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SHOOT HARD FOR ONE OF THESE PRIZES!

e ——

MVE Hundred Grand Footballs are waiting to be won by ** Footer-Stamps™ collectors in our October Contest ! Are you
trying for one? Remember you simply have to collect the ** Footer-Stamps " we're printing every week—they consist of
pictures of six different actions on the football field, and, as in previous months, the object of this great competition

stamp-game is to score as many ' goals ' as possible, and by the end of October for this month’s prizes.
TO SCORE A" GOAL " you must collect a complete set of six stamps (they're numbered 1 to 6), made up
of the following : KIC .-OFF—DRIBBLE-—‘TACKLE—HEADER—-SHOT—GOAL. (Note that
the ** Goal” stamp by itself does NOT count as a ** goal,” you must get a sef of the stamps 1 to 6 each time.)

The more stamps you collect the more ** goals ™ T?'u can score, and this week we give another ten stamps to add to your col-
lection. Cut them out—there’s one complete ““goal” among them, while the others may fit in with odd stamps you've saved
already or have had left over from the previous month’s competitions, or again you may be able to exchange them usefully with
your pals. The great idea is to go on accumulating all the ** goals " you possibly can!

If you want fo score some other quick ™ goals,” remember that ** Footer-Stamps "' are also appearing in
other famous papers such as * GEM " and “"MODERN BOY " each week. There are more * goals
wailing in those papers this very week |
. The 500 Foothalls in the October competition are going to be awarded to the readers scoring the highest number of ** goals " with
Footer-Stamps " for the month. So don't send any stamps yet, wait until we tell you how and where at the end of the month.

RULES ! 500 Footballs will be awarded in the October contest to the readers declaring and sending in the largest number of ' goals
scored with “ Footer-Stamps.” The Editor may extend or amend the prize list in case of too many ties and no reader may win morc than one
prize in ** Footer-Stamps.”

Each “ goal * must consist of a set of * Footer-Stamps " Nos, 1 to 8 inclusive—all claims for prizes to be made on the proper roupon (to ha
given later). No allowance made for any coupon or stamps mutilated or lost in the post or otherwise. No eorrespondence ! No one connecteil
with this paper may enter, and the Editor's decision will be final and legally binding throughout.

SJN,'B;—" Footer-Stamps ** may also be collected from the following papers : “ GEM,” " MODERN BOY,” “ BOY'S CINEMA,” ¥ DETECTIVE
WEEKLY,” “ TRIUMPH,” ©“ WILD WEST WEEKLY," “ THRILLER,” * SPORTS BUDGET,” and “ CH AMPION.”)

OVERSEAS READERS: You pals who are far away—you're in this great scheme also, and special awards will be
given for the best scores from overseas readers, There will be a special closing date for you as well, of course |

TEN_MORE gy '
“ FOOTER-STAMPS”
FOR_YOU!

—_—
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Gilbert Tracy is

sent to Greyfriars to make good. But the new boy doesn’t like Greyfriars. . .

and the powers that be might just as well try to tame a wild beast as—
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After writing out the insulting message, Tracy pinned the sheet of paper on Monsieur Charpentier’s
desk to catch the eye of the French master when he entered his study.

THE FIRST CHAPTER.

Nice Boy !
L ILBERT !
“Rats 1™
“My dear boy—"
“Can it!"”
“Come down at once, you young
rascal e
“Shan't!”

That peculiar dialogue fell on the
ears of Harry Wharton and Hurree
Jamset Ram Singh, and they came to
a halt and looked round.

It was the last day of the holidays.

The Famous Five of the Greyfriars
lemove had recently returned from
.their holiday trip to the Bouth Seas.
Hurree bmgh was staying at Wharton
Lodge with his chum till they joined up
at Greyfriars for the new term. At the
present moment they were taking a
stroll in the park in the sunny autumn
afternoon, and it was from the direction
of the wall on the Wimford road that
the voices unexpectedly reached their
ears.

Looking round, they discerned a
figure seated on the top of the park
wall.

It was that of a boy of about their
own age, sitting there, with his legs
dangling on either side of the wall.
He had a cigarette between finger and
thumb, which he had, apparently, re-
moved from his mouth to speak to the
man in the road outside.

The boy was looking down at the
man outside, and did not see the two
Greyfriars juniors staring up at him
from the path under the trees within.

The wall was rather high, and he was
out of reach of the man in the road.
The boy was grinning down at the man

{Copyright in the United Btates of America.

with a derizive grin on a rather sallow
and not very aktractno face.

“I'm not coming down !'" he went on.
“You're wasting your breath, my dear
avuncular relative.”

“Yf I could reach you, Gilbert—"

“You can’t, old bean ™

“Come down at once! Your school-
master is Waiting at this very moment

to seo you.’

"1 Lr-ow that! Tell the old fool to
hook it !

Harry Wharton and Hurree Singh

looked at the cheery Gilbert on the wall,
and then looked at one another. Their
looks were expressive.

They could not sce the man in the
road on the other side of the park wall.

- -y
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Who he was they had no idea, except
that it appeared from what Gilbert
said that he had the privilege of being
Gilbert's uncle. But both of them felt
very strongly inclined to tip the cheery
Gilbert off the wall inte his clutches.

