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IDEAL BOOKS for BOYS |

The MODERN BOY'S Book of /
MOTORS, SHIPS, & ENGINES 1/6

A team of experts have written the intensely Interesting
articles, full of the romance of man’s Mastery of
Speed on Land and Water, which a.%:w in The

ODERN BOY’S BOOK OF MOTORS, SHIPS,
and ENGINES, It is crowded with fascinating plctures
and articles which tell of pgreat achievements in
things mechanical, It also contalns four coloured plates,

Brimisa Boy's AnnvaL 9/-

Here is a wonder book of exciting tales of school life,

mystery, and adventure, It is lavishly illustrated with

remarkable black and white drawings, and also contains

beautiful colour plates. The boy who has the BRITISH

BOY’S ANNUAL will have a book that he will want
to read again and again,

Mobpern Boy's Annvan 6/-

The MODERN BOY’S ANNUAL deals in a fascina-
ting and chatty fashion with aeroplanes, locomotives,
rallways, motor-cars, and ships, here are hundreds
of wonderful photographs and pictures, beautiful
coloured plates, and three complete adventure stories.

HOLIDAY ANNUAL 6/-

You will revel in the big budget of ripping school
yarns and thrilling adventure stories in the EIOELIDAY
ANNUAL. Here you can meet all the jolly schoolboy
characters of Greylriars, St. Jim’s, and Rookwood
Schools, There are other interesting features, too, fn-
cluding pithy poems, puzzles, and eight beautlf'ul plates.

CHUMS ANNUAL 12/6

CHUMS ANNUAL is a regular book for a regular fellow,
832 pages of gripping fiction and articles. And its pictures
—there are hundreds of them, and all first-class—so are
its beautiful coloured plates. CHUMS ANNUAL is good
will never tire of reading it. If you want a
ook that cannot fail to please—make sure
you get MS.

At all Newsagents
and Booksellers




THE BEST SCHOOL STORY OF THE WEEK !

THE FIRST CHAPTER.
Thomas Causes Trouble !

IA-OW-OW 1
M “Mon Dieul” ejaculated
Monsieur Charpentier,

There was a giggle in the
French class, o
Moasoo stared round suspiciously,
Mia-ow-ow-ow I :

It was the melodious voice of a cat;
but there was no cat to be seen in the
class-room. ) )

Monsieur Charpentier looked this
way, and he looked that way; bub he
gaw no gat. All he saw was the grin
ning faces of the Remove fellows,

'Igm French master at Greyfriars
never liked taking the Remove,

Mr.

With their own Form master,
Quelch, the Remove could be as good
Bs gulci. Quelch was the man to handle
them. Thei needed the strong hand;
and, indeed, rather prided themselves
on the faot. ]

Mossoo’s hand was anything bub
gtrong. He was one of those masters
who are destined to be ragged. And
the Greyfriars Remove were not the
follows to help him escape his destiny.

Mia-ow-ow-ow | )

Monsieur Charpentier had just en-
tered the class-room. He was a fow
minutes late, as he often was. He
found hLis clasgs all in their places, ready
for him. They were all grinning.
Mossoo scented a “rag,” the moment
he stepped in. The Remove had had two
lessons with Quelch that morning. Third
lesson was French, with Henri Char-

entier; which was a relief after
Euelr:.h; indeed, & boon and a blessing.
Under Quelch's gimlet-eye, the Hemove
had had to work. Now l:faay Were pre-
pared to enjoy themselves. :

“C'est un ohat!” said Monsieur
Charpentier. “It ia & cat! Zere 15
vun cat somevhere! Vhere is zat cat?”

“0 where and O whero can it be?”
sang Bkinner,

——— ]

= =
By FRANK RICHARDS.

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“Taisez-vous |" rapped Monsieur Char-
pentier. “It is not to laff! Quelque
mauvais garcon—some bad boy, he have
bring vun ocat in ze class-room, 1
demand vhere is zat cat!”

Mia-ow-ow-ow |

“The wherefulness ia terrific!” mur-
mured Hurree Jamset Ram Bingh.

“Bhall we look for it, sir?” asked
Vernon-Smith.

¢ Steer clear of Wharton—
he’s a rotter and an oui-
slder ! ** is Frank Nugent’s
repeated warning to his
young brother Dicky. Bul
Frank Is making the biggest
mistake of his life, as it Is
Wharton, the *“‘rotter and
outsider,”” who saves Nugent
minor from expulsion and
disgrace !

“Non, non, noni” ejaculated 3Alon-
gleur Cimrpantiﬂr_ :

He knew what would happen 1i the
juniors started looking for the catl
He did not want a riot—if he could

l‘lE]P it. ) _
“We'll look for it with pleasure,
gir 1" offered Bob Cherry.

“Nonl Je dis nonl Keep you ze
lace!" snapped Monsieur Charpentier,
“Zat cat is somevhere, and I vill find
fhim.*

Mia-ow-ow-ow [

It was & prolonged and mourniul

N\ PR

mew, The cat, wherever it was, did
not seem to be happy. Monsieur
Charpentier came over to the class and
peered among the forms. He had no
doubt that one of the grinning juniors
was holding the cat under & desk.
Mrs. Kebble’s cat had a way of wan-
dering all over the school, and appar-
ently it had wandered now into the
French olass-room, and been captured
there.

“Vharton I* Enn]ipad Muossoo,

Harry Wharton looked at him,

“Have you zat cat, you bad boy?"” de-
mpnded Monsieur Charpuntier.

Harry Wharton's lip ourled.

Suspicion fell upon him, as s matter
of course. This term he was, accord-
ing to his Form master, at least, the
worst boy at Greyfriars, Masters and
prefects were down on him, with a
very heavy down. 8o far, however, he
had had no trouble with the French
master. He had rather a kindly fesl-
ing for the little foreign gentleman
whose life at Greyiriars was anything
but a bed of roses. But it was a case
of ”give & dog a bad name, and hang
him 1™ i

“No, sirl” he answered quieily,

“Debout!” rapped Monsieur Char-
pentior. “BStand up!”

Wharton's eyes glinted. ‘

“I have answered you, sir,” he said.
And he did not stir.

“Jo vous dis, debout!” snapped the
French master. I zink zat you have
zat oat, mouvais garcon zat you arel
Debout toute de suite.”

Wharton rose to his feet slowly.

As soon ss ho was standing, it was
obvious that he was not the possessor
of the invisible eat. Monsieur Char-

entipr’s suspicious coyoe passed from

im, to eeek further,

“Buntair [” ;

Billy Bunter gave a jump,

“0Oh! Yes, sir! Tt wasn’t me, sirl”

MagNET Lisrary,—No. 1,285,

(Copyright in the United States of America.)



4

gasped Bunter. ™1 haven't seen sny
cat, air, I—I haven't got it, sir. I—
I'm afraid of that ocat, sir. He
soratches I .
ho‘;dStuud up viz you, Buntairl You
somezing on ze

“Oh, no! Nothing at all, eirl”
gaa%ci Bunter.

o 8, hﬂ. hs I!.! .
“8ilenca! Taisez-vous! Buntair, l1::‘11
stand up on ze feet zis instant, you bad
arconl You have zat cat undair ze

“T—I—1 haven't|” gasped Bunter,

The Owl of the Remove did not rise
to his feet, His fat hands were under
his desk, on his fat_knees, and remained
there, Undoubtedly it looked sus-

icious. Billy Bunter goggled at the

rench master through his big spec-
tacles, in great alarm, but he id not
rise,

Mossoo had no doubt now. He
grabbed a pointer and came along the
desks towards the fat Owl,

“PBuntair! Je vous dis—I tell you,
zat you get up ot vunce—debout—on ze

-T2 3
“0Oh lori” gasped Bunter, “I—I
sn%h:i;h— Yaroooooh |

.The pointer came down across the
fattest shoulders at Greyfriars.

Billy Bunter roared, and ‘;um up.

“Ob crikey! Yaroooh! Whooop!”

“Mon Dieul” gasped Monsieur Char-
Eantier, a8 he beheld what Bunter had
daen holding out of sight under his

esk.

It was not o patt It was a cakel

‘“Ha, ha, ha!l” yelled the Removites,

Bunter, evidently, had feared that he
might be hungry in class, and had
taken precautions. Certainly he would
never have ventured to smuggle a cake
into the Remove-zpom, Bui a fellow
could take chances with Mossoo !

“Mon Dieu! It is a gateau—a
cake | ejaculated Monsieur Charpentier,
“I4 is vun cake,”

‘“Ha, ha, hal”

“Taisez-vous! Bunfair, place zak
cake on my deskl Place him zere ab
vunce! Tt 1s not to eat in class!”

“Oh lor’ |” groaned Bunter.

The fat Owl dismally carried the eake
to the master’s high desk, and landed
it there. Really, 1it-was ilnrd_ luck on
Bunter. But for the mewing of the
hidden cat he might have nibbled his
cake unnoticed all through the French
lesson. Now that cake was confiscated
—gone from his gaze like a beauntiful
dream!

“Bherry! You have zabt cat?”

“QOh! No, sirl” gasped Bob.

" Nugent——"*
gir1”

£ Bu ] i)

‘“No, sirI” &rinned Johnny Bull,

“Ma foil mevun here he have zat
cat | roared Monsieur Charpentier.
“Vhere is zat oat? Debout—upriﬁhf.—-
zat is to say, stand up! Tous! 1 of
you stand up on zo feet I’

The Remove rose as ond man, Nobody
had a cat! Monsieur Charpentier
stared at them. Where was the cat?
Like the Cheshire Cat in Wonderland,
who vanished leaving only a grin,
Thomas seemed to have vanished, leay-
ing only a mew! The mew was still
therel For as Momsieur Charpentier
stared blankly at the grinning class, it
was_heard agsin; more angry and ex-
cited and piercing than before. Mia-
ow-ow-owwww |

The cat, wherever it was, was shut up
somewhere and was getting wildly ex-
cited. Mossoo epun round. It was
rather difficult to trace that mournful
how], but it scemed to him that it came
from behind him.
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“Ah! Je comprends!|” ejaculated
Mosso

0.

He had “placed” the cat at last! The
howl came from his own deslk—the hlg!ll
deskl Evidently some tgouug rasca
hed dropped the cat into that desk, and
shut the lid down on it

Monsieur Charpentier turned his back
on the chuckling oclass, and rushed
across to the high desk.

“C’est ici [” he gasped. “Mon Dien!
Zat cat he is in my desk—zat pauvre
animalt Some bad boy he put mat
cat in my desk1”

Monsieur Charpentier grasped the lid
of the desk and threw it up. He was
right—the cat was there] But it did
not remain there. Imprisonment in the
dark interior of the desk had worried
and scared Thomas. He was an, and
excited. The instant the desk-iid ros
Thomas bounded out. He bound
straight at Mossoo. Perhaps in the
excitement of the moment, Thomas took
Mosesco for the fellow who had shut
him up in the desk, and was after
vengeance. Or perhaps it merely
happened because Mossoo’s face was in
his way as he bounded. Anyhow, he
landed on Mossoo’s face.

“Qh, my hat!” gasped Skinner,

“Ha, he, ha!’" yelled the Remove.

‘““Mon Diea! Ciell Yarooooh}?
shrieked Monsieur Charpentier, as he
staggered back, with Thomas’ sharp
claws clawing at his locks,

“Ha, ha, hal”

Mossoo clutched at the cat. The
cat, spitting with frantio excitement,
clutched at Mossoo. The juniors yelled
and howled and roared.

“Ha, ha, hat"

The sight of Mossoo, dancing wildly
with the tomeat on his head, was too
much for them. They shrieked.,

“Mon Dieu! Help! Take avay zab
cat|” screamed Monsicur Charpentier.
“Zat you take him avay! Name of &
name of a namel! Help!"”

“Ha, ha, hal”

“Oh crikey | Ha, ha, ha!”

Harry Wharton ran forward and
grabbe the excited gat. He detached
it from Mossoo, getting a couple of
scratches as he did so. Thomas made &
jump for the open door, and fled.
Monsieur Charpentier stood breathless,
iﬂ.ntmg, dizzy and dazed, while the

owls of laughter from his class could
be heard over almost all Greyfriars.

“Ha, ha, hat*

—

THE SECOND CHAPTER.
A Chance for Loder !

i ODER!"”
L Dr. Locke, the headmaster
of Greyfriars, laid down

Thucydides, and frowned.

The Sixth Form of Greyfriara were at
Greek with the Head, From a distance,
came sounds which indicated that one
Form, at least, found class quite an
enjoyable and exuberant air. A
little noise from the French master’s
class-room was by no means uncommon,
Nclrw there was not & little. There was
a lot!

Howls of laughter, even from &
distance, had a perturbing effect on the
Head when he was handing out Thuoy-
dides to an attentive Sixth. Some of
the senjors, perhaps, rather envied
those exuberant juniors in tho distance.
The juniors were evidently enjoying
Frenc']a. The Sixth were not ¢
en‘io ing Greck.

‘Er—Loder—-" snid the Head.
“Will you kindly step to Monsieur
Charpentier’s class-room and request

him to—er—endeavour to proceed with
a little less—er—noise.”

“Certainly, sirl” said Loder.

Loder of the Bixth was not an
obhgmﬂl fellow by nature. But he was
v_mg d to oblige the Head in that
it matter, maen in the Sixth
wounld have been glad to get away from
Thucydides for ten minutes or so.
Thucydides was a great Greek, and a
%ru:a.t historian; but most fellows fell
that a little of him went a long way.
Envious glances followed Loder as he
departed.

There was no doubt, of courss, that
the uproar roceeded from Mossoo’s
class-room. t could be,taken for

ranted. No other master at Greyfriars

ool was ever ragged like Mossoo.
Buch a din could bave proceeded from
nobody else’s quarters.

Loder strolled down the passage.
The door. of Mossoo’s -room  Wwas
open; and Loder, to hia astonishment,
saw a cat whisk out as he came up. It
was the Housedame’'s oat, Thomas.
Thomas was fl at top speed, and
yells of laughter followed its flight.
Amid the merriment came the shrill
voice of Monsieur Charpentier.

“Helas! 1 am soratch viz zat cat! I
demand who shall put zat cat in my
deck? Zat you cease to laffl It is
not for to lafi | Zia is no mattair for to
laffl Mon Dieul! Zis class is vun
garden of ze bear|”

Loder of the Bixth grinned.

“Vharton! Did you briv; zat cat in
zis room?7’”

“I've already said nol” ocame
Wharton’s voice, sna”ppi.ng in answer.
“Isn’'t once enough? .

“Zat you be mot impertinent,
Vharton! Some boy in zis class he put
zat cat in my deskl I demand to
know.”

Loder’s eyes gleamed as he arrived
at tho class-room doorway and looked

in,

It was the Bixth Form bully’s
scheming enmity, more than anything
else, that had brought so much trouble
on Harry Wharton that term. And
Loder’s old grudge was far from
gatisfied yet.

This was another chance for Loder
—and he was not likely to miss it.

Every fellow in the room was roaring
with laughter—except Harry Wharton.
‘Wharton, having been scratched by
Th:maa, was not quita so amused as the
rest,

Also, he was exaspersted by tho
French master’s suspicion. He had seldom
or never joined in ragging Mossoo;
and he would never bave taken part
in a 1u.ps involving discomfort to an
animal. But perhaps it was natural for

ossoo, with a whole ecrowd of mer
young rascals fo choose from, to pic
on the “worst boy at Greyfriars.” And
Wharton’s an \answer was nob
caleulated to allay either wrath or
guspicion.

“Jo demande—1I ask ‘to know 1” hooted
Monsieur Charpentier. “You are vun
bad boy, Vharton—ze most bad boy in
ze school. If it vas you—>"

“How m times do you want me
to tell you that it was not1” enapped

rton.

“Mon Dieu! Zatis no vay to speak
to a master, you mauvais garcon—"

“Wharton |’ rapped out Loder.

Ho stepped into the class-room.

“0Oh, my hat}” murmured Bob
Cherry. ‘"lz.ha Head must have heard
the—" L .

There was sudden silence. If the
Head had heard the uproar, and sent
a prefect to put a stop to it, 1t was time
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* Mon Dieu ,
zat cat in my d

out, landing full on Mossoo’s tace.

for the Removites to moderate their
transports, so to speak.

Harry Wharton stared round at
Loder. Loder was a Sixth Form
prefect, and prefects had to be treated
with respect by Lower boys. Bur the
rebel of the Remove was not in a m
to be very respectful to hig old enemy.

“Well?" he snapped.

“Don’t answer me _like that,
Wharton |” sayd Loder, with a glitter
in his eyes. “The Head has sent me
Lere to stop this uproar—and I'm not
surprised to find that you are the ring-
leader—as usual. How dare you be
impertinent to Monsieur Charpentier ?”

rton opened his lips—and closed
them again. Loder had him thersl
Loder stepped across to the high desk,
and picked up a cane. onsieur
Charpentier kept a cane there, though
it was but seldom that he used it. Had
he used it a little oftemer, there would
not have been so many rags in the
French class, Mossoo was & tender-
hearted little gentleman, and he hated
. using the cane. Gerald Loder was not
in the least tenderhearted, and he liked
using the ocane—cspecially on fellows
who had incurred his dislike.

He pointed to s desk with the cane.

“Bend over that desk, Wharton,”

“Mais—mon cher Loder—" began
Monsienr Charpentier.

“Please leave this insolent junior to
me, Monsieur Charpentier,” said er.
“Whlamn. bend over that desk at
once |

“* Maie—but—" said Mossoo fecbly.

Loder took no heed of him. is
conduct amounted to browbeating the
I'rench master in his own closs-room.
But it was easy for mtione to browbeat
the nervous litile gentleman.

Wharton gave the bully of the Sixth
a dogged look.

ped Monsieur Charpenue:,

“I've suid thar I had nothing to do
with putting the cat in Mossoo’s desk,
Loder!” he said, between his teeth.

“I know mnothing about that,” said
Loder calmly. “I’'m going to cane you
for impertinence to Monsieur Char
pentier. Bend over.”

He fourished the cane. Wharton
hesitated a moment longer, and then.
setting his teeth, he bent over the desk.
A Bixth Form prefect was invested with
the power of the cane, and that was

that !
“Whack]! Whack! Whack!

“Cest assoz——" exclaimed Mossoo.,

“Zat 18 enoff—*°

Whack! Whack! Whack!

Loder laid on the six, unheeding.
Then he tossed the cane on the desk.

“Go to your place, Wharton!” he
rapped.

Wharton went to his place. Loder
strolled out of the class-room with a
cheery grin on his face. Handing out
“gix ” to the junior he loathed had been

uite & pleasant change from Thucy-

ides.
bully [?

“The rottenfulness of the esteemed
bully is terrific,” mummured Hurree
Jamset Ram Singh.

“Mossoo's a silly little ass, to let
Loder throw his weight about here,”
said Skinner.

“Silence in ze class!'’ said Monsieur
Charpentier. “Zere is enoff time zat
have been waste! Nous pommes ici—
ve are bere for ze French.”

“I don't think!” murmured Skinner.

Balhg!
A desk lid dropped with m terrifio
uonuussl_on. .

Monsieur Charpentier jumped almost
olear of the floor. He was always an
excitable and nervous little gentleman,

muttered  the

Lut cal he is 1n my desk—zai pauvre animal !
The French master grasped the Lid of his desk and threw It up. The next instant Thomas bo
“Mon Dien! Ciel ! Yarooooh ! * shrieked the Frenchman.

Some bad boy he put

and the episode of the cat had not had
& calming effect on his nervous system.

“Vat? Who vas zat?” he shrieked,
“Zat vas you, Vharton[”

“My desk lid fell, sir,” said Harry
calmly.

Bang, bang!

Two more desk lids fell.

“8knnair, zat vas you!”

“Quite an accident, sir,” said Skinner

blandly.

“Mon Dieu! Zis is vun garden of zo
bear! I vill keep ordeir in zis class!”
hooted Mossoo. = “Zat you keep zo
ordair 1"

Crash !

A volume of the Henriade sailed
th_roth the air, and dropgfd in the
middle of the oiass-l:opm. ossoo did
not see who sent it sailing, but he heard
it drop behind him, and he spun round
like a startled fowl,

There was & yell of laughter from
the class.

““Ha, ha, ha 1"

Mossoo’s back was turned to the clasa
for the moment, A French grammar
whizzed, and smote the little gentleman
on his coat tails.

Mossoo l!l)_lunged forward, and
ropped on his hands an ees,
d Tﬁ d hands and kn
e class shrieked.
“He. ha, hal”

Mossoo sat up with a bewildered ex-

ression that might have made a stono
unage emile. The Remove roared. But
the roar died away suddenly as a sharp
voice rapped from the doorway:

“8ilence! Wharton, I saw you throw
that book 1 w dare you !”

“0Oh orikey, Quelch!” breathed Bob
Cher:iv. i
And there was a dond silence as the
Remove master walked in.

Toe Maener Lisrary.—No. 1,295,



THE THIRD CHAPTER.
Down On His Luck!
R. QUELCH'S gimlet eyes glit-
t&rﬁed at hia Form, Muqa‘:ﬁus
arpentier, gasping, plcke
hilm;eli‘fa up. Budcﬁsnly re-
duced to order the Remove sat quiet,
trying to look as if butter would not
melt in their mouths. But it was
rather too late for that.

H Wharton gave his Form master
ono startled look, and then his face set
hard snd sullen, Mr, Quelch had
arrived at on unfortunate moment for
the scapegrace of Greyfriars. And he
had arrived in an scid temper. Hav-
ing handed over his Form to the French
master, Mr. Quelch might have justly
expected to be given & rest from them.
He had been talun%‘: walk in the quad-
rapgle. It was a hne frosty day—ver
bright and sunny for December—an
Mr. Quelch had been enjoying his walk
in the quad, till he heard the hulla-
baloo from the French class-room.
Then he came back to the House, with
a deep frown on his brow and a glitter
in his eyes. d he had opened the
door of the French class-room just in
time to sce the rebel of the Remove
whiz his grammar at Monsieur Char-
pa‘r'ltﬁ?{s coat taild,

THE MAGNET—EVERY SATURDAY

opinion, at least, Mossco had asked for
jt. But Mr. Quelch could only jud
by what he saw, and by his already
deeply unfavourable opinion of that
troublesome junior.

“] had no doubt that I should find
that you wero the ringlen‘?cr in the dis-
turbance here, hartor!,” eaid Mr.
Quelch bitterly. * You seem to gl
in being the worst boy in the_schoal.”

Wharton’s iis curled. It was
Skinner who ha (rllwed the cat in the
French master’s . Wharton had
not started to “rag ” till after he had
had that undeserved six from Loder,
and he had done no more than half a
dozen other fellows., But he was a “dog
with a bad name,” .

“1 shall cane you with the utmost
severity i )

“Non, nonl!” exclaimed Monsieur
Charpentier, gesticulating with both
hands. “Non, mon bon Quelch! Pas
du tout! Zat garcon already have ze
cane! I zink zat vun dotentt

Mr. Quelch paused.

His Form, having been handed over
to Monsieur Charpentier, was in that
gentleman’s hands, For that lesson it
was no longer Mr. Quelch’s Fotm, but a
French set. Mr. Queleh had a pro-
found contempt for a master who
allowed himself to be ragged. But he
was not the man te take suthority out

ton §”

“Yes, sirl” drawled Wharton.

