceeded to root among the
stone pillars in quest of William George
Bunter.

“Oh lor’!” gasped Bunter, as
Ogilvy came round the pillar that hid
his fat person. *“I—1 gay, I'm not
here—

“You fat scoundrel 1” roared Ogilvy.
“Where’s my toffee?”

“I—1 haven’t seen it, old chap ™
gn_sEad Bunter. “I never knew you were
making toffee, old fellow, and never
watched you leave your study. old bean
—the—the fact is, I—I don't like toffea!
Never could stand toffee, old fellow! 1t
—it doesn’t agree with me——"

“Why, there it is In your pawl”
roared Ogilvy wrathfully.

“I—I—]1 mean——" gasped Bunter,
“I—]—— Yaroooh! El_..c_v

I‘!:E

ggol Look
here, you can have the toffee, you beast|
Only a lark, old chap! say, old

fellow—— Whoop!®
“You can keep it now,” said Ogilvy.
“It's a bit too sticky for me! You can

have it—down your back |”
“Ohl Owi Wow! Leggo!” shrieked
Bunter. “I sa Help! D-D.Don't

ﬁnu gtick that toffee down my bub-bub-
ack! Yaroooooop !

Billz Bunter struggled [rantically.
But he H‘l‘.l‘:ﬁ(ﬂ'l&ﬂ in vain. Ogilvy,
chuckling, walked away to the House—
laavinﬁ illiam George Bunter splutter-
ing wildly, and twisting and wriggling
like an eel, as he made frantic en-
deavours to extract s chunk of sticky
toffee from his back!

THE THIRD CHAPTER.
Bunter Wants To Be * On!”

ILLY BUNTER, the following
day, had an unurually thought-
ful expression on his fat face.

Something was working in the
obtuse de of his podgy mind. His
unusual thoughtfulnéss was not caused
by unaccustomed attention to his lessons.
In morning achool Mr. Quelch found him
even more inattentive than was his
wont.  Second lesson was English
history, and when a question was put to
Bunter hia answer showed that his
plump intellect was not concentrated on
the ancient records of his native land.
Having been asked which king signed
Magna Charta—whioch really was an
easy one—Bunter, evidently without
thinking, answered :

“ Jolly Roger!"”

That answer caused Mr. Quelch to
stare at him in fixed astonishment. It
caused all the Remove to look round at
Bunter. i -

Bunter, of course, did not know which
monarch had = Magna Charta—
and did not care. He was quite capable
of answering Alfred the Great, or
Edward the Bevemin, or George the
Fifth! He was quite likely to give the
first king’s name that came into his fab
mind, and trust to luck.
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But even Bunter knew that there had
never been a king named Roger in the
realm—especially Jolly Roger! So that
answoer Wwas surprising, even [rom
Buntor.

The Remove stared at him. The
Bounder started a little Smithy, who
knew a lot of things betiter unknown,
know that Jolly Roger was the nume of
a horse that was running in the three-
thirty at Wapshot on Wednesday after-
noon. Evidently, to the Bounder, horse-
racing was in Bunter's podgy mind.
Fortunately Mr. Quelch knew less about
the Wapshot raco programme than
Smithy did, and he had never heard of
that “gee,” so he did not guess. DBut

he was astonished, and he was cross.
8aYy,

“What—what—what
Bunter 7' he ejaculated.

did you

"w}lﬂ.*ﬂ'tr"

“I—I'm sure he signed it only once,
sir " protested Bunter. “It—it's in my
book, sirl It says nothing about his
signing it o hundred timnes.”

“Ha, ha, ha!" yelled the Remove.

“Bunter, you—you—you incredibly
stupid Dboy!"" gurgled Mr. uelch.
“Cortainly King John signed Magna
Charta only once !”

“*You said a hundred times, sir—

“You will write it out a hundred
times, you obtuse boy!” shrieked Mr.
Queleh. “You will write out one
hundred times ‘King John signed
Magna Charta at Runnymede 'l ow
do you understand?”

“Oh, ves, sir |" gasped Bunter.

William Georgoe Dunter tried to givo
a littlo attention, after that. DBut heo

¥y

Wharton slipped his hand into his pocket and drew out two cigars.
good I * Wharton | ** rumbled Mr. Quelch, from the study window, his gimlet eyes gleaming at the rebel

5

Bunter rolled away towards the dis-
tant Cloisters, and Mauly smiled the
smilo of a [ellow who had done a good
deed.  Wharton, of courso, could not
possibly  want DBunter--nobody eover
wanted Bunter. So his lordship had sug-
gested that the fat Owl should look 1n
the Cloisters, because it was highly
improbable that Wharton was there!

Billy Bunter looked in the Cloisters,
He was still looking when the bell rang
for third school. Then he gave it up.

He saw Wharton, however, as he camo
Lack to the Remove Form Room. But it
was too late to speak to him. Wharton
was going in with the Remove. Bunter
liad to wait till third lesson was over.

When the Remove were dismissed
again Dunter made sure of his victim.
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“ Have one, Smithy,” he said, calmly, ** they're rather

of the Remove.

“* I am surprised at this—surprised and shocked ! **

“Oh lor’ 1" gasped Bunter. “I—I—I
mean—I didn’t mean Jolly Roger, sir 1"’

“1 imagine not !" boomed Mr. Quelch.
“For what roason, Bunter, have you
made so absurd an answer?”

“T—1 didn't—I—I mean, I—I wasn't
—that is, I—I—I meant to say—— Oh
crikey !” stuttered Bunter. .

“You have not been giving attention
to the lesson, Bunter."”

“Qh, ves, gir ! I—I heard every word,
girl I—I remember perfectly who
signed Chagna Marta—I mean, Magna
Charta, sir—it—it—it was Queen Eliza-
beth, sir'l”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“Hilenca! Bunter, you will write out
that King John siqnad Magna Charta
one hundred times]”

“D-D-Did he, sir?” gasped Bunter.

“Certainly he did, you obtuse boy!"”’
_"I.'E;—I thought he signed it only once,
Bir

was glad when the Remove was dis-
missed for break. With more important
matters on his mind, he found Quelch
and lessons h worry.

He came out of the House in brenk,
and blinked round the quad in search
of someone. Bob Cherry and Jnl}nnﬁ
Bull, Frank Nugent and Hurree Sing
were punting a ball about, and Bunter
called to them.

“Seen Wharton, you feilows?”

The Co. did not answer that question.
They no longer had any concern with
the junior who had once been the leader
of the famous Co. Bunter, perhaps, had
forgotten that—with important matters
on his mind |

“Y say, you fellows, where's
Wharton " squeaked Bunter. “I say,
Mauly, seen Wharton 1"

Lord Mauleverer grinned.

“Look in the Cloisters,” he suggested.

“ Oh, all right1”

Heo grabbed Harry Wharton by the
gleeve as ho went down the passage.

“] say, old chap——"" began Bunter.

“Let go, fathead !”

“I want to speak to you.
portant "

“Try somebody clse.”

Wharton jerked his arm away and
walked into the quad. Billy Bunter
blinked after him, his very spectacles
glistening with wrath, Considering
what he knew about the scapegrace's
plans for the morrow, Bunter's idea
was that it would Q’H the Remove rebel
to be civil. But arton, so far, was
unawaro of the fat Owl’s surreptitious
knowled

Ho walked away mcross the quad and
gauntored under the leafless elms. His
brow was thoughtful and moody. His
arrangement with Hilton of the Fifth
for Wednesday aftornoon worried him
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a good deal. He told himself that there
was no harm in sitting in a car and
watching the races. Plenty of fellows
did that, and no harm done. DBut
he was aware that that argument was
merely sophistry. He knew that Hilton
was not going to Wapshot 1;nerel¥ to see
the races run. He was going there to
bet with bookmakers; to %u_mblﬂ_; to
earn the “sack ” from Greyfriars if he
was spotted. _

Again he told himself that whatever
Hilton did was no concern of his. He
need not join in it, or anything of the
kind. But ho could not feel satisfied.
And though he rather lhiked Hilton for
his good-nature, he could not help fecl-
ing contempt for him.

F['he Fifth Form sportsman meant to
be kind; to make 1t up to the junjor
for having bagged o flogging for his
sake. 'This was his way of doing it, and
he was too unthinking and too selfish
to reflect on the harm he might be
doing. But an older fellow who led a
younger fellow into disreputable pur-
anits was & “bad hat "—in fact, a rank
outsider, and Wharton could not help
realisng it. All the fellow's carcless
good-nature could not alter that.

Only one consideration prevented
Wharton from seeking Hilton out and
telling him that it was “off.” The
fellow would think it was a case of
“cold feet.” He would suppose that
Wharton was scared by the risk.
Nobody was going to think that of
him |

“1 say, Harry, old chap—"

It was Bunter again. Wharton came

out of deep and troubled thought, and
glared at the fat Owl.

“You silly chump! Cut off I” he
rapped out.

“Oh, really, Wharton——"'

“Shut up, and buzz 1"

Bunter neither shut up mnor buzzed.
Ho had something to say, and he was
going to say 1t .

“Don’t shout, old fellow,” he smc’l.
“Loder’s hanging about, and you don't
want Loder to hear this.”

“Hang Loder”
“Well, you want to be careful now
he's made & prefect again,” said Bunter.

“You know old Quelch has jawed the
Head into making him a prefect again
—reward for spotting you at a pub.
He, he, he I* o

“You silly owl, what are you drwmﬁ
at 7’ exclaimed Wharton, puzzled as we
ag irritated. “I suppose a fellow can
walk in the quad even if Loder is about,
and if the Head has made the cad a
prefect again.” )

“Well, you can’t keep this sort of
thing too dark, you know,” said Bunter,
gshaking his head seriously. “If Loder
gets on your track to-morrow it's all up
with you and Hilton. He would jump
at the chance.”

“You fat villain, what have you been
spying into now " he ejaculated.

unter winked a fat wink.

“I know what I know, you know,” he
remarked astutely.  “Precious little

es on in the school that I don’t know,

can tell you. I was thinking of coming
with you, old fellow, but it's a bit too
risk Besides, I'm ratbar more Sp:_ir-
ticular than you are, you know. Siill.

there’s no reason why you shouldn’t put
something on for me, being there, you
know."

“Wha-a-t7” Wharton gasped.

“Look at this,” From under his
jacket Bunter drew a folded paper that
was pink in hue. “I dare say you've
seen ' Sporting Snips’' before, the way
you're going on this term. Never mind
where f got it. There's a man in this
school who always has this paper in his
study, and I knew where to look for it.”
Bunter chuckled. *If he misses it from
his study he won’t inquire after it—
what? XNot likely! He, he, he !”

Wharton gazed blankly at the Owl of
the Remove. Evidently Billy Bunter
was acquainted, somehow, with his
plans for Lthe morrow.

The danger of the excursion
doubled, or redoubled, by the fact that
it had come to the imnwlﬂdga of the
tattler of the Remove. But Wharton
was not thinking of that for the moment.
He was struck unpleasantly by the
obvious fact that Bunter took it for
ranted Lhat he was going to Wapshot

aces to play the “giddy ox" there.
The faruous Owl prided himself on
being ruther a “ rorty dog,” and now he
was talking to Wharton, as it were, us
a fellow-rorty-dog. Wharton gazed at
him speechlessly.

“When you're backing your fancy,”
went on Bunter cheerfully, *you cun
put a quid on for me, see? 1've picked

wis

Jolly Roger.”
“Jolly Roger!” repeated Wharton
blankly.

“My advice to you is to back him,
too,” said Bunter, blinking at him with
the air of 8 man who knew something
about horses. “He’s a good gee. The
man in this paper says that you can put
your shirt on hm. He knows! You can
got threa to one against him., Starting
price, you know.”

“¥You benighted idiot !1” gasped Whar-

ton.
“Oh, really, Wharton! Look here,
read what ‘ Nippy Snipster ’ says about
him,” said Bunter, mmdieating a tipsier’s
column with a fat forefinger. “I can
tell you this is a snip, straight from the
horse’s mouth. Well, 1 want you to put
a quid on for me, see, while you're
at it.”

“While—— Oh, my hat ¥

“I believe I mentioned to you that
I was expecting a postal order,” con-
tinued Bunter. “It will come in the
morning, and I'll let you have the quid
before you start. It's barely possible
that my postal order may not come in
time. Not likely, but just possible. In
that case you'll lend me the quid, won't
you, old chap?”

Wharton breathed hard.

Heo could hardly blame Bunter for
supposing that he was going to the races
to “rorty.” Certainly any fellow
who had known of the excursion would
have supposed so, especially as he was
ﬁ:ing with the sportsman of the Fifth.

evertheless, it was distinctly unpleasant.

All the school looked on him as a
“shady sweep,” like the Bounder, or
Angel of the Fourth, and Wharton had
said to himself that he might as well
have the “game as the name.” Now it
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other, you know. Of course, I'm not
the fellow to give a man away. I'm not
a sneak, I hope. 8till, I'm keeping this
dark for you. ?ualnh would jump at it
with both feet if he knew I think you
can lend me the quid, Wharton, to
on Jolly Roger—what1"

Wharton did not answer.

“Mind, I'm making a point of that,%
said Bunter. “ It will be safe as houses.
You get three to one, and you can have
your quid back out of the winnings 1i—
if my Ensta] order should happen to be
delayed see? Jolly Roger's a dead cert,
a sure snip. He's going to romp home,
you know, and leave the field standing.
Nippy Snipster knows a thing or two.
My advice to you s to put your shirt
on Jolly Roger, and—— Whoooooo !”

Billy Bunter broke off with a wild
roar as Wharton grabbed the folded
racing paper from him and smote lim
with it .

Bang, bang, bang!

Quite hefty smites) can be delivered
with a folded newspaper in a sinewy
hond. DBurter. found that out at once.

Bang, bang, bang, bang |

“Oh crikey! You béast, leave off 1"
;,*ﬂlled Bunter, dodging wildly.
‘Wharrer you banging me for, you
beast? Gimme my paper| Yarooooh!
Oh crumbs! Leave off! Chuck itl
Yoooop! Whooop! Yaroocooooh!”

Why Wharton had broken out like this
Bunter dig not know, He supposed that
it was some more of the beast’s beastly
temper. It was quite an unexpected
outcome to a pleasant and friendly chat,

Bang, bang, bang!

“Yaroocooh |

“You fat rascal 1™ panted Wharton.
“I'Nl keep this paper and put it in the
fire. But I'll see first if I can knock a
little sense and decency into you.”

“Yono-hooop! Qh crikey!”

pub

Billy Bunter fled for his fat life. He
vanished among the elms, roaring.
Wharton was left with “Sportin

Snipsa” in his hand. Certainly, ho di
not intend to let Bunter have that
valuable periodical back. He decided
to toss it over the school wall, and thus
get rid of it. Having come to that
decision, he turned to leave the spot, and
almost ran into Loder of the Sixth.

THE FOURTH CHAPTER.

Caught !

e TOP 1”

Loder rapped out the order.
Wharton stopped.

Loder’'s eyes were fixed on
the pink paper in his hand. Loder of
the Sixth knew “Sporting Bmps” by
sight | That periodical was, in point of
fact, the favourite reading of Gerald
Loder, though he was, of course, ex-
tr&mel’j careful to keep that circum-
stance to himself.

He fairly gloated at the sight of the
racing paper in Wharton’s hand. This
was luck for Loder—uncommon luck |

Wharton flushed orimson, He under«
stond what Loder’s stare at the pink
paper meant. Loder, who had spotted
the scupegrace at the Three Fishers a
few days since, had no doubt that the
young rascal was well on his way on
the downward path. According to the
poet, o fellow-fecling makes us won-
drous kind. But Loder of the 8ixth had
no fellow-fecling for a junior whom he
supposed to be a blackgnard like him-
self. Wharton had got off with a flog-
ging for the Three Fishers episode, and
n severa warning from the Head- that
another such escapade would %e fol-
lowed by expulsion from the school,
Loder nhn.ribaglg hoped that it might be
the **sack * this time.
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“What'’s that
rapped Loder,

“I imagine that you know it by
Bifght I” answored Wharton, with a curl
of the lip. “You've probably seen it
more than oncel”

Loder set his teeth. This young rascal
knew altogether too much about Gerald
Loder and his ways. It would be a

reat relief to Loder when the gates of

royfriars closed behind him.

“(Give mo that paper "

Wharton husitut&cf) a moment. But
Loder had been reinstated in hia rank
of prefect by the headmaster, and he
was in authority once more. The junior
handed over the paper.

“Now follow mo to the Houset”

“Any old thing!" drawled Wharton.

He followed Loder.

Plenty of fellows stared at them as
they came out of tho elm walk and
crossed the quad towards the House.

The pink paper in Loder’s hand was
very much in evidence. No doubt he
desired all Greyfriars to see that the
scapegrace had been spotted aguin in
his wicked ways.

“What on earth's that, Loder?" called
out Wingate of the Bixth.

“I've Just taken this racing paper
from Wharton," explained Loder. “[I'm
taking him to his Form master now,”

The Greyfriars captain turned a con-
temptuous glance on the junior.

“At it ngain 1" he snapped.

paper, Wharton "

“Not at all, Wingate,” answered
W_hur::::m coolly. “That paper’s not
mine.

“Not yours? Loder says he took it
from you.”

“That’s right. But 1t's not mine."

“Better tell your Form master that 1”
snapped Wingate gruffly.

“1'm going to—thanks|”

Loder marched on, with Wharton at
Lis heels, Cecil Reginald Temple, the
captain of the Fourth, shrugged his
shoulders scornfully.

“What did 1 mllvynu men 1" he asked

Fry and Dabney. *Precious young
blackguard—what? Not the sort of
blighter we want in the Junior
Eleven 1™

“Oh, rather |” agreed Dabney,

“He can play football 1” said Fry.
“Still, if you want the Remove to lick
us as usual to-morrow r

““There's a limit!” sard Temple, with
dignity. “I've no use for pub-hauntin’
rottera 1"

“And no use for goals!” murmured

FrE.

oder marched into the House and
tapped at the door of Mr. Quelch's
study He entered. followed by
Wharton,

Mr. Queleh's gimlet eyes fixed on the
Hmcimgraca of his Form. Mr. Quelch
had not forgotten how the scapegrace
had pulled his leg in the matter of tho
cigars the previous day; neither had he
forgotten muany, manyv other offences.
His look was grum.

‘He gave a start us Loder laid the
pink paper on the table before him.

“What—what is this, Loder?" he
exclaimed.

“T have just taken this paper from
Wharton, sir,” said Loder smoothly.
““He was reading 1t in an obscure corner
behind the trees."

“That is u he. sir!"” said Harry
Wharton coolly

“What—what did you say, Whar-
ton 1"  excluimed Mr. Queleh. while
Loder turned almost green

“T said that that is a lie, sir 1" said
Harry, with perfect calmness.

“ Mr. Quele " gasped Loder.

“Leave this bad, unserupulous boy to
me, Loder I” smid Mr Quelch, with a
bitter comprossinn of the lips. “I am

not likely to take his word against
yours,"

“Thank you, sir|”

“Wharton, you dare to deny that
Loder took this paper from you?”

“Not in the least, sir, der took
thadpﬂpe;' from me. But he said 1 was
reading 1t, That is false.”

“You can hardly have bought this
paper, Wharton, for any purpose but
to read it !" said Mr. Qu{!lnE sternly.

“1 did not buy that paper, sir."

“Do you mean that it was given to
you by some one of your disreputable
acquaintances outside the school?”
demanded the Remove master.

“I have no disreputable ncquaintances
outside ‘the school, sir,"” answered
Wharton calmly.

“You will searcely expect that state-
ment to be believed, Wharton, when
only last week you were discovered leav-
m[.f, surreptitiously, the most disreput-
able resort in the county! If you did
not buy this paper, it must have been
given to you by some rascally
charactor,”

7

continued 1mm your disreputable waya [
Whether you have yeu read it or not 1s
immaterial | You will come with me to
Dr. Lockel”

1“JPerhnpa you will let me explain first,
gir.”

i f(uu havo any explanation to
make, 1 will hear it.’

“I took that paper from a silly young
ass,” said Wharton. “1 took it from
him and smacked his head with it, and
was going to throw it away. Although

am no longer head boy of tho
Remove, I thought I ought not to let
a fellow keep such n paper as that if
I could help it.™

Loder grinned
idea was that he had never
lamer story than this.

Mr., Quelch’'s lip curled contemptu-
ously,

“If [’m“' took this rascally paper from
some [oolish boy Wharton, to throw it
away, certainly I should not blamo
you,” he said “ But if your statement
18 true, i'mt must give the boy’'s name,
and I will carry the inquiry farther.”
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“I know no rascally character, sir,
except >

“ Lixcept whom 1"

“Loder, sir |” said Harry calmly

“Loder I" repeated Mr. Quelch.
“Why, what— Wharton, how dare
youl I repeat, how dare youl You
insolent boy | How dare you make such
a remark 1"

“1 answered your question, sir.”

“This insolence wiﬂ not benefit you,
Wharton! ¥You deny that you were
perusing this disgraceful and obnoxious
paper ?’

“Certainly!l I've never read
rot | It doesn't interest me.”

“Then what wore you d-::-ing with it?7"”

“Holding it in my hand !’

“Take care, Wharton| This ia not a
matter for jesting! 1If you were not
going to peruse this paper, what were
you going to do with it 7"

“Throw it over the wall.”

“Are you in your senses, boy? Do
you mean to tell me that you obtained
possession of this disgraceful paper to
throw it over the wall 77

“Yes, sir!”

Mr. Quelch set his lips hard. Loder
stared at the junior blankly.

“Very well, Wharton |” said Mr.
?uﬁlch. “Your headmaster warned you
that any [urther disgraceful actions on
your part would be followed by expul-
sion from Greyfriars! Your posscssion
of o racing paper is proof that you have

guch

Wharton stood silent.