His manner was cool, and there was
a faint sneer on his lips, The scape-
grace of the Remove was “for it"
again; but he was getting hardened to
trouble mow. It was the first time he
had “ragged® Mossoo, and, in his

had te assent.

. “Very well, sir, if
tion sufficient punis
ton’s outrageous conduct. Wharton,
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of another master’'s hande.
Ho breathed hard and deep, but he

E;u think a deten-
ent for Whar-

you will be de-
tained for the half-
holiday this after-
noon. You may
thank Monsieur
Charpentier that
ou are not pun-
1shed more severely.
Monsieur Charpen-
tier will set you a
detention task in
French.”

“Mais, oui,” said g

Mossoo.

Mer. Quelch’s eye
lingered over the
class. Every fellow
ried to avoid
catching 1it, except
Wharton, who
looked steadily and
icily at hia Form
master, as if to
make it clear that
he had no terrors.

The Remove
master compressed
his lips hard.

That cool and
steady look roused
his ire. But Whar-
ton was done with,
and Mr. Quelch
affected not to
uotice him further.
The other fellows

. looked like lambs—
-quite unlike fellows

who had been bang-
ing desk Jids and
shying books about.

“1 trust,’”” said
Mr. Quelch, in a
deep voice, *“that
there will be no
further disorder in
this class. I will
not allow boys of
my Form to give
trouble to another
member of the
staff 1%

Mr. Quelch quitted the class-room.
His trust was well founded—there
was no further disorder in the class.
The juniors had a strong suspicion that

Quelch was within hearing ot that class-

EOO?:’ snd nobody wanted to bring him
ack,

Fortunately, from the point of view
of the juniors, nearly half the time of
the lesson had aiready elapsed. The
remainder passed gquietly, much to the
reliet of little Mossoo,

'Fhe Remove were dismissed at last,
and they streamcd out cheerily into the
sunny quad,

Only two fellows had glum looks.

Billy Bunter was thinking of his con-
fiscated cake, and, like Rachel of old,

mnurnel!l, and could mot bo
comtorted.

Harry Wharton was thinking of his
afternoon’s detention.

Bob Cherry and his friends started
punting a_ball about, but Wharton,
once the inseparable comrade of the
“Co.,” did not join them. He never
joined his old friends now, or spoke to
them, or even secemed aware of their
existence.

Not a fellow in the Remove spoke to
him, or gave him a glance, as he camo
out with the Form,

Wharton was not exaetly in Coventry,
but he was a good deal of an outcest
in the Form these days.

From the inning of that unlucky
term, matters had gone from bad lo
worse, and it was not his own fault.
it was partly his own fault he could not
see it, or perhaps he was determined
not to see it.

Last term_he had been captain of the
Remove and boy, and as_popular
as any fellow at Greyfriars. Now
had been lost.

But if he cared, his looks did not be-

tng it.

He sauntered away across the quad,
with his hands in his pockets, and with
a face of indifference.

Under the old elms he passed Lord
Mauleverer, and Mauly swverved a
little so B8 to give him a wide berth,
and avoid him without appearing to
o g0. Mauly was always polite.
Mauly, who had stood by the scape-

'ace longest of all his friends, had

chucked ” him at last.

Wharton ghrugged his shoulders in-
differently. But, as a matter of fact
it gave him a pang to see Mauly’s kind
face averted.

His face was dark as he strolled under

the elma. ad no friends left at
Greyfriars, But he had friends outside
the “school, and he had intended to

spend the afternoon with them.
tention knocked that plan on the head.
There wero angrj and rebellious
thoughts in his mind. Breaking deten-
tion was & serious matter—more serious
for Wharton than for any other fellow,
for there wons already & long list of
reckless offences against him. But_he
was thinking of it as he paced moodily
under the elms, idly kicking the fallen
leaves on the path. From among the
trees & voice came to his easrs—the
voice of Frank Nugent, once his best
ohum; now, not only unfriendly, but
almost an enemy.

“You younf ass! OF course I can't!”

Wharton_glanced round. .

Frank Nugent, at a little distance
was speaking to a fag of the Second
Form—his young brother, Nugent
minor,

Dicky Nugent's face, usually chubb
and cheeky and extremely self-satisfied,
seemed to be full of trouble now,

Trouble came often enough to tho
gcamp of the Second Form. Often
enough his Form master, Twigg, was
down on him for Isziness and careless-
ness. A good many times he had been
caned for smoking, for Master Richard
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Nugent sometimes rather fancied him-
self ns o sort of dogzish man of the
world. .

But Wharton, as he Elmcad eyri-
ously a$ the fag, thonght he could read
in his face a deeper trouble than usual.

Frank, however, was obviously im-
patient. . .

He was an affcctionate major, and
enerally so concerned about his youn
grothcr that Remove men considere
him rather an oss. But no doubt it was
ossible for the most affectionate
Erothor to get_fed-up at times.

“I’'s a pound——"" Nugent minor was
gaylng.

¥rank gave an am%(ry grunt,

“You young mss!

ocket-money as well as all your ownl
ou know you do! Anyhow, it's im-
possible—I’ve only half-a-crown.”

“You might borrow i 2 y

“0h, chuck it1” snapped Frank, “I
can see myself borrowing money up and
down the Remove for you to chuck
away! Give a fellow & rest.”

He turned away; and as he did so, saw
Wharton.  His ecyes gleamed at the
fellow he had once liked better than
any other fellow at Greyfriars,

*Look here, Frank——" muftered the

foe.

Frank Nugent walked away without
answering. Almost ostentatiously he
turned his beck on Wharton and de
parted from the spot.

Wharton flushed faintly. g

Dicky Nugent did not lIook at him.
He stood staring after his brother, with
a dark, dismal, almost haggard look
on his fage that struck’ Wharton
strangely.

ITe madoe a step towards the fag; and
then, changing his mind, walked on.
But that strange look on Dicky Nugent's
face haunted him, and till the bell rang
for dinner the scapegrace of Greylriars
was thinkin more about Frank
Nugent's brother than about his own
troubles.

THE FOURTH CHAPTER.
Chez Monsieur !
1] AUVAIS garcon!” ejaculated

M Monsieur Charpentier,

Mossoo’s little sallow face
fAushed with anger.

He had arrived in the doorway of the
Remove Form Hoom at & guarter to
three, with s detention paper in his

ani

Wharton’s detention began at half.
past two; and at that time he had gone
to the Form-room. . .

Mossoo was late with his detention
paper.

Mossoo had been delayed. Ile had
found gum, instoad of ink, in his ink-
well; and he hod found that the nibs
had been carefully extracted from all
the pens in his study! DMossoo often
made discoveries like this, Sometimes
he sighed deeply; sometimes he fHew
into a temper. he path of a French
master is often a thorny one; and little
Mossoo sometimes found his path at
Greyfriars very thorny indeed.

Naturally, he was not in a good
temper when he arrived at last. And
as he looked into the Form-room, he did
not behold the detained junior sitting
dutifully at his desk waiting. What he
beheld was, the detained junior clamber.
ing up to the window, with the obvious
intention of dropping out into the quad.

“Arretez!” hooted Mossco.

Wharton started, and glanced round.
His brow blackened as he dropped back
into the Form-room.

He had waited a quarter of an hour.
By that time, he had really wondered
whether Mossoo had forgotten him;

t
ou spend half my p

and he had decided, at last, to cut.
Mossoo had arrived just in time to stop

im.
“Mauvais garcon{” snapped Monsieur
Charpentier. “You vould run avay
viz you, isn't it?”
arton did not answer. He was
strongly inclined to clamber out of the
window, even in the presence of the
French master, Bright sunshine and a
clear frosty air called to him. However,
he remained where he was, with a black
look on his face.

Monsieur Charpentier frowned at
him. A detontion was really a light
punishment in comparison with the
“whopping ¥ that Mr Quelch would
ave administered. Mossoo’s view was
that the rebel of Greyfriars was un-
grateful, as well as disrespr,-ctfuL

arton, I zink zat you are ze
verree vorst boy in ze school,” he said.
. “You m;f think what you please,
sir !” snid Harry coolly.

“Zat is no vay to speak to me! You
put vun cat in my d ”

“1 did nothing of the kind.”

“Somevun put gum in my ink—I zink
zat I know who do so!”

“It was not I, anyhow.”

“I see you go to climb out of a vin-
dow! If I leave you here viz your task,
you get out of a vindow! Mais ouil!

oslk—-

gililere. However, there was no help for
1,

“You may seat yourself at ze table,
garcon,” eaid Monsieur. Charpentier.
“Here you vill not run’ avay, I zink.”

Wharton sat down in silence, .

Monsieur Charpentier sprawled him-
self luxuriously in an armchair, with
his feet on the fender, and opened the
“*Echo de Paris.”” He was fairly toast-
ing as he sat there, and he enjoyed the
toasting.

Wharton was not enjoying himself.

He sat on a hard chair et the table,
wenrgg grinding through an exercise in
French irregular verbs.

TEhe stuffy study grew more and more

stuffy.
Wgarton would have given & great
deal to exchange his present quarters
for the Form-rgom; which was cold,
but at least airy.

But there was no help for it; and he
worked wearily on with French irregular
verbs, longing for five o’clock gand
freedom.

Monsieur Charpentier glanced round
at him several times wit.i 8 guspicious
eye. But Wharton worked steadily.
Doing nothing would have been even a
wearler bore than doing French verbs.

After a time, Mossoo gave no further
attention to the dectained junior. Ile
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I vill not trust you! Venez avec moi

Monsier Charpentier signed to the
junior to follow him from the Form-
room.

“Are you letting me off detention,
sir1* asked Wharton sarcastiocally.

0ss00 snorted.

“Mais  certainement
snapped. “You vill do your task in my
stu&v you mauvals garcon, sous mes
yeux—under my eyes! Comprenez?”

Harry Wharton breathed hard. Never
had he been nearer to open rebellion,
In silence he followed the ¥rench master
from the Form-room.

The House was utterly deserted. It
was a wonderfully fine day for Decem-
ber, and all the fellows were out of
doors, and most of the masters. DMNMr.
Quelch was busy in his study, as Whar-
ton knew; but hardly anyone else
remained in the Hounse. Monsiour
Charpentier, however, had no intention
of going out, Fresh air did not appeal
to the French gentleman; and the cold
of * Angleterre ¥ made him shiver and
cringe, Monsieur Charpentier intended
to spend the afternoon before a roarin
fire in his study, reading & bundle o
I['rench newspapers that had arrived
for him from Paris—with the door shut,
and the window shut, and every breath
of air carcfully excluded. :

Harry Wharton followed him into his
study. Stuffiness spelt cosy comfort to
Mossoo; but it scemed to the healthy
junior that he could hardly breathe

non!” he

read his “Echo de Paris® through,
and picked up the ““Petit Journal ” for
a change.

But even on Mossco, the close
atmosphere and the heat of the fire
produced some effect at last. He nodded
over the “Petit Journal ¥; nodded and
‘nodded, and at last the paper rustled
down to his knees, his chin fell forward,
and an unmelodious snore awoke the
echoes.

Monsieur Charpentier was fast n.sleef).

Wharton looked at him. It would
have been easy to tiptoe from the study
now, without awakening Mossoo and
get clear. But he had already been an
hour in the study; and it was too late
to think of sceing his friends, Dick
Trumper & Co., at Courtfield. It was
hardly worth while to incur the dire
penalfies of breaking detention for the
sake of an hour that remained. Ile
resumed French verbs; and the scratch-
ing of his pen mingled with the un-
molodious’ snore of . Henri Charpentier.

But he ceased again, and onco mors
watched the slecping master. Mossco
was in sound slumber. Wharton’s eyes
glimmered. He was not thinking now
of getting out of the school—that was
not worth while. But other thoughts
were working in the mind of the rebel
of Greyfriars.

He rose at last, without a sound, and
tiptoed to the door. Silently he opened
the door and tiptoed out of the study,
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cautiously closing the door after him,

Mossoo snored on.

There was no one about the House.
Wharton heard a rustling of papers as
he tiptoed past Mr. Queloh’s door; that
was all. He lost no time. In & couple
of minutes be was in Gerald Loder’s
study in the Bixth. He emerged from
that study with Loder’s Sunday hat in
his hand, and Loder’s Bunday trousers
over his arm. Then he vanished up a
back staircase, :

Monsieur Charpentier, sleepblqg the
slcep of the just, remained blissfully
unconseious that he was alone in his
study.

Hardly ten minutes had elapsed, when
the door reopened without o sound and
Wharton stepped in on tiptoe. He gave
one quick glance at the French master:
and grinned as he saw that he was still
sound asleep. He closed the door
ailbn{:t]y and sat down in his chair at the
tahle.

Then he stirred the_chair-logs noisily.
Mossoo gave a grunt in his gleep, Whar-
ton stirred again, with more noise, and
Mossoo’s eyes opened. He =at up,
yawned, and blinked round at the
junior.  Wharton was m.tinE exactly
where Mossoo had seen him before his
eyes closed, and it did not occur to the
French master that he had been out of
the study.

“Excuse me, sir,” said Wharton
politsul{v “I don't quite understand this
::wo Id you be kind enough to explain
1 _l

“Mais cortainement, mon garcon,”
answered Monsieur Charpentier.

Mossoo was always ready to explain
any dificult point in his beautiful
language to any fellow who wanted to
know! Few Icfluws did !

He rose from his chair end stood look-
ing over Harry Wharton’s shoulder.
This kecn interest in the French exer-
cise on the part of the detained juiior
quite restored Mossoo’s good-humour.

“Ah! Zat imperfect—sometimes he
puzzle you, hein?” said Mossoco genially.
“Mais cest tres simple. It is verree
easy. Zat is ze third person plural of
ze subjunctive imperfect — ‘qu'ils fus-
sent "—zat zey might be—"

Mossoo explained at great length,
heedless, though the junior was hecd%ul,
of a_buzz of voices and laughter in the
quadrangle. It did not occur to
Mossoo’s mind that it was Wharton’s
object mow to keep him awake, for
reasong of his own.

THE FIFTH CHAPTER,
The Chimney-pot Hat !

R. QUELCH sniffed.

g: ﬁliﬁt_ad again,

ally, it was annoying

Sitting in his study.yMr.
was busy with Latin ]i)apara
Form. It was a cold December day.
There was frost on the window-panes,
frost on tho lenfless old trees in the

uad. In Mr. Quelch’s study burned a
cheery fire. On a cold and frosty day a
bright fire was grateful and comforting.
Mr. Quelch found it so—till all of a
sudden he censed to find it so.

A volume of smolie rolled out of the
chimpey.

Buﬁsg with his papers, Henry Samuel
Quelch gave it no_ particular attention
for the moment. He sniffed and sniffed
and carried on.

Tkﬁan he rmori.en:l.dI f b

' n my word!” pjaculated Mr,
Quelch,

He spun round in his swivel chair and
stared at the fire—or, rather, glared at
it. For a whole hour or more that fire
had been burning brightly and cheerily,
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as a fire ought to burn on a frosty
winter’s day. But something had gone
wrong with it now. The chimney,
apparently, did not “draw.” Why, was
a_mystery, But there was no mistake
about it. A second volume of smoke
rolled out and eddied round the study.

Mr. Quelch coughed.

“ This—this is intolerable
claimed.

A third volumo rolled out.
thicker and blacker than ever. Mr. .
Quelch almost dizappeared in eddies of
smoke,

He sniffed; snorted, coughed, wheezed,
and rubbed his eyes. Blacker and
blacker rolled the smoke. The Remove
master of Greyfriars made a jump for
the window, and threw up the sash wide.
He put his head out and gasped for
breath.

Then he became aware of a little
crowd in the mdmgm‘ all of them
staring uX at roof high above his
study. Apparently they had noticed
gomething wrong with Quelch’s chmmeg.
Some of them, he observed, were laugh-
ing. He distinctly saw Bob Ghﬁrmf
his Form, laughing. He saw Johnny
Bull grioning, and Hurree Jamset Ram
Singh emiling o dusky smile. Trank
Nugent was chuckling; so were other
fellows. There was nothing, so far as
Mr. Quelch could see, of o comic nature
in a smoking chimney. But from his
study he could not see what the fellows
in the quadrangle saw,

A Sixth Form prefect came hurrying
towards his window as the ave
master put his head out and gasped for
air. It was Loder of the Bixth.

“Mr. Quelch——"" exclaimed Loder.

“Urrggggh1”? said Mr. Quelch. His
month and nose were full of smolke, his
eyes smarted with it. Ho blinked at
Loder with a watery blink. ““Yurrghl
There is—is something amiss with my
chimney, Loder——" Hae broke off with
a snap. “What are you laughing at,
Loder1” .

“I—1 wasn't laughing, sir!” gasped
Loder. “I was going to tell you that
there’s a ha 3

“A what?”

“ A silk hat—"

“What do you mean, Loder? BSome-
thing is amiss with my chimney. I am
choked—suffocated ! My study is full of-
blacks| What do you mean by talking
nonsense to me about a_hat—a silk hat?”*

“It's on your chimney-pot, sir!”
d Loder.

“What 1"

“Btuck on the top—"

“Goodness gracious "

“ It cen be seen from the gquad, sir!”

Mr, Quelch gazed at Ioder dumb-
founded. The smoking of his chimney
was annoying, 'inexplicable, amazing.
But the explanation was more amazing
than the fact. ;

“A top hat, sir1” said Loder. “Some
young rascal must hdave climbed up and
stuck it on your chimney——"

“Ha, ha, ha |” came a shout from the
gathering crowd in the quadrangle.

Mr. Quelch whisked away from his
window. He whisked to the door
through volumes and masses and eddies
of smoke. He could hardly sce his way
across the study now. He tore open the
door and rus out, and s rolling
volume of smoke followed him into the
passage, .

In less than a minute the Remove
master was out of the House and staring
up at the roof.

Round him were ﬁitilor sili:t:{1 fellows,
all staring, too. The Remove had been
playing football that afternoon, but the

ama was over—fortunately in time for
this unexpected entertainment., Remove
follows and fellows of other Forms

il

he ox-

It was

crowded round tfo stare up at Mr.
Quelch’s chimney.

Laughter ceased when Quelch arrived.
His expressive expression did not en-
courage merrifient, But the fellows
were_all grinning. They could not help
it, Greyfriars follows wore top-hats on
dressy occasions, but nobody ad ever
seen a chimney wearing a top-hat before.
The unacoustomed sight was surprising
and entertaining.

Mr. Quelch gazed as if he could hardly
believe his amazed eyes—as, indeed, ho
hardly could.

The roof was high, but the chimncy
could be clearly seen by standing well
back from the House. The top-hat was
there, plain and conspicuous. -

Something of a more substantial
nature had evidgntly been crammed
down the chimney, for only a few epirals
of smoke escaped upwards, round tho
hat perched on the chimney-pot.

Really, it was rather ludicrous to see
a red chimney-pot surmounted by =«
black top-hat. It was no wonder that the
fellows grinned. Mr. Quelch might have
smiled himself had he not been smoked
out of his study. As it was, he did not
feel like smiling.

“What—what—what young rascal has
done this?” exclaimed Mr. Quelch

At a little distance from the chimnoy-
stack was a little dormer window, jut-
ting from a slanting roof.

It was plain that some person un-
known had crept out of that little
window to stuff Quelch’s chimney and
bonnet it with the top-hat.

But whoever had done it had not
lingered. . ;

t must have been a fellow with plenty
of nerve, that was in. Whoever he
was he had got back out of sight imme-
diately, and had probably scuttled down
from the attics even before Mr. Quelch’s
chimney began to smoke; certainly
before anyone had observed that strange
and unusual decoration on the chimney-

pot.
“Has anyone been geen on the roof "
thundered Mr. Quelch,

There was no answer from the grin-
ning orowd. Apparently no one had
been seen on the roof.

* Wharton is not here, sir ! said Loder
in o significant tone,

Mr. Queleh’s gimlet eyes swept over
the crowd with a searching ;Ehm' Fifty
ar sixty fellows were on the spot, but
Harr arton was not there. ﬁuelch’s
lipa tightened. .

He hardly needed the hint from Loder.
Who could have done this, but the rebel
of Greyfriars, the scapegrace of the
school, the junior who bhad been a thorn
in his side that term? Only that
day Wharton had been given a detention
for ragging in the French class, and this
was retaliation — or, rather, revenge.
‘Wharton, of course!

Then Mr. Quelch remembered that
Wherton’s detention had not yet expired.
It was hardly past four, and Wharten
was in the Form-room till five.

“Wingate |’ rapped out the Remove

master. The h prefect of Greyfriars
had arrived on the scene,
“Ves, sir I

Wingate stared up at the chimney-pot
hat and grinned. . .

“This is not a langhing matter, Win-
gate 1" hooted Mr. Quelch.

“Oh, no, sir] Certainly not1” gasped
Wingate.

“Please go to the Remove Form
room, Wingate, at once, and ascertain
whether Wharton is still there. Hoe is
under detention.”

“Veary well, gir1* .

Wiﬁg te of the Sixth hurried back to
the House.

“Nugent !* rapped Mr. Quelch,
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“Oh, wyes, siriZ i

Fra.:.'ul’: ugent ceased to grin suddenly,
as his Form master’s eye turned on him.

“Call Gosling| Tell him to bring a
i i to call Gosling. M

t cut away ing. Mr.
Qunﬂ:ﬁe:u anxious to discover the young
rascal who hed stuffed his chimmney, but
he was still more anxious to get the
chimney unstuffed. :

But there was considerable delay
before Gosling arrived with his ladder.
In the meantime the smoke thiokened
in Mr. Quelch’s study, and the crowd
thickened in the quad, all staring up at
the chimney-pot hat and chortling.

Wingate came back.

“Wharton is not in the Form-room,
g i T

T. eloh’s eyes glittered.

“I had no doubt of it1” he said,
with a bitter compression of the lipa.

And Mr. Quelch strode towards the
House, with an arﬁr&namn on his face
that made every fellow who observed it
glad that he was not standing in the
shoes of the rebel of the Remove.

THE SIXTH CHAPTER.
““Whose Hat? ™'

T ELA mw'etonne!” sjaculated
Monsieur Charpentier.
Mossoo had @ aware,

at last, that something was

ing on outside Masters' Studies.
Eslhnrtnn had glanced from the window
saveral times, and Monsieur
Charpentier followed his glance. Then
he stepped to the window and stared
out, and remarked that it astonished

him,
R it was rather an astonishing
sight, f Greyfriars seemed to have

gathered there, gazing up at the roof.
Remove fallnm,‘ Fourth-Formers and

moment Monsieur Charpentier’s back was
a French grammar whizzed thro
air and smote the littla gentleman In the
unged forward and dropped on
The class shrieked ; but
roar died away suddenly as the sharp voice
Mr. Queloh rapped [rom the doorway :
* Wharton, I saw you throw that book | How |

Shell fellows, fngs of the Third and

nd, were there, us well as seniors
of the Fifth and B8ixth. Several
masters bad joined the crowd. The
small fry were laughi ven the
semiors were grinning—and something
like s smile cculd be detected on the
portly visaze of Prout, master of the
Fifth—and little Mr. Twigg, of the
Becond, was almost chuckling. Only
ons face was grim snd wrathy—the
face of Henry Samuel Quelch.
Monsieur Charpentier opened his
window and put out his head. Then
be became awars of the volume ot
smoke rolling from the window of Mr.
Quclch’s study.
~“Mon Dieul Le feu!” he oxclaimed,
in alarm.