“Was any other boy with Wharton,
Loder, when you took this paper from
him 7**

“No, sir. He was alone.”

Mr, Quelch rose to his feet,

“1 shall take you to Dr, Locke now,
Wharton! It is for your headmaster
to judge you! I can hold out no hope
whatever that you will be allowed to
rematn at Greyfriars after this further
unmistakable proof of your depravity !
You will follow mo to your headmaster's
study |

“Very well, sir 1” said Harry through
compressed lips.

And ho followed Mr. Quelch.

THE FIFTH CHAPTER.
Help for Bunter !

L OB, old chap—"
B “S8hut up!” roared Bok
Cherry ferociously,
“Oh, really, Cherry—"

“Buzz offl you fat bluchottle 1"

Bob Cherry of the Remove waas evi
dently not in his usual sunny temper,
Billy Bunter blinked at him in angry
astonishment.

The Co were standing before the
House, with grim faces. Bob was
frowning, Frank Nugent looked deeply
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distressed, Hurree Jamset Ram Singh
was worried, and Johnny Bull had a
rather sarcastic expression on his face.
Like fifty other fellows, the Co. had
seen Loder of the Sixth marching
'Wharton in—with the racing paper.
They had heard what he said to Win-
gato, and, like everybody else, they had
no doubt that it was the sack this time.
The scapegrace of the Remove had
asked for it again and again, and now
he was getting it. Bob Cherry and his
chums were in no mood to be bothered
by Billy Bunter.

“The game’s up mnow,” muttered
Nugent. “The fat’s fairly in the fire.

»r

How could he be such an ass—

“Such a rotter, you mean!"" grunted
Johnny Bull,

“The changefulness in the estecemed
and ridiculous Wharton 1s truly ter-
rific,’”” murmured Hurrece Jamset Ham
Singh dismally.

"% say, you fellows—'

“S8hut up, Bunter |” roared DBob.
~ "“"Look phare, don’'t be a beast!l”’
howled Bunter. “I want you to stand
by me, old chap! I can't lick the beast
myself, and you konow it.”

“Go end eat coke |”

“He’s taken away my paper I’ howled
Bunter.

“What? Whot”

“That beast Wharton |I"” howled the
indignant Owl. *“I was showing it to
him, you know, and he bagged it, and
banged me on the head with it, and
enid he was going to chuck it im the
fire!l I'd julfy well lick_him, only—
only I can’t, you know. You can lick
him, Bob. I’ll hold your jacket.”

The Ceo. stared blankly at Billy Bun-
ter. The fat Owl was not aware of
Wharton's latest trouble, He had been
rubbing his bullet-head where the
folded newspaper had smitten, for some
time, and so he had missed tho latest,

“Wharton took a paper from you?”
said Bob, with a deep breath. "“He
took it away to put it in the fire?”

“Yes, the cheeky beast! And I want
it, you know|” said Bunter, with deep
indignation. “Bullying a chap, you
know | Making out that he doesn’t
dabble in such things—when he’s been
flogged for pub-haunting, you know!
Cheeky rotter! I was talking to him in
guite a friendly way; only asking him
to put something on a horse for me, and
he grabbed my newspaper away and
banged me on the hﬂucF with it, and
said he was going to put it in the fire.
I want it, you know "

“What newspeper was it?” asked
Frank Nugent very quietly,

“Well, it was a—a—a newspaper, you
know,”” said Bunter cautiously. *Not
the sort of paper a fellow wants to show
about the school, of course. I got it
from a senior study; you see, I wanted
to see what- Nippy Snipster had to say
about Jolly Roger——"’

“Jolly Roger I’ gasped Bob.

“I'd jolly well go to Quelch about it,
you know, but it might come out what
paper it was,” explained Bunter.
say, Bob, you can lick that rotter—in
fact, you did lick him a week or two
ago! Lick him again, old chap! I'll
hold your hatl ake him gimme my
paper,

v o Wharton took that pink paper,
. Sporting Snips,” from you to chuck it
into the firet"” said Bob slowly.

“¥Yes. Just rotten cheek, you know "

“You fat villain 1

::gh.d I‘Eﬂj’, Chei:;rjr—“

n er’s taken him to Quelch |”
breathed Nugent. iy
him; they won't let him off this
time——""
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“It’s the sack for

i I'

“Unless he mentions Bunter,” said
Johnny Bull,

“He won’t do that 1’

“I—I—I say, you fellows, d-d-did you
say Loder’s taken him to Quelchi?”
gasped Billy Bunter. “Oh crikey!
Did Loder find him with that paper?
Hn', he, ho 1’

""Is that a laughing matter, you fat
frump 1 roared Bob.

**He, he, he!I’” chortled Bunter, who
evidently thought that it was. " He, he,
he! Serve him jolly well right! I
say, you f[ellows, isn’t it jolly lucky
Loder never caught me with it, what 1"

Bob Cherry drew a deep breath, o

“So it was your paper, Bunter, and
Wharton took it away from you ta burn.
You'd better go and tell Quelch that
beforo Wharton’s lLiked off to the
Head,”

“I'll wateh it 1" grinned Bunter.

“Look here, you fat ass, you'll get
eix; but it's the sack for Wharton, with
so many other things up against him,”
said Frank,

“Well, serve him right '’ said Bunter.
“_Bugg:inﬁ a chap’s pu.fl]cr and banging
him on the napper with it. I was only
asking him to Eut some Mmoney on a
horse for me—him being a betting
fellow, you know—and for some reason
he lost his temper and burst out on a
chap like a wild Hun! Catch me going
to {Eelch [

“You've got to tell Quelch it was
your paper !” hissed Bob,

“Catch me! Besides, 1t wasn't my
paper; I only borrowed it from u senior
man's study "

“Will you go to Queleh §”

“No, 1 jolly well won’t|”

“I'll help you!” said Bob.
~“I don’t want any help, thanks—I'm
jolly well not going! I'm rather sorry
if Wharton’s bunked, beast as he izs—
awful beast, you know, banging a chap’s
napper with a chap’s own sporting
Paﬂwr '  Bunter rubbed his head.
' But you fellows don’t care; you're not
friends of his. Why, Bull was scrap-
ping with him in the Remove passage
n few days ago. You had a ﬁgﬁ? with
him in his study this term, Bob, and—I
say—— Y aroooooop |”

Bunter did not want any help to an
interview with Mr., Quelch. Bob
Gh&r:f‘i gave him the help unwanted,

With a sudden grip on the Owl's fat
neck, he ran him up the steps and into
the House.

Bunter roared as he went. He
wriggled and roared and howled. But
the grip on his neck was like iron. He
went |

Nugent and Hurree Singh looked
after them as they disappeared into the
House, Bunter’s wild roars floating
back. Johnny Bull gave a slow nod,
Johnny was the least placable member
of the old Co. But i1t was clear that
Wharton, whether * pub-haunter” or
not, was innocent in this particular
matter, and it was up to Bunter to say
0. Bunter was not keen to tread the

th of rectitude—in fact, he was fright-
ully reluctant. But with Bob Cherry’s
help he overcame his reluctance. There
really was no arguing, with that grip
on the back of his podgy neck.

He rolled, roaring, into Mastors’
Passage. Mr, Prout looked out of a
study doorway, frowning; Mr. Capper
and Mr. Twigp luukcg out, staring,
Bob Cherry did not heed. He ran
Bunter along to the Remove master's
study. No doubt his methods were a
little drastic, perhaps a little high-
handed. But he was not going to see
a fellow bunked because Bunter did not
want to take a richly deserved *six.”

“Will you leggo, you beast?"” howled
Bunter,

THE MAGNET

“Get on, you fat frog!’ said Bob.
“You can talk when yon get into My,
Quelch’s atmﬂf."

“I say, old chap—— Beast !’ gasped
Bunter. “I wouldn’t have tﬁﬁl you
about it—wow I—if I'd known you'd—
Yaroooopl I wanted you to get thab
paper back from Wharton—  Wow,
wow | never thought you'd—
Grooogh! Woooogh 17

They were only a few yards from Mr.
Quelch’s study door wi’;en it opened,
and the Remove master came out, with
Wharton at his heels. Behind them ap-
peared Loder of the Sixth, All three
stared at Bunter and Bob Cherry—Mr.
Quelch with thunder gathering in his
brow,

“Cherry | DBunter| What—""

. Bunter wants to tell you something,
sir " gnsped Bobh.

“I don’t!” yelled Bunter. “Nothing
of the sort, sir! I don’t know anything
about ' Sporting Snips,’ sir—I've never
even heard the name——"’

“Wha-a-at 1"’

. "It’s not my paper, sir! I borrowed
it DBesides, I never had it! If Whar-
ton says he got it from me, he's telling
whoppers, sirl I'm not that sort of
fellow, sir—and Wharton is, as all the
Form knows |”

*“ Bunter, go into my study 1"

“%h lor’ 1™

“You may go, Cherry!”

“Yes, sir | gasped Bobh.

There was a strange expression on Mr.
Quelch’s face as he signed to Wharten
to follow him back into the study. And
on Gerald Loder’s face a black and
hitter look was growing. It seemed to
the bully of the Sixth that he could sce
his victim slipping from hiz clutches.
For the moment Loder did not foresee
anything worse than that. But there
was, 1f he had known it, worse to como.

THE SIXTH CHAPTER.
Awkward for Loder !

6 UNTER I” said Mr. Quelch in
B & deep voice.
“Oh lar’ 1" groaned Bunter.
__He stood under the gimlet
eye of his Form mmaster, uhivaring%ikﬁ o
fat jelly. Bunter was _irepn.red to affirm
or deny anything. Like the witness in
the old story, he was ready to swear
“in a _nrmrni way, anything ""—but he
had a dismal fear that he was not going
to be believed. For some reason or
other Mr. Quelch always scemed a
veritable “ Doubting Thomas ” when he
was dealing with that bright member of
his Form,
“ Bunter, Wharton has told me—""
“"Tain't true, sir!” gasped Bunter.
“Wharton’s an awful fibber, sir| Ain't
you, old chap?”
“Wharton has told me that he took
this paper—this disreputable and unde-
sirable periodical—from another boy,

with th?’ intention of throwing it

awa
"it—it‘a a whopper,

sir I gasped
Bunter. *“*He said ]

B e was gomng to put
it in the fire! You %;:ll well know you
did, Wharton! I think you ought to
tell Mr. Quelch the truth! You jolly
well said——"

“Bunter, Wharton has not given the
name of the boy from whom he took

the paper 2

“Oh!” gasped Bunter. “Good! I
mean, it wasn't me, sir!”

“1 did not believe Wharton's state-
ment: &

“Of—of course not, sir!
whopper—a whacking fib, sir!
I g0 now, sirf"

“But it appears that his statement was
correct !” hooted Mr, Quelch, “He took

Just o
C-¢c-can
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Erlp,i:mg Bunter by the back of his fat neck, Bob Cherry ran him along Masters’

owled Bunter.
this disteputable paper from you,
Bunter, you have just admitted as
much.”” He paused. “Wharton, I

regret that your course of conduet, all
th:'l'ﬂil%h this term, has made it im-
possible for me to take your word!” he
added acidly.

“Thank you,
sarcastically.

“You have only yourself to blame.
Nevertheless, you shall have justice!”
snapped Mr. Quelch. * Your statement
i8 borne out by Bunter! In view of
your recent conduct, I am surprised at
Euur having acted in what appears to
e a creditable manner. I believe now
that you took this disgraceful periodical
from Bunter with the intention of
destroying it. Bunter, how dare you
have such a paper in your possession?”

*“I didn't, sir—" gasped Bunter.

“It is clear mow, Bunter, that it was
your paper,” said h‘[r. Quaich sternly.

“It—it wasn't, sir!" I—I only bor-
rowed 1it,” groaned Bunter. ~ “I—I]
wouldn’t have given twopence of my
own money for it, sir.”

“If someone lent Bunter the paper,
sir,” suggested Loder, “it is probably
Wharton's property. No other boy in
the Remove, I am sure——"'

Wharton shrugged his shoulders.
Loder, evidently, was not leaving him
a loophole if he could help it. But Mr.

sir!" gaid Wharton

QQuelch did not receive that suggestion
with any enthusiasm. Loder was the
Junior's bitter enemy; but the Remove

master, if Wharton could only have be-
lieved it, had no desire but to see strict
justice done.

“It can hardly have been Wharton’s
property, Loder, or he would not have
taken it from Bunter to destroy it, as
Bunter has admitted.” There was a
perceptible touch of coldness in Mr.

** Get on, you fat frog ! ** said Cherry.

Quelch's voice. * Bunter! Did you
borrow that Tpnpﬁr from another boy in
the Remove "

“0Oh! No, sir!"” gasped Bunter.
“Who lent it to you, then?”

“It—it wasn't lent to me, sirl”
roaned Bunter, “I—I bhorrowed it
rom the chap’s study, sir, without—
without mentioning it, sir. I—I was
going to put 1t back again, sir.”

“You will certainly do nothing of the
kind, Bunter, and I demand to know the
name of the junior from whose ul;ud?
you obtained this disreputable paper,”
said Mr. Quelch sternly.

“It—it wasn't a junior, sir!”’ groaned
Bunter,

“What! Do you mean that you
obtained this racing paper from a
senior study 7" exclaimed Mr. Quelch,

“Oh lor’ 1

“Yes or no!” thundered the Remove
master,

“Owl Yes!” gasped Bunter.

“You will give me the name of the
senior boy,” said Mr. Quelch. “I shall
report it to the headmaster.”

“Oh crikey I”

“Answer me, Bunter, ot once.”

“Oh scissors !™

Bunter's round eyes rolled hopelessly
behind his spectacles. He blinked at
Mr. Quelch, and blinked at Loder in
terror. In a similar position, Harry
Wharton had refused to give a name,
Bunter was equally reluctant, but from
very different motives, Evidently he
was frightened.

Wharton wondered :whether it was
from Hilton's study, in the Fifth, that
Bunter had borrowed * Sporting Snips.”
Hilton and Price were rather given to
the study of such literature. Whoever
was the original owner of that racing
paper, it was plain that Quelch meant
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““ Will you leggo, you beast ? **

*“ You can talk when you get into Mr. Quelch’s study ! **

to know. He was afler that sportsman
like a dog after a bone!

“Will you answer me, Bunter?” he
thundered.

“Oh, yes, sir! Oh dear! I—I—I—I
mean to say—— Oh lor’ ¥

“You need not 'be frightened,
Bunter !" said Mr. Quelch more kindly.
“You are bound to give me the informa-
tion I require. This matter must be
thoroughly investigated and the evil
traced to its source. If, however, you
prefer to be questioned by your head-
master——"*

Bunter squeaked with sheer terror,

“Ow! Nol Oh lor'! It—it was a

prefect, sir——"

“Bless my soul!” Mr. Quelch was
really startled. “Bunter! Are you
saying seriously that you obtained this
disreputable racing paper from the study
of a Sixth Form prefect?"

“Ow!l Yes, sir!” groaned Bunter.

Wharton started! 8o did Loderl
Quite a queer expression came over the
latter’s face. He interposed hastily.

“Mr. Quelch, this boy, Bunter, is so
untruthful—it is surely impﬂsaifaln to
Lﬂ_nkﬂ any notice of such a statement from

lm____!#

“1 shall hear him, Loder! Bunter,
give me the name, instantly, of the
Sixth Form prefect from whose study, as
_E;m: allege, you obtained this disgrace-

ul paper?”

ii h lﬂr! I‘Il

Bunter blinked at Loder in sheer
terror. Loder’s face was pale. Harry

Wharton’s eyes were dancing. He knew

now |
“Mr. Quelch——" gasped Loder.

“Kindly do not interrupt, Loder|
Bunter, for the last time, give ine the
name I require to know ! therwise, I

Tae Maagner Liseany.—No, 1,293,
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ghall take you
Locke.”

“Lul-lul-Iul-lul—"" stammered Dun-
ter.

“What 1"

“Lul-lul-lul-Leder,
it out,

A dead silence in the study followed.
Loder's face was almost green. Harry
E‘Fha:itan emiled. Mr. Quelch stood

azed.

Thia term he had had a high opinion
of Loder. Loder had *“greased ” to the
Remove master with great skill. He
had been extremely keen on the track
of the rebel of the Remove—which was
a recommendation to the. master who
was fed-up with that troublesome rebel !
Bunter's statement fairly Ehﬂgﬁt‘fﬂd Mr.
Quelch. Untruthful as Bunter habitually
was, it was impossible to doubt it—it
was obvious that the name had been
forced from him, and that he hardly
dared to utter it. Quelch had extracted
the name from him, rather like a cork
from a bottle—and the name was—
Loder ! Quelch stood dumb.

From the bottom of his heart, Gerald
Loder wished that he had never brought
that Epc-rting paper ' to the Remove
master’s study. But how could he have
guessed that it was the very copy that
he supposed to be safe in the table
drawer in his study? Naturally, he
couldn’t have! It had never crossed his
mind for a moment. He had believed
that it belonged to Wharton!| Certainly
he had never dreamed that it belonged
to himself |

He stood as dumb as Quelch!

The silence was awful! It could
almost have been cut with a knife!

“Blesa my soull” said Mr. Quelch

immediately to Dr.

pir I’ DBunter got

faintly at last. “Did—did—did
say Loder, Bunter?” 2

“Oh lor’'! I—I was ﬂning to put it
back, sir!” mumbled Bunter, *I—I
meant to put it back before Loder
missed it, sir.”

“Loder! You are a Sixth Form boy,
and not nmenable to my authority. You
may please yourself about making an
explanation. But you are, of course,
aware that unless you can do so, it is
my duty to place this matter before
Dr. Locke.”

“If this is indeced the paper that was
in my study, sir, the matter is quite
casily oxplained,” said Loder. He was
surprised himself to find that he could
lic so glibly. * Yesterday, sir, I found
a racing paper in the profects’ room,
which someonc must have left there,
Apparently this is the paper. I took it
away with the intention of inquiring
into the matter.”’

“Did you report the matter, Loder?”

“It weas my intention, sir, to consult
with Wingate, ns head prefect, before
doing so. I considered that it was a
matter best dealt with at a prefects’
meeting.”’

Mr. Quelch looked at Loder, long and
hard. arry Wharton closed one eye
at Billy Bunter; and the fat Owl,
startled by that sudden wink, gave an
involuntary cackle.

“ He, he, hel”

Mr. Quelch spun round at him,

“Bunter ! How dare you? Leave my
study ! You will take two hundred lines
for having had this racing paper in
your possession. Wharton, you may gol
Both of you go at once.”

Both the Removites went at once.
Loder would have been glad to follow.
But he had to wait.

you

THE MAGNET

“Loder,” said Mr. Quelch at last, “X
accept your statement, of course. I bave
n high opinion of you, and I trust you
as your headmaster does. But you wﬂi
realise, Loder, that you have acted very
thoughtlessly and injudiciously. You
should not have kept a racing paper m
your possession.” .

“1 realise that now, sir,” said Loder
humbly. .

“If you think it best to deal with tho
matter at a prefects’ meeting, Loder,
that is your affair. DPossibly you aro
right! But, in any case, I qhaul:;l
strongly advise you to deal with it
without delay, and to ascertain to whom
this wretched paper really belonged.”

“] shall certainly take your advice,
sir! Thero is a prefects’ meeting this
ovening, and I shall place the matter
hefore my fellow-prefects.”

“Very well, Loder! You may take
the paper away.”

Loder took the paper away. Mr.
Quelch was left with an extremecly
thoughtful expression on his face. He
accepted Loder's statement, as he had
said. But he had had a shock; and he
could not quite get rid of a lingering
doubt.

Loder went to his study—with ** Sport-
ing Snips” in his pocket. Not till he
was in His study, with the door closed,
did he allow his face to express his
fcelinga. Then his look would have
startled Mr. Quelch, could the Remove
master have seen it _

Harry Wharton strolled out into the
quad with a smile on his face. He had
had a narrow escape, and he knew it,
And he knew, too, that he owed it to his
former friend—for certainly Billy

(Continued on next page.)
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Bunter would never have arrived at
Mr. Queloh’s study of his own acecord.
It was irksome to be under an obliga-
tion to & fellow whose friendship he
had spurned, and with whom he had
exchanged blows.

The Co. weare in a group outside 'the
House. They looked at Wharton as he
camoe out. He coloured, hesitated, and
walked towards them.

“Thanks !” he said to Bob Cherry, in
& low voice.

And he walked on quickly before Bob
could make any reply.

THE SEVENTH CHAPTER.
Friends '1n Need !

] TAGGER in, old beans!”
Lord Mauleverer sat up on
the sofa in his study, where he
had been taking a rest after
prep. He smiled amiably at the four
juniors who appeared in the doorway

of Study No. 12.

Mauly was alone 1n the study;
Vivian had gone down in the Rag. He
rose from the sofa, suppressing a yawn,

Bob Cherry and Johnny Bull, Frank
Nugent and Hurree Jamset Ram Singh
“gtaggered ' in, as his lordship invited

them to do. Why Mauly had asked
them to call on him after prep that
evening they did not yot know.

““Well, give it & name, Mauly |” said
Bob. “Always glad to see you, but
there's going to be some boxing in the
Ra hﬂﬁ:m dorm. So heave ahead |”

“Yaas, old bean! Shut the door!”

Nugent shut the door.

“Take pews!" said his lordship.
“Shan’t keep you long, but don't stand ;
makes mo tired to see a fellow standin’.
I've got somethin’ to say to you men—
rather important. I thought you mght
like to scoff a cake while f'waﬂ tallan'.

“Good egg; wo would ! agreed Bob.

“But I forgot to get in the cake——"

“You silly ass!”

“I'm always forgettin' somethin’, you
knﬂw_,l

“Have you forgotten what you were
going to say to us?"” asked Johnny Bull
sarcastically. “If so, wo may as well
get down to the boxing.”

“"No,” said Lord Mauleverer hastily;
“I've got that ready for youl About
old Wharton, you know——"

“] think I'll travel,” said Johnny
Buil,

“8tay where you are, old bean! I
want the lot of you,” said Lord Maul-
everer. “"Mind shuttin’ up for a
minute or two, Bullf I hate to ask
you, but I wanted to talk myself—"

“Well, get it over |” grunted Johnny
Bull grufily.

“I'm tryin' to! I dare say you
fellows have heard Bunter's cackle up
and down the passage—about Wharton
and a Fifth Form blighter—"

“Only Bunter's gas,” said Frank un-
oasily. “I don't believe Wharton would
join up with a Fifth Form man for any-
thing of the kind !”

‘Grunt from Johnny Bull.

“The gaﬂfulnm is probably terrific !
remarked Hurree Singh.

“What's the good of talking rot?”
demanded Johnny Bull. *The fellow’s
been whopped for smoking and flogged
for pubhaunting. DBunter heard him
fixing it up with Hilton of the Fifth to
go to the races to-morrow. He's a spy-
ing, prying little beast; but it's so.
He hasn’t brains enough to make it up.
The car's going to wait for the rotters
at two on Courtfield Common. They're
anaalﬂnﬁ out separately. It’s all pii'a.in
enough.

1 E

The other three were silent. As &
matter of faot, they had little doubt
about it. Evidently Lord Mauleverer,
the most unsuspicious fellow in the Re-
move, had none.

“That’'s what he’'s turned down foot-
ball for!” added Johnny Bull socorn-
fully.

“Rot!" said Nugent. Irank always
seemed to have a word to say in defence
of his former friend. “He's turned
down Remove games; but he had
agrecd to play for what that idiot
Temple calls the Junior Eleven—only
Temple turned him down——"

“Any decent man would turn down a
pub-haunting sweep."

“Bull, old bean, you tallk like a
picture-book ! murmured Lord Maul-
everer. “"But I asked you fellows to
come in and hear me talk! You're
buttin’® in, old man.”

“"Yes; shut up and give Mauly a
chance |” said Bob.

Snort, from Johnoyv., But he shut up

at last.
“My idea of it is this,” yawned
Mauly. “Wharton's a good chap—one

of the best—but he's made a bad break.
He's got his back up, and he's had a lot
of cause. I don’t deny that he's playin’
the giddy ox—he is! But that smokin’
affair, you know, was all a mistake, and
I don't really believe that he went up
to the Three Fishers on the razzle,
though I don't know why he went. Man
who's misjudged might play the goat
out of sheer cussedness—what?"
“Rot ! said Johnny Bull.

“That's how I figure it out; and my
idea is that when a fellow’s in that
frame of mind, bad company is very
bad for him. An older fellow leadin’
him into mischief is outside the limit.”

“Lot of leading he wants!” growled
Johnny Bull,

“Yaas, glad you agree!” said Lord
Mauleverer apparently deaf to
sarcasm. * Well, I'm goin’ to chip in.
I want you fellows to back me up. It's
a frightful trouble—lot of exertion, and
all that. I hate the idea! But when
duty .and friendship call, you know—
what 7"

“If you're geiting at anything, will
you get at it before dorm, do you
think " inquired Johnny Bull.

“T'll try! You men won't be playin'
football before three to-morrow, I think.
It's a quick run to the common on your

bikes. We bag Hilton—"
“Wha-a-at "
“8tick him head downwardas in a
diteh——"

“Great pip |

“Rag him bald-headed, and all that!
After that,” explained Lord Maule-
verer, gazing calmly at the astonished

four, “he won’t feel like goin’ to the

races! Stands to reason that what he
will really want will be a bath and a
change of clobber—what 7"

“0Oh orumba [

“ Beotter thrash him, too,” said Lord
Mauleverer thoughtfully,. “Tske a
fives bat, or an Indian club, or some-
thin"—what? Make a jolly old example
of him  Make it clear to him that
senior men are expected to keep clear
of the junior Forms when they go

b!a%-gin‘. I don't believe Hilton's
really a bad chap! Might make him
repent! Anyhow, it will make him

think—what #*

“0Oh, Mauly !” gasped Bob.

“The thinkfulness will probably be
terrific if we stick the esteemed Hilton
on his absurd napper in a ridiculous
ditch I'" chuekled Hurree Jamset Ram
Singh.

(

“Ha, ha, ha ¥

“Well, is it 8 go " asked Maulevarer.
“I know it's askin' you men to take a
lot of trouble. But when duty calls to
brazen walls—I forget the rest——"

“Ha, ha, ha!” roared Bob Cherry.
“Ripping! We're on!”

“The onfulness is preposterous!”

“Mauly, old man, you're a giddy
jewel ! said Frank Nugent. “ After a
losson like that, Hilton will let the Re-
move men alone, I fancy.”

“And what about Wharton 7" snorted
Johnny Bull. “Is he going to thank us
for hul;ting in and minding his business
for him ?’

“Never mind Wharton,” said Mauly.
“Needn't mention it to Wharton!
There was a bloke in a poem who did
good by stealth, and blushed to find ik
fame! We're goin' to imitate that
merchant—seo 1

“Well, I'd like to give that Fifth
Form rotter one for his nob !” admitted
Johnny Bull. “As likely as not it
means a row with Wharton, though.”

“Let it!” said Mauly placidly.
“You've had rows with him already
because you couldn’'t keep your silly
temper—""

“What 7

“And he couldn't keep his! I feel
sure that Hilton won't feel like playin’
the jolly old blackguard at the races
after we're done with him! And if ke
don’t go, Wharton won't go, and—and
there you are! What?"

“It's a go!” said Bob.

“Yes, rather |”

The Co. were quite keen. Johnny Bull
was the only dubious member; but he
agreed, after a while, to join in. There
was something rather attractive in the
prospect of “sticking ” the dandy of
the Fifth head-downward in a ditch!
And there was little doubt that it would
warn him off !

What Hilton's motive might be for
taking up a junior, or whether he had
any motive at all, the Removites did not
know or care; but they knew that ho
was doing harm, and that he ought to
be stopped. And the chums of the re-
move were the fellows to stop him.

Bob Cherry & Co. went down to the
boxing in the Rag; and Lord Maul-
everer smiled with cheery satisfaction
when they were gone.

It was not Mauly’s way {o butt into
any other fellow’s affairs; far from it,
But Mauly, alone in the Remove, had
remained the scrapegrace’s friend; and,
after deep and anxious cogitation on
the subject. he had decided that it was
a friend's duty to save a reckless fellow
from himself, if he could. Talking to
Wharton was no use—and Blauly hoped
that more drastic measures might prove
useful.

That evening, when Wharton came
down to the Rag after prep, very many
glances turned curiously on him,

Billy Bunter, of course, had tattled,
All the Remove knew more or less of
the scapegrace’'s intentions for the
Mmorrow,

Nothing was to be read i1n Wharton's
impassive face. Skinner & Co. gave him
rather a wide berth that evening. A
“shady sweep” was a [ellow after
Skinner's own heart; but a fellow who
was asking for trouble like this was
rather a dangerous acquaintance, 1n
Skinner's opinion.

The Bounder gave Wharton a word of
good-natured warning. But he did not
ex it to produce any effect—and it
did not,

“If you take my tip, you'll keep on
view to-morrow,” said Vernon-8mith,
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“I'm not askin’ you anythin'—but
there's a lot of tall going round, and it
may go outside the Remove. Loder
would give a term’s pocket-money to
catch you on the hng.“

“Quite 1" agreed Wharton. )
“ (uelech won't lose a chanco of gettin’
you bunked——"

“ Not Likely.”

“Well, old bean, what’s the gi;:md of
giltin® up on your hind legs nnd beggin’
for it?” urged the Bounder. * Look

here!  I'm going up to Hawkscliff to-
morrow with Redwing. Como with us,
end give the other thing a miss.”

“Sorry—booked |”

“Ten to one you'll get spotted I”

“Think so?” )

The Bounder ﬂhruﬁged his shoulders.

“‘Though you bray a fool in a
mortar, yet will not his folly depart from
him,” " he ciuurtEd.

Harry Wharton laughed.

“Thanks ! he answered.

The Bounder gave it up.

The following morning Mr. Quelch
found the * worst boy in the Form ™ un-
usually attentive and circumspect in
class. There was no doubt that, in these
days, the Removo master, though just,
was ruthlessly unsparing in dealing with
that troublesome member of his Form.
But that morning, at least, he had no
causo for severity—no pretext, as Whar-
ton put it to himself. The rebel of the
Remove was taking great care not to get
a detention for tﬂa afternoon. After
class that day his plans were unchanged.
And he was in happy ignorance of the
fact that Lord Mauleverer & Co. had
alzo been making plans for tho after-
Nnoon.

THE EIGHTH CHAPTER.
Hilton Goes His Own Way!

EDRIC HILTON hastily slilljapeﬁ A
‘ pink paper out of sight behind

a cushion as a tap came at his
study door and it ui)anﬂd. It
was Wingate of the Sixth who stepped
into the study, and Hilton gave him a
friendly and careless nod.
“Oh, you're here |” said Wingate.
“'Sum |” answered Hilton gravely.
Wingate threw the door shut, came
across the study, and sat on the edge of
the table, facing Hilton. His face was
scrious, and the sportsman of the Fifth
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wondered what was up, a little uneasily,
though the careless smile did not change
on his handsome face. _

“There's a Form match this after-
noon,” said the Greyfriars captain
abruptly. “Blundell’s willing to play
you in the Fifth Form team.”

“That’s good of him,” said ITilton.

“Well, are you going to play "

Hilton shook his head. i

“An cngagement, 1 suppose?” snid
Wingate grimly. _

es. %ncla of mino is comin' down
to Lantham——" ‘

“Yes, I guessed it was something out
of gates,” agreed Wingate, “I'm going
to speak to you plainly, Hilton. Last
week you went up to the Three Fishers
to seo the glovefight there.” .

“What on earth’s put that idea into
your head, Wingate?”” inquired IHilton,
“TLast Wednesday I went to—lo
Lantham——" .

“There was a prizefight at the Three
Fishers—" _

“ Was there ?” yawned Hilton. )

“There was!” snapped the Greylriars
captain. " And you know it!”

“1 don't know so much about these
things as they do in the Sixth!” said
Hilton, shaking his head. “But I'll take
your word for it, old bean.”

“] was after you, and if I'd spotted

ou there, I'd have reported you to tha

ead, and scen you kicked out of
Greviriars !” )

“You're frightfully kind!”

“You t a tip somehow, and got
clear! That young scoundrel, Wharton
of the Remove, was caught, as you
know.” _

“Is thero a kid named Wharton in the
Remove! Yes—I beliove I've heard _th;a
name! Wasn't he flogged, or somethin’,
last week 1" , S

“Ho would have been sacked if he’d
been & sepnior man. You would have
been sacked if you’d been spotted.
nearly had youl” ,

“No good tellin' you that you're
awfully mistaken—"

“None at all 1"

“PThen I'll only thank you for your

ood intentions and kind wishes,” said
Tilton I‘azil{. .

“You've been going
limit this term, Hilton.
head prefect, to spot you,
to do it—if you keep on! I’d rather seo
you play up like a decent chap! Won't
you take a tip from a man who means
you well, and chuck it whilo there’s
time?” There was an earnest note in
Wingate's voice. “You're a_good man
at games, when you choose. ou're not
really such a rotter as you make out.
If you'd chuck Price, and stick to decent
fellows. Why mnot give it a trial,

Hilton 7" )
wrong with Pricel”

“Anythin’ _
vawned Hilton. “Scems to mo quite a

decent fellow—a bit quiet, perhaps

“Well, if that’s the line you take, ) |
suppose I've wasted my timc coming
here,” said the Greyfriars captain. “I
hate to see o man going to the dogs,
when he's a good man in the man,
Look here, Hilton! Play football this
afternoon, and chuck up that rot out of
gotes.” _

“1'd bo glad,” said Hilton regretfully.
“PBut, you sce, my uncle’s comin’ down
to Lantham——" _

Wingate breathed hard, and slipped
from the table. He went across to the
door; but there he turned, and spoke
again. ) }

“You're going your own way. I've
wasted my time. Look out for the sack
when I get my finger on yon, that’s all 1

i Muéﬁ obliged I”

Wingate left the study, and slammed
the door after him. Hilton yawned, and
drew the pink paper into vicw agaim.

retty near the
t's my duty, as
and I'm going
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It was not yet tune to start, and he was
debating very deeply and thoughtiully
which clusive geegee was to run away
with his money that afternoon,

Once more the paper was slipped oub
of sight as the study door opened. Buf
this time it was only Price

“Q0Oh, you!” yawned Hilton.
after n.lr?"

“No fear!

sense of a bunn
said Stephen Price.
risk{'. ingate——"
“ Wingato will be playin' foothall,”
said Hilton, “and if he chucked footer
and looked for me, I fancy he would
loock Lantham way.”

“And Loder?”

Hilton raised his eyebrows.

“Loder's all right, What do you
mean? We know a lot of things aboub
Loder of the Sixth! Dog don’t eab
dog ! Hilton laughed. .

“Loder doesn’t want any trouble with
{gu, I know. DBut he's after that kid

harton like grim death, Only yester-
day he got him—bagged him with a
racing paper, and it turned out to be
Loder’s own pape 7

“Comin’,

And if you've got the
rabbit, vou'll chucic it,”
“It's too jolly

r—.

“Ha, ha, ha!” roared Hilton,

“Well, it was funny. But Loder had
to spin fies by the bushel to get clear—
he's had to make out that he found the
paper in tho prefects’ room—had to pre-
tend to be inquiring into the matter.
You can guess what he feels like about
it! 1 can tell you, he's watching thab
kid Wharton like a tiger—he will watch
him this afterncon. If you've got to
take the risk, for the love of Mike, chuck
that Remove kid, and don’t draw Loder
on your track!”

“Can’t chuck the kid now.” .

“¥You utter ass!|” exclaimed Price,
“What the thump do you want with the
kid? What good is he?”

“None! But he did me a good turn,
and I’ve taken him up.”

“Better leave him alone, if {l:;m feol
fricndly towards him. Do you think 1j’s
gn::jg- to do a Lower Fourth kid any
good to go to the races?”

“Hadn't given it a thought.” )

“No, you wouldn’t!” snapped Price.
“Leave the kid alone [” : _

“8atan rebukin® sin!” said Hilton,
with a smile. “Go it, old man! I like to
hear you puttin’ in pi-jaw! It doesn
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Fully aware that it would be the first and last time he would play for the Junior Eleven, Wharton waited his opportunity.
When, a few minutes later, Temple got in his way, he shouldered him off unceremoniously, and left the captain of the Fourth
lying on his back, star-gazing !

suit you, but it's amusin’.” He laughed. gates and took the road towards Court

“From what I hear of the kid, he’s
protty goey—a regular bad hat for his
ago. irds of a feather, you know!
ell, it's time I was off I IHilton rose,
and yawned. *“Sure you won't come?”
“Quite, thanks! See you again
before you're bunked, I hope !’ added
Price sardonically, as Hilton sauntered
out of the studf. )
A number of senior men standing
near the door of the chnniitzg-rnnm
lanced at Hilton as he walked awa
rom the House—well-dressed, hand-
some, carcless, and at his ease.

Wingate and Gwynne were among
them—the two pmf&ntg who had very
nearly “nailed ' the Fifth Form sports-
man o week ago, when only Harr
Lﬁ'@'hurtﬂn‘u warning in time had save

im.

They gave him expressive looks now.
Neither of them doubted that he had
some questionable excursion planned for
the day; but watohing a man was, of
course, not to be thought of. A pre-
feot like Gorald Lodor might use such
detective methods—not Wingate or his
friends.  Unless they had something
dﬂEﬂltﬁ to “go wvpon.” they could not
act.

But they frowned as they saw him
go. Blundell of the Fifth gave a grunt.

“YI'd have been glad to p!aﬁ that
man,” he said, with a nod after Hilton’s
disappearing, elegant form. “Price has
offered ; but be’s no good. And——"

“I've offered!” said Coker of the
Flﬂjﬂh, with dignity, “If vou knew a
00

man  when ou EAW One
lundell— ¥ '
“Ha, ha, ha I”
Frowns were abolished by Horace
Coker's offer tc play fnutha!f for his

Torm. Sixtn Form men and TFifth
chuckled togetner.

Hilton, careless of what the foot-
ballers thought, walked out at the

field Common, In the quad he haa
passed Harry Wharton, but without a
sign. It was understood that they were
not to be seen in mmpun;f—it would
have drawn attention—and ecven thoe
unthinking sportsman of the I'ifth did
not want to draw attention. Yhaiton
was to follow after a hittle interval.

As he walked down the Courtficld
road, at an easy and leisurely pace,
Cedric Hilton was thinking with happy
anticipation of the afternoon’s ecnjoy-
ment—Ilittle dreaming what it was to be
like. Price’s fears, and Wingate's
remonstrances, had had no cffcet what-
ever ‘on his volatile mind. But what
awalted him on the road was likely to
have effect.

_Groyfriars School dropped out of
mtght behind him. The green expanse
of Courthield Common was in sight in
the distance. The road ran botween
leafless woodlands at this  point.
Hilton, as he came swingung gracefully
along, noticed a number ::;-F schoolboys
hanging about among the trees. ﬁﬂ
recognised them as Remove juniors,
But he gave them neo special heed—till
he came up with them.

Then all of a sudden five fellows
rushed out of the trees and collared the
Fifth Form man on all sides. Hilton
heeded them then!

Taken utterly by surpriso by that
unexpected atiack. ho staggered in the
grasp of Lord Mauleverer and the Co.

“What the dooco

“Bag hin 1"

And Hilton, promptly and effectively
bagged, was dragged headlong into tho
trees, out of sight of the road.
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MAGNET

frradi

SIX MORE FREE PICTURE CARDS!

? gasped IHilton.

THE NINTH CHAPTER.
Horrid for Hilton !
chuckled Bob

& OT him!"
Q Cherry. .
“The gotfulness 13

terrific "

“Hold the rotter!”

“8Sit on his head "

“Ha, ha, ha "

ITilton of the Fifth bhardly knew
whether he was on his head or his heels.
He was quite a powerful fellow; but
five sturdy juniors were too many for
him, and he had been dragged away
from the road and landed in the wood

without a chance of getting away.
Indced, he was so astounded by the
amazing onslaught that he hardly

resisted before the Remove party got
him where they wanted him.

Surprise speedily gave place to rage.
Io ai.rugglnd savagely. But he was
well held and his struggles did not
avail.

“Chuck it, old bean!” advised Lord
Mauleverer, “We've got youl"

“Caught in the act!” grinned Bob.

Hilton panted.
What are

“You young scoundrels]

yvou up tot Have you gone mad?” he
gasped., “ Let mo po at oneol Do you
hecar? By gad, I'll thrash you all
round |”

“Tho thrashfulness will be & boot on
tho other leg 1" chuckled Hurree Jamset

Ram Singh.
“"What do wyou mean by this?”

shrieked Hilton,

He simply could not make 1t out,
never had anything to do with the
Lower Fourth—he had no enemies in
that Form that he knew of. Coker of
the IFifth might be ragged by Lower
boys—Coker was the man to ask for it
But nobody had ever thought of ragging

(Continued on page 16.)
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Hilton before. This amazing outbreak
of hostility was a mystery to him.
“Mind my hat [’ he panted, as Bob
Cherry jerked away his shining topper.
“I'm going to,” said Bob,
He set tho handsome hat on_ tho
round, lifted hLis foot, and brought it
own on the glossy crown. There was a
horrible crunch.

Hilton gavo a yoll of rage. That
handsome silk topper was moro like a
concertina than a hat now. Obviously
he could not wear it again,

“You young hooligan—"" he roared.
oo y dear man, that's only a begin-
ning 1" said Bob agreeably. " Mind if

I take care of your collar and tic 1"
“You young villain— Oh gad!”

panted Hilton, as Bob dragged away

his collar and tie and stamped on them.
“Ha, ha, ha!” roared the juniors.

.. 8Borry, old bean!” said Lord
Mauleverer. “I hate seein’ a man's
clobber damaged! But you've got to
have it!”

Hilton made a fearful effort. His
eyes were hlazmi_with furf'. So fierce
and savage whaa his struggling that all

the five 'Luninra together had hard work

to hold him.

Timi[ rolled on the ground in a

sprawling, atrugglk:ig heap, clutching
au

and panting, even
self,

For a full minute the struggle was a
desperate one. But the heavy odds told,
and Cedrio Hilton was squashed down
in muddy earth and trampled bracken,
with Johnny Bull sitting on him and
the other fellows holding him.

All of them looked rather muddy and
untidy. ~ But Hilton looked muddiest
and untidiest of all. Breathless, furious,
he ’g"il;apad and Fa.ntm:l.

“Try again ™ :uggubad Bob.

“Ohi Oooh I gaasped
“¥You young ruffians! ??ll B
your Form master about this |
you up before Quelch, by gadI”

““We don't mind,” eaid Bob cheerily.
“In fact, I think it might give us a
leg-up with Quelch. He doesn't
approve of Greyfriars men going to the
races,”

Hilton started violently.

“What?” he panted.

“Catch on?” grimmned Bob, “I'll
make it plain. You're going blaggin
this afterncon. You can blag an

l;!ng and blag till you get bunked, so
Ar

ly exerting him-

Hilton.

eak to
'Il have

a8  we'ro oconcerned—we're not
taking care of the Fifth! That’s up
to Prout. But you're nrot taking

Remove men along, seet”

“You're going to let the Remove
alone, Hilton,” said Nugent,

“Yaas. Catch on? yawned Lord
Mauleverer, *“We're givin' vyou a
lesson, old bean, to keep you away from
fellows in our Form, what 1**

Hilton did “catch on” now. His
muddy face was crimson with rage.