“Ia it a fire, sir?” asked Harry
innocently. )

“Mais je crois—zere 1s beaucuu? of
smoke | uch smokel Voila, 1ere

come ze good Quulch. I go to demaond
vat is all =atl”

Monsieur Ghn.hﬁmltiar leaned out of
his window as . Quelch came strid-
ing towards the House,

The French master waved an ox-
cited hand to him from his window.

“ Monsieur Quelch | Mon bon
Quelch1” he called. “Vat 18 ze
mattair?t Is it zat ze house he is on
fire 1 i .

Mr Quelch paused in his stride to-
wards the House doorway to answer.

“No, nol It is & emoking chimney,”
he snswered. “The chimney of my
study has been obstructed by a boy who
has olimbed out on the roof—Wharton,
I have no doubt—" )

“ Vharton " repeated Monsieur
Charpentier bl y. “Mon Dieul
But it is not Vharton who do zis zing,
sair—zat is pas possiblel Zat garcon
Vharton is undair =e detention,
sair. Zat boy is here now.”

“What?” Mr. Quelch
“What did_ you say,
Wharton is with you?”,

“Mais ouil He is in zis study, and
be has been in =zis study since zree
o'clock,” answered tho French master.

Mr. Quelch stood rooted to the
ground for a moment or two. Then he
came quickl towards the French
master's window, The study windowe
were high from the ground, but Mr.
Queloh was a tall gentleman, and he
could see into the room. His eyes
enapped as he saw Harry Wharton
standing there, a pen in his hand, just
as he had ricen from the table.
Wharton's face was mildly surprised in
expression—that was all.

*Wharton! You are herel”
claimed Mr. Quelch.

“Yes, gir |” answered Harry.

“How long has this boy been in your
study. Monsieur Charpentier 7%

“Some few minute before zree o'clock,
sair,” snswered the French master. *1
take him from ze Form-room, because I
zink rat perhaps he not stay zere ven ze
eye is off him. N'estce-pas? I zink
zat perhaps he latch—"

*Latoh 7 repeated Mr. Quelch.

“Vat you call latch—to run avay
Ui clp=—
“Oh1 Bolt!” gasped Mr. Quelch.
“VYou call him bolt? Mais oul, now

1 zink, he is bolt, not latch|” e

the French master. "I zink perhaps he
bolt, sair, 8o 1 bring him to my study
to do zat task. He do him undair my
eye

jumpeaq.,
monsieur 1

cx-

«U my word!* said Mr., Quelch
blankly. “You brought Wharton to
your study before three o'clock, Mon-

sicur Charpentier?” ]
“Mais oui—but yes! All zat time he
is here—he vork verrse good at ze task
I give him.”
Trae Maexer Ligrary.—No. 1,205,
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“ Bless my soul "

If Harry Wharton had been in the
TFrench master’s study since three
o'clock, working at his task under the
Fronch master’s eye, evidently it could
not have been Harry Wharton who had
stuffed Queleh’s chimney and adorned
it with a ‘top-hat.

Mr. Queleh hurricd away from the
French master’s window. Wharton's
cyes gleamed mockingly after him.

Monsieur Charpentier, of course, bad
spoken in absolute good faith. He was
aware that he had nodded off over his
newspaper before the fire, but he was
not awarc that he had been asleep for
a considerable time, Certainly it never
crossed his mind that ho had slept so
long and soundly that the junior had
Lbeen able to leave the study, remain
absent ten minutes or more, and return,
without his knowledge. FHis impression,
so far as he thought of the matter at
all, was that he had dozed for a minuta
or two! He had not the remotest sus-
picion that Wharton had been out of
the study at all. )

Wharton sat down ot the table sgain,

o =
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and resumed his task—in a much more
cheerful mood. Indeed, he smiled over
it, as if he found something amusing in
French irregular verba.

Mossoo sat in his armchair again, and
restarted on “Le Petit Journal ” after
the interval.

Meanwhile, more and more fellows
were gathering to slare up at the roof,
and at Gosling rearing his ladder, with
the help of some of the Bixth—Wingate
and Gwynne, Loder and Walker and
Sykes, lending helping hands,  Sixth
Form men held the long ladder whi'e
Gosling mounted.

It was not an casy tesk for old
Gosling, and he grunted and groused
very expressively os ho set about it
But he reached the chimney stack at
last, and knocked off the silk hat. Tt
floated away on the wind, and fluttered
down to the quad, and there was a rush
of a dozen fellows after it.

Then Gosling was seen to olink wto
tho chimney-pot, and to reach his
horny hand inside. He dragged out the
obstruction, ond thero was a yell of

B
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PITY the “tough” who tries any
tricks on MaexEr renders thess

dairul No matter how big the
« bully may be, if you have a look
at the first of this week’s free gift

picture stamps, which depicta the
“ Ankle Pull and Hip Push,” you'll
learn a very easy way of dealing with
him. If you carry out the “pull and
ush ** movements smartly, he'll collapse
at on his back—and he’s not likely
to_ask for morel

When you realise that the amount of
main line track operated by the

CANADIAN NATIONAL RAILWAYS

iz no less than 23,500 miles in length,
you'll understand why this railway
possesses some or the finest and most
powerful giants of *he iron wayl The
C.N.R. commences at Halifax, Nova
Scotia, and runs right across Canada
to two terminals on the West const—

Vancouver and Prince Rupert, in
British Columbia. Two of their latest
locomotives appear on our picture
stumps this weck—the 6,100 and the Oil-
Electrio,

The Canadian National Railways
have gone quite extensively into the use

of oil-electria locomotives, and their
latest is ono ¢ 2,660 h.p. These loco-
motives have self-contammed equipment
for generating the required electrical
energy. 'They aso internal combustion
engines as prime movers, and then
transform the .power by means of a
gencrator which applies the electrical
cnergy through motors geared to the
driving axles.

The C.N.R. runs through some of the
most picturesque country in the world.
On one stretch—irom Monireal to
Winnipeg—the railway crossea two
hundred or more bridges, totalling
cleven miles in length! They cost no
less than £1,200,000 to cunstruoct!

The Norweginn Elkhound, which is
pictured on another of this week’s free

ift stamps, greatly resembles the
iskimo dog, from which it is descended.
They are very active dogs, and strongly
built, especially in the shoulders. They

Tre Maexer Liprary.—No. 1,205,

have very thick coats, erect and pointed
cars, and wedge-shaped heads, with
strong jaws. Their eyes, which are dark
brown in colour, have a decidedly
wolfish expression.

The two stamps of our “Rough
Riders ” series, which are presented
this week, show two of the most famous
of all horsemen. The Syrign bedouin
gets his name from the Arab word
“badwa,” meaning & dosert, hence a
bedouin is a dweller in the desert.
Even to-day they lpresarve the same
characteristics which they had three
thousand years ago Expert horsemen,
living in the open, they despise town
dwellers. But if you went amongst
them you would be exiremely well
received, for hospitality is a religion
with them.

The Tunisian Spahi was originally an
irregular cavalryman, but the French
adopted the name for bodies of their
colonial troops. The word comes from
Persia, and is practically identical with
Sepoy. You would find it very difficult
to ride a Spahi’'s horse because they are
practically untamed, and only the Spahis
themselves can master them.

chums? Harry Wharton & Co.

are. Yov can bet your life, too,

your old chums of Greyfriars are
booked for th.- reost exciting time ever.
You'll enjoy every line of

“THE RUNAWAY RETEL!"™
By Frank Richards.

which is the “piece do resistance ™ in
next week’s sEacml]y enlarged Christmas
Number of the MaeNE?

In addition to other topping Christ-
mas features there will be a splendid
Yuletide Supplement in which tﬁe con-
tributozs to the “Herald * have allowed
their imagination to picture life at
Greqfriars a hundred years ago. The
result. will surprise youl

If you take my advice, chums, you'll
tootle round to your newsagent at the
earliest opportunity and ask him to
roserve you a copy of next Saturday’s

ENLARGED CHRISTMAS NUMBER,

which will also contain six more FREN
picture stamps to add to your coliee
tion. Don’t miss this extra-special issue.
chums, Ii’s great] It's wonderfull
YOUR EDITOR.

E OOXING forward to Christmas,

laughter below as a pair of trousers
camo into view.

“Ha, ha, ha!” yelled Bob Cherry.
“Whosee bags?”

The trousers flutlered down on the
wind, and fellows dodged them as they
came. They wero rather too sooty for
anyone to desiro to establish contact.

Smoke, at last, poured from the
chimney, and ccased to pour from Mr,
Queleh’s study window. The Remove
master had come back to the spot, to
watch Gosling’s performance. It was a
relief to him to sce his chimney restored
to order; but his gimlot cyes were
turned rather on the crowd of Grey-
friars fellows, in a faint hope of
detecting the delinquent among them.

““The culprit must bo found!” said
Mr. Quelch, between his closed lips,
“ An outrage like this cannot be allowed
to pass unpunished.”

“May I make a suggestion, sir?”
asked L:der officiously.

“ Most certainly,” said My, Queclch,

“The hat, sir!”

“The hat?” repeated Mr. Quelch.

“¥Yes, sir. As all the fellows have
their names written in their hats, there
is a clue—"

Mr. Quelch nodded quickly. He had
not thought of that for the moment;
but undoubtedly it was a clue, as Loder
said. Tubb of the Third had picked u
the bat, and Mr. Quelch Flnnccd round.

“Bring that hat to me.”

Tubb ran up with it.

It was tﬁ;ite a handsomo silk topper—
or had been! Now it was rather
ruffled, and rather smoky! Mr. 3uolch
took it from the fag, and looked into
the interior—where the namo of the
owner was to be found, according to the
invariable rule of the school.

Then he jumped.

“Bless my soul 1" he ejaculated.

He stared into the hat. The name

was therel There was no mistake
about that! And the name was “G.
Loder 1

Loder looked at him in surprize.

“Whose hat is it, sir ?** he asked.

And it was Loder’s turn to jump
when Mr, Quelch answered grimly:

“Yours”

THE SEVENTH CHAPTER.
A Letter from Home |

UM-MUM-MINE!” stuttered
M Loder.
“Yours!” repeated Mr.

Quelch ]
*“Ha, ha, ha!” yelled Bob Cherry in-
voluntarily. Really, he could not elp

it.

It was Loder’s hat!

All the fellows had heard Loder’s sug-
gestion to the Form master, and
wondered whose hat it would turn ous
to be. In the innocence of their hearts
they had supposed that the identifica-
tion of the hat would lead to the identi-
fication of the japer. Now it ocourred
o most of them, what really was rather
obvious, that the japer had not used his
own hat to adorn the chimmey-pot.

“Mr. Quelch,” gasped Loder, “you
do not think—you cannot imagine—"

“Certamly not!” said Mr. Quelch.
“ Your hat was tesken by the youn
rascal who obstructed my chimney, o
course 1” :

“Tt—it—it's my best bhat!” said
Loder, taking the tolifer and exarin-
ing it. “My Sunday hatl It was in a
hat-box in my study! Ii's ruined!*

“Ha, ha, hal”

“ Silence 1"

“Might have gunessed that Wharton
wouldn’t have used his own hat!” mur-
mured the Bounder to Tom Redwing.
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“But it wasn't Wharton, Smithy! You heard what Quelch
said—"

The Bounder winked.

It was proved to Mr. Quelch’s satisfaction that the worst
l'mgr:t Greyfriars was not, for once, the culprit!. But Herbert
Vernon-Smith had his own opinion on that subject, all the
same,

“Who the dickens was it, if it wasn't Wharton?” asked
Bob Cherry.

“I say, you fellows, it was Loder—"

“Ha, ha, ha!” .

Loder strode away and picked up the trousers that had
fallen at a distanco, He did not hope to obtain & clue
to the culprit from those trousers—after the ownership of
the hat had transpiredl He had a strong suspicion that
they w%uld turn out to be his own Sunday trousers. And

they did!

“};ith a smoky hat, and a sooty pair of trousers, Gerald
Loder stamped into the House in a frame of mind that was
positively homicidal. Quelch had been smoked out of his
study—and Loder's Sunda¥ begs and Sunday topper had
been used for the purpose! And it was not—apparently—
Wharton who had done it!

But Loder, like S8mithy, had his doubfa; though, as Mr.
guelch was. satisfied, he could not push the matter further.

ut he resolved savagely that he would take it out of his
old enemy in the.Remove as soon.as he could.

Mr. Quelch went back to his study—still very smoky and
thiek with blacks. Trotter was very busy with a duster
for a long time hefore the Remove mastor could resume work
on his Latin pspers.

Meanwhile, Harry Wharton was finishing his task in the
French master’s study in quite a,cheerful mood. His after-
poon's detention had been unexpectedly entertaining.

At five o’clock Monsieur Charpentier dismissed him with
o word of commendation for the pxercise.

rton found Billy Bunter waiting for him at the

corner of the passage.

The fat Owl gava him quite an affectionate blink.

“1 say, old chap. I've waiting for you,” he said,
“1 sny, have ou, heard T, Loder of Bixth astopped up

old Quelch's chimney—'

Harry Wharton laughed,

“Fathead I he answered.

“Well, he jolly well did!” said Bunter. “He said himself
that the name would be found in the hat—and it was—
Loder’s namst you know. He, he, he! 0Old Quelch doesn't
think it was Loder, but 1 jolly well knowl He, he, hel I
say, old fellow, don't walk away whils a man's tafking to
you! There’s a letter for you. I've got it here.” i

» ar the thump don't you leave a fellow’s letters alone?”
growled Wharton, taking it from the Owl’s podgy hand.

“Oh, really, Wharton! If that's how you thank a fellow
for etting your letter for you—~"

“Bont [ snapped Wharton,

He walked on, with the letter in his hand, and Bunter
blinked after him through his big spectacles, and then
rolled in pursuit.

“1 say, it’s from your aunt, old chap—I know her fist!”

gaid Bunter “I lknow your uncle dossn't send ¥ou any
tl]?& now, but the old lady—what "
. Harry had slready noticed that the letter was addressed
in tlie hand of Miss Wharton, his Aunt Amy. Bunter
evidently had noticed it, and scented a tip for the scape-
grace of Greyfriars. Colonel Wharton, in a .state of deep
displeasure with his nephew, had not written to him once
since his visit to Greyiriars School, when he averted the
“sack *’ from the rebel of the. Remove. But Miss Wharton
was Btill the affectionate Aunt Amy, unchanged. In her
eyes, her dear Harry could do no wrong.

“Bit of an old fossil, but not a bad old geezer, what?”
said Bunter. “TI'll tell you what, old chap! %? there’s a tip
in_that letter.from the old frump— Yarooooop I”

Billy Bunter sat down suddenly in the passage, with a
heavy bump, and roared. Leaving him to roar. Harry
Wharton went on his way.

In the dark days that had fallen on _him a letter from
his kind Aunt Amy was a comfort. Indeed, it was the
thought of the kind old lady, the only person in the world
who still seemed to care for him, that had kept the rebel of
the Remove from many an aot of recklessness. He was
anxious to get to the study to read the letter—though not
nearly so keen as Billy Bunter to ascertain whether there
was 8 “tip” in it

“ Wharton I*

He atopped impatiently as Wingate of the SBixth called

to him.

“Yes?” he snapped.

“Have you seen my fag—Nugent minor?” asked the
Greyfriars captain.

“I’ve been in detention[”

“Well, the young scamp hasn't turned up to get my tea—
go and find him, and tell him to come to my study."”

Wontinued on nexté page.)
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Christmas Time is

Meccano Time

Thousands of boys have
definitely made up their
minds that for them this
Christmas is going to be a
Meccano Christmas—Dad
simply must get that Mec-
cano Outfit |

Meccano is the most
thrilling of all hobbies for
boys, and the only one in
which the interest never
fails. 'With a Meccano
Outfit you can build prac-
tically anything you want
—a Travelling Crane, a

MECCANO |

SEND FOR THIS
FREE BOOK
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Write to-day for
this fine new Mec-
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ucts,
We will send
z’ou a copy, post
es, In ceturn for
the names and ad-
dresses of thres of

your chums., Write
your own name and

illustrated in the Meccano
Manuals of Instruction.
In addition to these models
you can build scores of
others of your own in-
vention ; and inventing in
Meccano is the greatest T
fun in the world | ’T; wrelgmno;- 2
This year Christmas will kbl -1
not be complete without but if you send a
Meccano.

letter it requires a
13d. stamp.
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Wingete turned away, and Wharton,
suppressing his impatience, changed hia
direction, to look in the Second Form
quarters for Nugent minor. Gatty and
Myers of that Form were in the passage,
end Wharton called to them.

“Ts Nugent mi about?"’

Gatty gaye a sniff.

“He's in the Form-room,”
answered; “sulking as usual I’

W'hart%l cif;n% into the Secom:l Form
room. i ugent apparently was
not on his usual chummy terms wi{h his
friends in the SBecond. Wharton recalled
the strange look he had seen on Dicky's
face that morning under the ehms,
Sol ing, it was clear, was wrong with
the scamp of the Second.

Nugent minor was sitting at his desk
in the Form-room, his ell on the
desk, his chin cupped in his hands. He
was staring directly before him, with a
glum and gloomy face. Gatty and
Myers had concluded that he was m.nlkm%,l
but Wharton could see easily enougl
that it was something more serious than
sulks that was the matter with the
usually boisterous fag.

“Here, Dicky—" said Wharton.

Nugent minor stared at him glumly;
then, as he saw the letter Wharton was
still holding in his hand, he started,
and his look became eager.

“That for me!” he exclaimed.

“Eht No; it’s mine——"

“Oht What the thump do you want,
then?” snapped Dicky

“ Wingate wants you——’

The'effect of that statement on Nugent
minor was startling. He jumped up
from the desk, trembling like a leaf,
and stood staring at Wharton with an
ashen face. i

“Wingate 1" he repcated faintly. “He
—he wants me?*

Wharton looked at him blankly.

“Yes; he asked me to find you.”

“0Oh! T'm done for, then!" groaned

icky.

“What the dickens!” exclaimed
Wharton, in astonishment. “Wingate
isn’t going to lynch you for forgetting
his tea—"

“His tea?” repeated the fag.

*Yes, you've forgotten—=

he

“Oh!” Dicky Nugent panted. “Is
that all? Sare that's all?”

“Yes, you young ass! What the
thum;

di Eou think Wingate wanted "'
asked the Removite, staring at him.
Dicky did not answer that question.
e colour came back into his cheeks
elowly, the sudden terror faded from
his eyes. Without speaking, he went to
the door and left the Form-room.
_“What on earth’s the matter with that
kid? Harry Wharton asked himself,
as he went up to the Remove passage,
Had he etill been on his old friendly
terms with Frank Nugent he certainly
would have s%olmn to him on the subject
of Dicky. ut that waos out of the
question now. If he had thought of it,
he would have abmndoned the idea as
he came up the Remove staircuse. The
Co. were on the landing, talking and
laughing over the mysterious affair of
the chimney-pot hat. Three of them
took no notice of Wharton as he came
by; but Frank Nugent looked at him
with a scornful eye and a curling lip.
Harry Wharton passed them quietly
and went to his study and shut the door.

—_—

THE EIGHTH CHAPTER.
Malor and Minor !
I ODER of the Sixth scowled.

. It waes after class the follow-

ing morning.

here had been a slight fall

of snow over mil;at. Not much of it was
Tre Maewer Lisrary.—No. 1,295,
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left in the morning, but some Remove
fellows were making the most of what
there was. Bob Cherry and his friends,
and some more Removites, were snow-
balling Coker of the Fifth—and Horace
Coker was barging and charging about
in a state of wild excitement and indig-
nation, amid roars of laughter.

But it was not the merﬁy Removites,
or the unhap% state of Horace Coker,
that broyght the scowl to Loder’s face.
His eyes rested on Harry Wharton, who
was sta.ndinf by one of the frosty old
elms with a letter in his hand. Wharton
was not joining in the onslaught on Coker
—he never joined in Remove affairs
now. Since the day when he had Jﬂn.yed
for Courifield Rangers and helped them
to give the Remove & record beating at
Boccer his popularity had been at the
lowest abb. ad he joined the merry
crowd he would have been likely to ﬁet
the snowballs instead of Coker. i3
Form had made him an outcast, and he
kept his distance with an air of con-
temy.tuous indifference.

Heedless of the merry scene, Wharton
had taken a letter from his pocket to
read it over again, It was the letter
from his aunt, Miss Wharton. Loder,
watching him sourly, saw the cheerful
expression that came over his face, and
concluded that there was a tip in that
letter from home. As a matter of fact,
there was; but it was not that thai
brought the cheerful look to Wharton's
face, The letter from Aunt Amy was a
solace to the osiracised junior of Grey-
friars,

A fag of the Becond Form was loafing
obout among the elms with his hands in
his pockets and a diamal expression on
his face. Gatty and Myers, and a crowd
of the Second, were making a slide in
some remote corner—but Dicky Nugent
evidently had no heart for such things.
Loder took no interest whatever in
Nugent minor, and only observed him
because, his eyes on Wharton, he saw
tllmt the fag’s eyes were on Wharton
also.

And he saw another little incident,
which drew his attention. Frank
Nugent of the Remove had left the
merry crowd round the barging Coker
and was coming towards the spot.
There was a dark and bitter expression
on his face, and his glance went from
his minor to Wharton and back again
as he came up. And, as he noticed this,
Loder began to take interest in the

mattier.

The bully of the Sixth was well aware
that Wharton was on the worst of terms
with his former friends—it had, indeed,
been his own doing te some extent.
Now hoe judged, from Nugent's look,
that that member of the Co. waa bunt-
ing for trouble with the fellow who had
once been his best friend. It made
(Gerald Loder fecl almost kindly towards
Nugent !

In spite of Monsicur Charpentier’s
statement, which had completely satis-
fied Mr. Quelch the previous day, Loder
had very little doubt who had planted
hia top-hat on the Remove master’s
chimney-pot. How the young rascal had
managed it without detection he did not
know, snd could not guess. but he was
sure that the rebel of the Remove ha
“wangled "' it somehow. He had had to
let the matter pass; but he was as
watchful as a cat for some pretext to
handle his official ashplant. If there
was a scrap in the quad, there was a
pretext ready-made for Loder—and
Nugent looked like it! So the bully of
the Bixth watched the little scene with
considerable interest.

Harry Wharton drew the letter from
the envelope and unfolded it. He had
read it once, and now he waa going to

read it through again before answerin;
it. As he unfolded the letter a poun
note was revealed; der 1 been
:}ght- in guessing that it contained a
ip.

“¥ say, Wharton—"

Dicky Nngent came up to the
Removite, e did not notice either
Loder lounging by the elms or his
brother coming towarda the aBot. His
eyes had enapped at the sight of the
pound note. .

Wharten frowned a little. .