“If that young fool Wharton has been
chattering——" he panted.

“*Wharton’s said nothin’,” answeréd

Lord Mauleverer. “He knows nothin’
ToHE MaagueT Lisrary.—No. 1,203,

£ stealth, an’

whatever about this! We're under-
studyin’ the sportsman who did good by
lushed to find it famo!
Sce? A fellow heard you talkin’ to
Wharton, and it got out. You're goin’
to drop Wharton's acquaintanco.
like the chap, you sce, and I'm not
goin’ to sce him bunked along with
You get me, old thing "

“Let moe alonel Let me go! Hang
Wharton! T'll smash you——"

“1 fancy not,” said Bob. “You're
going to get the smashing—you'ro
passive and we're active, see? Get that
coat off him ! . .

Hilton strugglod frantically, but his
handsome coat was jorked off, and Iob
Cherry proceeded to trample it in the
mud. Hilton watched ]him, almost
foaming with rage. It was obvious that
he would not be able to drive to Wap-
shot that afternoon without a very con-
siderable change. The chauffeur who
was waiting at the cornor of Oak Lane
was likely to wait long |

But the juniors wore not finished yet !
Hilton resisted every inch of the way;
but tho Co. were thero to give him a
sevore lesson, and thoy gave it. A little
deeper in the wood was a muddy pool,
fed by the autumn rains,

Leaving the crunched hat and the
draggled coat and collar and tie whero
they lay, tho Co. jerked Hilton along
towards the pool. Ho travelled on his
back, with the juniors grasping his legs.
He travelled fast, and ho travelled
hard, letting out a succession of yells
oend howls,

“Don’t you dare shove me in there |7
he shricked, as he rolled on the muddy
edgo of the pool.

“The shovefulness in is the proper
caper, my esteemed, disgusting Hilton |”

“In with him "' growled Johuny Bull.

Splash

Cedric Hilton rolled into a couple of
fcet of water and a foot of mud. A
roar of laughter followed him.

He disappeared for a moment, then
he rose to view, standing up to his hips
in water, streaming. His faco was
paked with mud and ooze; his eyes
%ztterad from the mud like a tigor’s.

o spluttered and gurgled.

“There's a picture for you !' chortled

Bob Cherry.

‘““Ha, ha, ha!”

"Gru?fh ! Ooooch | Wooooch !
spluttered the hapless apnrtaman of the
Fifth. “Oh gad! TI'll smash you!
Qooooogh |

Hla scrambled frantically out of the
pool,

A hefty shove on the chest from Bob
Cherry's foot sent him spinning back
agein. He splashed over on his back,
and disappeared once more.

There was a wild stirring and
bubbling in the pool. Hilton of the
Fifth came up again, clothed in mud as
in a garment.

He stood gasping and gurgling.

“Think that wileﬂ, you moen ?'" asked
Bob Cherry.

“Ha, hal Had enough, Hilton?"
roared Johnny Bull.

all Hilton

* Oooooooooogh '
could say.

“Yaas, I fancy that will do1” said
Lord Mauleverer thoughtfully, “If
Hilton's satisfied—"

“Ha, ha, hal”

“You'll let Remove mwen alone after
this, old bean!” said Bob., * Mind, we
shall keop an eye on you! Any more
of your little games, and you get somo
more of the same! Take a tip 1n time.”

“Qoooocoogh ' gurgled the writched
Hilton. *Ooocooch!”

“Come on, old beans—time we got
back for the footer.,” said Bob. And
leaving Hilton of the Fifth in the pool,
gurgling, the juniors walked away to

wWis

THE MAGNET

the spot where they had parked their
bicycles, mounted, and rode back to the
school,

Hilton erawled out of the pool.

FFor some time he sat and gasped and
panted. He picked himself up at last,
Ehudderhﬁ' at the stato he was in,
Coedric ilton was tho best-dressed
fellow at Groyfriars—the most fostidious
and the most elegant. Tomple of the
Fourth took him as a model, regardin
him with admiring onvy. Ceci
Roginald Temple would hardly havo
cared to look like him now! The most
dilapidated tramp within the county
borders would have loocked quite tidy
and respectable beside Hilton of the
Fifth just then.

The afternoon’s excursion was off, that
was certain. Racing would be over at
Wapshot long before the Fifth Form
sportsman could get into a state for the
trip, But Hilton was hardly thinking
of that, or of the man waiting with the
car., Ho was only thinking of tho
awful, horrible, unspeakable state he
was in. As for Wharton, if he thought
of him, it was only with the desire to
}an:him for having brought this upon
11T

FFor a good hour Hilton of the Fifth
was busily eng&ied in ¢leaning himself
and his clothes before he ventured out
of the wood. After the best he could
do he still looked a fearful object. And
he had a mile of public road to traverse
before he could get out of sight! With
feelings that were too deep for words,
the wretched sportsman started for tho
school at last, and had the pleasure—or
otherwise—of being stared at by every-
one he passed on the road. That mile
back to Greyiriars was the longest milo
Hilton of the Fifth had ever cevered.

THE TENTH CHAPTER.

A Change in the Programme !

a5 ARRY WHARTON sauntered

E I down to the gates—apparently

oblivious of the fact that o

. crowd of Remove men had
curious eyes on him,

Billy Bunter giggled, and the Bounder
nhruggﬂd his shoulders. Squiff and
Toddy, Tom DBrown and Ogilvy, and
other fellows frowned. All the Remove
knew what the scapegrace had “on”’
that aftornoon, owing to the fat Owl'a
tattling ; but the scapegrace evidently
did not care what they thought about
the matter.

Some of the fellows, who still wished
him well, were thinking of the risk he
was running. There had been so much
talk in tho Remove that it was more
likely than not that some of it had been
heard outside the Form—and it was well
known that Loder of the Sixth was all
eyes and ears, 60 far as Harry Wharton
was concerned. No fellow was likely to
“sneak *; but walls have ears in such
cases, Wharton certainly could not
have been ignorant of his danger, but
his manner was cool and casual as he
sauntered to the gates as 1f he had not
a care on his mind.

Temple, Dabney, ond Iry of the
Fourth were in the gateway. They were
engaged in argument. Wharton shiled
as ho passed them. PFry, he knew, was
very keen to get him into the Junior
Eleven, which was playing the Remove
that aftorncon. Fry was one of the few
fellows in Temple’s ineffable team who
really played Soccer. and was keen on
the game, In this matter he had the
support of other fellows who ware not
wholly satisfied with Cecil Reginald’s
lofty and autocratic manners and
customs. And Fry, backed by Dabney,
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had succeeded in pgotting Temple
screwed up to the point of speaking to
Wharton and graciously offering him,
after all, a place in the game,

“But the fellow’s a pub-hauntin’
gweep !'* Temple was saying. “ We don’t
want that sort of rotter.”

‘“We want goals!” snapped Fry.

“I ean shoot goals!” said Tﬂmpﬂa with
tligmty.

- “Why don't you, then?” demanded
Ty,

Temple did not deign to answer that.

“Look here, hero the man comes,””
said Fry. “Bag him before he goes
gut. e'll be glad to play—he's on
serappin’ terms with his own Forml
Playing a Remove man proves that
we're the genuine Junior Eleven—those
young sweeps can’t make out wo're only
a Fﬂ’fm team when we play Remove
men.

That was touching the right chord |
At that point Cecil Reginald Temple
gurrendered. And he called to Wharton
o8 he passed :

“Hera! I say, Wharton "

Harry Wharton turned a deaf ear and
walked on.
‘“‘Here,

angrily,

~ Wharton, like Felix, kept on walk-
ing! Temple's change of mind had
come too late| The scapegrace would
rather—a thousand times rather—have
played football than have joined Hilton
of the TFifth on his disreputable
excursion to Wapshot. But he could not
turn the man down without a word. He
wolked on, leaving Fry and Dabne

Wharton ! shouted Temple

starin and Temple crimson wit
mortihcation.
On the Courtfield roand Wharton

walked rather quickly. He had given

1z

Hilton plenty of time to get ahead, and
had no doubt that the Fifth Form man
was nearly at the rendezvous by thaf
time.

Half-way to Courtfield Common he
stood aside for a bunch of cyclists to
pass him, riding towards the school.

He gave Lord Mauleverer a nod in
return for a cheery wave of the hand,
taking no note of the other four fellows.
He wondered a little to see them out on
their bikes just before a football match,
but assuredly it never crossed his mind
how they had been occupied.

They grinned at one another as they
rode on.

Wharton walked on towards the
common., Hilton, as he supposed, was
well ahead of him, and he did not
dream that, had he turned off the road
into the wood, he would have como on

(Continued on next page.)

I am so happy to receive, it is

olear that many readers of the

MacNer find their biggest football
difficulty to be concerned with accurato
heading of the ball, Indeed, I believe
many boys would be glad if a suggestion
which was put forward some time ago
was adopted : to make tho heading of the
ball a football offence.

It was suggested that if heading of
the ball ceased to be allowed, then
footballers would make greater efforts to
keep the object on the floor. Now keeping
the ball on the floor is a very desirable
end, and every good football team strives
to carry out this ideal. All the same I
would not like to see heading of the ball
barred from the game. Some of the most
delightful poala 1 have ever seen scored
were, the result of most skilful headers,
and there are footballersa who can * hit "
the ball with their head as accurately
:I:.]nd ntlmue.t. as hard as they can with their

oot
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THE ART OF HEADING !

N :&EF case, ability to head the ball
I still remains one of the asseta of the
real footballer, so there is nothing
for my puzzled young readers to
do, but master the art of heading.
first thing to be borne in mind, when
heading, is to keep your eyes on the ball.
Not easy, this !
You can’t head a football acourately
if you shut your eyes when the ball comes
near.

Learn fo Leep your ecyes open;
insist on deing this, and then gel
the ball on the forehead or the side
of the head. Don’t head it with the
top of the head, that {8 dangerous
in the first place, and in the second
place accu is impossible if the
top of the head {8 used.

Ono of the best headers in big foothall
is James Dunne, the centre-forward of
Shefticld United, and in the hope that he
might be able to on some helpful
hinta, I asked him how ho does it : how
he became so proflcient in the art of
heading.

Dunne had some very interesting thilﬁ'a
to eny about this heading business. e
told me that he started to become pro-
fleient in the art of heading a ball when he
was n lad in Dublin, and that he learnt
how to do it by practising with o small
rubber ball,

Throw the ball against a wall, was
the advice Dunne flave me lo poass
on, and then head it as il comes
doirn, trying to keep up the process
without letling the small rubber
ball touch the ground.

+ After mastering the small ball and the
linbit of keeping the eyes open, the next

SOCCER QUERIES ANSWERED

HERE.

ZINESMA

i
MAQNET, The Fleetway House, Farring
sporting contributor will be only too p

you're in doubt over any Soococer

gtep is to use an ordinary football. Dunne
assured me that whoen, as a youth, he was
playing with New Brighton, he and a
couple of other players used to go out on
the pitch and practise heading the ball
backwards and forwards to each other.
The same idea is in use at the Arscmal

und, Indeed, the players there have a
little weekly competition. They go out in
pairs, and the winners of the weekly
competition are the players who head the
ball to each other tho greatest number of

The | times without it touching the ground.

CLIMBING THE FOOTBALL LADDER !
UESTIONS are often nsked me

by young readers concerning the

way to get on in football in a

general sense. These boys are
progressing up the football ladder,
advancing through one team to another
which is playing in a higher class of foot-
ball., It may be of assistanco to such boys
if I sot down some golden rules which
were given to a young player by his father.
Tho young player was Harry McMenemy,
the inside-left of Newecastle United who,
as you may remember, was the youngest
layer in last season’s Cup Final. When
Ejn medal was handed to him ho was only
twenty years of nge. MeMenemy’s father
was one of the greatest footballers Scotland
ever produced. It was natural, therefore,

that the boy should want to climb the
football lad follow in father's foot-
steps.

When young Harry got his chance to go
to Newcastle his father gave him some
very advice, some golden rules. I
pass them on to you here.

Put pour whole heart info the
game and necver lose your head in
the hottest of contests., Beller to
hold the ball and run the risk of
losing it than merely pass it o an
opponent for the sale of getling rid
of it Avoid the obvious, and
endeavour to take pour opponcni
unawares. If gour side is losing,

N CALLING/
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roblem write to ‘' Lineaman,'” ofo

on Street, London E.C.4. Our speclal
lansad to give you his expert opinion.

don't get flustered. The natural
game best. Keep going aoll the
titne, right to the final whistle. A
match is8 not lost until the final
whistle sounds.

I think those rules are fquite good onea
for young players who are anxious to geb
on in the game.

SUBSTITUTES FOR INJURED PLAYERS

THOUGHTFUL question is put
to me by a reader concerning the

rules of the game. It rofers to
the allowance of substitutes for
injured players. Don’t you think ib
would be fairer, queries a reader, that

when a player is so badly injured that he
has to go off the ficld, a substitute were
allowed to take his place 1

I am inclined to answer that question
in the affirmative. There isa o scnse of
unfairness sbout & game when one side
has to struggle along with ten players,
or even lecss, against cloven.

However, the authorities have laid i
down that substitutea for injured playera
must not be allowed in competitive
football. They think there is a risk of a
gubstitute rule being abused. What I
would certainly like to see, as an experis
mont, is substitutes allowed for injured

oal keepers. On one Saturday recently,
IE]:l.rqm goalkeepers of first-class teams ho
to go off while their matches were in
progress. A player quite unaceustomed
to keoping goal-—which is a different task
from bﬁnt n% any other player on the feld,
had to go botween the posts.

1 think the rule-makers might
allow substitutes for injuved goal=
keepers without the slightest rislk.
A goalkeeper doesn’t get tired, and
no goalkeeper would have an ercuso
for going off merely because he had
been overworked.

“ LINESMAN."
Tue Magner Lipgany.—No. 1,293.
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the EFifth Form sportsman trying to got
himself clean on the edge of the wood-
land pool. Hilton was out of sight, and
the junior passed on without dreaming
that he was there.

Hée reached the common, where the
car stood waiting at the corner of Oak
Lane. The chauffour stood beside the
cnr, smoking o cigarette, but there was
no sign of Cedric Hilton.

Wharton had no doubt that this was
the car, but it was surprising not to sce
Hilton there. Ho uﬁ)prnu.chnd the
chauffeur, who touched his cap, looking
at him rather curiously.

“You're waiting here for o Greyiriars
man?'"’ ho asked.

“Yaos, sir.”

“He hasn’t come yet?”

“Haven't seen him, sir.”

““Oh, all right; I'll wait!1"”

Sitting in the ecar would have been
rather too conspicuous. Wharton
strolled a little distance up the laue
which led towards Popper Court n.mi
the river. He did not go out of sight
of the car, and a few minutes later he
looked round and saw a Greyfriars man.
It was not Hilton, however. It was

Gerald Loder of the Sixth Form.,

Wharton started at the sight of him.
He saw Loder glance curiously at the
waiting car, ancf; then look about him.
He saw Loder's cyes rest on him for a
moment or two. Then the prefect
walked on with a casual air, as if not
interested.

The scapegrace of Greyfriars did not
need telling, however, that Loder was
very much interested indeed. There had

rather too much talk in the
Remove—and Loder had heard some-
thing! It was plain that he had
followed Wharton from the school.

Wharton's lip curled. Bpying and
watching and shadowing—that was
Loder's way. DBut his face became
grave. Loder had disappeared over the
common—but the junior did not believe
that he was gone. He must have had a
pretty accurate idea that Wharton was
there to go in the ear, and was waiting
for someone else to arrive. If he was
watching, he would see Hilton when he
came. rtainly he could not follow the
car on foot, and Wapshot was a good
many miles away. But it was clear that
there was danger in the air. Loder
either knew or suspected, that was a
certainty.

It made no difference to the reckless
junior's resolve. He was out to take
chances, and he was going to take them.
And as the minutes passed he wonderéd
whether, after all, Loder was taking the
trouble to hug cover and watch. There
was no sign to be seen of him, at all
avents.

Minutes passed—but Hilton did not
Bppear.

It was half-past two now—the timo of
the first race at Wapshot. Hilton had
intended to bo present at that race.
What was delaying him was a mystery
—Wharton had seen him leave the
school, and if he had loitered, the junior
should have passed him on the road.
It seemed as if Cedric Hilton had
vanished into space after walking out
of Greyfriars.

Wharton began to goet restless.

He was far from keen on the excursion
—he would have been glad to get out
of it, but that his pride forbade him to
appear “funky.” But the fellow could
not expect him to hang about like this |
There was still time to get back to Grey-
friara for the football. Surely half an
hour was long enough to wait for
asnybody ?

He walked back to the car at last.
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The Courtfield chauffeur was leaning on
the car and yawning. He spoke as the
junior came up.

“Took here, sir, if the youn
man’'s changed his mind——"
“Two o'clock was the time.”

“I suppose ho must have,” said Harry,
puzzled, He looked along the high-
road, but there was no sign of Hilton.
“I can't make it out!”

He made up his enind.

“Look here, I'm not waiting any
longer,”" he said. “If he's coming, I
shall meet him on the road. If he
turns up, give him a message—tell nm
I was fed-up with hanging about.”

The chauffeur grinned.

“Yes, sir.”

Wharton started back to the school.
He was, as he had said, fed-up—and at
the sameo time, relieved. He had kept
his word to Hilten—it was the Tifth
Form man who had failed to keep the
appointment., If Hilton was coming, he
would meet him somewhere on the road,
and could turn back with him. At the
bottom of his heart, he hoped that he
would not meet Hilton.

There was a rumble of wheels on the
road behind him, and old Joyce, the

woodcutter, looked down at Inm.

gontle-
e said,

“Lift, sir?” _
“Yes, rather, and thanks!” sald
Harry.

He climbed actively into the wood-
cutter's cart. If Hilton was on the road, he
could goet down again—but he was con-
scious of a deep and heartfelt wish that
Hilton was not on the road. What the
fellow was up to, where he was, and
what he was doing, was a mystery; but
Wharton cared little, so lﬂnf.aa he missed
him. If he missed him, the lift in Joyce’s
cart meant getting back to Greyiriars
in ample time for the football. A few
civil words to the ineffable Cecil
Reginald would soothe his ruffled
dignity, and football would be the order
of the day.

And he did miss Hilton! That hapless
sportsman was still in the wood,
wearily scraping off mud from his person
and his clothes when the woodcutter’s
cart rumbled by, and rolled on towards
the school. It was a quarter of an hour
later that the muddy and weary sports-
man emerged from the wood and took
his dismal way to Greyfriars.

Before that time, Harry Wharton,
with a cheery word of thanks to old
Joyce, dropped off the cart at the school
gates, and walked in. Price of the
Fifth, who was lounging in the quad,
sighted him, stared at him, and came
quickly towards him.

“Haven't you gone, after all?” he
asked, puzzled.

“No "' snapped
enough.

““Hilton’s gone alone?”

“] don't know where he's gone—he
never turned up, and I got fed-up and
came baock.”

Prico stared. Leaving him to stare,
Wharton walked on towards the Houso.
Price walked down to the gates, and
gtood staring out into the road, per-
plexed and mystified. It was perplexing
and mystifying enough to Wharton as
well as Price; but harton, at least,

ave it no thought. Whatever it was that
ﬁad happened, ho was glad of it—glad
to be shut of the whole thing. And
he went to look for Temple of the
Fourth—with nice, pleasant, civil words
ready for the great Cecil Reginald;
careless whether Cedrie Hilton had gone
to Wapshot or gone to Jericho, so long
as he got a game of football that bright
frosty afternoon.

Wharton, curtly
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THE ELEVENTH CHAPTER.
On the Ball |

T OUR own fault|”
Y " Look here, Fry——"
“Why couldn’t you keep a
good man when you had him "
““Insultin’ rotter, walkin' off when m
fellow called to him——"
“Oh, rats!” growled Fry.

Temple of the Fourth sniffed.

Cecil Reginald Temple did not “see ™
making all this fuss about the new
recruit to the “ Junior ” Eleven. It was
true that Wharton could shoot goals—
and that, to most footballers, was a con-
summation devoutly to be wished. But
%ﬂﬂ-lﬂ, after all, weren’t overything—in

ecil Reginald’s opinion, at least

Besides, Temple fancied that he could
shoot goals himself—so far as goals

went | Temple always fancied that,
before a game! During the gamoe he
enerally

iscovered that it was nnl¥ a
ancy. After the game he had to realise
sadly that somehow the goals hadn’t
materialised |

Fry was oross. Fry fully supported
the claim that Temple’s eleven was the
real, genuine Junior Eleven of Grey-
friars; all imitations spurious, so to
speak, They were the goods; the
Remove crowd only a fag Form team!
This being the case, it was a rotten
state of affairs for the Remove to walk
ell over them at Boccer—as the Remove
always did1 With the best man taken
out of the Remove and put nto
Temple's team, matters might have
looked up & little—and Fry attached
more importanee to goals than Temple
did. So he was oross, and he was
annoyed, and he let his great chief have
the benefit of it.

It was nearly time to go down to the
changing-room. The three were in their
study in the Fourth at the moment.
Harry Wharton, coming up the passage,
heard them through the open doorway,
and smiled.

“We shall beat those fags, I fancy!”
said Temple loftily.
“0Oh, rather 1" said Dabney.

“We might have, with that man
Wharton kicking gmuis for us,” growled

ry.
“*Oh, rather!” said Dabney again.

Dabney always agreed with the last
speaker. It saved the trouble of
thinking.