“You'd better not speak to me, kid,”
he said. *“Cut off I

"“But look here—"

“Dick I’ It was Nugent’s voice. He
called to his minor as he came up,
breaking into a run. * Dick 1*

Nugent minor stared round at him
black {1 Frank came up a little breath-
less. e gave Wharton a savage look.

“Dick! I've told yon you're not to
speak to Wharton 1” he ma,!aped.

*Mind your own hrmeil growled the
fag savn:igaly. “I'll speak to any man I
like, and you can go and eat coke [*

':;Yti;l'rektoNkeep clear of Wlialarwg »
sai ran ugent, setting his Hps.
“You know what be is—a rotter andp a
rank outsider' He's been caned for
smoking and Hogged for pub-haunting !
Every tellow in the school expects to see
him sacked before the end of the term—
and everybody knows that he deserves
it a dozen times over I”

Nugent spoke with ntter disregard of
the fact that Wharton was standing
within three feot of him.

Wharton's face crimsoned.

“Hadn't you better draw it a little
mild, Nugent?” he eaid quietly.

Nugent turned on him with fashing
eyes.
“You rotter | You’ve disgraced your-
self and your Form and your echooll
Can't_you leave a littls fool of a fag
slone? You're not going to drag my
brother the way you've gone yourself I*

“You fool!™ gaid harton con-
tem t.uou.u};.

“ Dick, I've told you—""

“Leave a fellow alone!” exclaimed
Nugent minor, with shrill anger. “You
Rl

ill you clear off and keep away
from Wharton ?”

“No, I won't I" snarled Dicky.

“Then I shall speak to Quelch !” zaid
Frank en his teeth. " “I'm not
going to sea vou sacked slong with that
cad I

“You needn’t bother Quelch!”
drawled Wharton. “I want no_more to
do with your minor than with you
Frank Nugent! I haven’t the famte
idea why the young ass wants to speak
to me—"

“That's a liel” exclaimed Nuient.
“I've found him in your study, smokin
there, and he had 2 racing fpnper! I’
have hammered you for it, if you hadn’t
been too funky to pui up your hands.
You're not dragging a silly kid like
that down with you if I can stop youl
Yon rotter—"'

“Loder’s listening to all that!” said
Hanéy, catching sight of the bully of
the Sixth approaching.

“1 don’t care if all Greyiriars hears
me! You're going to leave my brother
alone, or I'll make youl”

“You silly., meddling ass!” snarled
Dicky.

Loder of the Sixth broke in. Loder

was ghite enjoying this .
“That's enough, Nugent minor 1* he
said. “ You'd better do as your brother

tells you, and steer clear of that young
blackguard! Cut off I”

Nugent minor gave the prefect a sulky
look and unwillingly walked away,
Frank Nugent followed him.
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“I shall report this to your ¥orm
master, Wharton |” said Loder. *This
is & _matter for him to deal with!”

Wharton's lip curled,

“Go it 1” he eaid.

Loder grinned as he walked away to
the House. Bomehow or other, tho
scapegrace of Greyiriars had escaped
the “sack " so far, though he had been
asking for it oll through the term. It

as, in Loder’s view, a consummation

evoutly to be wished, and it scemed
to him that this little episode would
draw it perceptibly nearer.

Wharton shrugged hia_shoulders, and
gave his attention to his letter again.
The black look faded from his brow as
he read. It was a long letter—Aunt
Amy's communications were never brief,
But every word of it was pleasant
enough to the junmior, feeling that there
was at least one left whose alfection and
trust were unfaltering. Only once in the
lengthy missive was there a mention of

uncle :

“Your uncle seems o be displeased
with you, dear Herry. I am afraid
your recent reports from the school have
not been good. Perhaps you have been
a litile thoughtless, my dear boy. I am
gqutte sure that it could not be anything
more than that. Of course; I should
never belicve that ufw could be guilty
of any serious fault, That would be
absur.z——-”

Wharton put the letter in his pocket,

and walked away under the elms, with
a thoughtful shade on his brow.
. The good old lady was far from guess-
ing what black trouble had fallen on
her nephew at school. 8he supposed
that he had been. “a little thoughtless,”
Eerhn.ps] Evidently Colonel Wharton
ad told her little or nothing, and cer-
tainly Harry was not likely to tell her.
If she could have known that he had
fallen into disgrace—that he was in
danger of expulsion, that he was looked
on throughout the achool as a young
rascal and a adly sweep—even then,
he knew, she would not have turned
against him; she would have believed
that he wes misunderstood and mis-
judged, and his heart warmed as he
thought of it. He paced under the trees,
thinking,

The bitterness was gone from his face
and from his heart, If only for the
sake of that kind old lady who loved
and trusted him, could he not make one
more eoffort to pull out of the deep
waters into which he had fallen? If he
made the effort, would it be of any
use! He wondered.

t—

THE NINTH CHAPTER.
The Last Siraw !

% HARTON I”
W Class was over in the
Remove - room, snd the

Form dismissed. Mr. Quelch
rapped out Wharton's name as the
juniors went out.

“Yes, sir I

Harry turned back.

Some of the juniors grinned st one
another as they went down the corridor.
Wharton, evidently, had been kept back
in the Form-room for a “jaw.” Trouble
waa incessant for the scapegrace.

Wharton ocompressed his lips as he
stopped at his Form master’s desk. That
afternoon he had been quite unlike his
late eelf; he had been ﬂ!llﬁl‘u orderlz,
attentive, painstaking, Miss Wharton's
letter had produced its effect on him,
and he hmf resolved, or half-resolv
to make a new effort. But ths ol
bitterness came baok into' his heart as

Eallowa-%gathmd from near and far to stare up at the roof, and at Gnauni!;;ha

elimbed ladder. It was not an easy task to remove a silk hat from a o

stack, and the old school porter grunt:d ?n:':
abou

he was called by Mr. Quelch. What
was the use of trying sgain? He was

& dog with a bad name now, and that
was that |

“I have to speak to you very seri-
ously, Wharton}” said the move
master, when the rest of the Form were
gone.

“What i3 it now, sir?" asked Harry,
acoenting the word “now.”

“This term‘,” sn.;]d Mr, Queflch ill:; 3
deep voice, “you have gone from ba
to ?mrne. Wharton! You have taken
up vicious habite, such as smoking——""

“*1 have not I*

“I have caned you for smoking in
your study, Wharton I” said Mr. Quelch,
raising his voice. : ;

“1 told you at the time that it was
not I who smoked there 1”

Mr. Quelch made an
gesture.

“You have been flogged by your head-
master for visiting a disreputable resort
out of school bounds.”

“That is true,” said Harry. *But if
you knew my reason—*

He broke off.

e can be little doubt about your
reason, 1 think,” said Mr. Quelch.
“But we need mot go into that. I am
now informed that you have taken u
a-boy in the Becond Form, and that this
boy’s brother—Nugent of the Remove—

impatient

oy
Frnused very expressively as he set

very naturally fears the effect of such
an association. This must cease |”

“I have done nothing of the kind 1
said Wharton, his voice vibrating with
anger. “The little fool butted into my
study one day .last week, and I never
knew he waa there till I went to the
study. Nugent found him there, and
fancied that I had asked him there.
That was all. I've lost my friends in
my own Form, but I'm not looking for
friends among the faﬂ's.” .

“I am informed that Nugent major
intervened to-day when the boy was
speaking to you in the quadrangle,”
said Mr. Quelch cold!

“Can I prevent a
me and speaking 1 demanded

Mr. Queleh set his lips.

“You must, if the case is as
state,” he said. I cannot believe

fig coming up to

that

8 Becond Form boy would seek out a

Remove boy without encouragement.
You have taken to bad ways this term,
Wharton, and, unless fou amend, I have
no doubt that you will be expelled from
Greyfriars| It is my duty to see that
you do not lead other boys, especially
younger boys, into your own bad and
reckless ways., I warn you,' therefore,
that your acquaintance with Nugent's

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

brother must cease! That is all.
may

Wharton left the Form-room. trem-
bling ~ith anger. :

This was the last straw.

That term he had been reckless, in-
subordinate, mutinous, and he had, or
believed that he had, plenty of cause,
No more than that coufd justly be laid
to his charge. The fatuous Bunter had
gmoked in his study, and he had been
caned for it. He had gone to the Three
Fishers to warn Hilton of the Fifth that
the prefects were on his track, beoause
Hilton had done him & good turn. That
was all there was in it. And for that
he was judged a young rascal, o “bad
hat,” a shady sweep—a fellow whose

uaintance was s danger to other

e rhat. Nugent_mi
at young ass, Nu minor, per-
sisted in spesking to hf:xn»he couidpnot
even guess what the kid wanted. But
Nuﬁent and Loder, and now Quelch,
took the view that he wes the one to
blame—he was leading a silly fag into
mischiof. It was injustice piled on in-
justice, and perhaps it was no wonder
that the wa_Eeg'rwe'a new resolves
melted away like anow in the sunshine.

He came out of House, with a
black brow. Vernon-Smith joined him,
with*a nod and a grin. There was
hardly a fellow in the Remove now who
ever spoke to Wharton except the
Bounder—and, indeed, Billy Bunter,
when that fat and fatuous youth was
in want of a little loan, The Bounder
was taking r eardonic interest

You

a rathel .
in the fellow who was descending, step
by step, the road to ruin,
“More trouble, old bean?” asked
Smithy.

“No meed to ask that!” snapped
Wharton.

“Quelch spotted who stuffed his
chimney 1

Wharton stared for a moment, and
then laughed.

“No, not that I know of.”

“How the dooce did you wangle it?”
asked Vernon-Smith. “ Mossoo wouldn’t
stretch the facts in your favour; he's
down on you like the beaks. But
he scems to have satisfied Quelch that
you were in his study all the time.”

“The old ass went to slesp for a
quarter of an hour.” -

“Ha, has, ha!” roared the Bounder.
“So that was it] I jolly well knew—
Ha, ha, ha! But what’s the trouble
now, if it isn't that?"

*“0Oh, a mere trifle]” said Wharton,
with bitter sarcasm. “One day last
week Nugent's young brother came to

my atuﬁ. and I found him smoking

there. He had heard of juiey repu-
tation, and came to consult me about
backing a k_noneL the silly little idiot1
I was kicking him out when Nugent
of course, made a fool
I minor being an angel,
you know, incapable of doing wrong
unless led into it somebody else,
waan't it clear that I had taken him
and enco him to smoke cigar-
ettes in my stu A
Taer Magher Lisraay,—No. 1,295,

butted in, an
of himself,

THE MAGNET—EVERY SATURDAY

i DE["‘he Bounder gave Wharton a queer
ook.
“Was that how it was?"” he asked.
“Was it?” repeated Wharton. “I've
just said that that was how it was,
Herbert Vernon-Bmith 1"
The Bounder laughed.
£ K.neg your wool on, old bean!” he
id. “I hear that Nugent interfored

% again to-day betwecen you and his

minor. And if that’s what you've just

fl had from Quelech——"

“That's what I've just had—a warn-
ing | My hat, if the young sweep comes
in my reach again, I'll kick him across

the quad! I'm fed-up with the whole
tribe of Nugents [ .
“I'd keep to that, if I were youl”

said the Bounder dryly. .

Wharton's eyes glittered at him.

“Jf that means that you don't take
my word, Vernon-Smith——"

“Oh; of eourse!” said Vernon-Smith,
laughing. “ Anyhow, you're not gninF
to row with me, old hean—dash it all,
don’t you want to leave a single fellow
in the Form that you haven't rowed
with?*

And the Bounder walked away—none
too soon, for Wharton’s temper was at
boiling point, and he was on the verge
of hitting out. Wharton cast a savago

lance after him, and tramped away in
ghe falling dusk. He was a_dog with a
bad name—there was no doubt about
that! What was the use of trying to
pull out?

Good resolves were forgotten now.
Wharton, as he tramped in the thicken-
ing dusk, glanced at the lighted window
of Mr. Queleh’s study, and saw the
Remove master pulling the blinds. He
was tempted to gather up a snowball
and gend it through the window. For-
tunately, he resisted that temptation,
and Mr, Quelch certainly never dreamed
what a narrow escape he had h

The outcast of Greyfriars went into
the House at last, and up to his study.
Fellows in the Remove were coming up
to tea. Wharton tramped into Study
No. 1, and turned on the light, and
slammed the door after him.

The next moment an exclamation of
rage broke from him. The study was
not empty. A Second Form fag was in
the armchair, and had evidently been
waiting there in the dark for Wharton
to come in. It was Nugent minor, and
Ha Wharton's temper broke out
fiercely at the sight of him. He made a
furious stride towards the fag.

“You young rotter! How dare you
come here? t out, or, by gum, I'll
throw you out on your neck 1"

His angry hands were almost on the
fag, when {na stopped. Dicky Nugent
was not looking much like the sportive

g rascal whom Wharton had found
in the study on the previous occasion.
There was no sign of cigarettes, no
sign of cheeky impudence. Dicky's face
was white as chalk, and there were
tears on his lashes. He did net stir or
answer, but a sob came from him, a
sob of utter misery and wretchedness.
And as he heard that, Wharton’s anger
faded away and he looked at the fag
with compassionate concern.

“Dicky! You young ass! What on
earth’s the matter 1 he asked.

THE TERTH CHAFTER.
Deev Down !

ICKY NUGENT did not speak.
D He sat catching his breath,
huddled in the chair, trying to

keep back his tears,
Wharton watched him, amazed and
uneasy. It had crossed his mind several
times that the scamp of the Second

Form was in some trouble—more serious
than was usual with him, thouih he was
seldom out of troubls of some kind, He
could not doubt it now. It was not only
eomething  ecrious, but something
terribly serious, and every trace of anger
was gone from Wharton's face as he
realised it, His own troubles were
heavy enough, and Dicky was the cause
of somp of them. But Wharton, with
all his faults, could forget about himself
when there was another fellow in nced of
help. Obviously, Dicky was in deep
water, for the hardy young rascal was
never known to ** blub "—he would have
scorned the mere idea. Now he was

struggling in vain to choke back his
sobbing.

“Dicky! Kid! Tell me what's the
row. I'll help you out if I canl!”

Harry's voice was kind and gentle.

Not a dozen yards away Frank
Nugent was with his friends. It was
Eln.in that he did not know that his

rother was in Study No. 1. Why the
fag was there was clear; ho was in want
of help of some kind, and he had come
for it, not to his brother, but to the
scrapegrace of Greyfriars—the “bad
hat,” who was in peril of tho sack. That
refiection might have brought a sardonic
grin to Wharton's face had it occurred
to him. But he was thinking of Dicky
now, with deep concern.

“What is 11, kid? Cough it up!”
said Harry, “ You've come here to tell
me, I suppese? You were going to tell
me this morning, when Frank butted

in,
Dicky nodded and choked. Wharton's

own words had recalled Frank to his

mind, and his face changed a little.

“Hadn't you better go to your
brother ?” he asked.

“That’s no_good.”

“Frank will do anything he can.

Look here, Dicky, you'd better go to
him. You oughtn't to come to this
study—you've landed me in a row with
my Form master. I've had a jaw from
Quelch—about taking up a fag and
teaching him my own shady ways.”
Wharton laughed. *Dash it all, Dicky,
if your brother knew you were here he
would come in and want to punch my
head 1”

“Frank's a fool |” muttered Dicky,

“I know that! But—"

“He can't help me. I’'m not sure he
would if he could! But he can’t. I—I
asked Im;l. yesterday., He's got no
money——

“(Qh, it's money | That was a relief,
at leagt. Monoy troubles were common
enough among the fags, and such a
trouble could hardly be very severe.
“You young ass! Have you beeh going
over the limit at the tuck o%?”

“Don't be an idiot!" hat answer
was a touch of the old Dicky. “Think
I'd care about that?”

“Waell, look here, yout can’t stay in this
study. If you want me to know what
it is, get it off your chest! I've said
that I'll help you if I can.”

“You can if you like,” muttered
Dicky. *It—it—it's a pound note.”

“0h ! said Harry.

He sat on the corner of the table look-
ing at the wretched little rascal
er in the armochair. He knew
now that Dicky had seen the pound note
he hall taken from his Aunt Amy’s
letter. But the fag's words struck him
strangely. Dicky did not say that it
wes a pound, but that it was a “pound
note.” That was odd.

Dicky Nugent knuckled his eyes and
blinked at Wharton hopefully. ut his
hope was faint enough. He knew that
Harry had received a pound note as a
tip from a relative. But certainly he
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knew of no reason why Wharton should
give it to him! Wharton was on fight-
ing terms with his brother, chiefly on his
account. His pestering the rebel of the
Remove had added to the cloud of dis-

raco that hunghover Wharton. In sheer
5espurnticm he had come to Study No. 1
for help; but he knew what a forlorn
ho_pa it was.

‘¥You owe somebody a pound " asked
Harry very qulagf. .

“Yes!” breathed Dicky. ;

“Well, that’s not a tragedy!” said
Harry, with a touch of impatience.
“You can pay it off out of your pocket-
money in time—or your brother will see
you through if you tell him—"

“I—I ean't] I—I—I—— Don't you
understand? I—I—I lost on—on—on a—
a horsel”

Wharton jumped.

“You disgraceful little rascall”
cjaculated.

He remembered now the fag’s fatuous
talk oo his previous visit to the study.
He had known then that Dicky was
kicking over the traces omce more.
Evidently Dicky had kicked overl

The fag cowered back from his angry
voice. All the cheek and impudence had

ona out of Richard Nugent. And as
12 cowered, Wharton's heart amote him
again, and once more he grew gentle.
He realised that he had not heard all,
und that there was worse to come.

“ You—you mean that some villain has
let you bet with him and you owe the
man money 7 he asked quietly.

he

“No! 1 put up the money] Pon-
sonby wouldn’t have taken a bet on
tick I’ muttered Dicky.

“Ponsonby 1"  repeated 'Wharton.
“ That Highcliffe cad 1"

He gritted his teeth. ]

“But 1 don’t understand,” he said.
“If you put up the money and lost it, it
serves you right. You don’t owe him
anything in that case.”

“I—I borrowed the pound—"
Dicky’s voice was the faintest whisper.

“Ohl And somebody is dunning you
for it?” asked Wharton, puzzled. .

“No! He—he doesn’t know1” whis-
pered Dicky.

“He doesn't know I repcated Whar-
ton blankly. “What do you meant?
How could you borrow money of a fellow
without his knowing—"' He broke off
as the dreadful meaning of the fag’s
words rushed on his mind. “Good
heavens 1"

He slipped from the table, and stood
staring at Nugent minor, his face almost
as pale as the fag's own.

“ Dicky, {]ou wouldn't—you couldn't—

o

stoal I reathed.

Dicky shuddered.

“*Nol No! It wasn't so bad as
that! I—I borrowed it—you see Look

here, I tell you I took it only for a day—
just one day! I—I thought that Bonny
union was sure to win——"

“You—you thought—" gtuttered
Wharton.

“You haven’t forgotten what 1 told
you one day last week? I'd heard Loder
speaking to Oarne sbout that horse—>

“ Loder 1 said Wharton, between his
teeth.

“ He—he thought it was a winner., He
knotvs a lot about horses. He told Carne
to put his shirt on him! Then—then I
read it in ‘Racing Tips,” and—and the
man thought the same, and—and I—I
was sure he was going to win, and—and
I met Ponsonby, and—and—"

“ And what 7" muttered Wharton.

“He wouldn’t take a bet on tick—he
laughed,” muttered Dicky 8o I—]--I
knew where there was a
wasn't wanted till Saturday, so—so—"

“You awiul little idiot1”

“J—I was sure Bonny Bunion was
going to win,” groaned Dicky. *Loder
told Carne it was straight from the
horse’s month, 1 heard him., And—
and 1 put the pound. Gadsby held
the stakes, Pon put up his money, too—
it was all fair and square—he’d have
paid. if the horse had won. Pon’s a
gportsman, but—but—but he lost!”
Dicky’s voica trailed off,

“Ill remember this when I see Pon
again !” said Harry.

“It wasn't his fanlt! I went to look
for him, really. You see, being in the
Second, I—I can’t get in touch with
bookmakers, like you do—*

“Like I do?® Wharton started as if
an adder had stung him.

“Well, the fellows all say you do——"

“Yes, the fellows say a lot of things,”
said Wharton. “Your brother thinks
the samé, of course. No wonder he
doesn’t want you to have anything to
do with me. But, never mind that!
Tell me what you've done, without so
much beating about the bush.”

“It—it was Wingate’s pound!”
whispered Dicky. “You see, being his
fag, T knew. Ha chucked it into a

drawer in his study, and told Gwynne
that he was going to pay a man in
Friardale with it on Saturday. They
didn’t take any notice of me being in

einine —

LOOK, LADS, HERE'S A
CLEVER GREYFRIARS
LIMERICK !

| The leason was dull Latin prose,

Fat Bunter Induhrad in a doze.
He snored foud
' Not a word did he hear,
Till Queich bade him reach for
hia toes!

¥' and clear,

One of our fine leather pocket
| wallets has been dispatched to

olds, Combermere, Whirley
Road, Macclesficld.
the study—the Sixth never do. Well,

as 1 knew Wingate wasn't going to use
that pound note till Saturday, I—I—>

Dicky was going to say fémt he had
“borrowed " it, but the look on Whar-
ton's face checked him. He groaned
instead of finishing the sentence.

“ Wingate hasn’t missed it yet?”

“I should have been up before the
Head and bunked, if he had 1" wailed
Dicky. " You see, it was last Saturday,
and—and I was going to have my win
nings that evening, and—and 1 was
gomg to put it back when I went to get
Wingate’s tea. Only—only Bonny
Bunion didn't win!”

“He can't have missed it yet—there
would have been a row!” Wharton
nodded.

“1 know he hasn't. It's not till
Saturday this week that he wants it.
He—he oughtn't to have left it about;
it—1t's careless !” Dicky was apparently
making some attempt at solf-defence.
“Tempting s fellow——"

“No decent fellow would be tempted
by the sight of a million pounds that
did not belong to him I eaid Wharton
savagely “Don't talk that rot!”

Dicky cringed.

“Well, T never took it to keep! 1
was absolutely certain I could put it
back the same evening—the same note,
too! That horse—"

*Oh. cut that out!” enapped Whar-

und note that ton.

“When—when you told me, last
evening, that—that Wingate wanted
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mo, I—1 thought he'd foumd it out!”
g;ou.naﬂ Dicky. “But—but he hadn't.
e—he doesn't know yet !”

Wharton remembered the wretched
fag’s a;mstly terror when he had takep
glm ingate’s message the provious

ay.

“If—if you'd stand by me,” mut-
tered Dicky, “I—I'd pay it back later,
?mehow. I'm pot a cadger like

unter. I—I shall be sacked—" His
voice brake,

Wharton stood silent. What Richard
Nugent had done was, in plain English,
theft: but he could see that the foolish
young raseal had not realised it. He
had “borrowed ” that pound note,
nothing doubting that he could replace
it the same day—in a few hours.

Certainly, now that the disaster had
happened, he realised what he had
done. and he knew that he would be
turned out of Greyfriars as a thief.

Wharton could understand the terror
and stress of mind that the wretched
fag had been through the last few days
—a sufficient punishment, perhaps, for
what he had done.

Backed—as a thief! Wharton could
only feel pity for the shivering little
wretch—and he was thinking of Franlk,
too! What a blow for Frank! It did
not take the scapegrace of Greyfriara
:tong to think out what he was going to

0.

“You don’t think Wingate noticed
the number of the note, Dicky *

“Of course pot! Any pound note
would do! If he finds it in the drawer
on Saturday it will be all right.”
Nugent minor sat upnﬁht, more hope-
ful now. “If—if you'd help me out,
W}Inrton‘—-l know you've got o pound
no

“T won’t tell you what I think of
what you've done, Dicky.” said Harry,
in a low, quiet voice. “You can guess
all that. I think you've been too
thoroughly frighten to do such a
thing  again—and that’s all tha
matters. If you've got sense enough to
keep straight after this—”

D'“k Iv give me a chance!” groaned
icky.

Harry Wharton took the envel
from his pocket, and extracted ‘:ﬂ:
pound note from it. It was not a light
matter to part with his aunt's “tip ¥;
but he gave that hardly a thought.
Not only for the trembling fag’s sake,
but for the sake of his estranged friend
—the fellow who was now his enemy—
he had to save the young rascal.

Dicky's fingers closed almost convul-
sively on the pound note.

“Put it in your pocket, you young
ass! Put it back in Wingate’s drawer
the first chance you get! Now cut1”

Dickv picked himself out of the arm-
chair. Already a monntain seemed to
bhave rolled from his heart and his
mind There was deep relief in his
face and something like gratitude.

“You're a good chap. Wharton,® he
muttered “T—I don't believe half the
things they say about vou I

“Cut !” repeatad Wharton gruffly.

And Richard Nugent, looking much
more like,his old self. went to the door
and scudded away.

THE ELEVENTH CHAPTER.
Newly Decorated !
“ HAT the thump—"

W growled Loder.

or of the Sixth
arrived at his study and
turned the door handle. natur ax-

pecting the door to open. The door did
TrE Magser Lisgary.—No. 1,295,
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not open, and Loder rattled the handle
and growled. Then it dawned on him
that the door was locked. )

Walker and Carne, who were with
him, stared.

“Why don’t you open the door?”
a.aklpd Walker.

“It’s locked |” breathed Loder.

“Well, unlock it. if you've locked it,”
said Carne.

“1 haven't locked i, fathead! Some-

body's locked it on the inkidel Some-
body’s in the study.”

“Dh, rot!" said Walker. “Who'd be
in_the study?”

Loder gritted his teeth.

“It’s a rag, I suppose! That young

sconndrel Wharton,
can hear some ;

The three seniors listened. There was
undonbtedly & sound of a movement
ingide Loder’s study. Someone was
thera; and, as that someone had locked
himself in the room, it looked like a
“rag.” And if it was a rag. Loder had
little doubt whe was the ragger.

He raPped sharply at the door.

" Who's in there?” he called out.

#*Little me " came a drawling voice,
in_answer.

“That's Wharton !™ said Walker.

“Open this door, you Jmlmg rascal

b8 likely ms not. I

!”

shouted Loder. “By gad, I'll give you
six of the best for this1”
“Rats 1"

“What?” yelled Loder.
“Rats 1”

ILoder fairly gasped. Walker and
Carne stared blankly. Tt was Harry
Wharton of the Remove who was in the
study. That was not really surprising,
23 he was at bitter feud with the bully
of the Bixth. But his answer was sur-

prising. Lower boya could not answer
“Rats!” to a Bixth Form prefect with
impunity.

By gad!” Loder ground the words
between his teeth. “T'H take the skin
of his back! Wharton! Open the
dopr at once I”

Go and eat coke!” came Wharton’s

voice.

“Do you want me to call your Form
master 1" roared Loder.
es,
""Wha-a-at1”
“Lall him, by all means! I want
to see your new study decorations.”
“My—my what?” stuttered Loder.
“I'm papering your study, old beant
I'd like Quelch to see it! Call the
d,I” too—it would interest the

Loder stood almost dumbfounded.
Wharton, it was clear, was busy in his
study, and it was evidently a “rag.”
But the junior's cool defiance was
amazing. Caught in the very act, he
was booked for severe punishment; yet
his coolly invited Loder to summon Mr.

and the Head to the spot.

“Is the kid potty?” said Carne, in

sha‘er wonder.
“ By ”gndl I'll get Quelch hers,
“Hold on, old man!” said Walker
&maﬂy. “Don’t be in a hurry to call
e beaks! Tf that cheeky kid wants
ou to, you can depend on it that you'd
r not.”
“What do you mean, you silly ass?
T'll have him fRogged—

' Bettoer see what his game is first,”
said Walker sagely. s there any-
thing in your study you'd rather the
beals didn't see 7

Loder started | Certainly there wera
things in his study that would have
caused Loder serious trouble had the
beaks seen them. The blackguard of

Tae Maiener LisrirY,—No. 1,795.

THE MAGNET—EVERY SATURDAY

}:{‘he Sixth had a gbnd many secrets fo

eep.,

“Oh!" he muttered. “If he's rooted
out my things—— Oh!” Loder decided
very quickly not to call any beaks on
the ssoens. in d

“8quint through the keyhole and see
what the young rascal's up to before
you call the beaks!” said Carne.
“Can't be too careful I”

It was advice, and Loder acted
on it. He stooped to the door and
applied his eye to the leyhole,

Then he had a glimpse of & junior in
the study. Harry Wharton had what
looked like s pink newspaper in ond
hand, and a large brush in the other.
He was dipping the brush into a can
on the table, which evidently contained
pasta,

. Through the keghole. Loder had a
limited view, but he could see that the
walls of the study, or a good part of
them, were already newly papered. It

was & rag—of rather an uncommon
kind |

Loder gasped with rage a3 he
‘squinted.”

He saw Wharton lay down the peper
and brush and pick up something from
the table. He did not know what it
was—for a moment. The next moment

e know, as the junior placed the nozzle
of a laboratory syringe filled with inlk
to the keyhole of the study door, pressed
in the piston, and ejected its contents
through the aperture.

er staggered back from the key-
hole, clasping one hand to his eye, which
atreamad I.I‘:llk. " 4

“QOoooogh I” he gasped.

“Ha, ha, hal” roared Walker and
Carne.

Loder glared at them savagely with
one eye. He could not glare with the
other; it was floating in ink.

“Y¥You cackling dummies| Crooogh!
You silly idiotsa! Ow. my eyel ou
gvir%lmghchump’ul Oh crumbs I

L3 a t]

a, hal

“I—f—T'Il smash him | I—I—P'Il—*
Loder panted with rage ms he mopped
his inky eye with his handkerchief,

There was a chuckle from within the
study. Wharton was going on with his
papering. Loder mopped his eye, and
Carne  and Walker gripned, But
Gerald Loder was not thinking of
calling a * beak ’ to deal with the scape-

aca! The very last thing in the world
that Loder desired was for & beak to
behold the pink papers with which
Wharton was decorating his study walls.
Coolly and calmly, heedless of the fact
that three prefects of the Birth were
standing outside the door, the scape-
g’:n.c: of Greyfriars pasted up sheet after
shee

“Well, my hat!” said Carne. “Are
ou leaving him to get on with it,

er
Loder ground his teeth.
“He'a got my ° Sporting Snipsn" an.d
B

‘Racing Times,’ ¥ he muttered. “He
papering the walls with them [

*Oh scissors! Ha, ha, ha!” yelled
Carne,

“I—I don’'t want snybody to see
that—"

“I should say not!"” gasped Walker,
“Ha, ha, ha!”

Loder wrenched at the door handle.

“Wharton! Iet me in at oncel I—I
—T'll let you off if you open the door
this instant.”

“Thank you for nothinﬁl" came the
answer from within, “1 don’t want to
be let off | Why don't vou call Quelch 1”*

“ ¥ ou—you-~you young scoundrel—*

“Why not call the Head?” asked
Wharton.

Loder spluttered with fury.

“Wait till I get in{” ho breathed.

“Shan’t be long now,” came the cool
answer. “I've pasted umll ‘ S%orting
Snips, and half the °Raoi imes,’
Loder. And the pack of cards—*

“Oh!” breathed Loder,

“And the cigarettes. Do call the
Head, Loder! Don't you think he'd
be fnﬁhtfully interested in your new
study decorations?”

er could only gasp. He ceased to
wrench at the door 8o far
from desiring to call anyone to the
soone, er was anxious now not lo
attract attention to his study. He fairly
trembled at the thought of any eyes
fal oqththong daﬁarations. But he

» with a deep longing, to get into
the atu_:{y and get his hands on the

cheeky junior.

Wingate looked out of his study door-
way along the passage.

5 ing up?" called out the Grey-
friars captain.

L?-rd“ A ht| Look

“N-no t's all right | jammed,
that's all [ hd stammered, ’
. “Oh, all right1* Wingata went back
into his study, much to er's relief.

“ Well, wo shan't get our little game,
at this rate,” yawned Walker. "gettar

go to mg st_ud{l._you men."

“Hold on,” higsed Loder. “ The little
scoundrel will have to open the door
sooner or later. It will prep soon.

Btay here, and gee that he doesn's dodge
off when he gots out.”

“ Oh, ‘all right!”

The three black sheep of the Sixth
waited. Walker and Carne were grin-
ning, Loder scowling like a demon in a

gotomime, There' was nothing for
Loder to:do but to weit quietly till the
junior chose to open the door. His fury
intensified as he waited. Like wine, 1t
improved with keeping. His first in-
tention had been to give the rebel of the
Remove “six.” Now he was more likely
ttrou gwa him sixty, once he got into the
atudy.

But he had a
to wait. Then

uarter of an hour mors
1ere was 8 click as the
key turned back in the look.

i} or hurled the door open and strode
in. ar Carne s in the
doorway, to cut off any attempt at

escape.

But Wharton did not seem to be

ing of escape, He had picked up

the poker from the grate, apparently to

use as & weapon, if needed ; and the end

of it had been jammed in the fire and

was red. Loder made a spring at him

like a tiger, and leaped back again still

more swiftly, barely cscaping the hot
end of the poker,

“ Hands off, old bean!” said Wharton
coolly.

Loder, panting with ra.yf grabbed up
an ashplant from the ta fe. His ayes
blazed at the cool junior,

::Pu_t tal:'mt poker down!” he roared.

h":ul\?glker—Ca.rnHome and lend a
m "0
“Do!” said Wharton coolly. “I'll
soon get a orowd here. Is t what
you want, Gerald, old sporting man?”

Loder paused. He glared round his
study. o of the walls were covered
with sheets of Bporting Bnips * and the
*“ Racing Times.” The looking-glass
over the chimney was decorated with a
complete pack of playing-cards pasted
on the glass. On either side of the
glass was a row of cigarettes, gummed
to the wall. Whalker and Carne stared
at the scene open-mouthed. Loder
gasped with rage and terror.

“Like your new decorations, old

top?"' asked Wharton. “Rather arty,
what 1* g

Loder lfurgled. .

“Think the Head would like to see

jt?" asked Harry,
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Loder, clutching at the swaying, slender willow branches with bot
“Help 1’ Harry Wharton swung along the drooping, ereaking, eracking branch in water that seemed to
** Cateh hold of my hand ! ** he panted,

gasped,

pluck at him like a giant’s hand, and reached out to the prefect.

“[—I—I'll smash you! I'ut down
that poler!’’ said Loder thickly.

Wharton laughed and threw the poker
into the fender, and stepped to the door.
Loder made a step towards him, and
Wallier and Carne closed up to stop
him. The scapegrace was as cool as ice.

“If you want a erawd here; begin!”
he drawled. “I'd be glad to see all
Greyfriars  around. Bhall T  call
Winzatet”

Walker gave a low whistle,

“ Petter let the kid cut, Loder,” he
murmured.

“Much 1 think!"”

Carne.

Loder writhed with rage.

“J—I—Tll—" His fury overcame
liis prudence, and hoe made a jump at
the rebe! of the Remove.

“Wingate |’ shouted Wharton, at the
top of g veoice. “Gwynne! Bykes!'
Come here "

His voice rang and echoed through the
Sixth Form passage. Walker hastily
ptished Loder back.

“Cut, you chéeky little villain!” he
breathed, “ Loder, don’t be a mad fool
If W;ir:’g'ato sees this he will fetch the

ead
" I___I__I!l!_})
“Wingate!”” roared Wharton.

batter, grinned

“What the dickens—"  Wingate
stepped out of his study. “Who the
thump i?, that yelling? What the

o

Walker gpave the junior a shove into
the passogo. Carne stepped back, and
Walker followed the scapegrace out.
Wingate was coming along the passage,
angry and astonished. slker gave
the infuriated Loder an almost implor-
inz look.

“Get your door locked—quick ! he
Lissed. “Wingate’s coming !”

Loder slammed the door and turned

the key. He was only in time. In a
fow more moments Wingate would have
seen what was to be seen.
_ Wharton walked away coolly down
the passage. He was quite well aware
that Loder would never dare to let other
eyes see what had been done in the
study.

“Did you well to me, Wharton?”
sn:i.ppcd \V_ingate, frowning at him.

Yes, Wingate,” answered the junior

o fioy (]

g

o
%’Mr:’ /(a-

* Loder was so awfully excited

meelk!ly. 0

I was rather alarmed.
“You younpg ass!”
Wingate went on to Loder's study.

Wharton strolled away, smiling. Carne

and Walker disappeared promptly, and

Wingate stared after them, perplexed,

as he rapped at Loder's door. It was

locked on the inside.

“What on earth’s the row here?’’ ex-
claimed the Greyfriars captain. " Are
you there, Loder? What are you sport.
mg your oak for, you ass?”’

“The—the lock’s out of
stammered Loder, within.
got jammed somehow——"

“[as Wharton been up to any tricks
here ?”

“0Oh, no!"” gasped Loder. “It—it's
all right—mothing! No, not at alll
It's all right, Wingate I”

Wingate gave a grunt and walked
back to his study. Loder almost panted
with relief as his footsteps receded.
Wharton was entitled to o Head’s flog-
ging for rapging a Sixth Form study.
But Loder was not dreaming of getting
him that flogging. He had to let the
reckless young rascal escape scot free, or
his last state would liave been worse than
his first.

For a good hour Loder was hard at
work, undoing what the rcbel of Grey-
friars had done, and getting rid of
those remarkable decorations in his
study. And as he laboured he breathed
fury and vengoeanece,

order 1

“Tt—it’s

Loder on the Trail !

H ARRY WHARTON smiled as he
noon.

Three fags of the Second Form had

in exuberant spirits, had snatched the

caps from the heads of his comrades,

THE TWELFTH CHAPTER.
walked out of the gates of
Greyiriars on Saturday after-

just gone out—Dicky Nugent, Gatty

and Myers. Richard Nugent, evidently,
anr started at & run down the road,
waving them in triumph, Gatty and

Myers dashed in pursuit. The three
fags disappeared, yelling, down the
rgad.

h hands, tossed on the current like a cork.

‘* Help !°* he

Dicky Nugent, just then, could hardly
have been recognisad as the trembling,
despmining little wrotch Wharton had
found crumpled up in the armchair in
his study a couple of days ago. His
trouble was off his mind, and the young
ruscal had apparently forgottem it
already.

Wharton smiled as Le walked on his
way.

The smilo died off his faco as he
.Isi ohted Loder of the Sixth loafing in the
una,

Loder did not glance at him, er
appear to notice him; but the junior
was well aware that when he walked on,
Loder followed.

The spy of the Sixth had not had
much luck in shadowing the scapegrace
when he went out of gates. But hope
springs eternal in the human breast.

Loder, like niost people, judged others
by himself. Ho had not the slightest
doubt that the scapegrace of Greyfriars
was a shady young rascal, who, sconer
or later, could be spotted, and reported
for the “sack.” Loder would not have
believed, had he been told, that Whar-
ton’s occupations out of gates were
entirely harmless.

Friendless, in these days, in his school,
ha did not desire to understudy Robin-
son Crusoe; and as he had friends out
of gates, it was natural enough for him
to go and see them oh & half-holiday.
But that explanation would not have
done for Loder. He believed, ,and
desired to believe, something much
worse than that. And he was savagely
determined to catch the young rascal
out, and see him expelled from the
school before the end of the term. The
“sack " for Harry Wharton would be
enough to make it a very merry Christ-
mas for Loder of the Sixth.

Harry Wharton walked on. without
looking back. He had intended to walk
to Courtfield and pick up some of the
footballing fellows there. But he was in
no hurry; and as he had no doubt that
the spy of the Sixth was watching him
again, he determined to give Loder »
run for his money, as 1t were. Ho
turned from the road into the path
through the coppice, and reached the
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towpath by the river. He had no doubt
that Loder would conclude that he was
hoadi for the Three Fishers, and
would kcen on the trail.

On the towpath, however, he turned
in the opposite direction and walked
down the niver. At ; mme lw:ind—
i ath he glanced | wd a
gr;igmgsa of ﬂder’a cap. Loder, no
doubt, had concluded now that he was
making for the Cross Keys, which was
down tho river near the bridge. Whar-
ton smiled sarcastically es he walked on.
If Loder kept on his trail, he was going
to have a long walk that cold and misty
afternoon.

He turned from tho towpath into
Friardale Wood, and followed a foot-
path & the leafless trecs. That
turn must have pursled the shadower—
bus perhaps Loder guessed that he was
going to meet esome disreputablo
acquaintance in the seclusian of the
wood. Another glance back showed him
Loder's cap bing over the frosty
brambles.

In the heart of the wood, Wharton left
the path, and dedged away quickly
among the trees. He vamished from all
knowledge; and Leder was left to
wonder what had become of him.

At a distance, out of sight of Loder,
Wharton made his way to another path
which led in the direction of Courtfield
Comnmon. Loder was lost like a babe
in the weod, and the scapegrace did not
expect to ses him again that afternoon.
The path led him to the littlo stream
that intersected Friardale Wood, a
feedor of the Sark. It was crossed by a
plank bridge, which in summer was high
above the water; but in winter washed
by the swift current. Thoe little stream
was full from the rains, and overflow-
ing its banks, and the plank was wet
and slippery.

Wharton had almost reached it when
he sighted a follow approaching it from
the other side, an elegant and well-
dressed fellow, whom he immediately
recognised as Ceodl Ponsenby of the
Fourth Form at Higheliffe.

His eyes glinted.

This was the fellow with whom Dicky
Nugent had made his bet on Bonny
Bunion. Whaeton had made up his
mind, when the fag told him, that the
next time he saw Ponsonby he would
give the cad of Higheliffe what he richly
deserved. He hastened his steps.

Ponszonby, on the other hand, slowed
down as he saw the Greyfriars junior
across the stream. Had his friends been
with him, Pon would have welcomed the
meeting—but alone, and man to man,
was not good enough for Pon. Hbe
halted at tho plank in diemay. His first
thought was to run; but he was aware
that he had no chance in a foot-race
with the Greyfriars junior. He stooped
and grasped the end of the dplnnk as
Wharton reached the other end.

Wharton was about to step om the
plank; but he paused. The lapping
water had loosened it; and it was easy
for Pon to shake it and 4ip him off into
the water. Now that the stream was
full, there were ten feot of water rush-
ing fast to join the Sark.

Let go that plank, you cur!” Whar-
ton shouted across the stream.

“Keep your distance, you Greyfriars
rotter | retorted Pon. “I'll tip you in
if Jou try to come [

‘You rotten funki” shouted Whar-

ton.
“What's the good of raggin', old
bean?” said Ponsonby, in & mnoili’utory
TaE Macyer Lisrary.—No. 1,295,
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tone. “I'm not Jookin’' for trouble if
you're not I”

“That means that your friends are
nowhero necar to help youl” snapped
Wharton oontcmptuouslf.

It did moan exactly that. Had
Gadsby and Monson been with the dandy
of Higheliffe, Pon would have bceen
looking for trouble with great glee.
“Well, is it pax?"” asked Ponsonby.
“What are you gettin’ your rag out
for? T know we rather ragged you a
few woeks ago on the common, but your
low pals fromn the Council School ducked
us for it; we got worse than we qa\ml
What’a the good of bearin’ malica?™

“It's not that, you rotter!l You've
been helping a little fool of a fag to
play the goat, and I'm going to thrash
you for it|”

Pon started a littlee. He had rather
wondered to find Wharton on the war-
path; it was generally Pon & Co. that
started trouble,

“Oh! Has that kid Nugent been
gabblin’ 1™ he asked. “My dear man,
tho litle idiot fairly bunted me into
takin' his bet—"

“That's no excuse for you.”

“Well, it needn’t worry you,” said
Ponsonby, “From what I hear, you've
got a rather gaudy reputation in that
line yourself, I've heard from Skinner
that you came near gettin’ sacked for
pub-hauntin'."”

“ Will you let go that plank?”

“Will you make it pax?” grinned
Pon.

L) Noll!

.“Then you can keep on your own
side.”

“You can’t hold the plank for ever!”
said Harry scornfully. “I'll wait ("

“Right on the wicket,” agreed Pon.
‘“But there’s more ways than one of
killin' a ecat1"

Ponsonby wrenched the end of the
plank out of place. It slipped from the
supporting stones into the muddy mar-
ﬁp of the water. Then the dandy of

1;11011&0 rose grinning to his feet.
“¥You can walk across now, if you
like,” he jeered. “I fanty you'll get a
duckin’ if you do! Ga it[”

Wharton tried the plank with his foot
as Ponsonby stepped back. It trembled
at a touch, and he withdrew his foot.
Crossing the plank meant a ducking in
deep and dangerous water.

‘“You rotten funk!” panted Wharton.

Ponsonby laughed and turned and
walked away. He disappeared from
sight in a few moments, leaving the
Greyfriars junior impotent, on the
wrong side of the stream. Wharton
stood breathing hard and deep.

Pon was gone—taking anpother route
to his destination, whatever it was—

robably the Cross Keys at Friardale,

arton realised that he would have
to do the same to get to Courtfield.
But he had already spent a great deal
of time on leading Loder by the nose;
and he was unwilling to lose more. He
testad the plank again with his foot,
more than half-inclined to take the
risk of a ducking. But it was plain that
the plank would slip into the water if
trodden on, and again he withdrew hia
foot. It was not a risk, but a certainty;
and he did not want a plunge in icy
water on a December afternoon.

Ag he stood in angry hesitation and
doubt, he heard a sound on the footpath
behind him, and remembered Loder.
He glanced round quickly. Over the
bramblea at a little distance, a hat
bobbed in view. It was Loder’s hat.

“That rotter again |” muttered Whar-
ton.

Loder certainly could not have tracked

him there. But no doubt he had gucssed
that the elusive junior might take this
route, after dodging him in tha weod,
and was coming salong to see. .

Wharton stepped quickly out of sight
among the trees by the stream.

A minute later Loder was in full view.
He came quickly along to the stream
and stopped, peering about him. Whar-
ton, behind ‘a tree-trunk a dozen fect
away, was quite out of sight.

Loder was peering at the wet mud at
the end of the plar Loder had been
rather distinguishing himself as a detec-
tive of late. Now he seemed to be
shini&g as a scout. He grinned as Le
picked up the fresh footprints in the
mud. Someone had trodden there quite
rocently, and the track was that of a
boy’s boots. Loder had no doubt that
it was Wharton who had passed that
spot. Makinﬁ for the Three Fishers,
after all, by that roundabout route, was
Loder's opinion. If he was to sight the
young rascal again, Loder had no time
:f lti;e—-—and he ran quickly across the

an

Wharton shouted a warning. But it
was too late. Loder was in the middle
of the plank before the shout had fairly
left the startled ‘junior’s lips. Even as
it rang out, the plank tipped over, and
Loder of the Sixth, witﬁE a gasp of
horror and fright, went headlong into
the rushing water.