“Well, the man won't play!” gnnpp_ed
Temple. “ Walked off like an insultin’
faF when I called him!{ That's that!”

‘If you hadn't turned him down——"

“0Oh, rott”

“'Hem |"” There was a gentlo m:}alh
in the doorway. The three Fourth-
Formers looked round and saw Harry
Wharton.

Temple gave him a rather inimical
lance. It was true that his claims to
junior captain of Greyfriars were
strengthened by the adhesion of a fellow
who had been captain of the Remove.
It was truo that a really first-class man
in the team might make a lot of
difference in the game. And Temple,
though he thought more of clothes than
of football, would have liked to mop
up the Remove for onco. But he did
not sec making a lot of fuss of a
Remove fag—neither did he want to be
completely put in the shade by a mero
follower. But Edward Fry gave the
nowcomer a hearty greeting,

“Hallo, Wharton! Look here, we
want you this afternoon, if you care to

play. Templo was going to tell you
so when you went out, only you didn't
catch on. Is it a go?
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In the midst of a laughing erowd of big seniors, Wharton was hustled and kicked along the passage to the head of the stairs.
‘““ Now cut, you young sweep | ** cried Coker magisterially.

“Ready if wanted!” said Wharton
amicably.

Fry gave Temple an expressive look.
The great Cecil Reginald made up his
mind to it

“Well, it's a go, then,’' he said.
“You're in the team, Wharton! T said
I'd giva you a trial, and I jolly well
will I

“Thanks!” said Wharton gravely.
“T'll try to do you credit, Templo.”

Fry suppressed a chuckle. Temple
rather thawed. The fellow was civil,
anyhow, and seemcd to understand that
Cecil Reginald had to bhe treated with
respect.

“Well, that’s all right,” he said. “I
dare say you'll be useful. Let’'s go
an' get changed, you men.”

Tliey went down to the changing-room.
Most of the junior footballers were there
already. Squiff, the mew captain of
the Remove, gave Wharton a rather
grim look as he came in with Temple &
Co. Some of the Remove men shrugged
their shoulders, and exchanged glances.
Bob Cherry and his friends smiled.
They knew why Wharton waa there—
though Wharton himself, as a matter
of fact, did not. And though they wero
not exactly pleased to see him hning
up against his own Form, they were
at least glad that he was going to play
football,

Wharton toock no mnotice of tho
Removites. He was on friendly terms
with very few of the Remove these
davs. He had been turned out of the
captainey of the Form, with hardly a
dissentient voice. He had said no word
on the subjeet, but his actions showed
that it rankled. Squiff had tried hard

to kecp him in the Remove game, though

no longer as captain; but on that the
scapegrace had been adamant. And
since Wharton had acquired his new
reputation as a ‘“shady sweep' and a
“ pub-haunter,” the Remove skipper was
by no means anxious for hin to return
to the fold. The less he had to do with
him, at present, the better Squiff liked
it.

Harry Wharton went down to the
ground with Temple & Co. There was
a grim determination in his breast to
play the game of his life, and let the
Remove see what they had lost. It
would be a triumph for him, if, with his
aid, Temple pulled off a win. A triumph
over his own Form. and over His old
friends, was not the sort of triumph
that would have appealed to him once.
But it appealed to him now, and very
strongly. Right or wrong, he was going
on his own wayward course; and it was
something to prove that he could not
be disregarded

He looked over the men, when tho
teams lined np, with a keen ove. Head-
strong stubbornness had not deprived
him of hie wdgment [There was a
chance, at least, for the Fourth, Fry
was a good forward: Scott was n first-
class half; Wilkinson was a fairly good
F[}ﬂ'kﬂepﬂr and Wharton, at centre-
orward, was himself the best man on
the field. The rest were footballers of
Temple's own stamp. and of littlo use.

Bur the Remove were not at full
strength. They had lost Wharton, the
boest forward in the Form. and the
Bounder was not playing; he had gone
out for the afternocon with Redwing.
Nugent had taken the Bounder's place,
and though he was a keen and rehable

layer, he was nowhere near Smithy's
Fﬂrﬂl. Mark Linley was also out of the

ame, his place being filled by Hazel-

ene. uiff had not expected any
imore trouble than usual in beating the
Fourth, after hearing that the ineffable
Temple had dropped Wharton, Now
that he saw the best junior forward at
Greyfriars i the enemy's ranks, Squiff
wished that he had put a stronger team
into the feld,

The whistle went, and the game
started. And from the kick-off 1t was
made clear that there was a new spirit
in the ranks of the Fourth. Squiff was
in his accustomed place, in goal, and in
a game with the Fourth, which the Re-
move looked on merely as practice, ho
did not expect to have a lot to do. This
timme he had plenty to do. There was a

uite unusual break-away on the part of
the enemy, and two of their forwards—
Wharton and Fry—came up the field
with the ball Edward Fry centred
ncatly to Wharton. who ran in and
kicked, leaving Hazeldene on his back
and winding round Johnny Bull; and
Squiff, mighty man as he was between
the sticks, was beaten by that swift shot,
It grazed his finger-tips and went into
the net.

“Goal 1” gasped the Fourth,

Harry Wharton smiled.

THE TWELFTH CHAPTER.
Some Game !

‘6 OAL ™
G Fourth Form men round
the field shouted. Tt was

first blood to Temple & Co.
in the first ten minutes of the game.
Squiff frowned as he rossed out tho
ball.
Tre Magxer Lisrary.—No. 1,295
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It was a Romove goal, though it was
taken for the Fourth. If the SCAPeETaco
of Greyfriars really had gone to the
dogs, as most of the Form believed, it
had evidently made no difference to his
game,

“ Good man, Wharton 1” chuckled Fry.
“What price that, Temple?”

Temple did not look enthusiastic. A
goal was a goal! Even Cecil Reginald
admitted that much, But he did not
quite like a anﬁr Fourth man coming
into the team like a whale among the
minnows. However, even Temple could
nnthuitn rag o man for capturing a
goal.

“Not so bad!” he said.

The teams lined up again. Hobson
of the Shell, who was referee, blew the
whistle. More fellows were gathering
on Little Side now. The news was
spreading that Harry- Wharton,
fgrmﬂrly captain of the Remove, was
playing against his Form, and scoring
goa B, he waﬂegrau& of Greyfriars

ad been so much in the limelight that
term that anything he did was sure of
getting attention. Nearly all the Fourth
and the Remove gathered to watch, and
a good many Shell fellows, and fags of
the Third and Second. Lord Maul-
everer exerted himself to the extent of
coming down to the field, and even Billy
Bunter rolled along. Wharton was
getting a good audience, _

he game went on with unusual vim.
The Remove attacked hotly, eager to
wipe out that reverse. But they found
the Fourth unusually tough. Early
suocess is inspiring, and something of
Wharton's keen and determined spirit
was caught by the rest. There were
three good men in the team, and they
backed up Wharton's play for all th&g
were worth, Even the slackers an
dawdlers put their best foot foremost.
Even Cecil Reginald Temple played up
with something like energy, anxious to
demonstrate to his own men, and to the
world generally, that he was not really
outshone by this new man in the side.

The game went on hard and fast,
without a score for either side, and the
Fourth were still one up, when the
whistle went for half-time.

Harry Wharton, it was true was not
playing his usual game. A capable
team, where every man knew his placge,
and could do his own job, was the team
to which he was accustomed. That
ptate of affairs did not obtain iIn
Temple's eleven, Three of the forwards
and two of the halves were duds, and
spent a good deal of their time on their
backs, looking at the sky. It fell to
Wharton to do other men’s work as well
as his own, and he did it well.

In his days as captain of the Remove,
he had often had to tell the Bounder
that Soccer was not a one-man game.
Now he found himself playing the
Bounder’s game, only more so. E.;L‘n let
Temple, for instance, have the ball, in
order to make a present of it to the
other side, did not seem useful.  But
Cecil Reginald, who was loftily unaware
that he was in the habit of making the
other side presents, could not approve.
On one occasion he had called out, quite
distinctly. “Here — to me!” — and
Wharton had seemed deaf. No football
skipper could be expected to like that
sort of thing.

Naturally, in the interval, Cecil
Reginald had something to say, and he
said it. Perhaps Temple really could
not be expected to recognise the fact
that he was an ass, and that the further
he kept off the ball the better it was for
the game.

“This will hardly do, Wharton I”’ said
Ceoil Reginald, with severity. * Bar-
gin' and rushin’ are all very wall for a
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fag team—I dare say thoy like it in the
Remove. But we play footor!”

“0Oh, quite!" assented Wharton.

“I believo you were a skipper, of
sorts, in the Remove. Don't fancy
you're skipper of this team.”

“Not at all!” agreed Wharton,

“Buggiﬂ’ the ball and keepin’ it, isn't
Soccer1”  further elucidated Cecil
Reginald, “A sclfish game never
payﬂall

[ H'ﬂ.rdl}r.”

“Soccer,” said Temple, “isn’t a one-
man game! See?”

“1 seel!”

It was cxactly whot Wharton had said
to the Bounder, many a time and oft.
Smithy had a way of regarding the
leather as his own private property, not
to bo parted with, But the circum-
stances were different. Soccer, most de-
cidedly, was not a one-man game—
unless there were only one man in the
side who could play it. Then i1t was.

“Well, if you see, all right,” said
Temple suspiciously. “But not so much
of your bargin' about, and hoppin’ all
over the field. And if I tell you any-
thin’, I expect you to sit up and take

notice, scef”’

44 ultﬂlll
Wharton’s answers were carefully
polite.  As a skipper himself, in his

time, he could understand Cecil Regin-
ald’s feelings. Also he did not want fo
uarrel with Cecil Reginald. But he
ﬁid want the game to be won, and it
was clear that if he played up to his
captain, the game was a goner. It was
rather a difficult position.

Temple had made it clear that he ex-
pected better things in the second-
half. He was blissfully unaware of the
fact that what he called Wharton’s
“ bargin' about ® had kept the Fourth
one ahead on the game. e had a very
suspicious and distrustful eye on his new
recruit. A coke-hammer could not have
knocked it into Temple’'s head that his
new recruit could have made rings
round him with his eyes shut. Temple
was already doubting his wisdom In
vielding to Fry's urgency and playing
this cheeky, obstreperous fag!

Fry got away with the ball, and
centrod to Whartoh, right up before the
Remove goal, Temple, though he had
bellows to mend in the second-half, was
up on Wharton's other side. There was
a chance for the centre-forward to run
in and shoot, if Temple could have scen
it. But Temple could not see anything
but the eclipse of his own importance.

“ Pnss |" he shouted. *You hear me,
Wharton—pass that ball?”

Wharton obeyed his skipper.

Temple's intention was to send the
ball in from the winii. beating Squiff
hollow in his citadel. He was guite sur-
?riaed when Johnny Bull took it away
rom his foot, and sent it whizzing to
the half-way line. Wharton was not
surprised. But Temple was quite aston-
ished, and he stood and stared. He was
gtill standing and staring when the Re-
move forwards raced the ball down the
field, and banged it into the Fourth-
Form goal, well clear of the goalie.

Wharton set his lips.

1f that was to be the game, he knew
that he might as well sit down in touch
and take a rest. From that moment on
Wharton turned a deaf ear and a blind
eye to his skipper. If Cecil Reginald
did not like 1t, Cecil Reginald could

lum];: Tt

The score was equal now, owing to
the present that Temple had generously
made to the Remove, But when the
ball was kicked off again, Wharton's
“hargin’ '’ tactics were renewed and in-
temilged. He even took the ball from
Cecil Reginald’s own majestic foot—just
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in time to save it from Hurree Singh,
it was trup; but Temple did not even
know that it was in danger. He put in
a run up the field that drew cheers from
all the onlookers, getting through like a
knife through cheese, and slamming the
ball into the net a second before he was
charged over.

“Goal "

“ Bravo "

“Good man!” gasped Bob Cherry.
“My hat! Temple's got a good man

now, if he knew how to use him 1"

That, unfortunately, was exactly what
Temple did not know !

Temple was pink with wrath.

Goals were goals—even Temple did
not deny that goals were goals! DBut
this was the limit |

Temple had been going to score a
goal in a proper, scientific way—real
Soccer ! Wharton had taken the ball
from him, and scored by a howling
fluke]! That was Temple's view of the
matter! Did a howling fluke justify
such conduct? It did not|

“Wharton |” Temple stuttered with
wrath. ““You cheeky sweep! Do you
call that football?™

“I call it a goal|” said Harry.

“I've told you what I think of your
bargin’ and rushin’. If s'nu fancy vou're
skipper of this side, torget it! Any
more of your cheek, and I'll send you
off the field, by gad! I mean that!”

“QOh, shut up, you silly ass!” Whar-
ton’s patience, as well as Tetwnple’s,
seemed near breaking point.

“Eh?"” gasped Temple. “What?”

"?'E'nu'ra talking like a fool! Shut
up |

“Why, by gad—I—I—" Temple
stuttered.

dness’ sake!” ex-
eep your temper,

“Line up, for
claimed Fry. *
l'l‘lﬂm lﬂ_.il‘

% you think I'm goin’ to stand
that?” bawled Temple. “The fellow's
been kicked out of his own team for his
dashed cheek, and—"

“ L.ook here, get on with the game!"
growled Scott of the Fourth.

“Any more dashed cheek from you,
Wharton—"

“Oh, ring off!” snapped Wharton.
“Hold your silly tongue, and save your
breath for the game—or, rather, keep
out of the way; that’s the best thing
you can do:"

Even Wharton would hardly have suid
that that was the way for a footballer
to talk to his skipper. Temple splut-
tered with rage.

“Look here, cheese it, Wharton,” said
Fry. “For pgoodness’ sake, let's get
going. This is a {football match,
Temple, not a jawbone solo.”

“Look here——"

“Oh, get on with 1t 1”

Cecil Reginald somehow swallowed
his wrath. The ball was kicked off
again. Perhaps even Cecil Reginald
realised that i1t would not do to lose a
man from the side. DBut his mind was
made up that this was not only the first,
but the last time that Harry Wharton
would play for the Junior Eleven.

Wharton could not fail to be fully
aware of that: and any consideration he
had hitherto shown Temple was now
thrown to the winds. When, a few
minutes later, Temple got in his way, he
shouldered him unceremoniously off
gshouldered him off unceremoniously
back, star-gazing.

There were still twenty minutea to go,
and most of the Fnurtﬁ were winded,
Scott, at centre-half, was the only man
who seomed to have any beef left, and
Fry was the next best. The rest were
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nowhere; and the Remove men came down like wolves on
the fold |

Harry Wharton pla.gred hard, putting up the game of his
life; but his hope ot pulling off a win was gone now.
Soccer, after all, was not a one-man game, and conld not
bel! The ball went in, and the score was level—two alll
It did not remain level.

Five minutes later, Hurres Jamset Ram Singh slammed it
in again—a few more minutes, and Frank Nugent put it in
—and yet again, it went in from the foot of %gilv}*. Fivo
—two was the result when the final whistle blew!

The Removites grinned as they went off the field. The
defeated team did not grin. Alost of them were nearly
crawling. Temple himsa'ff had hardly breath enough left to
tell Wharton what he thought of him. However, he con-
trived to do so.

“¥You cheeky rotter!” said Temple savagely. “You've
lost the mateh for us, with you bargin’ and kickin’ and
rushin’, Chucked it away, by gad! I was a fool to play
youl You're chucked out of this team, see? Kicked out!
(Got that ?*’

Harry Wharton did not reply in words. His temper was
at white heat. That defeat he had hoped to inflict on his
old team had not come off. His new career n: a footballer
in the Junior Ileven was knocked on the head. Nothing
had pone right—everything had pgone wrong! Temple's
words were the last straw !

Instead of answering in words, Wharton reached out at
Temple, and grasped gis nose between a finger and thumb.
Ho tweaked it—hard | .

“Qooooogh I” gurgled Temple. “Whoooooh! Ooooogh I

“Now sit down, you fathead |” snapped Wharton.

With a swing of his arm, he sent the captain of the
Fourth spinning. Temple sat down with a crash.

Har harton walked off the field. He was done with
football for the Fourth now! There was no doubt about
that—no possible probable shadow of doubt—no possible
doubt whatever|

THE THIRTEENTH CHAPTER.
A Fracas in the Fifth !

i E, he, he!l”
H Thus William George Bunter.
Bunter cackled! Plenty of other {fellows

vgrinnedq

Harry Wharton's cheeks burned as he came across the
Remove landing and went to Study No. 1. Squiff was
standing in the passage with a group of the Remove foot-
ballers, and they all smiled.

Many of the Remove men had been irritated to see
Harry Wharton in the ranks of the Junior Eleven. But
the outcome of the match had banizhed irritation and
caused hilarity.

Obviously, it had been Wharton's aim, if he could to give
the Fourth a win over the Remove—but in spite of all his
herculean efforts, the game had gone as usunl; the Fourth
beaten by a wide margin.

The final scene had made the Remove men chortle as they
came off the field. A member of a team twedking his
ﬂﬂgtﬂ.iﬂ'ﬂ nose was rather an uncommon sight. And the
rebel of Greyfriars was now out of Temple's team, as he
was out of Squiff's; and it looked as if he had to be out of
football altogether. |

As Skinner remarked, pride goes before destruetion and
o haughty spirit before a falll The upshot of tho afiair
made the Remove smile; and Wharton had the pleasure, or
otherwise, of seeing them smiling as he went to his study.

The door slammed.

Through the door he heard a chuckle from the passage.
He threw himself into a chair with a moodr brow.

He was tired; ho had gone “all out ¥ 1n that rotten game,
trying to pull it ous of the fire. Temple had been an exas-
perating ass; but he was not quite satisfied with his own
action in pulling Temple’s nose. Really it was one of those
things that weren't done.

lAnyhuw, that door was 9105&:! to him now: the Fourth
did not waut to have anything more to do with him. Even
Fry was pot likely to say a word for him again. And the
Remove were cackling over it! He had set ﬁimself against
the Form; and hisd disappoimntment and chagrin entertained
them. He was moody, irritable, despondent; and he would
have been glad to see a friendly face look in at tho door.

But he had hardly a friend in hie Form. The Bounder
was friendly, in his way—but Wharton certainly did not
want to see hi: sardonio grin. Lord Mauteverer would have
been welcome—but Mauly did not look in. Wharton could
not go to Mauly's study; as likely as not, his lordship had
aﬂmu of the Co. to tea, and he did not want to butt into
them.

In the feeling of dispirited loneliness that came over him,

(Continued on next page.)
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he might have read a warning that
pride and anger had hurried him into
the wrong path. Instead of that, he
was thinking that, if he had no friends
in his own Form, be had friends—or
one friend at least—in another Form !
He remembered Hilton.

He had been glad to miss Hilton that
afterncon ; glag_ to get out eof a dis-
reputable excursion, and play football
instead. But the footer had turned out
a wash-out, and he was angry and dis:
appointed. Not to save his life would
he have admitted that he wanted a
friendly look or word from any man in
the Remove. But whether he admitted
it or not, he knew that all the fellows
wero aware that no man liked to be left
on his lonely own.

The humorous Skinher had already
nicknamed Study No. 1 *“ Robinson
Crusoe's Island.” He was well on the
way to becoming an outcast. He bad
tea’d in Hall; and all the fellows knew
that he tea'd in Hall bacause he did not
want a solitary tes in his study. Hilton
of the Fifth was a “"bad hat’ and a
dangerous acquaintance; but Wharton
reflected sardomically that he was now
rogarded, himself, as a bad hat and a
dangerous acquaintance

Even Skinner & Co. were getting shy
of him. He was beginning to think now
that he had been rather a fool not to
wait longer for Hilton, after all, and
go with him out of bounds. And he left
his study at last, and went along to the
Fifth, to see whether Cedric Hilton was
at home.

Now that he had leisure to think
about it, and was beginning, too, (o
place a higher value on Hilton's friend-
ship, he was rather curious to know why
the Fifth Form sportsman had not kept
the appointment.

The November dusk had tallen, and
there was a light in Hilton's study.
Somebody wes at home, at all events.

Wharton tapped on the door and
opened it.

Hilton and Price were in the study at
tea. The lutter glanced round as the
door opened, and grinned sarcastically.

“Oh! Your fag friend, Cedric!” he
paid.

Hilton scowled.

Wharton stepped into the study. He
could see at a glance that there was
something wrong with his friend in the
Fifth. Hilton had bathed and changed
aftor getting buck to the school, and he
was in a nowly swept and garnished
gtate. But the signs ot his severe hand-
ling were thick upon hime. He had put
up a fight in the hands of Bob Cherry
& Co., and they had not used him
gently,

His handsome Greek nose was red and
swollen, and had a Lst to port; it
locked neither handsome nor Greek
now. There was a shade under one of
his eyes. There were a couple of bruises
on hiz face, one on his cheek and one
on his chin. Hilton was very particular
indeed about his personal wppearance,
and the sight of those disfigurements, in
the glass, fnirly made bun writhe. Ior
days and days, he was going to have a
battered look. And so far from report-
ing those cheeky juniors for the lawless
rag, he dared not say a word—lest they
also should have something to say.

He received no sympuathy trom Price.
Stephen Price had roared when he heard
what had happened, and told Hilton that
it served him right for picking up pals
among the fags. Knowing the temper
Hilton was in, 1t amused Price to sce
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Wharton come to the study, evidently
knowing nothing. '

“You |” grunted Hilton, staring at the
junior across the table, “What the
dooce do you want?”

Wharton coloured. This was a start-
ling change [rom Hilton’s manner at
their last rueeting.

“You did not turn up this afternoon,”™
said Harry quietly. His own temper
was far from amiable at the moment,
But he had not come there to quarrel
with his “friend in the I'ifth” if he
could help it,

“And you don't know why?"” snarled
Hilton.