THE THIRTEENTH CHAPTER.
Touch and Go I
H ARRY WHARTON dashed for-
A ghastly face, drained of

colour by the sudden terror of

death, stared for a moment from the
ﬂ’ﬂp nlf)ootll‘lmd stream, fod lutlo oirer-
ow y heavy rains, ran slmost like
a m?lirace. Loder was swept help-
ton's face was white, too, as he saw him
%fe; All thought of enmity was gone.
forgot that the fellow was his

ward.
swirling water, and was whirled away.
lessly on the rushing ourrent. Whar-
enemy, 8 ruthless bally, that he had

been watching and shadow im, that
it was his spying that had landed him
in this terri anger. Loder’s danger

was all that Wharton thought of now.

He plunged along the rugged.
brambly bank of the stream, trying to
keep pace as Loder was swept down,
hoping to get within reach to help. But
the swift current swept Loder on faster
than the junior could scramble along tho
tangled bank. The Sixth-Former was
struggling wildly. Loder was =&
swimmer, but, like many men before
him, he found that striving to swim in
his clothes, in a fierce current, was very
different from swimming in a bathing
pool in bathing costume, was
almost helpless in the tearing water.

An inarticulate cry left his lips, that
to indicate that he saw tho
n bank and was trying to
im

“Loder |” Wharton shouted. * Look
out! The willows! Catch hold—for
your life! The willows!”

Ahead of Loder, where the strcam
was narrow, the current boiled and
foamed madly ; but at that spot a willow
swept over the water, the trailing
branches mwhiﬁgh?lmm noross, They
dipped in the ing water, and Loder
must have brushed them as he swept by
—if he hed swept by. But Wharton's
words rang in his ears and hé under-
stood, and as he ed down on the
dmoEin willows he saw them, and
clute edf and held.
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The current tore at him, but he held fast, holding on for
his life. Harry Wharton came plunging and scrambling
nlong the bank, Leoder, clutching the swaying, slender willow
branches with both hands, tossed on the current like a cork.
He was hardly two or threo yards out from the bank, but he
could not attempt to reach it without letting go his hold on
the drooping branch, and that he dared not do. In the
middle of the whirling stream he swayed and tossed and
plunged, able to do nothing, but hold on till the current
should tear away his grasp and rush hin on to the wide
waters of the Sark—and eertain death.

“Help !

He panted out the word. .

Harry Wharton plunged waistdeep in the water, holding
on to a branch with one hand, reaching the other out
towards Loder. But the senior was far out of reach, and the
junior gwung along the drooping, creaking, eracking branch,
neck deep In water that seemed to pluck at him like a
giant’s hand, and again reached out to Loder.

This time his fingers touched the Sixth-Former.

‘“Catch hold I he panted.

Loder, dazed ond dizzy, in terror of death, secmed not to
understand. His eyes were glazed, and he clung to the
tendrils of the willow with a convulsive clutch. If he could
not help himself Wharton could not help him, and the junior
shouted at him desperately.

“Loder | Can't you hear me? Oatch hold, you fool! Do
you hear? We shall both be gone in a minute. Catch hold 1*

The water tore madly at the junior, and it seemed a
miracle that he kept hold, with one hand. But he held on
desperately, and Loder, at last, seemed to gather his
scattered wits. He released one hand from its hold and
caught Wharton's, and the junior gripped hard.

How he dragged himself back along the cracking branch
he hardly knew. Every moment it seemed that he must be
tossed away to death. But he got his arm over the branch
somehow and dragged himself back, and Loder after him.
Inch by inch he struggled back to the bank, still holding on
to Loder's hand with a grasr of steel, and dragging the
prefect after him. Loder, at last, got a grip on Whartton’s
branch, and was able to help himself.

Soaked to the skin, utterly epent, feeling as if his arms
had been almost wrenched from his body, Wharton
scrambled on the rugged bank and Loder sank down, gasp-
ing, beside him, his feet in the water, too exhausted to drag
himself [arther. It was several long minutes before either
of them stirred.

 Wharton was the first to move.
his feet, panting, and began to squeeze the water from his
clothes.

Loder sat up dazedly.

He shivered as his eyes turned on the water rushing past
him towards the wide Bark at & little distance.

*I—I—I might have been drowned !"” stammered Loder.

Wharton nodded, with a faint grin. There was no
“might ” about it, in his bpinion. Loder of tho Sixth had
been within an ace of being drowned.

Yoder staggered up. Water streamed down him, and he
waas shivering. His face was like chalk.

‘“You helped me,"” he said.

“¥Yes. Lucky I was here—what}”

“J—1 thought——"

“Ves; 1 ew what you thought.” Harry Wharton
laughed.

"Lucll{ for you I hadn’t gone on to the Three
Fishers, as you thought I”’

"Sumebod’y must have shifted that plank,’”” said Loder
slowly. *It's always perfectly safe.”

“1t was a Hiicliﬂ'a rotter. He did it to provent me from
crossing. I called out to you when I saw you going to cross,
but——*

“Yes, I heard you.”

‘Wharton wrung his clothes as hard as he could. Loder
scemed too dazed to realise that he was drenched and
streaming.

“I'm geotting back to the school,” said Harry. “You'd
better do the same, Loder, and run all the way. You'll
catch a fearful cold, otherwise.”

It was odd enough for the Lower Fourth junior to be
giving advice to the Sixth Form senior. But Loder was still
dazed by his narrow escape and the exhaustion following
his struggle for life. He loaned heavily on a tree. His oyes
linger atmn%ely on Wharton's face.

“You knew I waa after you?” he asked.

“Yes; that's why I got out of sight.”

“It was decent of ]{ou to lens me a hand.” Loder
ghuddered. *“I—I might have been drowned.”

“Well, 1 wasn’t likely to etand by and see you drown,”
said Harry. *Look here, Loder, get a move on. You'll be
frozen. If you don’t feel fit to get as far as the school there's
thg; bont?mn's cottage on the Sark. It's not a quarter of a
mile—'

(Continued on néxt page.)
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«T—J—1 feel pretty rotten!” mut-
tered Loder,

He made an effort, and stood away
from the tree on which he was leaning.
With & curt nod to the junior he
started, taking the direction of the boat-
man’s cottage.

Wharton looked after him, es he
went, with a curious expression on his
face. Loder had seemed quite unlike
his usual self for those few minutes.
¥Wharton wondered whether, by any pos-
sibility, the bully of the Sixth was eel-
ing rather ashamed of himself, He had
been tracking down the rebel of Grey-
friars, in the hope of thrDi'lID% him in
somo delingquency for which he could
be ‘‘sacked ”—and it was the scape-

ace whose hand had dragged him back

rom elmost certain death.

Wharton did not linger. He was web
to the skin, and the December day was
bitterly cold. He started at 8 run and
kept on the trot till he reached Friar-
dale Lane. By that time he was m a
warm glow.

As he came out into the lane he passed
four Greyfriars juniors—Bob Cherry
& Co., walking towards Friardale.
They stared at him, and he saw gﬂmk
Nugent’s lip ourl contemptuously,

“Hallo, hallo, hallot” Bob Cherry
spoke without stopping to think. “What
the—" :

“"Oh, come on!”’ snapped Nugent.

And the Co. walked on.

Wharton coloured with anger. He
realised that he was in & muddy,
draggled, and untidy state, loocking &
good deal as if he had been rolling in
muddy puddles. The Co., certainly
never dreamed of guessing what had
happened, and it did not oceur to them
that Wharton had been in the water.
They could only see that he was muddy
and untidy and wet and dishevelled—
in a disgraceful state, in which no
Greyfriara follow was supposed to
exhibit himself in public.

Wharton tramped on towards the
school. He was tired—terribly tired—
and had to cease running. But he kept
up a rapid walk, to keep as warm as
he could.

As he reached the school gates e fat
cachinnation greeted him, Billy Bunter
was blinking out into the road thmuﬁh
his big spectaoles; and the Owl of the
Remove evidently saw something enter-
taining in Wharton's unusual aspect.

“He, he, he!” chortled Bunter, “1
say, old chap, been undor o mudcart?
He, he, he! I say, better not let
Quelch see you! He, he, hel”

. Wharton tramped angrily in. Gos-
ling stared out of his lodge at him, with
strong disapproval.

“My eyo!” said Gosling, loud enough
for the junior to hear as he passed.
“Wot I says is this "ere—wot are things
coming to? My eye!”

Wharton tramped on towards the
House. He passed Coker and Potter
and Greene, of the Fifth, who burst
into a roar. .

“What's that dirty
here i demandod Coker.

“My hat!'' said Potter. “Haven't
you washed for weeks, Wharton 7"

Wharton had not realised that his faco
was smothered with mud. Anyhow, it
could not be helped. With his face
burning crimson where it was not hidden
by streaks and daubs of mud, he
tramped on savagely. Fellows stared
at him on all sides, and some laughed.
In the doerway of the House stood Mr.
Prout, master of the Fifth, portly and
pondorous.  Prout’s gaze gl] on the
draggled junior with deep disapproval.
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“Upon my word " said Prout, ad-
dressing Mr, Capper. “Upon word 1
That is one of Quelch's boys, I think,
Capfaer "

“7 think so,” agreed the master of the
Tourth. “Although in his present dis-
graceful state it is & little difficult to
recognise who he ia.”

“Boy!"” said Prout in a booming
voice. “What do you mean by this?
How daro you appear in the quadrangle
in this shocking and disgraceful state I”’

“Have you been made master of the
Remove, Mr, Prout '’ asked Wharton.

Prout blinked.

“Ehf Whatt Certainly not! What
do you meani”

“I mean that if you haven’t, you'd
botter mind your own business.”

“Wha-a-att"”

Prout almost staggered at that answer
—as well he might{ Wharton tramped
Ennt him and went into the Housoe. But

e had had a glimpse of Mr. Quelch at
his study window, staring out with glint-
ing eyes, and he was not surprised to
meet his Form master as soon as he got
into the House.

“Wharton ! What does this mean?”
hooted Mr, Quelch. “How dare you
walk sbout in a dirty, muddy, disgrace-
ful state like this—your very dirty
and unwashed! Are you not ashamed
of yourself 1"’

“Not in the least,”’ answered Wharton.

“What 7"’ Mr. Quelch gasped. “What
did you eay, Wharton ?"”

“¥ gaid not in the least.”

“Boy!” Quelch boomed like a mega-
phone. “Boy! Go and wash yourself
and change your clothes immediately |
This instant! In what disgraceful way
you have been acting I cannot guess,
but I am surprised at nothing that you
do—nothing—absolutely nothing! Get
yourself clean at once; you will not be
allowed to disgrace your school, Whar-
ton, by appeadring in public looking like
an unwashed tramp! You will take
five hundred lines of Virgil, and go to
the Form-room and write them at once
—after you heve cleaned yourself I’

“Thanks I’ said Wharton.

And he passed on, leaving his Form
master dumbfounded by that answoer.

THE FOURTEENTH CHAPTER.
Light at Last !
111 EN hbob!” said George Gaftty
E of the Second, with deep
satisfaction.
“Fine!” snid Myers.

“Um 1” said Dicky Nugent.

Of late—until that very day, in fact—
Gatty and Myers of the Sccond had had
serious fault to find with their friend
Richard Nugent. He had been sulky,
morose, dismal, and extremely snappish
in temper. That day, however, Richard
had been himself agiain, and Gatty and
Mpyers had generously forgiven him and
re-admitted him to their valued friend-
shiP. Now they not only forgave him
fully, but loved him like & brother. For
Richard had discovered a whole ten-
shilling note in his letter from hoine.

During the past few days Dicky had
written wvarious ill-spelt and very
pathetio appeals for financial aid to
various kind relatives. One of them had
turned up trumps—though only to the
extent of half the amount that Dicky
had desperately needed, and too late for
even that to be dovoted to the intonded
ohjeat.

Still, ten shillings was ten shillings—
quite a handsome sum for a fag in the
Second Form to possess.

Gatty and Myers beamed.

Dicky wns dubious.

Wharton's pound note had saved his
bacon. Richard Nugent was a young
rascel, but he was not built on the lines
of the Bunter tribe, and he fully in-
tended to repay that pound at the
carlicst opportunity, Here was an op-
portunity of claarinE off half the debt,
and Richard knew what he ought to do—
and intended to do it. But it was rather
e struggle,

“ Supper in the Form-room after prep,
what !’ said Gatty.

“What-ho I’ said Myers heartily.

“Um1” said Nugent minor, for the

second time,

It was a struggle, but Dicky’s better
self won it. o crammed the ten-
shilling note into his ket.

“Nothing doing, olmeans 1" he said
with an effort. “I owe & man some
money, and I've got to square.”

And loaving Gatty and Myers staring,
and feelin, at they had been rather
thoughtlessly quick in forgiving Dicky
for his late serioug faults, Nugent minor
hurried away—perhaps anxious to geb
rid of that ten-ahillins note before the
temptation to “blow" it became too
strong for him,

He scudded up to the Remove passage,
forgetful or careless of the fact that he
had been warned to keep away from
Wharton's study. It was tea-time now,
and he expected to find Wharton there.
Remove fellows who were coming up to
tea stared at him, and Skinner winked
at Snmﬁ:: Dicky stopped at Wharton's
door. dless of Remove men, Dicky
banged at the door of Study No. 1,
threw it open, and barged in.

“Here, Wharton—"'

The study was empty. Wharton at
that moment was sitting at his desk in
the Remove Form Room, with a black
brow and a bitter heart, grinding at the
heavy imposition Mr. Queclch had given
him. Dicky, of course, knew nothing
about that. He stared round the study
end uttered an exclamation of annoy-
ance, and then looked out of the door-
way.

“VYou men know where Wharton is?"*
he ealled out.

“You zoung ass!” Vernon-Smith
called back from the doorway of Study
No. 4. "You'd better cut; your major’s
coming “ﬂe'“

“Look here, I want to sce Wharton I”
snepped Dicky.

“Look out for squallst” grinned the
Bounder, 8s Frank Nugent and the rest
of the Co. came across the lnndin%

“Oh. don't be an ass! Where's Whar-
ton—if you know '’ snapped Dickf_. )

“In the Iorm-room, doing lines,'
answered the Bounder. “ But——"

He broke off, his eyes on Frank
Nugent’s face. Nugent stopped at tho
doorway of Study No. 1, where Dicky
was standing. The look that came over
his face made his friends exchange un-
easy glances. .

“Dick, what are you doing here?’*
Frank Nugent spoke in a low voice
between his closed lips.

Dicky gave him @ glare of defiance,

“Mind your own bizney! I came up
hero to speak to Wharton—"

“ After what I've told you—"

“Oh. don’t be a fool I'" said Dicky un-
coremoniously. “‘Smithy says he’s in
the Form-room, g0 I'm going down '

“You're not to seoc him!"” roared
Nugent,

“Rats to you I

Frank ugent, pale with rago,
grasped the fag by the shoulder. Dicky

gave a startled howl, so hard and ficreo
was his brother’s gruslp.
“Let go, you bully!” he shouted

shrilly.
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““Boy | " said Mr. Prout, in a booming volece.
and disgraceful state ? **

in this shocking
Wharton. *‘*Eh? What #*°

“This does it 1" said Nugent between
his teeth. “That blackguard’s been
warned by his Form master to keep
clear of you—and he won't! I'm going
to sce that he doea! Come with mel"

“What do you mean 1" g.‘ajap-ed Dicky.

“You're going to the Head|" said
Nugent grimly. “I'm going to ask the
Head to interfere, as there's no other
way. You're not going to be sacked
when Wharton goes, if I can help it I

“ Frank—'" exclaimed Bob Cherry,

“Leave me alone !’ snapped Nugent.
“1 tell you that rotter isn’t going to get
my brother sacked along with him. I'm
going to the Head—and Dicky’s going
with me.”

Nugent was in deadly earnest.

“ You—you—ryou fool I” pq.nted Dicky,
white with terror., “I can't go to the
Head | If it all came out—'

“What is there to come out, then, you
young sweep I’’ said Nugent bitterly.

“You fool!l You fool!” panted Dicky.
“Let me go! You fellows, make him
let gol ¥You rotten bully, I'll hack your

ghins——""

“Better think ftwice, Frank,” said
Johnny Bull.

“What's the good 1" demanded Nugent
fiercely. “Ii's for the Head to inter-
fere, and I'm going to him——"

“Do you want me to ba sacked?”
shrieked Dicky. "“You fooll You fool |
Look here, come into the study and I'll
tall you—"

Nugent, enraged as he was, was struck
by the terror in the fag's face. He hesi-
tated, and then led Dicky into Stud
No. 1, and shut the door, The Co., wi
worried looks, weited in the passage,
In the study Nugent fixed a cold, hard,
grim look on his brother.

“Now say what ?uu’va got to say, you
young scoundrel I he said. “It's the
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pack, is if, if you go to the Head?

What has Wharton got you into, then 1"
“¥You fooll" panted Dicky. “You

fooll You don't understand! Oh, you

fool! 1 should have been sacked already

but for Wharton! And all you can do

is to jeer at the chap, you fool 1"
Nugent started.

“What do you meani” he snagped.
“Don’'t tell me any lies! I've found you
emoking i1n this study, with & racing

paper, and Wharton with you—only a

week ago, and—"

“Oh, you silly idiot I'" snarled Dicky.
“"Wharton was kicking me out of the
study when you butted in that time, if
you'd had sense enough—-="

“Don’t tell me any lies I’' said Nugent
harshly. " You'’ve been hanging about
the fellow time and again—""

“Yes; because you wouldn't help me,
and 1 thuught he might,” said Dicky
aa.va.gelg'. ““And he jolly well did, and
I owe him the money now.”

“Wharton's lent you money 7"

“Yes: a pound, And I'm going to
give him ten bob off it to-day. And
you can mind your own business!”

Nugent gritted his teeth.

“What did he lend you money for—to
gamble 7™

“0Oh, you fool | gasped Dicky. “I'm
not going to tell vou what he lent it to
me for, but he did, and it was jolly
decent——"'

“You can tell the Head, then,” said
Nugent; and he made a stride tewards
the fag. ‘““This is going to end! Our
people at home expect me to look after
you here, and I'm going to do it! I
dare say it would please that rotter
to get you sacked, too, when they kick
him out! I—"

“You fool! If he wanted me sacked,
ha could have left me to it!" snarled

“ What do yon mean by this? How dare you ap
‘“ Have you been made master of the Remove, then, Mr. Prout ? ** asked
““ 1 mean, that if you haven't, you'd better mind your own business.”” *‘* Whe-a-at? "

pear In the quadrangle

Diclky.
for him.” _
“I've told you not to tell lies! Now
come—" -
“You fool |"” shrisked Dicky, as his
brother grasped his shoulder, “If k go
to the Head, I'm done for. Wharton will
have to let out what he lent me the
meoney for, if it comes out before the

Herd.”
He will havo

“1 should be gone now, but

“That'as what I want!|
to answer for it!"”

“Will wyou let i
shrieked Dicky. here, T'lE tell

ou, then! T—I—I made a bed with

onsonby for a—a pound.”

“And that was what Wharton lent
gou the money for?”

“No, you dummy!” hissed Dielky.
“Hes never knew anything about it till
I told him. He lent me the pound
yesterday to—to—to——"

“To what?” snapped Nugent.

“To put back in Wingate's drawer,
where—where I tonk it from to bet with
Ponsonby,” whispered Dicky. i

Frank WNugent started back rs 1if a
bullet had struck him. He stared at
his minor with a ghastly face.

“You—you took a pound! You—you

stola—"
I didn't. I—I thouzht tha
could

you dummy?”’

£ Nﬂ, -
horse was gning to win, ond
ut the monev back the same darr—hlnst
aturday. But—but it lost. at's
why I wanted some money, and I asked
you. And—and that’'s what I was
pstering Wharton for. I knew he'd
gelp if ia could, though T don't kmow
why he should, with you always jeering
and gibing and TEWIHE with .
You've been & benst to the chap; and
he gave me his whole tip from home to
gave my bacon. If you were half as

decent as him——"

Nu'ﬁ;h Mﬁldmml’.t.n;ﬁ:k . 1"»’1»:-1-:]:%h ﬁlr
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stared with a pale face at his brother.
He leaned on the door as if his strength
had deserted hum.

“You fool!” went on Dicky, his voice
shrill with anger and ndwgnation.
“You never helped me—you suid you
couldn't. You taik about looking saiter
me, and if Wharton hadnt weighed
in, 1 should be gone now—kicked out!
Y should be home by this time, with tho
mater crying over me, and the pater
Licking up a shindy. There was no-
body to help me, only the chap you're
all down on. And I'm blessed if 1
know why ho did! He looked sick
enough when he hcard what 1'd done;

but he did help me out, and you
didn't.”

Nugent's lips trembled.

“You silly fool!” panted Dicky.

Making out that the chap was leading
me into trouble. He was slinging me
out of his study for smoking here, and
I jolly well hacked his shins that day
you butted in and went off at the deep
end, like the silly fool you are. And
I heard afterwards that you smacked
his face, and he never knocked you into
8 cocked hat—as he could have done
with one hand tied, if he'd chosen.
You silly idiet! I don't believe ’ha
goes blagging at sll. I know I've
never heard anything from him on the

bject, except sermons and pi-jaw.
ﬂlné 1 cheekgd him, and hacked his
shins. And—and, after all, he gave

me his 1iP from home to save me from
the sack.” )

8till Nugent did not speak.

“ Now go you want to to the
Head ?” snarled Dicky. “All he'll find
out about Wharton is—that he gave me
a lot of good advice, and I hacked his
shins for it. And what he'll find out
about me is that I pinched a pound
note out of Wingate's study. And per-
haps vou'll get arton into a row for
giving it to mo to put back again. and
mving me from being a thief You
fool |

Nugent stepped away from the door.

“You can cut!” he said, in a low

voica.

“Look here, you've forced me to tell
you,” muttered Dicky. “Tt's all right
siow, Wingate found the pound note

in his drawer, and never dreamed that
it waa » different one. Tf he'd known

Td—

N%Fent shuddered.

“Well, I never wanted to tell you,”

“You made me—

“Cut now, Dicky!”

“Glad to!” grunted Dicky.

And he out willingly enough.

Nugent leaning weaklv on the
study table after his brother was gone.
His brain was in a whirl,_and there
was an ache in his heart. He had for-
gotten his friends in the passage wait:
in or him. He was thinking of
Wharton. whom h&a Iw,dd turned rlnwﬂ—
&us « Wronged. and even strugk —
anJ who had saved his brother
1 lioob Cherrv looked into the study, at
ast.

“Frank, old bean I”

Nugent glanced round.

“Dicky’s out.” said Bob nncomfort-
a.blg; “Is it all right. Frank®"

“Yes,” Nugent’s voice was nlmost a
whisper.  “Tt's all richt T—T was mis-
taken. T've been rather & fool—*

“Well, I rather thought vou were
barking up the wrong tree, old chap,”
said Bob. “Wharton may be going off
the rails, but-he’s not the fellow to
draf a silly kid aftor him.”

“1 know that—now.”

“Well, are you coming along to the
study to tea?”

Nugent shook his head.

“No; I’ll wait here.”

“What on earth for 1"
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" For—for Wharton.”

Bob stared at him. Nugent turned
away his face, and Bob, i)uu!ed and
perplexed, left Study No. 1, and went
up the passage with Johnny Bull and

urree Jamset Ram Singh. ar
ton’s study Frank Nugent waited alone,
with a bitter ache at ﬁa heart, and the
tears very nocar his lashes.

———

THE FIFTEENTH CHAPTER.
Surprising News

L1 8AYX, you tellows!”
l “Uh, blow away, Bunter!”
“Poor old Loger—"
“Biow Loder t
“Well, you might speak a bit more
kindly of & fellow when he's drowned.
Bob Oheu;y."
" What |
The Co. jumped. Billy Bunter
grinned. Certainly it 8 feliow hau uuen
drowned, it was no tume to grmm., But
Bully Bunter liked to produce a sensa-

tton. Now he had produced one; =0
he grinned.
“Thought I'd surprise you,” he
TCINAT .

Bob Cherry & Co. were on their way
to Study No. 13 to tea, when Bunter
butted ‘in, full of news and excitement.
Bunter's news, whether weli-tounded or
not, was autﬂcicnt.ly startling to caul
them to a halt.

“¥You pernicious, pie-faced porker!’
said Bob Cherry, in measured tones,
“What do you mean by telling us such

whoppers #"

“SE, really, Cherry, 1 saw Mossoo
come in1”

“What's Mossoo got to do with
Loder, you fat frumpi?”

“I heard what he said,” explained
Bunter. “He came in buzzing with 1t—
fairly dancing. Hoprmg with excite
ment, you know. heard him tell
Wingate and Gwynne, and then Coker
of the Fifth, and then three or four
other follows before he to the
House. He just couldn't keep it in.
I saw him hop into the Head's study,
and he never even thought of shutting
the door, eo I heard ?

“You would!” glrunted Johnny Bull.

“0Oh, really, Bull—"

“My esteemed Bunter,” murmured
Hurree Jamset Ram Sth, “it is not
casy to make the headfulness or the
tailfulness of your idiotio yarn.”

“0Oh, really, Inky! Mossoo saw

er drowned, you see,”

“8aw him drowned !” gasped Bob.

“He fell into the water in the wood,
you know, and was washed away, or
something, and Mossco saw him at the
boatman’s c,ottn.ge. You know, that
place on the Bark where they hire boats
in the summer. Well, that's where
Mossoo saw him, old Frenchy was
taking a walk, you see, and came on
him there, drying his clothes in the
boatman's oottafa.”

<« Drym%his olothes |” ejaculated Bob.

“Yes. You see, he was soaked.”

“Drying his clothes at the boatman s
%?I; after he was drowned!” shrieked

Bunter started a little,
“T—I mean, he wasn’t quite drowned
—nearly drown ar as & toucher
ou know. I meant to say he would
ave been drowned, if—if—if he had
been drowned, you know.”

“You bhtherinﬁ idiot!”  roared
Johnny Bull. “Has anvthing hap
pened at all?”

“0Oh. really, Bull! T tell you I heard
old Charpentier spouting it out to the
Head—T.oder’s knocked out: conghing
and mﬂrt--ng; frightful bad cold—in

ink p

faot, T th neumonia, and-—and a
touch of—of f.lugnsumptlon.”

“Kick him!

“The Head's sending the car to bring
him home, I tell you!” roared Bunter.
“Three prefects are going in the car to
carry Loder to it, or he{gehrm. anyhow.
The car can't got on towpath, of
coursa. But Eoder being at death’s
door—" .

“ Let's go down and see [” said Bob.

“I say, you fellows—'"

Leaving Bunter unhceded, the Co.
and a d many other fellows scudded
down the stairs to ascertain what really
had heppencd. Obviously Bunter's
acoount was exnfﬁgmtad in_a good
many respects. They heard Monsieur
Charpentier’s voice as they came down.
ﬁppumntl he had finished with tho

ead, and now he was telling the world.
A crowd of fellows and some of the
masters had gathered round to hear.

Monsieur Charpentier was in a state
of considerable excitement. Hp waved

th hands as he talked,

“Vous voyes, I valk viz 1f by tho
sentier—vat you call a pal long zu
river, and I see zat pauvre Lodair. I
see him pottering—

“ Tottering 1” suggested Prout.

“To potter and fto totter, is not zat
zo same zing? Yes! He potter into tho
chaumiero—ze cottage of ze batelier.”

"'ﬂhe hoatr:}nné” said Ptoui.

“ Mais oui e is completely ex-
pended—" S

“ Exhausted |” said Prout, who was
apparontly setting up as_interpreter

Mais oui, oui, oui! He is at ze last
pant—*

“The last gasp—"

“Ze gasp and ze pant, eat is ze same,

I zink! Yes! I offer him ze arm to
assist. 1 help him; I convey him into
ze cottage! I remain wiz him. Ze boat-

man, he is verree bon—good! Yes!
Lodsir he strip off g0 vet clobbair—vat
you call clobbair—

“*Clothes I’ said Prout.

“Les habits—ze clobbair! He go to
:_:pecl vl}ile zo clobbair dry before le
au—"

“The fire!” chimed in Prout.

“He cough—he sneeze—he verrce
He tell me how it chance. Zere
is & plank zat slip, and he tombe—fall
—in e vatairl brave garcon—un
garcon _tres brave—pull him out of

ze vatair] Mon Dieul Ou est la bon
Quelch. Where is Mistair Quelch? [
oiust see Quelch and ask him how gocs

zat brave garcon—*

“Quelch is in his study,” said Mr.
Capper. “But do you mean that one
of elch’'s boys pulled Loder out of

water "

“Mais out! Zat bon Vharton—="

“Wharton {” exclaimed Mr, Prout.

“Oh, my hat!” ejaculated Cherry.

* Mais o] C’est un mauvais garcon.
It is a bad boy in some vays, but tres
brave. Savez-vous, has zat i:o_v come
back to ze school 1”

“Upon my word!” said Mr. Prout.
“The boy came in in a dreadfully
muddy and dirty and untidy state. Do
you really meap—"

“Dear me!” said Mr. Capper.

“But I must sce zat bon Quelch!”
exclauned Monsieur Charpentier, and he
rushed off to the Remove master’s study.

The buzz of voices had not drawn Mr.
Queloh from his study, Quelch was
busy with papers,. He was suddenly
dnterrupted as his study door flew open
as if a thunderbolt had struck.it, and
the little, excited Fre gentlemean
bounced in like an indiarubber ball.

Mr. Quelch jumped up.

“Mon bon Quelch—" gasped

08800,

* Really, Monsiour Charpentier——"
exciaimed Mr, Quelch croﬁi.

He had dropped blots as he jumped,

snd he was annoyed.
{Continued on pege 26.)
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Make Your Playroom
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locometive

is one of the

many models built

by a single set of Erector.

Erector is right ahead—it builds more models—
aeroplanes, bridges, cranes, steamships, ete,—gives
a greater variety, and is made of the best material
—structural steel. Erector is enamelled in colour
or left in bright natural steel colour, Take as
example Erector No. 4. Builds 733 models,
includes an assembled electric gearbox
with which to work them, and costs only
25/-. Under the lid of the No. 4 box there
are years of amusement; it stands alone
in Toyland ; there is nothing like it in the
world! There are Erector sets for all purses
and all ages, See that your Dad gives you
Erector this Christmas. Ask to see these
wonderful toys at your local toy shop.

Prices
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OUR FREE CATALOGUE
To The A, C. Gilbert Company,

Dept. R.,
109 Kingsway, London, W.C.1

Please send me free Erector
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Past in an unsealed envelope with
id. stamp, Write in block lettersj

Ask 1o see these thrilling
Outhit, Kaster-Kit, and Garden Set,

into a
Railway
Station

You'll know a few of the
secrets of railway-engineers
and engine-drivers by the
time you have built this mag-
nificent locomotive ! It’s
constructed on the lines of
famous trans-continental
expresses. You see, it’s an

Erector model, and Erector
parts are tiny duplicates of
the parts used by the world’s
engineers,

No. 4 ERECTOR
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733 models, includes an asembled EBlectric Gearbox
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tyy you awould have to pay extra for the motor.
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SAVED BY A
SCAPEGRACE!

(Continued from page 24.)

“Mais, you have not hear, isn't it?
Zat pauvre Lodair, he falls to be
drowned—"

“What?”

“ Almost he coms to be drowned, and
now ho cough, he sneeze, he blow zs
nose in ze cottage of ze batelier. Le
bon Vharton lug him—vat you call lug
—from ze vatair. | demand to know
“ﬁf“d garcon he goes well 1

r. Quelch stared blankly at the
French master. Foreign excitabilit
had no appeal to the cold, selt-
contained E.;amova master, He dis-
approved of it. Monsieur Charpentior
gesticulated with both hands, very
nearly catching Mr. Quelch a smack on
his nose.

Quelch started back, .

*“Monsieur Charpentier, will you
kindly explain what you mean to say?”
he yapped.

“Mais oui! Le bon Vharton he lu
zat pauvre Lodair out of ze vatair, an

erhaps—qui sait?—save him ze life!
glow oes he? Is he damage? Buffers
he? %!ou have scen him? Yesl I
demand to know how he goes!”

Mr. Quelch snmpped out a series of

uestions, and at length extracted from
the voluble little gentleman what had
happened. It was startling news for
the Remove master, and discomforting
news. He understood now why Harry
Wharton had returned to the school in
such a shockmﬁly untidy and mud,
state. And he had rewarded him wit
detention and five hundred lines. Even
at that moment Wharton was in the
Form-room grinding out the lines!

Mr. Que!cg“:s cheeks reddened. .

Once more his prejudice had led him
astray. Certainly the boy should have
told "him. But he had asked him
nothing; indeed, he had given him little
chance to speak if he had wanted to.
The boy bad come in, wet and weaty,
after a struggle in deep water, and he
had met him with an angry face and
a govera punishment. It was bitterly
discomforting for Mr. Quelch.

Monsieur Charpentier was still talk-
ing, but the Remove master did not
h him, or even hear him. He
walked out of the study, leaving the
Fronch master still talking and
gosticulating.

He hurried to the Form-room.

Harry Wharton sat there at his desk,
wearily grinding out lines, His face
looked pale end worn; his whole
attitude was one of heavy weariness.

ucloh’s heart smote him as he
looked at the Obviously that
terrible_experience had told hard on
the junior, sturdy as he was. He eat
limply at his desk, wearily scribbling.

But as he saw the Form master in
the doorway Wharton’s attitude changed
at once. Ho drew himself up, pulling
himself together instantly. Mr. Quelch
stepped in, and Wharton rose to his
foet. He stood erect, all limpness gone,
with a face of coo ifference.

“Wharton, I have just heard what
happened this afternoon,” said Mr.

ueloi.

“ Indeed, sir?”

“It seems that you helped Loder of
the Sixth out of the water when ho fell
in and was in dmger——-”

“] gave him & hand!”

“That is_how came to return to
the school in such a state?”

Wharton"s lip curled.

@ YCS.”

“You should have told me!”
Tae Maower Lisrary.—No. 1,285,

“Indeed, sir?”

Mr. Quelch compressed his lips. The
boy was hard, sulky, half-defiant. Yet
he must have known that Mr. Quelch
ns soon a3 he heard the facts, would
regret having given him that punish
ment. Perhaps he was glad to place
his Form master in_that uncomfortable
ﬁusit:on. It was likely eonough. The

emove mastor's face hardened.

“You need not finish the lines;
Wharton.  You may leave the Form-
room,” said Mr. Quelch coldly.

And he turned away without another
word. Wharton glanced after him with
a sneering smile. Mr. Quelch returned
to his study, with a grim brow; and
Wharton leit the Form-room,

THE SIXTEENTH CHAPTER.
Nothing Doing !
ARRY WHARTON glanced at
H the Head’s car as it turned in
at the gates,

Loder of the Sixth, thickly
mufiled, sat limplf in the car, with a
couple of prel ects—WinE&te and
Gwynne. Loder was not taken to the
House. It was easy to see that he was
in the throes of a sovere cold, and he
was booked for the. school sanatorium.

Wharton, fortunately, had escaped a
cold himself; but he was feeling tired
and thomugﬁl “rotten,” and was in
far from a lyt;a.aant humour. For a
whole hour he had been grinding at
lines in the Form-room, with bitterness

rowing in his breast all the time. His

ace was dark and olouded, as he walked

in_the dasky quad. or four
fellows, apparently forgetting that he
was an outcast, had spoken to him as
be left the House, and he had not
answered.

He came back to the House at last; it
was past tea-time. Monsieur Charpen-
tier met him as he came in.

“("est vous, man garcon! I have
vish to see you, to demand if you feel
ze malade effect—""

“Thank you!” answered Wharton
curtly, and walked on without waiting
for more, leaving Mossoo gesticulating.

At the foot of the staircase Wingate
of the 8ixth called to him—his manner
more genial than it had been all that
term to tha_mn.pegrnce of Greyfriars.

“Here, kid! I've heard from Loder
that you pulled him out of the
water—"

“The clum
Wharton. *“He
enol.ésh to get out again.”

“What?” cjaculated Wingate,

“It looks as if you saved his life,
kid,” said Blundell of the Fifth.

““What utter rot!” answered Wharton,
“Ho could have pulled himself out if
he'd had the sense of a bunny rabbit.”

And Wharton went up the stairs,
leaving the seniors staring,’

“I say, you fellows, here he isl”
squeaked Billy Bunter. as  Wharton
came across tho Remove landing.

A number of the Remove were there
—it looked as if they were waiting to
see the outcast of the Form when he
camo in. .

% Hallo, hallo, hallo!” called out Bob
Cherry, with an attempt at his old
cheery hail. 2

Wharton gave him an icy glance.

“Did you speek to me?” he asked,

“Jort of I"” agreed Bob.

‘“Well, don’t!” .

“My esteemed and ridiculous Whar-
ton—" said Hurree Jamset Ram
Singh.

Wharton went on fo his study.

The Co, exchanged rather expressive
glances, and went up the pasage,

ass tumbled in,' said
hadn't gumption
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Squiff, the new captain of the Remove,
tapped Wharton on the arm.

“Look here, old bean—" he said.

“"Leave me alone, for goodness' sake |”
snapped Wharton. “You haven't had
anything to say to me for weeks, and
I thoughs I was safe from your cackle.”

“Oh!” said Bquiff. And he walked
off, and the other fellows followed his
example. If the Remove had relented
towards the outcast, it seemed that the
outcast, on his side, had not relented
towards the Remove.

Wharton, with a dark brow, threw
open the door of Study No. 1, and
tramped in, and Aung the door shub
behind him. He found that the light
was on, in the study, and the next
moment he saw Frank Nugent,

Hpe stopped dead, staring at Nugent,
Stu‘dvy No. 1 was Nugent’s study, as well
83 Wharton's; but Frank had kept clear
of it that term. Only once, since the
break in the Co. had he entered, and
then it was as an enemy. Now he was
there again, and Wharton sot his lips

as he saw him,
“You!” he said. “What do you
wanti”

“I—I've been waiting for you to
come up—"

“Is your young rascal of a brother in
trouble again, and are you putting it
down to me?’ sneered Wharton. “If
you've come hare to kick-up another
shindy, you won't have to ask for
trouble twice. I kept my temper last
time—and I was a fool for my pains—
don't try it on again”

Nugent’s face quivered.

“I—I've found out—what you did for
Dicky——" he faltered.

Wharton started.

“What the thump do you mean?” he
snapped.

““He's told me what he did, and—
and what you did for him——"

“The little fool! If he chatters it all
over Greyfriars he will be sacked. Not
that that matters to me. You haven’t
come here to jaw about it, I sup-
pose——""

“1—1 wanted to say—I'm sorry—I—
I've been rather a fool. I—I—"

Wharton laughed harshly,

“Have you found out that I wasn't
leading a silly kid into mischief—that it
was only the young rasoal bothering
me to get him out of trouble? Dear
me! ure you're quite satisfied that
I'm not the rotter you’ve been calling
me?”

“Yes, and—and—"

“Thank you for nothing!”

Wharton threw open the door of the

stuc‘l%'. i .
“This is your study; ns well as mine.
You've kept out of it so far. If you're
coming back, it’s my turn to keep out—
that's only fair. I can tea in Hall”'

Nugent, His fzce white, made a quick
step towards him,

“Harry—"

Wharton walked out of the study and
went down the stairs.

THE END.

(Whatever you do, chums, don't miss
next week's grand enlarged Christmas
Number of the MAGNET, which will eon-
tuin an extra-special Yuletide story of
the chums of Greyfriars, entitled:
“THE BUNAWAY REBEL!" Youw'll
find a real jolly feast of seasonable fun
and adventure in this bumper issue,
boys, and siz more free piclure-stamps
to add to your collection. A word of
warning—be sure to order your copy in
good timel)



OUR THRILLING STORY OF

HIGHWAYMAN ADVENTURE !

THE RED FALCON!

By ARTHUR STEFFENS.

READ THIS FIRST.
Bent to the hulks on a false charge engineerad
by the Earl of Huntford, Hal Lovett and
Jorry Mclean escape and take to the open
road. After a serles of exciting adventures,
they learn that their enemy Is making for
London with a quantity of gold. Riding hard
for Blackheath, they hold up the earl's
coach, grab the gold, and make for the woods
Just as the Bow S8treet Runners, led by
Martin Cosgrave, appear on the scene.
Trapped !

HE two adventurers had not o

I long start, and another quick

g]anoe behind showed the Bow

., »otreet officers opening out in

fan-like fashion as they came tearing
from the wood.

“We've got 'em |” Hal heard Martin
Cosgrave shout. “They can’t get out of
this field. Aymes and you, Marlowe, go
left. Get over on the right, Stevens.
You go with him, Henshaw. Baker,
stay with me!”

Hal followed Jerry on to the footpath,
where the ground was firmer, and on
they galloped until they saw the foot-

ath narrow to a stile set between the

1Fh hedges.

“Hey, Galloper, boy!” cried Jerry,
riding easily and giving his horse a
gentle dig with hig heels.

Galloper took the stile almost in its
stride, and on the other side Jerry
waited to see Hal come over. The boy
made a clumsy job of it, keeping too
tight a rein. But Bow Street Beauty
landed safely, however, and away they

alloped across a meadow to a five-

arred gate which led into a lane.

Would the gate be locked or open?
Jerry charged down on it, and, seein
it stand out boldly against o bmkgrouns
of trees and rutted road, he sent
Galloper over it—a magnificent jump,
the horse just grazing the top bar with
its hind legs as it came down.

One look and Jerry saw that the gate
was padlocked.

“Over 1t, Hal boy |” he eried. “Give
Beauty its head !”

Hal urged his mount on, and over it
went as 5ean as a whistle. Hal, how-
ever, losing his balance, toppled out of
the saddle, dragging at the reins as ho
lay on his back in the road. Beauty
stood steady, onmly rolling its eyes in
protest as it felt the tug on the bit.

Hal was up in & moment, and into the
saddle a second later.

“You're a wonder, boy!” said Jerry
McLean. “A povice at riding only
while ago, you'll be as good as the best
of us before long.”

They rode on side by side now, easing
because they reckoned that gate might
check the Runners.
1t did. They could see the six horse-
men crowding uF to it, could hear them
shouting as they found the padlock there.

But the key of the padlock could not
have been turned, for they heard the
latch click and saw the ‘fn.te swing wide
as they reached the end of the lane.
The six Runners scrambled past the
gate and came on at top speed again.

Whipping off his three-cornered hat,
Jerry waved it at armslength, and sent
a ringing defiance echoing along the
grove of trees.

“Now, Cosgrave, catch us if you can 1”
At the end of the lane they came upon
8 highway, and along this t{my ‘galloped
ot top speed. The two adventurers were
more than a quarter of a mile ahead
when Martin Cosgrave led his Bow Strest
officers into the road.

“We've got the heels of ’em, boy,”
laughed Jerry. “We are going to get
away. But we're in for a hard ride.’

They continued at a hard gallop until
a toll-gate loomed up ahead, and then
they slowed.

“We'll pay foll and take our time
here, Hal, lad,” said Jerry. “It would
be madness to attempt to jump the gate.
Once past it and we'll take the Maid-
stone road. Then we'll double on our
tracks and slip Cosgrave somchow.
We're better mounted than they are,
and I reckon we can manage it.”

To their annoyanee they found the
toll-gate shut and the toll-house in
darkness. A row of pointed spikes
topped the gate, and Jerry shook his
handsome head as he measured the jump.

“Too risky,"” he said. “ But devil take
tho toll-man. Why isn’t he on duty?”

Jerry rodé Galloper almost up to the
door of the house and rapped on it with
his riding whip. A sleepy voice
answered, and after an intorval, a light
was lit. Then the deor opened and the
toll-keeper appeared stifling s yawn.

“Borry to keep you waiting, gen'-
men,” he said, darting swift, shrewd

lances from one to the other, “but we
5on’t- et many travellers along the
road this time o' mnight.”

He took their coppers, and then strode
to the gate and opened it.

“Thanks, and good-night!”
Jerry, urging Galloper through.

But, even as he did so, the road was
barred bi a body of horsemen who had
been lurking in the shadows on each
side of the highway. They came in a
scrambling gallop from right and left
and formed up in an unbroken line.

Clang !

The gate swung shut behind them,
and two men rode up to Hal and

ripped him by each arm. Two more
ﬁid the same to Jerry McLean.

The next moment steady hoofbeats
echoed threateningly, and Jerry,
shaking himself free of the clutching
hands which held him, swung Galloper
about, only to see Martin Cosgrave and
his redbreasts riding at a steady canter
towards the toll-gate.

*Trapped, by thunder|” cried Jerry.
“Hal, boy, I'm sorry! I led you into
this mess 1”

“Burrender yourselves in the name of
the King !"* said a stern voice in Jerry's
ear.

With an oath, Jerry tried to ride
away, but hands of steel grasped the
horse’s reins and pulled the beast up.
Four men wero now surrounding Hal,
and they had their pistols out. Jerr
gaw his chum drive one of the men bac
with a smashing blow of his fist.

said

Then he was tipped out of the saddle
and held down by two men who rushed
up to secure him,

“Steady, boy! We've no chance!
Don't shoot! It'd be murder. Let's
take our chance at the trial,” called
Jerry, as handeuffs were snapped on to
gis wrists by the men who had unhorsed

im.

Half & minute later Jerry was on his
feet, safely manacled. He saw Hal
handcuffed also. Martin Cosgrave was
grinning at them over the spiked top-
rail of the toll-gate.

'*So,” said l\gr. Cosgrave, “I’ve got
you ot last, eli, Jerry McLean—and the
boy, too? Escaped prisoners from the
hulks, eh? Well, well "—and he
chuckled happily—"“and there’s my
stolen horse, Bow Street Beauty | Horse

-stezling is a hanging job, do you know
that, Hel Lovett? ore, tie their feet
together under their horses! And if
they can’t ride with the handcuffs on,
take 'em off. Then we'll head for
London Town. The sooner we're back,
the better !*

Martin Cosgrave began to whistle
breezily.