“I haven’t the foggiest. I waited half
an hour——"

“Well, you can ask your friends in
the Remove,” said ilton bitterly,
“and you can tell them at the same time
that they needn't worry about my
speakin’ to you again, you serubby little
scoundrel. I'm droppin’ you like a hot

otato. Now get out of my study before

kick you out[”

Wharton stood very still.

He wns taken utterly by surprise.
Hilton's careless good-noture, his
Enlished politeness, had dropped from

im like a cloak. He was angry, irri-
tated, and humiliated, and he attributed
it to Wharton. He had been kind to a
fag, and a gang of fags had mobbed
him as a result. Hilton fully agreed
with Price, now, that he had been an
ass to take u tim young sweep at all.
It had landed him in a precious mess.
Ho was done with him, and he made
it clear. Indeed, he was strongly in-
clined to get up from his chair and kick
the junion out of the study, without
giving him the chance of walking out.

Wharton seemed in no hurry to go.
His face had paled a little, and he was
breathing hﬂrcﬁ

Hilton was angry, with the pettish
anger of a superficial nature. Whar-
ton's angor was much deeper. He was
taken up and thrown over as if he had
been some cadging hanger-on like Billy
Bunter. But that was not all. He was
quick to catch on to the Fifth-Former's
mention of his “friends in the Remove.”
Someone had been butting in.

“I've told you to go!” said Hilton,
with another glare.

“You'vo got to tell me something
first,” said Harry quietly. “As for
dmppinr me, you empty-headed, dis-
reputable ass, you ecan do that as soon
aa Flﬂ‘u like, and T shall be well rid of
you !’

“What 7" gasped Hilton.

“But I want to know what you mean.”

“(xet out!”

“Not till vou've cxplained.”

“Your fag 5315 ragged Hilton this
aftornoon,” said Price. " They laid for
him on the road and mobbed him. You
seem to have tattled all over the Lower

Bchunl" that Hilton was taking you

u —_—
“I've said nothing. But it got out
in the Remove. Bunter heard Hilton

speaking to me——"  Wharton broke
off. “But that doesn’t matter. Who
ragged you, Hilton?”

“Cherry and his mob,” snarled Hilton,
“Now get out! I've told you twice.”

“Was it on my account?”

“They said so.”

Wharton's face grew paler with the
intensity of his anger. His eyes glinted.

“]1 understand now why vyou' didn't
turn up,” he said. *“Cherry was one of
the Remove men who ragged you, Who
were the others?”

“Find -out 1" e.nnppﬂd Hilton,

“I'm asking you."

“Are you goin'i”
jumping to his feet.

roarcdd Hilton,
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“Not till you've told me what I want
to know.” )

“Well, if you will have it——" ‘

Hiiton came round the table, and Price
jumped uji.

Harry Wharton did not recede an
inch as the two IFifth Form men came
at him. His hands flew up, and his eyes
blazed over them. They grusped him
together, and he hit out with all his
strength.

Price went over like a ninepin, and
crashed to the floor with a yell. Hilton
staggered back, with the “eclaret” spurt-
ing from his already damaged nose—
now less Greek than ever.

“0Oh gad!" he gasped.

“Collar him!” panted Price, scram-
bling to his feot.

Two pairs of hands grasped the
Remove junior, and he went spinning
through the doorway. There was a
crash in the Fifth IForm passage.

Wharton sprawled there, dazed and
breathless.

“Now cut, beforo I kick you out of
the passage | panted Hilton.

The junior scrambled up.

“Hallo, what's that row?"” Coker of
the Fifth looked out of his study. "My
hat! Is that Remove tick kicking up
a shindy here? Here, got out!”

Wharton, too cnraged to think of
prudence, fairly hurled himself at
Cedric Hilton. He was grasped again
by both Hilton and Price, and Horace
C{ﬂtﬂr came barging up to lend a hand.

Potter and Greene followed the great
Horace, and two or three more of tho
Fifth came out of their studies. In the

midst of a laughing crowd of bi
seniors Wharton was hustled and kicke
nlong the passage to the landing at the
end, where he rolled in a dazed and
dizzy state,

“Now cut!” said Coker magisterially.
“Kicking up a shindy in the Fifth, by
gum ] Jevver hear of such a neck | Cut,
you young sweep !”

And there was a chortle from the
crowd of Fifth Form men as the hapless
junior limped away.

e T

THE FOURTEENTH CHAPTER.
Called 10 Account !

ORD MAULEVERER jumped up.
! His lordship was startled.
SBo were his guests at the tea-
table—Bob Cherry, Frank Nu-
gent, Johnny Bull, and Hurree Jamset
Ram Singh.
“1 suy, vou fellows!” gasped Billy

Bunter.
The door of Study No., 12 had sud-
Billy Bunter's fat,

denly burst open, an

red, and excited face stared mn. And
from the passage Harry Wharton's voice
floated in aftor Bunter,

“Where's Chorry? Whero's
rotter 7"

Bob Cherry whistled softly.

“I sny, you follows,” squeaked the
excited Owl, *“Wharton's hunting for
you, Bob—hunting you up and down the
passage. [ say, he's on the jolly old
warpath! I say, you fellows——"

“Well. I don’t want a lot of hunt-
ing,” said Bob coolly. “I'm here.”

‘1 suppose this means that he's found
out,” muttered Nugent.

“T.ooks like it,"” sanid Bob.

“Oh gad!"” groaned Lord Maule-
vorer. “Think the good man’s goin' to
kick up a shindy because wo weighed in
with Hilton this afternoon "

“dn’t you expect him to? ¥ grinned
Bob.

“0Oh dear!” groaned his lordship.
Apparently he hadn't expected him to,
though really he might have.

that



EVERY SATURDAY

r 0
¥ |
&=

e

/)

AL

LA /.-'

)

i
',."rl,- J"’I.r it 4
'$ fﬂ.ﬁ,{;ﬁ%ﬁ.

i 8
——

P W i

As the enraged Wharton struek [ull at Mauleverer’s face, Bob Cherry stepped In and struck the blow aside with a crack on

Wharton’s wrist that sounded like the crack of a whip.

A moment later, and Wharton was
looking in at the doorway. Behind him
the passage was in a buzz. Fellows
gathered from far and near at the
sounds of war.

Lord Mauleverer and his tea-party
were all on their feet now. Mauly was
in a state of dismay; but the tea-party
were quite cool. 'The Co. had not
expected Harry Wharton to like their
intervention in his affairs, and they had
rather wondered how he would take it
when it came out—as it had to do as
soon as he saw Hilton. Now they saw
how he was taking it.

“ Cherry, you meddling rotter |” Whar-
ton’s voice was huultd} with rage. “You
meddling fool, couldn’t you mind your
own businesa?”

““I minded yours, for a change, old
tulip,” answered Bob coolly. “That cad
in the Fifth wanted a ragging, and he

got it. He’s going to get another of the
game if he doesn’t keep clear of the
Remove, And that’s that!”

“You'll answer for it!” panted
Wharton.

“Ready and willing—if you choose to

make a fool of yourself |’ retorted Bob
coolly,. “Keep back, Mauly, old fat-
head 1*

Lord Mauleverer did not keep back.
He interposed his elegant figure be-
tween the two juniors. Wharton would
have been hit.ting out the next moment,
but he checked himself as Mauly pushed
between.

“Stand anside, Mauleverer|” he said
hoarsely.

“Borry, old bean! You see—"

“ Btand aside! I don’t want any row
with you; but I'm going to make that
meddling rotter answer for butting into
my affaurs]! Btand aside, I tell youl”

Lord Mauleverer shook his head.
“You see, old thing, I'm the man
that’s got to answer for it,” he said
gently. “It was my idea—a poor thing,
but mine own, as the jolly old poet puts
it. What? These men backed me up
because 1 asked them to——"
“Mauly !” gasped Wharton. “ Youl!”
“Yaas, little me! I asked these men
to back me U]I:a,fhﬂcuuaﬂ it would have

been & fearful fag handlin’ Hilton on
I couldn’t have

my ownl DBesides,
handled him without help! See? Thoy
played up like little men. But it was

my idea entirely!”
o Yﬂ-ll—"jl'ﬂl.l—ﬂ
Wharton panted.

“If you feel that you're bound to
punch a fellow for doin’ you a good
tura, old tulip, I'm your man,” said his
lordship. “Go it1”

Unable to control his rage, Wharton
struck full at Lord Mauleverer’s calm
face.

But Bob Cherry was watching. He
struck the blow aside before it could
reach Mauleverer, with a orack on
Wharton's wrist that sounded like the
ocrack of a whip,

“Here's your man if you're scrap-
ping " growled Bob savagely, and he
shoved Mauleverer aside.

i ﬂh Eﬂ-d IJ.

Mauleverer grasped Bob by the arm,
and pulled him away—with a strength
that few would have dreamed dwelt in
his slim, graceful frame. Mauly’s face
was set now, his lips tight.

“My bizney, Bob,” ha said quietly.
“Leave it to me.”

His hands were up. The next
moment Wharton was fighting with the
only friend he had left in the Remove.

““ I'm your man, if you're scrapping ! *’ growled Bob savagely.

“Cave |” shouted 8 voice in the pas-
sage. ‘' Preofects!™

“Wharton’s wanted I” It was Win-
gate's voice. “Is he here? Oh gadl”
The Greyfriaras captain stared into
Study No. 12 as the buzzing crowd made

way for him. Then he strode in,
grasped Harry Wharton by the
shoulder, and swung him away from

L

Mauleverer. ' You young rasca
“Let go, you fool |” roared Wharton.
Wingate's jaw set grimly.

“You young sweep| You're wanted
by your Form master | Fighting again |
Is there a fellow in your Form you
haven’t scrapped with? Come |”

“My 'Emlt, Wingate,” said
Mauleverer. " 1've been annoyin' the
good man——"

“Come with me, Wharton |”

With the 8ixth-Former’s strong
grasp on his shoulder, Wharton was led
out of the study. He went down the
passage, panting, with Wingate.

Johnny DBull shrugged his shoulders,

“1 dare say we were rather asses, to
butt in,” he said.

Lord Mauleverer nodded slowly.

“Yaas! My fault! I asked you to
butt in! My doin’ entirely! It was
rather a mistake—which won't hu.p%n
aFnin. as far as I'm concerned.” He
glanced at the crowded doorway.
" Gentlemen and chaps, the show’s over.
If you don’t mind, there's a draught
from that door——"

Bob closed the deor. The tea-party
sat down to finish tea., Lord
Mauleverer's face was calm and placid,
as usual. But the Co. knew what was
in his mind. The scapegrace of Grey-
friars had lost his last friend in the

school.
Tue MagNer Liprary.—No, 1,203.
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THE FIFTEENTH CHAPTER.

A Narrow Escape !

HARION, sir!”
Wingate of the
ushed the junior into Mr.

5ue!uh'u study, drew the
door shut, and walked away. Mr.

Quelch ¢crose to his feet, fixing his u{le_.-a

on the rebel of his Form, raising his

eycbrows expressively as he did so.

Wharton's face was flushed, and he was

Lreathing hard. A junior was not sup-

posed to enter his Form tmaster's study

in a state of half-suppressed excitement
and wrath. But the Remove master
had given uﬁ being surprised at any-
thing from this particular junior.
Loder of the Sixth was in the study.

His sardonic glance turned on the

panting junior, and he, too, raised his

eyebrows, There was a gloating look in

Loder's eyes. Unless Lader was mis-

takon, the carcer of that obnoxious

junior had come to the finish at last.
“Wharton! 1 have sent for you—"
began Mr. Quelch.
“What is it now?!” asked Wharton,
with a bitter accent on the last word.
Mr. Quelch compressed his lips.
“You had better refrain from in-
solence, Wharton. If the report 1 have
reccived proves to be well founded, you
will bo expelled from Greyfriars to-

day.”
Then his

1
Sixth

Wharton stared at him,
glance went to Loder. and ho read the
gloating triumph of the bully of the
Sixth in his eyes. Loder, it was olear,
believed that he was at the end of his
tather.

But he could only wonder. Had that
oxcursion with Hilton of the Fifth takeu

lace, he would have supposed that all
['de been discovered, in which case he
knew that it must be the " sack.” DBut

There was nothing, so far as he knew, to
justify Mr. Quelch’s portentous words.
“ A report from Loder, sir 7" he asked,
with a curl of the lip.
“That is the case.” _
“Loder has told you lics before, sirl
Ho is telling lics again!|” said Harry,
“1 have warned you not to be insolent,
Wharton. Were you, or werpo you not,
present at the Wapshot races this alfter-
noon 1"

“No I”

“] am sorry that I cannot take your
word, Wharton,” said the Remove
master. “Your denial counts for
nothing.”

“What was the use of asking me,
thon?'* said Wharton coolly.

“Take care! If you do not choose to
confess—"'

“I've nothing to confess, that I know
of.

“We shall see!” answered Mr. Quelch
grimly. * Loder, you mn.f' speak,”

A l:;:illt-lj’ sarcastic smile dawned on
Wharton’s face. He knew what was
coming now. He remembered how
Loder had shadowed him from the
school after dinner, and seen him with
the waiting car on Courtfield Common.
He had wondered then whether the pri-
ing prefect had heard any of the talk
and tattlo in the Remove concernin
that day’s excursion; and had hardly
doubted it. It was clear that Loder
believed that the excursion to the races
had taken place. That was what he had
reported to Wharton's Form master |

“1 think the matter is clear, sir,”
said Loder amnﬂthlf. “For several
days past it has hardly been a secret in
this boy's Form that he intended to visit
tho races this afternoon. From what I
heard, it has been a subject of.constant
discussion among the juniors—"

" Prefects are not supposed to listen

the excursion had not taken place to fellows talking, air!” Wharton pointed
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out icily, “I am sure that Dr, Locke
would not approve of a prefect listening

at o keyhole,”

“Bilence!” thundered Mr. Quelch,
“How dare you, you insolent boy!
Proceed, Loder.”

“It was quite by chance, of course,
that some of this talk reached my ears,”
said Loder, with a venomous look at
the scapegrace. “In view of Wharton's
recent conduct, for which he has been
flogged, I decided to keep him undor
obsorvation. He left the school soon
after ‘dinner, and later I found him
waiting with a car on Courtlield
Common.*’

“¥You do not deny this, Wharton?”

““Loder saw me on Courtfield Common
this afternoon, sir! I saw him there,
for that matter! Courtfield is8 not out
of bounds on a half-holiday.”

“Did you enter that car and drive to

Wapshot?” demanded the Remove
masri.:.?r sternly.
(13 n'll

“Proceod, Loder!"

“I took notice of the car, sir,” pursued
Loder. **I recognised 1if, and the
chauffeur, as belonging to Courtfield
Garage. I waited for some time—"

“In ocover!" said Wharton, with a
curl of the lip.

“Do not interrupt, Wharton !” rapped
Mr. Quelch. Puambl{ the Remove
master was not wholly pleased by
Loder's detective methods.

“I waited some time, but Wharton
plainly guessed that I was ketggmg kit
under observation, for he waited, too. I
realised that he did not intend to starb
till the coast was clear, and so I went
on to Courtfield. Thers I made an in-

quiry at the garage.’

Wharton Bt.a.rtmf a little. He had
rather wondered what Loder’s game
was, after he had lost sight of him, It
camo very clearly into arton’s mind
that, had that drive to the races taken
i)lae-:y, his game would have been up. He
1ad never guessed that the spy of the
Sixth was quite such a detective,

His start did not escape Mr. Quelch’s
gimlet eye, and the Form master’s lips
tightened as he observed it.

“ At the garage,” continued Loder, *I
found the proprietor unwilling to answer
questions about his customer, But I
felt it my duty to ascertain the state of
affairs beyond doubt; and a little later
I questioned a man employed in the
garngo yard. From this man I learned
the facts. The car had been hired by a
Greyfriars boy, whose name he did not
know, and it was booked to drive to
Wups'hut and stay there for the races.
As I had token the number of the car,
thore could be no doubt about it.”

Wharton listened quietly, with a faint
smile on his lips, that puzzled both
Loder and the Remove master. Proof
could scarcely be clearer!

“I1 remained in Courtfield for some
time,” went on Loder. He did not think
of adding that he had walked over to
the Three Fishers for a pgame of
billiards, *“ Later, when I came back,
the car was gone. I had no doubt that
Wharton had gone in it as soon as ho
was sure that I was off the scene.”

Wharton watched Loder as he spoke.
Either Loder did not know that Hilton
of the Fifth was mixed up in the afiair,
or he did not care to mention the fact.
The scapegrace of the Remove was his
gamo |

“The matter can scarcely be clearer,”
said Mr. Quelch. “If you persist in
demial, Wharton—"

* Cortainly, sirl”

“In that case, 1 shall personally call
at the garage and insist upon a state-

ment from the chauffeur who drove the
car!" said the Remove master.
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Wharton breathed rather hard. Loder
believed that he had him on the hip,
and undoubtedly Loder would have been
right, if that excursion had taken place.
Only too clearly Wharton reali now
what he owed to Lord Mauleverer’s
friendly intervention,

flush came into his cheeks,

But for Mauleverer, he would have

one with the Fifth Form sportsman on

at shady escapade. Proof of it- would
have been absolutely eclear. And he
would have been taken to his head-
master, to hear the sentence of expulsion
from dreyfriurn. That very day, within
the verﬁ hour the gates of the school
would have closed :hﬂhmd him. The
Remove master would have been rid of
the rebel of his Form. Loder would
have scored ﬁna[lilj and utteﬂﬁ, over the
unior he loathed. Mauly had saved

im—and how had he repaid Mauly? A
feeling of bitter shame brought the
colour to his face.

Mr. Quelch, as was natural, misinter-
preted that flush. He saw in it the sign
of conscious guilt, discovered and

roved now beyond subterfuge.  His
ace hardened into grim sternness.

“Wharton! If you still deny——*

III d’D Il?

“Very welll 1 shall make an 1im-
mediate inquiry at the garage, und then
place the maitter before Dr. Locke.”

“As you choose, sir!” said Wharton
with icy coolness. ““1 have no objection
to telling my headmaster exactly how I
have spent the afternoon.”

Mr. Quelch locked at him. The case
was clear—absolutely clear! Vet the
lurking smile on the junior’s lips gave
him a feeling of uneasy doubt. ere
Was a pause.

“Whatever you have to tell your head-
master, Whartﬂnﬂnu may tell me, here
and now!” said Mr. Quelch at last,

“Very well, sir! 1 played football
this afternoon |"

“What? Where?”

“On Little Side at Greyfriars.”

“Wharton I”

Loder stared blankly.

“1 Eln;;rad for Temple's team,” went
on Wharton calmly. “All the Fourth
Form, and all the move, and a good
many other fellows, will tell you that
I was playing football here, at Grey-
friars, this afternoon, if you care to ask
them, sir.”

1& d“ﬂud ui!anm:pﬁi;gll?lwa;l . ';‘Fhartm‘l;n
words, er ga —he fairly gaped]
Mr. Quelch seemed thunderstruck.

* Wharton ! Is this sheer im-
pertinence?”’ he exclaimed at last. “ You
venture to tell me that you were within
school bounds, playing football—”

“Yes, sir!”

“Buch a statement i1s8 very easily put
to the test. If you are telling the truth,
Wharton——" )

“] do sometimes, sir!"’ said Wharton
with cool mockery. “In this case, you
have only to ask about a hundred
feliows whether they saw me pln;ing in
the Form match this afternoon.’

There was another silence.

“Loder!” said Mr. Quelch at last.
“Kindly request Field to step here.”

Loder left the study, almest choking.
Mr. Quelch sat down, with a sort of
overwhelmed look. Never had a cese
. clearer—never had evidence more
indubitable been produced against a
cilprit.  Yet if arton’s statement
was true, the whole thing was a tissue
of mistakes—a comedy of errors! Was
the junior’s statement merely a last
ersmple of fippant recklessness? It
would soon be proved one way or the
other |

Wharton waited calmly. In a few
minutes Squiff arrived at the study. He
cume &mlone. Loder, evidently, had
lenrned the facts from him, and did not

care to return and see Mr. Quelch again]
Sampson Quincy Iffley Field came in,
with a rather peculiar expression on his

face.

“Tield .  Mr. Quelch’s voice was a
little uncertain. “ As you are now cap-
tain of my Form, no doubt you played
in the football match to-day 1"

E%Iiﬂ' smiled slightly.

“Yes, sir!” he answered.

“ Was Wharton present1”

“ Wharton? Yes, girl”

“I mean, did Wharton teke part in
the game? Did he Pllj' tt through from
beginning to end 7" asked Mr. Quelch

catﬂgl;uriua}ly. He was oot leaving any
possible loophole,

“Yes, sir, from the kick-off till the
final w mtlel" said Squiff. “He Elnjnd
for Temple’s team, and scored two
goals——*

Mr. Quelch dismissed Field with a
gesture. Ho was not, evidently, inter-
ested in the goals Wharton had shot!
B%uﬂ' [eft the study.

or a long, long minute, Mr. Quelch
sat and gazed at Harry Wharton. The
rebel of the Remove waited demurely,
Mr. Quelch spoke at last.

“It appears, Wharton, that an error
has been made.” He spoke haltingly.
“As you played in a football match aé
Greyliriars to-day, it is obvious—" He
paused. “You have only yourself, and
your own reckless conduct, to thank for
tha suspicion that has fallen upon you.
You—'hem—you may go!"”

“Thank you, sir 1" said Wharton.

He left the study, with a mockin
smile on his face, for which Mr, Quel
would gladly have called him back and
caned him.

He laughed as he went down the
passage. There was no doubt that Mr.
Quelch would have something to say to
Loder of the Sixth later—something
very expressive and emphatic. The spy
of the school was not prospering.
Wharton laughed as he thought of it.
But only too well he knew how narrow
his escape had been, and from what
Mauly had saved him. His laugh died
away as he thought of that,

THE SIXTEENTH CHAPTER !
The Last Blow !

6 OCK up!” ocalled out the
Bounder,
Harry Whearton did not
] seem to hear.

Smithy and Tom Redwing, back from
Hawkscliff just in time for call-over,
were coming up from the gates when
the Bounder sighted the pacing figure
under the elms, half-seen in the thicken-
mE]Nuvamber dusk.

arry Wharton was walkin
fro under the leafless brenches,
hands thrust deep into his
aﬁrea fixed moodily on the dead leaves
that his feet kicked up as he paced.

In deep and troubled thought, he did
not see or hear the Bounder. He
tramped on in the dusk.

Vernon-Smith stared at him curiously,

“You'll be late, Wharton ! ¢alled out
Redwing. “Call-over in a few minutes
now [

Wharton heard that, glanced round,
and nodded. But he did not join the
two juniors, and they walked on to the
House and disappeared,

The scapegrace of Greyfriars paused,
irresolute, under the trees. Heo was the
only fellow still out of the House. For
a long time he had been there, plunged
into gloomy and unhappy meditation.

_ Anger had passed now: he was feel-
ing shame and remorse. He had told
bimself, again and again, that Mauly
had butted into his nal concerns—
that, like the pro of old, he did
well to be angry. But he could not feel

to and
his
kets, his
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that he justified himself—and now ho no
longer wished to do so. But for Mauly,
he would have gone on that rotten,
ahqldl]l, disreputable expedition; but for
Ma ii he would have been sacked; but
for auly, the echool gates would
already have closed behind him, and he
would have left Greyfriare for ever,
leaving behind him the mﬂmﬂri of a
fellow who had had the best of chances
bad thrown them all away, and had
gone to the bad and been kicked outl

Mauly had saved him from that, and
he had repaid him with angry werds
and an lows! Old Mauly—the ﬂnlﬁ
man who had stood by him throug

thick and thin, who had believed in him
when all were down on him and against
him, hia last and most loyal friend |
It wag no wonder that the junior’s brow
was black, his heart heavy, as he paced
in the dml& of the elms !

A bell in the distance ceased to ring.

He started for the House.

His mind was made up now; he had
had a struggle with his pride and beaten
it. If he had been headstrong, pas-
sionate, wayward, all through ab
unlucky term, at 1am he would make
amends to old Mauly—he did not care
how much he humbled himself, It was
a new mood for the scapegrace of the
Remove,

He ran into Big Hall just as the great
oak doors were closing. Mr. Quelch’s
eyes gleamed at him as he took his place
in the Remove, barely in time ta avoid
being shut out. harton did not
observe him. He answered the familiar
“'Bum " mechanically when his name
was called.

His eyes were on Mauleverer, and he
felt a pang at the sight of a mark on
Mauly’s quiet, placid face. Mauly did
not look at him, and did not seem to
have noticed his late, hurried entrance
or to know that he was there.

Calling - over seemed epdless to

Wharton, But it was over at last, and
the fellows were dismissed. As the
Remove streamed out he hurried

towards Lord Mauleverer.

Mauleverer walked on, unseeing, and
Wharton tapped him on the arm.
Mauly looked round, and drew his arm
quickly away.

His face was calm, placid, good-tems-
Earﬂd as always, but there was a quiet

rmness in hia look that was new!

“Mauly,” muttered Wharton, “I—
I'm sorry! 1 can’t speak here. Shall
I come up to the study 1”

“1'd rather you didn't, thanks|” gaid
Lord Mauleverer.

“I—I1 want to tell you—"

“¥You've nothin’ to tell me—nothin’ 1
want to hear, at any rate!” Lord
Mauleverer paused a second. “Borry I
butted into your bizney |. It's a mistake
I don’t often make. Rely on it that it
will never happen againl Can’'t do
more than apologise for a mistake!”

He walked on.

“Mauly I” muttered Wharton huskily.

Lord Mauleverer walked on, without
turning his head. - .

Wharton stood looking after him for
a moment or two. Curious eyes were
upon him, but he did not heed them—
did not see them. He turned away at
last. It waa over, and he knew it; he
had worn out the patience of his last
friend, and now he was left alonel The
scapegrace of Greyfriars was now the
friendless outoast of the school!

(Next Saturday’s yarn in this topping
series is entitled: “"THE SPY OF THE
SIXTH!" Yow'll vote it great, eAums,
Look out, also, for the siz picture-
stampe which will be given away with
this 1sue.
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THRILLS ON THE BROAD HIGHWAY !

THE RED

ON i

By ARTHUR STEFFENS.

The Spy !

8 York lay in the darkness he
heard the- new arrcivals being
conducted to their room along

the passage; a double-bedded
room, he gathered, since lic heard only
one door open and shut.

In the morning York was up and
dressed as soon as the yard below was
opened. He rang for and had his
breakfast brought to his room. Having
finished this, he tiptoed along the empty
Eaﬂauﬁu and listened at the door until

¢ heard Jerry and Hal
talking.

Finding that he ecould only gather a
word here and there, hc went back to
his room and tried the balcony. With
his hat drawn over his face he sidled
along until he was close to the room
occupied by the two adventurers.

A window was open, and the voices
could be heard quite distinctly.

“We must give up all hope of ever
geoing Isaao éuilt again, lad,” the ETr
hear Jerry MecLean say. “Tho
Runners have taken him, and any
attempt at seeing him in gaol ecould
only result in our being arrested, too.
And so there's only one thing for us
to do—quit the country.”

“We haven't enough money,”” York
heard the boy answer.

“"We'll pet more than we
to-night,” said Jerry.

“We'ro going to stop tho earl, then®

“Ay, Hal, ﬁxd. wo'ro going to stop

Lovett

want

the earl

At that momemt & carriage clattored
into the inn yard, making such a rattle
that Jerry and l'-i'u.l Lovett opened the
door of t{mir room and passed out on
to the baleony. They were just in time
to sec & man's heels vanishing through
a door a little distanco away.

Jerry's brows camp topgother
frown.

in a

“Boy,” he muttered, “we've beon
spied upon I’

Hal Lovett, who had also seen tho
vanishing heels, nodded,

Jerry sped along the balcony at a run,
and peeped between the curtains into
the room ocoupied by the spy. He was
just in time to sco tho door leading
into the passage of the inn swing to.
Back into his room again and through
it he ran, with Hal fnﬁﬂwing him, DBut
though the two adventurers went. into
overy public room and bar below, and
even pecped into the bar-parlour itself,
they found nobody thero they knew.

‘Lhey asked questions. A military-
looking gent oceupied the bed-room thoy
alluded to, name of DMorrison they
learned. Upstairs they - went again,
and, finding the outer bed-room door
locked, Jerry and Hal went out on to
the balcony again and entered the room
belonging to the spy from that side.
A search of the drawers and wardrobo
revealed a riding-cloak and whip, and
Jerry found also o braco of pistols. A
triunk in the roomn was locked.
~Jerry and Hal partook of breakfast
in silence, and then ordered the ostler
to saddle their horses,

Beforo leaving the Mermaid, how-
ever, they had another look round, anfd
it was as he stood at the front door
that Jerry saw Colonel York striding,
with his customary swaggering gait,
towards him

Tho colonol was grinning broadly,
and he faced Jerry without a quiver of
an oyoclash,

“8o,” said Jerry, throngh hali-shut
toeth, * it was you !

“Me it was, my bully cove,” answored
York, as Jerry stepped down to him.
“And very glad T was to find two old
pals occupying the neighbouring room,
for T was afraid they might be tho
cops, ™

“What,” asked Jerry in a voice as
hard as steel, “is your little game?”

READ THIS FIRST,

Convicted of robhing the Earl of Huntford,
Hal Lovett and his chum, Jerry Mclean, are
conveyed to the convict hulks at Woolwich,
whence they escape. They geek sanctuary in
the '* Retreat,’ Epping, where they rescus
the chief of the Bow Street Runners from
the ruthless hands of a gang of highwaymen,
Later, Samuel Lovett is forced to admit that
he is not Hal's father and that lsaao Quilt,
a housebreakear, knows the secret of the
Red Falcon. Quilt, however, is arrested by
the Runnera before he can speak. Evading
captura themselves, Hal and Jerry find
accommodation in an Inn, where, unknown
to them, an old enemy in Colonel York is
coccupying a neighbouring room,

“Nothing,” rejoined York, with a
leer. “This is a safe place in which to
hide, and I have a grazed wound in the
shoulder which hurts me considerably.
I'mjgmng to stop here until it heals
up.’

Jerry fixed him with a cold stare, but
York did not flinch.

“And you?” he asked nlmost casually.

“My pal and I,"” replied Jerry, “are
going a-riding.”

With that he left York, and together
with Hal hurried into the inn yard,
where, the reckoning having been paid,
he again handsomely tipped the ostler,
and, mounting Galloper, led the way
out into the street, followed by Hal
on Bow Street Beauty.

“1 don't trust that infernal scoundrel,
boy,” said Jerry. “He'd sell us as =oon
ag look at us. ).l'Eut, thank goodness, wo
didn’t say enough for him to under-
stand.”

“You talked about robbing the earl,”
said Hal, *but luckily we mentioned no
name, or time, or pluce.”

Jerry nodded his head and pressed his
hqtddnwn firmly as they faced a gusty
wind.

“He'll make neither head nor tail of
that,” he said.

In so saying, however, Jerry under-
cstimated Colonel York's intni,'iigc-nce.

The colonel, who had gone for a stroll
with o purpose in view, had put two and
two together as he hastened along tho
Dorough High Strect. One fact stood
out boldly; Jerry and Hal Lovett wero
going to rob an earl. And, bearing in
mind the story he had heard of the
adventurers’ nocturnal visit to Huntford
IIall, that earl could only be the Earl
of Huntford.

In that cave in Epping Forest he had
heard Johrn Pryee and others talking.
Ile knew that the earl was responsible
for Hal Lovett's conviction and sen-
tenee in thoe hulks, Jerry MeLean was
an additional vietim of the earl’s.

And whore was the earl? At Hunt-
ford Hall. And if Jerry and Hal
intended to rob him on the road,
whither would he be travelling unless
to London: and which way would he
come other than wia lackheath ?
Colonel York rubbed his hands togoether
glecfully at the thought. Farther along

the High Strest was situated tho
Wherryman ale-house. Colonel York
knew a potboy there whom he had

first met in a thieves’ den in St. Giles.
This potboy, who rejoiced in the name
of harlie Greenfinoch, he sought
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out. A wink and a beckon drew him
aside., .
“ Charlie,” said York, “want to earn
half-a-guinea i
“Try me,”” answered Greenfinch, rin-
ning ifrom ear to ear, every inch a
gallow’s rascal by the look of him.
York hastily scribbled a note, and
placed it in an envelope which he
scaled down. This letter he addressed
to “Mr. Martin Cosgrave, at the Police
Office, Bow Btreect.”

The potboy blanched as he read the
address.

“Shiver me, but I ain’t going to take
this there, not for a hundred guineas,-
he said in a hoarse tone of protest.
“] don't wanta get nabbed [”

“Take it,” E-H.iCF York, giving him the
coin he had promised. “It won’t take
you long to cross the river by ferry
and hand it in. You needn’t even wait.
There's no answer. Besides, it’s safe.”

The potboy reluctantly pocketed the
money and sought his cap. York went
back to the Mermaid to meet Jerry and
Hal Lovett, as we have learned, and as
he went and after they had gone he
kept on Trepeating to himself the
message he had written.

“Mr. Cosgrave,—The escaped convicts
and wanted highwaymen, Jerry McLean
and Hal Lovett, contemplate robbing
the Earl of Huntford to-night, most
likely in the neighbourhood of Black-
heath, while on his way to London
Town. If you send a posse to hold and
guard the road you ought to get them
easily.

“\WeLL-WISHER AND FRIEND.”

This message was faithiully delivered
at tho Bow Street Police Station by
Greenfinch, the potboy, who hurried
away the moment a sleepy-looking
officer had taken it.

Martin Cosgrave read the messn?e
through twice and then Erinned broadly
at the Runner who had brought it in to
him.

“Have you sent a plain-clothes man
to follow the messenger?” he asked.

“Yes, sir,”” replied the Bow BStrect
officer.

“Then we ought easily to find out who

enned this,” remarked Cosgrave, as he
}:ﬂld the letter up to view. ‘“We'll have
those horses saddled and ready at four
o'clock, and take up our posts on the
Blackheath road in safe hiding before
dark."”

Martin Cosgrave then thrust the letter
into his pocket. He had made arrange-
ments for his posse to go a-riding beiore
ever Greenfinch, the potboy, delivered
1%,

Holding up the Earl]

HE storm of the mnight had

I abated, but throughout the day

squalls of rain and gusts of wind

made conditions out of doors de-
cidedly unpleasant.

However, taking a chance of being
geen and recognised by the locals, Jerry
McLean and Hal Lovett rode to the
Swan With Two Necks Inn, and put up
thera until' the day began to wane,

The friendly landlord gave them the
use of his own private sitting-room,
and showed keen interest and pleasure
in all their adventures, being mighty

lad to sce them again. And an equally

riendly ostler, remembering how he had
helped them when the inn had been
raided by Cosgrave and his Runners,
hid the stolen horse, Bow Street Beauty,
from the view of prying eyes and kept
n keen watch for spies. A handsome tip
was n cortainty, and, besides, he had
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happy remembrances of the lavish
gﬂnﬂmsltg of Mr. Jerry McLean.

The tables and seats outside the inn
wera deserted all day long. Rustics,
who ventured that far, crowded in the
ale bars. None of them even knew
that the Swan With Two Necks was
patronised by visitors.

When at dusk two horsemen, heavily
cloaked against the weather, rode
swiftly out of the yard and turned
towards Blackheath, they never even
gained a sight of them. ) _

The heath looked bare and dismal in
the fading light. Riding along the
London road, the two horsemen kept on
until they gained the shelter of a copse,
where they waited among the bushes
and sheltering trees for the coming of
the Earl of Huntford’s coach,

“Jerry,” said Hal, “I wish we had
not encountered York. He hates us,
and I feel sure he was planning some
mischief.”’

“H'm| He'd betray us if he could,
Hal,” agreed Jerry. “But he would
have to give himself' away if he tried
any tricks. That would mean a ride to
Tyburn. Martin Cosgrave won't forget
in a hurry how York tried to hang him.
Why, lad, I’d wager that by this time
York has left the Mermaid in a panic
because he met us there. He'll be want-
ing to save his own skin.” ‘ )

1t was quite dark now. The ran
ceased, and a high wind rose that bent
the boughs under which the adventurers
were lurking.

After & while they heard the steady,
rapid beat of pounding hoofs upon the
road, the jingling of harness, and the
rumble of rattling wheels. A carriage
was coming along the London road.

Jerry urged his horse to the edge of
the copse, where ho had broken down
the wooden rails, and Hal followed. In
the distance two bright lights danced,
and the two adventurers were able to
make out the black shape of the
barouche that carried them. Four
horses were drawing it, driven by o
coachman, while a postilion sat astride
the near leader,

“Hal, lad,” laughed Jerry, ‘' here
comes our earl. So we are going 1o
meet again. On with your mask, lad—
though, deuce take it, the disguise 1s of
little use when he is sure to recognise
us! But we'll grab that money he 1s
bringing to town for Quilt, and we'll
force him to divulge the sccret of the
Red Falcon as sure as I'm a high toby-
man !” .

Jerry set his mask in place and made
sure of the fastening. Hal did the
same. 'Then they drew their pistols
from their holsters and saw to the
priming.

Hal felt himself possessed by a wave
of nervous excitement that sent his
theart racing and almost stopped his

breathing. Jerry sat, ice-cold, on
Galloper, steadying the horse, which
began to paw -the earth excitedly.

The noises on the road grew louder.
Peoring through the leafy screen, the
two adventurers could see the candle-
lamps dancing in the dark.

“(eo-up | Steady there, you war-
mint 1" PI‘he:,f heard the postilion cry
out impatiently and the crack of hig
whip as he lashed the leader.

A window of the ecarriage rattled
down, and & cold, bitter voice cut the
night air.

“Make the cattle a,llni, Ned. The
very devil’s in the lazy brutes! Kill
‘em if needs be! We shall never get to
London town to-night "

“It's time, boy!” called out Jerry,
when the barouche was almost upon
them. *Here goes!” _

He urged his horse into the middle of
the road, and Hal followed.
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Suddenly the postilion found the way
barred by the two masked highwaymen.

The Earl of Huntford saw them, too,

“Never mind those blackguards,
Ned I"” he shouted. * Ride "em down!”

The coachman and the postilion plied
their whips vigorously in response to the
call, urging the horses into a charging
gallop.

The earl disappeared inside the coach.
But & second or so later he showed him.
self again, prasping in his right hand
a long-barrelled gun. Pointing the
weapon at Hal, he fired at point %lank
mi]fﬂ- as the carriage rattled on.

al ducked and laughed as he heard
the bullet whistle by. But he had tc
pull Bow Street Beauty aside to avoid
the thundering coach.

The postilion crouched like a jockey
over the leader’s meck, his right arm
rising and falling as he used his whip
unmercifully.

Within another second or twa the Earl
of Huntford would have passed in
safety, and the highwaymen would have
been placed at a disadvantage. But
Jerry McLean, alive to the danger,
turned his horse about, and, galloping
in close to the leaders, toppled the
postilion out of the saddle wiﬁ: a down-
ward blow of the butt of his pistol,
Then, making Galloper swerve to avoid
trampling upon the fallen man, he
swung in beside the ncar-side leader
and gripped the reins. The barouche
glowed down,

At the same time Hal rode up on the
other side. He was only just in time,
for he saw the coachman, who had
dropped the reins, reach for and
shoulder a wicked-looking, bell-mouthed
blunderbuss.

Before ho could take aim, however,
Hal sent a ball whistling close to the
fellow's head with a random shot, and,
howling for mercy, the coachman
drnél]p]:ed his weapon on to the footboard
and held up both his hands.

“Don’t spare him! Shoot him down,
Hal ! cried Jerry, as he turned Gal-
loper about and rode up to.the window,
and covered the ear] with a pistol.
“Put down that weapon, my lord, or
1'll shoot daylight through you!”

The coach had stopped, and the
leaders were swinging round, spurnming
the sodden road in o rearing frlg t.

Hal presented his second pistol at the
coachman’s head.

“Get down and free those horses,” he
ordered, “or I'll stir up your muddled
brains with an ounce of lead.”

The coachman had tried his hardest
to get away. Now he slid obediently to
the ground and unbuttoned the traces.

Menecing him, Hal made him lead
the four prancing bays back along the
road, after which he joined Jerry at the
door of the barouche. .

The earl’s face was ashen, and his eyes
glittered. His expression was evil and
yet defiant. Very handsome he looked
as he dropped the discharged pistol and
its fellow upon the window-ledge.

“Ah! So I have again to deal with
our gallows birds from the hulks,” he
sneered.  But for the devil’s own luck
you'd have had a bullet each by now!”

“Instead of which, my lord,” said
Jerry, raauhinghnut and tipping up the
earl’s chin with the cold barrel of his
loaded pistol, “I'll put a bullet through
you unless you hand over that money
you'ro taking to London town,”

(The money will mean a small fortune

for Jerry and Hal—if they get it, and

some compénsation for the wrong done
them by the wvillainous Earl of Hunt-
ford! Look out for further ezciting
chapters next week, and siz more free
picture-stamps to add to your collection,)
Trng Magyer LiBrary.—No, 1,293,
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COME INTO THE OFFICE, BOYS!

Always glad to hear from yon, chums, so drop me a line fo

The Editor, The ‘' Magnet '’ Library,

The Amalgamaled Press, Lid., The Fleetiway Honse, Parpingdon
Street, London, E.C.4.

the following address

|

!
!
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JOLLY interesting scries of pictura

A stamps this weck, aren't thoy,
chums ?  The * Come Alon

With Me " grip is indeed a gnnﬂ

way to march a would-be attacker to the

nearcét ‘‘ bobby "1 The picture shows

yvou how to get his arm in such a manner

-

that he cannot pussibly get lnose without
breaking his arm. Thb sceret is contained
in the leverage wluch you place against
the captive's ethow-joint.

The first of our locomotive stamps
showa you the Scuthern Railway's Lord
Nelson, one of the most powerfal locos
on this line, It is a four-cyvlinder, 4-6-0
loco:—which - means tliat- it- has four
guiding wheels, six driving wheels, and no
tiniling ' wheels. Hpuling & tram  from
London 'to Brighton in oné houor is just
one of its many fine performainces.

The Snowdon Mountain Railway i3 the
only rack-and-pinion railway in Britain,
slthough this type of railway is used a
yreat deal in mountainous districts in other
poarts of the world, Tixed under the lozo-
motive ato toothed wheels which ongago
in a racked rail placed Dbetween
ordinary lines. Thi¢ railway was opened
in 1897, put tho descent of the first pas.
songer. train Jod, to tragoedy, snd the engine
left the line at a sharp curve, and plunged
over the Cymglas pregipice, killing one
man. A “eafety guard ' was laid down,
nnil the railwai was re-opened nbout a
fortnight later. |
to the summit, a distance of 47 miles.

H.M.S. Hood, which was commonced in

the.

Tt asvonds from Llanberis

1916 and comploted in 1920, is a posi-
Jutland Lmtf lo eruiger of 41,200 tons. She
cost gix milliona to build, and can steam
at 32 knots. She has a 12-inch belt of
armour, and carrics eight 16-inch guns,
with a secondary armament of sixteen
16-inch guris, )

The aireraft ecarrier, Courageous, 18
another British Naval monster. She was
launched in 1918, and ia 735 feet in length,
with »-benm of 81 fest. 8hd has o dis-
placement of 18,600 tons, snd can steam
at 491 knots: She carvies six flights of
aeroplanes in her hangars !