“Never thought I'd be taking you up
for highway robbery, boy,” the Bow
Street Runner remarked. “Always
thought you were a nice lad when I used
to call and see your thieving father in
his shop in Wych Street,””

Hal Lovett bit his lip defiantly as
one of the men helped him up into the
saddle and another started to rope his
feet together under the horse's belly.

“I was driven to this, Mr, Cosgrave,”
he said. “But I'm not sorry we robbed
the Earl of Huntford to-night. He's a
villain |”

“A villain, is he?” muttered Mr, Cos-
grave. “Dear me!”

“Your men were hidden here as if
they expected us to ride into the trap,
Martin,” said Jerry, as he submitted to
the tying-up “May I ask who
betrayed us?’

“A cove of the name of York—
Colonel ¥ork 1"’ laughed the Bow Street
Runner. *“But you'll be able to have a
word with him. He was wanted badly,
and four of my men arrested him before
we rode out here after you.”

The grinning toll-keeper opened the
gate, and the a.rltlm.ﬂfer}j and trussed-up
prisoners were led through. As they
went, Mr. Cosgrave rode close up to

Jerry and drew a bag of gold out of his
pocket.

He weighed it calculatingly, ond
smiled as he heard the chink of coins.

“Highway robbery means hanging,
too,” he murmured. “ And then there's
that mutiny on the convict hulk. You
burned the conviet ship down, didn't

rocess.

ou—and some of the guards wero
illed, do you know that, Jerry
MecLean?”

“Yes, I know it,” answered Jerry
irritably; “but I didn't murder any of
them. Neither did my pal. Take us
to the lock-up as fast as you can, but
for pity’s sake don’t gloat I

“H'ml!”  said artin  Cosgrave.
“Well, bad as you are, you two served
me a good turn out at Epping.”

(Continued on page 28}
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“You'd have been scragged if we
hadn't put in o word for you, Martin,”
gaid Jerry. “Dut. there, forget it!
What's tlic good—we're thieves, and
you're n thief-taker. Let's get along
with it,”’

Tho Runners closed in on either side
of the prisoners and in front and behind
them. Then nt a steady canter they
moved off in a Lody, heading for
London.

Martin Cosgrave must have had half
the Bow Btreet Force out that night,
Jerry reckonod as they rode along.
Half the Force! That showed how
badly Cosgrave wanfed them.

They moved at a rapid, but steady
pace, and socon were in tho Borough,

Jorry winced, A man of hreeding. he
Ioathed being made a laughing-stock.
Handewffed and roped:! Here was a
fino way for a gentleman to return to
London Town !

Luckily, nearly all the shiops were
closed and the strects were almost de-
serted as they mado for Tonden DBridge.

“To which gaol are you taking us,
Martin?” celled Jorry., * The Marshal-
sca, Tooloy Street, Horsemonger Lane,
or Newgate 2"

“Newgate is where you're going”
remarked Martin Cosgrave. “'It's the
nearest port for Tyburn! Ha, ha, ha !

“That's right, laugh at us, you blood-
hound " sneered Jerry. “Your turn
will come! As sure as you send us to
the gallows, Martin Cosgrave, so surcly
you'll follow us!™

“Follow you, if I send vou to the
pallows ! Ila, ha, ha!” lauglhed Mr.
(losgrave, dropping back and riding
alongside Jerry and Hal. “Why, now,
I really do believe you're telling the
trath, McLean!"”

His keon eyes rested on the handeuffs,
and then travelled from the irons to the
rope which bound their legs together.

“I'd take those darbies off and free
vour legs,” he said, “only I'm taking
no chances. I don't want you to escape
again.”

“I'd give you my. word, and you can
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frust the boy,” answered Jerry,  “Hal
Lovett is as siraight as a die, Martin
Cosgrave.” )

“Jtraight ! And him a highwayman,
a convicted thicf, and wanted for-nzson
and attempted murder! H'm !’

“Tho boy never stole the Farl of
Huntford's star,” said Jerry warmly.
“Samucl Lovett did that. Nobody
would listen to us at the trial, Lovett
was in the plot with the carl. And I got
my soven years' sentence for trying fo
resoue the boy, That's the sort of
justice we meet with in this world.”

“You can't explain awny robbing the
earl to-night, McLean,” zaid Closgrave.
“Why, didn’t 1 catch you red-handed,
and with the money on you?"

Jerry did not answer.

(To be eontinued.)

(Don’t fail fo read the eoncluding
chapters of this thrilling highuwayman
narn in mext week's enfurged Christwar
Number of the MagNer, chums. This
humper isane will alro contain sie more
picture-stamps to stick in your album.)
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; b 8/8 ¢aoh. | With supply of
g;llg:, pﬁ?mmf.’ sf- s} Darta an3 Slugs.

8'6

POST FREE. Send for lint g Guns, &e., post free, from the maker:
TRANE CLARKE, BPORTS DEBT.; 30/41, Lower Loveday Bt.,
i BIRMINGHAM.

SEND NO MONEY. WE TRUST YOU

Arc von getting the best resnlia from
your gramophone? You will find repro-
duelion fmproved 100 p.o. by thls new all-metal
Diaplhragmn * Etherwave' Sound Box.

An astounding lpvention swhich you must use
to-lay. Hear and appreciate the remnarkable
volume of Tono and Purily. Bent on receipt of a
postéard. If fully shtlsfed you pay 1/@ fort-
nightly until 10/6 s pusid, or 8/6 Cash,
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10 URUGUAY 560 DIFFERENT, FREE!

L] & New Brid ptreet, LUDGALK
GROSE'S * "Itudon, E-c.s. CIRGUS
BILLIARDS AT HOME 31/- per week.

T RITR 4 monthly

BIZE Deposlt payments Oaab

3ft, 2 in. X é ft. & In. 10/- 3/2 18/-

It 9in, X 1t 10/= Bf= a5/

4 ft, 4 in. X fr. 3 in. 10/- Fie 29/8

4 ft 9in. X 2 1t B in 10/- B/a 41/8

b tt. § in. X 2 1t B in 10/- 12/ s1/8
B ft. 4 in. x 346 3 4m. | 10/- | 804 | _TTIEB__
Tomplete with @ Cues, 3 Turacd Balls (guaranteed unbreakubile), Marking
Board, Spirit Level, Rules and Chalk. COMPLETE LISET FREHR.

BOYS! Learn about

WIRELESS & GRAMOPHONES
Our FREE CATALOGUES show

THREE-VALVE SETS from £4/10/0 and GRAMOPHONES
from £1/1/0 with FREE Rscords. Easy payment terms
arranged. Carrlage paid.

Edwd. O’BRIEN, Ldd. (Dept. Z), COVENTRY

We will send far your free approval, u%n receipt”
ER "

of a posteard, our famous “BOUTH H
UKULELE, If satistactory you L?” 1/- fol
nightly until 11/9 is pald. Every Musical Instru-
ment supplied on equally attractive terms. Write
for Fully Illustrated Catalogue. Beven Days'
Free Trial allowed.

J. A. DAVIS & CO. (Dept. B.P.144),

94-104, DENMARK HILL, LONDON, B.B..

l"g“u’inmyown huiilm to 6It, 33ios,!! T. H., gc 164, to GIE.1
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+ ICKTAMN,” criecd Dr, Birch-
m emall, the Head of St. Sam's,
_.Em.:ﬁm. his hands, “I am In
tho™ throws of traogedy!

Really, it is too commicul for words I”

“My hatl”

“] am undono!” groaned the Head.
“In fact, what with all the worry and
anxiety, T feel quite done up 1 )

So eaying, he sank into hia chair,
mopping his forrid with o not over-
clean haoghkercheef.

Mr. Lickham simpered
Hu_.uﬁ_m._..wu_—.._

“YWhat is the trubble, sir? Get it off
your chest, and confide in your Unele
Licky! If it's some gilty secrct you
wrnt me to keep, 1 prommis you it shall
go no farther than the Masters' Com-
mon Room !* .

“The trubble is, Lickham,” said Dr.
DBirchemall, running his fingers throw
his bald locks, "I have lost my Riches!”

Mr. Lickham stared. He seemed rather
disappoynted, as if the Head was
making a molehill out of & mountain.

“Poo! That's nothing, sir! Aren't
wo all stony-broke in these hard times?”

“My dear Lickham—"

“If it's a lone you'ra wanting, sir,”
said My, Lickham, mmﬁnﬂ unuﬂ.._.m_u_
towards the door, “there’s mnothing
mumzﬂ_ You still owe me that five bob
yvou borrowed last term.”

“Tut, tut!” said Dr. Birchemall
hastily. “You quite misunderstand me,
Lickham. When I said I had lost my
Riches, 1 did not mean my worldly
welth. There is still a large over

with sim-

draught to my creddit at the local bank. | feot |* gaid Mr, Lickham

Though not eggsactly a Milly O'Naire,
I have enuff munny to keep your Head
above water |

“Then what in the world do you
mean, sir, by saying that you have

lost your Riches?” .

“] moan the boy named Riches—
young Riches of the Third—the apple of
my eye, and the strawberry of my nose,
50 to speak 1™

“He iz lost 7" gasped Mr. Lickham:.

“Vannished without trace !" cried the
Head dramatickally. “ Vannished as
completely as if the earth had swal
lowed and opened him up ¥

“Grate pip "

“Only last night,” went on the Head,
gpeaking with deep commotion, *1

ropped into the fags’ Common-room
and played tiddleywinks with him, and
wo nelt together by the fire, toasting
herrings on _M._mﬂrn_ s, 1 liked young

ow—no

Riches, you t bekawse he hap
pens E_u_un thé son of a Milly O'Naire
or—"

*“Of corse not [¥ ] =,

“But bekawse of his high nobility of
carracter—his sweet and sunny nature.
If he hadn’t a penny peace in the world
I would love him just the samel”

Mr. Lickham had his doubis about
thia, but bhe was too wise to give tung
to them,

“He has gone |” eried Dr. Birchemall
“Mr. Riches' plump heir has vannished
into thin air! Last night, at ealling-
over, he failed to answer his name.”

“Have you serched for him, sir?”
asked Mr. Lickham.

“High and low, near and far! Every
nook and corner of St. Sam’s hne been
gerched and scowered. From pgarrett to
basement. 1 have had the place ran-
sacked. But Riches is not to found.”

Mr, Lickham sucked his thumb in per-
pleximent.

“ Eggstraordinary !” )
“Why should the boy suddenly disap-
pear like this? He had no trubbles—
nothing to cause him to run away from
2t. 8am’s, Then why——"

Tar Magrner Lispany.—No. 1,293,

he ejnckulated.

HURRAH! THEY'RE HERE AGAIN!

|

groaned Dr.
the question
my torchered
Why, why,
' Ask me

“Why, oh, why?”
Birchemall. “That 1is
which has been racking
brano the hole night long!
why!? And eckko answers,
apother I’ ¥

Mr. Lickham mnawed thougltiully at
his thum-nail. .

“Wo must find him ! he eggselaimed

at length., *Burely he is still within
the sacred presinks of St. Bam’s1"
Dr. Birchemall shook his head,

“Riches is a brilliant youth,” he said,
“He always struck me as & hoy who
would be likely to go farl™ !

“ Anyway,” said Mr. Lickham, “I
will get up a serch-party, and have the
place scowered once more., It 15 just
possible that your serchers overlooked
some vital spot.” .

“Possible, but not probable,” said the
Head. “I joined i the serch myself.
Taking a comb from my dressing-table,
I combed all the studies, hut in vane.
I tried the tuckshop: looked into the
librery; crept into the cript; but drew
blank everywhere, However, if you are
keen on making another sorch—"

“] am|” said Mr. Lickham grimly.

“Then go shead]  But, lock here,
Lickham |* said the Head, dropping his
voice to & wisper. " Whatever you do,
don’t eggeplore the room in the tower I

“And why not, pray?” asked Mr.
Lickham, in serprize.

“Bekawse it—it's haunted |" said Dr.

Birchemall, in a ga téne. “The
gost of a headless H is to be seen
walking at all ouss!”

“Bah! I'm not efraid of gosts,
weather of headless Heads or footless
skornfully.
“Y will go at once to the room in the
tower——"

“Nunno !” ecried the Head, in grate
agitation. “Please don’t, Lickham, I
beg of you! If you vencher into that
room of horror, you will never come
fourth alive! There is a snake in the
room——

“Eh1*

“A fearful monster, which will coil
itself round your frale. body, and
squeeza it to o pulpl You remember
that a few terms ago I confiscated a
small prass-snake from Jolly of E,m
Fourth? Well, I placed it, for safety’s
sake, in the room in the tower. Bince
then it-has groan ond groan till it has
reached tremendus proportions. It ie
no longer a common viper; it has blos-
gsomed fourth into a boa-comnstricter 1”

“(Grate snakes!l” gasped Mr. Liok-
ham.

*8o, if you value your worthless life,
Lickham, w_&n will H.Hm the room in the
tower & wide birth!” . )

“] gertainly ehall1” said Mr. Lick-
ham, with a shudder. “I1 will serch
everywhere, but there.”

At this moment the postman entered
Dr. Birchemall’s study with the morn-
ing male. It consisted cheefly of bills,
summonses, and abusive letters. But
there was one letter which the Head
pounced upon eagerly. He tore open

WOULD YOU BELIEVE IT?

Horace Coker olaime he Is the

only fellow in the sohool who Cliff Hoase Behool, near Grey-

can spell co . HNobody
has yet regovered

glently io answer bim 1

The alike as tw
ath snfile peas—but HWE-E ____:_. Eh

There are more ways than one of killing & cat
—and there are more ways than one of I_.r.:_ﬁ
a handred quid! Read how Dv. Birchamall,

broke as ever, raises the wind [

the grubby ecovelope with an equally
: Err%_. Enw..mumﬂ.. wnm drew out the
ollowing migsif:

“ To the Headmaster of 8i. Sam’s.
. it g J..ﬁﬁ.m___ a“u.
iz in our v e

“ Thin i8 not o hokes, bui o
sollum threl. We mean bizviness?
i {Nined)
“ PHE BLUD-RED
BROTHERHOOD.M
Dr. Birchemall and Mr. Lickham

poured over the letter together.

“The villapns] The dubble-died
villans |* cried tho Head. “They have
kidnapt young Riches—taken him from
under our very noses! And they are
holding him to ransum for a hundred
quid! Did you everi” )

“No, never!” said Mr. ZLickham
sallumly.

He blinked at the letter wmrwmﬂ and
was struck by the fact that the hand-
writing, the pollished phrases, and the
perfeet spelling, all seemed to be in the
stila of Dr. Birchemall himself.

For s moment an awful suspishun

orosse . Lickham's mind. He woh-
d N Lag 1 was o stunt,

dered if the hole thin
enjinesred by Dr. Birchemall, for the
purrpuss of getting rich quick. But

ve racing eight recently
gl e ot R ﬂ,ﬁﬂ--ﬂnmﬂuaﬁu elght by
lsngth and a on the Sar

|
A

il =

| | :_ I _____.____"_ | __.____ T

no; Dr, Birchemall was Far too upright
a jentleman. Ho could not possibly
stoop so low. )

“What aro you goiug to do about it,
gir 7” asked Mr. Lickham.

The Head made a jesture of despare,

“Do?” he ekkoed. *“Why, I must get
into touch with Mr. Riches, and collect
the ransum and hand it over. We are
in the power of the Blud-Red Brother-
hood, and unless wo want to see young
Riches put to the torcher, and possibly
flayed alive, we must meet their do-
mands.”

Dr. Birchemall drew open a drawer,
and drew a deep sigh as he drew out
a telegraff form. For a moment he sat
sucking an indehible pensil till his lips
were perple; then he dashed ofi the
following message:

‘“ Riches, Holel de Lucks, London.,
—Your little chick has disappeared.
Fowl play. Come at once.
Birchemall,”

The Head then whistled for Binding,
the page, and ordered him to take the
tellygram to the post-offis, and to rum
like e hair,

—

IT

MAGNIFICENT second-hand

> Ford car swung into the gato-

way of St. Sam’s, bowling

over Fossil, the porter, like a

gkittle, and coattering a groop of
juniora right and left.

Screams were breaking; brakes were

poreaming; and Dr. Birchemall came

rshing out of his study to greet his

visiter—a m_:.m? prosperus-locking

En_“r whose Horrid face was of a dethly
aller.

. “] am Mr. Riches!” panted the

visiter. “Where is my'sen? What is
the meaning of your somewhat criptich
message, sir 1"

“Prepara yourself for a sheck, sir,”
gatd Dr. Birchemall. “Your son has
been kidnapt! He has fzllen into the
clutchies of a gang of thugs known as
the Blud-Red Brotherhood. They are
demanding a bhandsum ransum of a
hundred pounds|”

“Caoo | epgsclaimed Mr, Riches, ring-
ing his hands. “This is the worst nows
I'vo heard for many a long day! You
are quite sure of your [ax, sir—there is
o possibilily of a mistale %"

“None P’ eaid the Head gravely.
“Come to my study, and I will show
you the letter I have resecved from the
gang.” |

Dr. Birchemall scampered away with
his diggnified stride, the Alilly O'Naire
at his heals,

When My, Richies saw the lelter, and
tha torrible thret to put his son Lo the
torclier, ho was quite broken up, and
stnmnped and stormed like a man
cemented,

“The skoundrels!” he cried. “The
fearful rough ’uns! I'll have the law
of them 1”

Dr. Birchemall smiled skoinfully,

“The law—as I cggsplained to one of
my masters just now—will not help us,”
he said. *Iis mashinery is too rusty;
its methods too old-foshuned. We are
at the mersy of the Blud-Red Brother-
hood., Take my advice, Mr. Riches,
and yield to their demands.” .

“What! Fork up a hunmdred quid?”
gasped the Milly O’Naire. .

“Eggsactly! Otherwise your son will
he torn lim from lim; brandished with
hot irons: stretched wpon the rack till
his bones erackle—"

“Don't)” implored Mr. Riches, put-

ting his hand before his cyes as 1f to
shut out somo m__.nm_u_m- site, “I can’t
. bare itl Of corse, must pay the
ransum-munny.

“In banknotes, plesse!” said Dr.
Birchemall, in a sudden brigk and
bizziness-like manner. “A check is no

use-to me—or, rather, to the members
of the Blud-Red Brotherhood.”

Mr. Riches drew a fat wallet from
his brest-pocket, and proseeded to
count out twenty banknotes of five

ounds. The Head’s cyes watered, and

is mouth sperkled, at the gite of so
much welth,

“There you are, sir |” said the Milly
O'Naire. “One hundred pounds, which
vou will pay to those villans in order
that my son may be restored.”

Dr. Birchemall olutched eagerly at
the notes, counting them over carefully
in the __.__n_um___n___n.. he might find a cupple
stuck together, )

._ﬂ_..mum.ﬂ_ only just right!” he said.
in a disappoynted tone, “I will get in
touch im_“w the kidnappers, and see that
your son is ransumed without delay.”

“1 ghall lmow no piece of mind till I
olasp him in my arms,” said Mr. Riches.
with deep commotion. ]

The Head coffed; it was a touching
moment. -

“Rely on me, sir,” he said, "Now, if

GREYFRIARS FACTS WHILE YOU WAIT!

ord Maulaverer, the weaithiest

Mes. Mimble statas that Buner

{ 3 in the Remove, has ik orged 170
! _.._mu_._nﬂ.aﬂ nn_—u ="_H__.._H m.?-u.ﬁnﬂmﬂn: mﬂ_nmnu__ﬁuﬂ_.__n_u a week. He siill
take Tull wmdvaotage of ik owes her for them |

Harold Skinoer ts a notorious
of her raotioal joker, his specislity
F_un to tig np a booby-teap lor

an unsuspecting enemy |

WHO ARE? WHY, JACK JOLLY & CO., IN A SIDE-SPLITTING YARN OF ST.SAM'S| b5

you will just take o drive inm your car, 1
shall hope to prezzent your son {o you
on your return,.”

%o soon, sir}”

Dr. Birchemall nodded.

“3 am mnot tho law, mr,” Lo said
shkornfully. “When ¥ act, I sct swiftly.
Thoe Flying Bguad is » set of tortusses
compared with me 1

My, Riches went off, with a now hopo
scrging in his brest. And Dr.

Birchemall stood ot his M:.mm window,
and watched the Milly O'Naire drive
away.

When thie Ford had swept threw the
school gateway—bowling over Foesil,
the porter, for the sceond time, Dr.
Birchemall turned from the window.
He luvingly fingered the banknofes
which had been given into his custerdy,
and stowed them away in tho safe.
Then, whistling cheerfully to himself,
ho set off in the direction of the school
tower,

Up the long, spiral staircase he went,
puling and blowmng like a grampers.
Ho halted at last outside the door of
the room in which the snake was sup-
posed to be confined.

. .__.l..u. Birchemall put his ear to the key-
ole,

The only sound from within the room
was not the sibbilant noise of a reptile
hissing, but the plaintif sobbing of a
small boy.

The Head fumbled in his pocket for
the key, which he inserted very quietl
in the lock. Then he stelthily turne
the handle and flung the door open sud-
denly, jumping behind it as he did so.

Out of his prison staggered W..EEM
Riches, of the Third. He blinke
around him in bewilderment for a
minnit, as if looking for his liberator;
then, rejoicing in his uneggspected free-
dom, he went dashing down the stares,

And within n few seconds the news
spread threw Bt. Bam's like wildfire.

Riches had returned—with the same
misterions suddenness as he had dis-
appeared | And when Mr. Riches came
bagk from his drive, and found his son
in the quad, surrounded by an eggsited
throng, his joy knew no bounds. He
folded his son to his brest, and wooped
with delight. .

When pressed to tel) the story of lus
capture, young Riches could only give
o __.é___m.w hazy account of what had hap-
pened, i

A tall skoundrel with a flowing beard,
his face covered by a hideous mask, had

nced upon unaweres, and
mﬁmﬁmm E_ﬂ up to the room "in the
tower.

The tall skoundrel, everyone sup-

posed, was a member of the criminal
oleelt known sa the Blud-Red Brother-
hood. Sertainly, nobody dreemed of
connecting him with the sedate and
skollerly Dr. Birchemall, headmaster of
Bt. Sam’s, !

Mr. Riches was so delighted that he
msisted on nu,....mum Dr. irchemall a
hundred pounds for himself, for the
delliket and dangerus rt he had
played in parleying with the kidna w&ﬂ.

And the next morning, when all the
egpsitement had die down, Dr.
Birchemall peddled gleefully into the
village on his bisickle. to pay into his
bank the sum of two hundred pounds |

.—ﬂn-ﬂ:ﬁ.ﬂuﬂrlﬁ.hﬂ Good !

{ Enjoped the >
Now gou uﬂ: look ..m.vaﬂa..n EH:M.”n
Soturday’s bum hristmas Num-~
ber of ﬁ?ﬁ EMMEH&.. whieh will
contain an exiroa-specigl edition of
the * Gregfriars Revald ** on the lines
of what the siaf] imagrine would hove
been published for Christmas one

| hundred years 1y
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