One of the' best “doggy pals ™ wvou
could possibly have is the Smooth-haired
Fox Terrier, which forms the subject of
thé last of this" week's picture-stamps.
It is the best-known of all English breeds.

ND now for a few
A RAPID-FIRE REPLIES.

A Cricketing Query. (F. J.
Hizeman, of ‘Eltham, S.E.}—During last
geason the following juniors kept wiclket
mostly for their vespective schools : Tom
Brown for Groyfriars Remove X1 ; Harry
Noble for St. Jim's Junior XI; and
Arthur Neweome for Rookwood Junior XT.
‘What has Happened to ** Kipps'?
(* Hopeful Conjurer,” of Belfast).—Kipps,
the Conjurer, is still at Greyiriars, and
going strong ! I shell endeavour to get
Mr. Frank Richards to introduce him
ain in & later story.

THE MAGNET—EVERY SATURDAY

of Scaton Park, South Australia).—As ilg
name implics, it is a bat used for playing
the game of *' Fives.” The pame consists
in playing a ball against a wall above a
certain  line. The “second player must
return it on the first bound. At some
gchools (notably Eton) the game is played
with padded glovesy but other schools
(like (l:l)m:,rlﬁnt'a] play it with small bats,

OME readers still seem to bLe in
doubt as to whether or no they
have got to take all three com.
anion papers in order to complete

their full set of pieture stamps.

No, this is not necessary. If you take
The Maungv each week, and one other
paper—either the * Modern Boy ' or the
** Ranger "—jyou will be able to * swap "
vour duplicate stamps with your chums,
and thus complete your collection by the
end of the scheme.

I'm running short of space again, chums,
but T mustn’t forget to draw your attention
to the ** Greyfriars Holiday Annual,” and
the “ Popular Book of Boys' Stories,"
which are now on sale. The former costa
pix shillings, and the latter 2s. 6d., and
at thesb prices they represent the best
valne in boys' books il is possible to
obtain,

Next Saturday s Maaxet will contain
another fine programme. The tithit, of
course, will be the grand long yarn of the
Chums of Groyfriaras. It is entitled :

*““THE SPY OF THE SIXTH!"

and Frank Richards has packed it with
gome of his hest work !

There'll be move theills for you in our
serial : ' The Red Faleon ! "—and chuckley
galore in the ** Greyfriars Herald."”

Jokes, Grevfriars limericks, another chat
with your Fditor, and six more free.atamps,
will complete an issun that you musin’t
miss on any aceenunt !

YOUL EDITOR.

SEND NO MONEY

Sent on Free Approval on receipl of a posféard.

The *“‘SOUTHERN ISLES”
UKULELE

You can
with very little
our Frce'

VALUE for 11/9,

address.
until 11/9 is pald.

play this delightful

Lightning
Fretted Finger Board, sweet mellow tone,
solidly bulilt, hlghly polished finish, 30/-
We will send you one
of these Southern Isles *'real ' Ukulele
Banjos upon receipt of your name and
If entirely to your eatisfaction
you send 1/8 on recelpt and 1/- fortnightly
Full cash with order
or balance within 7 days, 10/6 only.
J. A. DAYIS & CO. (Dept B.P. 48),
84-104, Denmark HIll, London, 8.E.G.

What Is a * Fives " Bat? (CG. Booker,

GROSE'S

BILLIARDS AT HOME /- per week.

o Birect: LUDGATE
London, £.C.4.

CIROUSB

Tutor. Brass

Board, Spirit Level,

' 4 monthly.

~ BIZB Deposit n"mam. Cash

. 21, %1 1ft. B Ia 10/- -3 ; 19/-

30t 9 in. X i, 10/ = B/3 lﬂ,l"'

N o 4,1t 4.in, X 2 1t, 3 In, 10/- I= al/a

BANJO. gq gl x 2l g | 16 1 | sue

h n. ‘e . -

, Instrument, 6 {t. g;‘ln.':i ft. 3 tu.__ 10/ | moyd3 | TTi8
ractice with the aid of N onmplete with 2 Cues, 3 Turned Balla (guaraniced unbreakable), Marklag

Itnlts and Clianlk, COMPLETE LIST FREE.

BE'TALL ‘St

Your Helght inoreased In 14 dnl;r:
s
BEBING SYSTEM, 28, Dean Road,

BOYS! Learn abouf
WIRELESS & GRAMOPHONES

from £1/1/0 with FREE Records. E:
arranged. Carrlage pald.

Edwd. O’BRIEN, Lia, (Dept. Z), COVENTRY

Our FREE CATALOGUES show

THREE-VALVE SETS from £4/10/0 and GRAMOPHONES

Easy payment terms

or Hﬂﬂﬂr; Baok,

Book freo privately.

THE
core, elc.,

tions of BRITISH WOR

mogt acourate MAOC
at tho price.  Brautlfull
force and penctration,

STEEL, I

8/6

Frico, gun hlued, 818 each. | With ar my own Belght to 616, 31ins, 11 T, H., ago 164, to Gft. |

PEIOn BARE u'{' hen, 3 THsase e, Ler s INCREASED T "5, 0A trom Bt 6 6 Bib. 101 Hoss Byatern

POST FREE. Send for Hlt_ﬂf fluns, .;t--:? post free, from the maker: is Genuline, Bnrol and Watoh Yourself Growl Fes £2 2s. .
FRANK CLARKE, SPORTS DEFT., 39/41, Lower Loveday St | parijeulars Ijd. stamp.—F. HOSS, Height Specialist, Searborough. _

THE “BRITANNIA” AIR PISTOL |

Brit{sh - Prodiuerd woapdn upholdiog all the tradi-

EH.&hPHHIP. Positively the
INE-MADE pistol ever
fininhed
ing. made ecntirely of
will wear for ever. Unrivalled for Indoor
and outdoor use. Target and Rat Bhooting,

" BEARTHQUAXKRE "

] BETAMP FPACKE FREE | |

Bet b Earthguake stamps, over 60 diferen! stamps, Nigeria, Travan-
atermark Detector, Titles, eto, Jost send 2d. postage,

requesting approvals, —Lisburn & Townsgend (U.J.8B.), Liverpool.

Send a stamp to

iEl‘ﬁ:-ﬂ*.m:ﬂﬂ _
h of such

Bhoatas w ﬁ:}*ﬁ.{

HAVE YOU A RED NOSE?

ay postage, and you will learn how to rid vourself
n terrible affliction - free of charge.

Address in confidence; T. J. TEMPLE, SBpecialist, " Palacé House,”
128, rﬂhi!tﬂlbut‘r Avenue,’ LﬂHD’hlﬁ

Enclose stamp.

W.1l. (Lst. orer 25 ycars,)

Sy, i

i

ANl applications for Advertisement Space in this publication should
e addressed 19 the Advertizemant Manager, UNION JACK SERIES,
The Fleastway Houze, Farringdon Sirest, London, E.G.4.
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BLUSHING, £5;

ess, ** Nerves,” Bell-consclourness, Wnri;r
Urdréasonable Fears, etc., cured or
ack! Complats Coursa Bfs,  Datalls—

BTEBBING, 28, Dean Road, London, N.W.2,

FREE FUN!

Vontriloquists'
sending

ad. E!P uii for
I (Large Parcels 2/6, 5/-.)—A, BUHBELL, Longdon, Welllngton, Salop,

Instruments glven FPREE to all
lateat Nowelty and List.

When Answering Advertisaments Pleass Mention This Paper.

26-11-33



FOURTH FORM DEBATING
SOCIETY 7
Headquarters: The Rag. _
Next Debate: Wednesday, evg. 7.30

SUBJECT: " That all Remove
fags playing leap-frog in the Rag |
should be compelled to wear rubber
shoes, noiseless crash-helmets, cotton-
wool knee-caps and mouth-gags.” |
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(New Series.)

z ) K=
THE NEW 7+

(hreyfriarsHerald

EDITED BY HARXRY WHARTON.

T

November 26th, 1932, _
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tion kit:

_ REMOVE LEAP-FROG SOCIETY.

Headquarters : The Rag. -
Next Mect ¢

Form Championship Match. Regula*

knee-caps, tin hats and squeakers.

- — . . S S e e —

Wednesday evg. 7.30.

hob-nailed boots, wooden

AS OTHERS SEE THEM

What I Think of Johnny Bull

By FISHER T. FISH

mm_w.. folks, Johnny Buil surely is the worst bunkie I evur
ot hooked up ﬁlnﬂ. When I think of Johnny Bull and
isher T. Fish sharing the same apartment, I'll tell the world

t & pain in the neck! Yeah !

f pzﬂ of you boys wanna see baloney, bunk and ballyhoo
at thuir brightest and best, horn in to StudyNo. 14 one timo and
got a load of Bull, That guy certainly ﬂn.m got ono hundred
per cent of all of "em )

For reasons gquite beyond yours truly, Bull reokons to keep
my business dealings out of M#Euw No. 14. Why that hombre
should select the activities of a Noo York go-getter for lua
w:-.t.u:_wﬂ grouch, I jest don't know., Ain't it the toughest

reak mmaginable ¥

The things that sap’s called me in my time would make
the average Britishor's hair curl, I guess. He's got a kinder
hunch that I'm a panhandler doing a whole lot of skulldoggery-
What's wrong with him is, he jest doesn’t understand Business |
But do you think anything Bull says makes any difference to
F.T.F.of li'l o' N.Y.? No, siree!| Hard words break no
bones—that’s mo |

I wouldn't uch if he stuck to words ; butthe worst of
3t is Johnny Bull uses hard knucklee aa well as hard words !
And I ain’t so hot when it comes to slogging ! Ho allows he’s
the Big SBhot in Study No. 14, and what he says goes ; and i
ain't a bit of use pointing gut that 1 got all the brains.

But 1 45 the goods on him all the same, and he surely
has got all that's coming to him. Ome time I guess 1'm gonna
WMF my mad up and o-w_ his bluff, and unless you're blind in

th eyes Eh.ﬂ pee F, T. F. make potato scrapings of him !

Poor old Bull | I guess it ain't his fault, really. After all,
he's .M._En a big, brainless Britisher with notions about ' hon-
esty "' and “ truthfulness " dating back to before the time
when Amurrica came along and civilieed the world ! Like
this sleepy old shebang where we all hang out he'll jest go
paddling along in the same way for all time and then some |

But it’s tough on a guy from Noo York having to be his
.&.Jﬂ%ﬂﬂﬂ ain't it v It sure ial 5 i N

y gets a severe jolt from Johnny noxt wook,
boys ! Fool ont for it, m._u._

1

'‘Lonzy’s Little Letters

Dear EBEditor,—Any affectation of indlscernment regarding
the :.Eni___.mr_.m.: _Pr.m. condition of the digita belonging to
the Becond and ird Form novitiates at this scholastie estab-
lishment would be Inexcuosable. Indubit-
ably, a sad dereliction from the tenets of
cleanliness has eventuated in these youthful

WHAT'S WRONG WITH BUNTER 7

Porpoise’s Puzzling Peculiarities

There's o mystory surrounding
Bunter the last few days. BSoon after
returning from the Courtfield Bunshop,
where the attrootive new young lady
assistant sorved him with twenty-five
successive rock cakes, he became
strange in his manner. We found him,
for instance, sitting on a bench under
a tree with his eyes crossed and his
mouth wide open,

‘“ Bunter, old EE#.:: wo gasped,
“You look as if you'rs going to have
a At—let's rush vou to the doctor at
once | "

Bunter, to our relief, recovered im-
mediately and glared,

he

snorted.
put a tender, reminis-

“You =illy ass
“Can't a cha
cont look on his face without __.._Eum
acoused of going off intoa fit 1 ¥ah |

Later in the day he was running all
over the House trying to borrow a
rhyming dictionary.

“ Can anyone think of a word to
rhyme with ‘love' begide °atars
above ' 1 " he asked in the Rag, having
failed to borrow one.

“ Good .“._E Bunter | " remarked Bob
Cherry. " Weoe know what’'a wrong
with him now. He'as a:ﬁlﬂh for the

" Limerick Contest, bo bothered 1"
hooted Bunter ; and, for unfathomabk
reasons, he rolled off in a fearful roge

On tho following day o loud nois
like a wheezy old pair of bellows
action drew s crowd to Study No. 7
Bunter was discovered wearing
dreamy look on his face and breathing
deop breaths of air,

““My hat! So Bunter's taking uy
breathing exerciscs | ' said Tom Brown,
wonderingly.

Bunter seerned to gasp.

“ You—vyou utter idiot | "' he stub
terod. * It's come to somothing wher
a chap can't sigh at the sadness of his
romantio thonghts without being tolc
he's doing oxercisea ! ™

“ Great pip! Touched!™
Browny, ___._mnEnp:E..

It ocertainly seemed that Bunte!
was ' touched " when he began W
lose his appgtite, as he did soon after

Then he displayed anothor symptom.
He borrowed a guitar from Hoskins and
started strumming and singing.

“Ah| Got it1" wo oxclaimed
triumphantly. * You're practising
with & view to joining Wibley's Christ
maa Concert Party!"

‘““ Blow Wibley's concert party!’
was Bunter's surprising rotort. “
wouldn't bo found dead in it 1"

The day after that Bunter rollu
up to a group of us in a very confi.
dentinl mannor.

“ 1 say, you fellows, I've decided tu
confide in you,” he said. ‘‘Tho fact
ia I'm very keen on Bertha of th
Bunahop——""

* Bunter, my dear old bean, we'r
shooked," uEa_w Bob Cherry. * Takhke
my advice and leave the mam%.nan nlony
I dare say someone has told you tha|
Bertha of the DBunshop ia going t
win to.day, but——""

** Blow the blessed lot of youl"
howled Bunter. ‘' What's the ﬂ_%n_u_
w..w.muh to confide in fatheads h 1
who misunderstand everything 1 d |
well say or do? I'm not jolly well
going to try now! Y¥Yah!"

There's no getting away from it -

Bl

‘Courtfield Gazette ' Limerick Con-
togt ! "

WOULD YOU BELIEVE IT?

scholars. May I suggest that the Inauguration
of & serles of reformatory discourses oo the
concatenation between saponaccous treatment
and salubrions physleal condition and on the
necessity for the eliminatlon of all extraneous
liguld plgmentation from the epldermis would
be most propitious? Your collaboration In
this estimable project, dear Editor would
meet with my most appreciative commenda-
tion.—Yours hopefully, ALoxgo ToODD

(We have n hazy |dea that "Lonzy wanta
to clean off all ink stains from the fingers of
the fMags. If that's what ha wants, we can
only warn him that to do so would be to
provoke Instant revolt! But perhaps wa've
misunderstood. When we get time we'll read
the letter backwards and see If there's any
more sense In it that way |—ED.)

Tom Redwing, a sailor born

resolved to become Lhe

captain of & liner such as the
Empress ol Britaio.

_ : —=3

" F

there's a mystery surrounding, Bunte:!

| the last few days !

MASKED MEN
AT MYSTERY MEETING

A ._.mu.umE_.uq mysterious meet-
ing of the ““ Down with Loder
Society '’ was held in the Crypt
last Wednesday evening. As
Groyfriars readers of this paper
aro already aware, thoe ** Down
With Loder Socioty " is a [fecar-
fully mysterious organisation
at any timoe. Nono of tho
members are known by namo,
and masks are invariably worn
so that nobody’s identity shall
leak out.

Member No. 1—the honorary
pecrotary—issued the summons
for the meeting, and a copy ol
hia letter m._n_—um.n:am to drift into
the editorial office. In nccord-
anee with our well-known prao-
tice on such occasions weo sont
a reporter along to investigate.

He wore a mask, of course,
and found out that tho meoting
had boon called to draw lots for
the. honour of flinging a rotten
egg at Loder's head. But the
namea of the mombers, which
wero of much more interest to
him, were quito impossible to

! | ascortain,

“ Who are you 1" he asked
of one diminutive member.

“"Moe no tellee!™ was the
bafling answer, * You findee
out, mmmmi. "laps not 1 ™

Who ecould it have been ?
Thero was absolutely nothing
to go on |

ur reporter approached an-
other member.

“] wonder if you'd mind
telling me your name 1" he
saked.

'** The tellfulness will not be
terrific, my estcemed and ludi-
erous friend,” answered Lhe
masked stranger—an answer
that conveyed no clue whatewver,
unfortunately, to the identity
of the fellow 1

Another momber attracted
pur reporter’s attention. Be-

yond the fact that he was

Who Were They?

short and fat and bore a striking
resomblanco to a prize porker,
there was absolutely Hnﬁrmuﬂrw
which one could diastinguish him
from tho others,

“Do me a favour and tell
me your name, will you 1" our
roporter begged.

“0Oh, really, old chap, 1
hope you don’t suspoet that
I'm Bunter,” the masked mys.
tery man replied. * If you do,
yvou'ro jolly well wrong, so
there | By the way, I happen
to havo come out without my
wnm_ﬁmﬂi::m? Could you passi-
ly lend me five bob and I'l
ropny you as scon as I get n
remittance I'm na‘_.v_wng._:m from
o titled relation ?

It was all too utterly balHing !

We can’t say wo altogethor
approve of esccret soocivties,
But we muet admit that we
admire tho ** Down with Loder
Socioty " for the way they
manago to remain so completoly

ANUNYIOouSs,

BANG TIN

CANS AND

WIN EXAMS

Surprising Help to Swots

Of courso you all noticod that
paragraph in tho papers about tho

Cambridge students, They found

e —_
o™ = rm ="
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by expernnont that noise actually
helps a chap who's working, instead
of hindering him !

MAULY CAUSES
SENSATION

Lord Mauleverer, who claims
to have spent more half-holidays
gnoozing on his couch than all
the reat of tho Remove put to-

other, astonished everybody last

ednesday afternoon by walking
downstairs, out of tho House,
and across the quad towards
the playing-flelds.

Thoe Form match which was in
progress on Little Side promptly
ceasod as the un visitor
appeared, and players and spec-
tators alike crowded round Mauly,
plying him with questions.

:m.&rra.m the matter, old
EE .H_ (4]

“ Gono
Manly 1V

*“ Is the [{ouse on fire 1"

Mauly answered not, but just
kept on walking till he walked
vight into one of the walls of
the pavilion, when he collapsed
with a yell |

When tho crowd helped Mauly
to his feet aguin it was noticed
that he was rubbing his eyes.
After thut he blinked round
dazedly.

“Where am 11" he asked
drowsily. ' How on carth did
I get hero, dear men, when the
last thing I remember is fallin’
asleop in my study 1"

And with a sigh of relief tho
orowd .ealised that Mauly had
not gone off his rocker after all—
he had simply been walking in
hiz aleop !

off wyour rochker,

discovery has not ed unnotice

at Groyfriars. Bolsover and o fow
of his friends were the firat to get
the effccts when they thought
thoy'd stop Linley swotting by
banging tin cans outside his study.

_ Naturally such an :ﬂcn:.u.ﬁ.r“um

_E=£ Aftor thoy'd been doing it for an

hour, Linley opened th
Emrnnr each of ﬁh__ﬁ warmly by the

door and

hand.

“ Thanks very much I "' ho snid.
““ I'vo been a bit off my Latin just
lately, but that noiso helped me

i considerably in construing o diffi-
fcult poassage from Livy., Como

vound again whenever I'm swotting,
won't you 1"

And Linley returned to his study,
whistling, leaving Bolsover & Co.
gaping |

Other examples have come to
our notice since. We hear thab
the Head has engaged a man to
fire blank cartridgea out of a
revolver while he iz oxamiming
Sixth Form ﬁnﬂm&... Also that
Wingate, who hopos to win an
important ﬂaenﬁ;w soholarship
soon, is swotting to tho accompani-
moent of o * talkie ™ record of an
earthquake.

A meeting of the Governors is
to be _EE:MEH._;H to consider the
advisability of keeping a permanont
gang of navvies armed with pnou-
matio drills abount the school pre-
mises for the express purpose of
having o fearful hullabaloo going
on whilo lessons are in progress,
Alternatively it is proposed to
mount o hoavy fleld gun in the

uad ond keep it blazing away
M: through the day !

All this newa, by the way, is
atrictly oxeclusive and is uﬁ_uw:mn
to tho " Greyfriars Horald" by
the Harold Skinner News Agenoy.
Their utation for reliability

too well known to need description,

——————

The 1-,135

GREYFRIARS FACTS WHILE YOU WAIT!

articalarly close- h fon ol The Remove [uog-ol=War HMr. Mob master ol the Donald  Oglivy

wﬂﬂﬂ ._w__:u Bt. #_h_-. i na_u_ _m the Remove uuh.n___..nun_#uﬂ, leam (Bull, Cherry, Bulstrode, Highcliffe urth, isa a pelly w“_..nn_..u: on the ____Hﬁui ot

gtopped 87 » of all varieti and he insists on his daily dip  sud Bolsover) beal teams from  snob, and **toadies "  one native Enunqmu ut his

and kept his _E..l w all the year round. both Fourth and Shell 1 ashamedly “ﬁ Hm hﬁ?ﬂﬂusﬁﬁ efforts are HH: -h.u_ om being
the .

occasionally

mine—but only bocawse the
Keya " is such o * vile inn."

DICKY NUGENT'S WEEELY WISDOM

My fagmaster Loder told Carne yoster-
day that tho words ** Cross Koys " sounded
like mowsick in his ears. So they do in

‘““ Cross

APOLOGY!

Advertiser, who found a pair of Bob
Cherry's shoes under the dorm window,
wishea to apologise for taking them to
the Courtfield Circus under tho irnpression
that they belonged to thoe porforming
elephant.

ith profound regrota.

(Signed) Dicx Rax®,