“Gilbert, will you have a little
sense I came the elderly voice from the
road. “Mr. Quelch has come down
specislly to seco you—"

At which Wharton and Hurree Singh
gave a simultaneous jump.

Mr. Quelch was their Form-master in
the Remove at Greyfriars, They won-
dereqd whether it was the same. Quelch
was not & common name.

All rights reserved,

“Well, he won't see me!” answered
the \“outh on the wall. “You can gua
him a message from me if you like.”

“What o you mean? What
message 1"

“Tell him to go and eat coke !"" said
Gilbert.

“You impudent young rascal ! came
an angry roar,

“Rats I”

“Nice boy!”
Wharton.

“The nicefulness is truly terrific,”
murmured Hurree Jamset Bam Singh.

“Gilbert, you must come in with me !”
went on the voice from the road. “ How
dare you elude me like this! Mr.
Queleh has taken a great deal of trouble,
coming down to Surrey the dar before
term at his school

“1 don't want to see him.”

“You must !”

“Rat= "

“He is going to take you back with
him—”

“He jolly well isn’t!”

“ FEverything has been settled—"

“ Bosh 1"

“You Mer.
Quelch:

“T'll watch it!*

“But for his influence with the head-
master, you could not go to Greyfriars
8chool this term—"

“Blow Quelch! Blow Greyfriars!
Fed-up with the lot!” said Gilbert.
“Chuck it, Uncle Giles! Do chuck it !”

Harry Wharton and Hurree S8ingh ex-
changed still more expressive glances.
The matter was now beyond doubt. It
was their Quelch who was spoken of;
and this cheeky, detisive, disrespeciful
young rascal, with the cigarette in his
tingers and the eneering grin on his
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face, was going to be a new boy ab
Greyfriars next term. And, from the
fact that it was Mr. Quelch who was
dealing with him, it looked as if he
would-sbe coming into their own Form—
the Remove—which was not a pleasing

rospect. =
i Gilbert, my boy, do come down!
There was a pleading note in the voice
outside the wall. “Mr. Quelch has to
catch his train—" " ..

“The sooner he catches it the bet{er‘l

“You have to catch the same train,
Gilbﬁ:t.” i

“ Bow-wow

«Jf I could reach you, Gilbert, I
would lay my stick about you! You
must come back to Oakwood Place ab
once, Come down ihis instant g

“Shan't 1" i

Harry Wharton set his lips From
the mention of iﬁ:lakwoo]d Place, he
guessed who the old genileman was—
Sir Giles Oakwood, a neighbour and
acqnaintance of his uncle, Colonel
Wharton. He was powerfully tempted
to step up to the wall and push the dis-
respectful young rascal off.

Still, it was not exactly his business
to intervene in a family dispute, and he
made a sign to Hurree Jamset Ram
Singh, and they walked on _together.

Tia boy on the wall had not looked
round and he had not noticed them yet.
The somewhat high-pitched and querul-
ous voice of old Sir Giles came clearly
to the ears of the Greyfriars juniors as
they moved on.

“Gilbert, I warn jou that I am ¥y

losing patience! If you will not obey
your uncle—"
“You've got it!” chirruped Gilbert.
“If you tfo' not go with Mr. Quelch,

“Not likely ¥

“Then I shall place the matter in
other hands! I shall ask Colonel
Wharton to deal with you. You will
find him very different to deal with.”

“Fat lot I care for the old assl”
answered Gilbert.

Harry Wharton stopped again, s
gleam in hiz eyes. ge- had never
wanted to punch a fellow’s head so
much as he wanted to punch Gilbert’s,
but he did not feel called upon to in-
terfere. But it was his own uncle of
whom the happy Gilbert was now speak-
ing. He stopped and turned round.

“1 tell you, Gilbert, I shall ask
(C'olonel Wharton——" went on the high-
pitched voice from the road.

“Rats! TI'll tell the old fool fast
enough to mind his own business |”

That did it! IIarry Wharton stepped
quickly towards the wall; and Gilbert,
becoming aware of his existence,
glanced down. He stared at the flushed
face of the captain of the- Greyfriars
Remove.

fFYou
Harry.

“Hallo! Who the dickens are you?”
asked Gilbert coolly.

“It's my uncle you're speaking of !”
snapped Harry.

“Is it? You young Wharton?”
drawled Gilbert. “I've heard of you.
I don’t think much of you now I see
you. What's biting you?”

Harry Wharten breathed hard.
_“It's no business of mine how you
talk to your uncle,”” he said. “But if
vou speak of mine, you'll speak of him
respectfully.”

“Rats to you!” said Gilbert. gt |
shall speak of the old ass exactly how
I choose. Mind your own business and
theer off "’

Ho drew his leg to the top of the wall
as Wharton made o grab at it, and
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cheeky ecad—" exclaimed
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then grinned down at the angry Grey-
friars junior.

he man in the road could not reach
him from outside, neither could Harry
Wharton from inside. But Wharton
was rather more active than old 8ir
Giles; he made a jump and caught the
togaof the wall with his hands.

ng !

g

“QOh |” gasped Harry.

Gilbert’s fist came down on the top
of his head as he caught hold, before
he could pull himself up. It was a
hefty bang, and it dislodged Wharton.
He went tumbling back and rolled on
the earth.

“Ha, ha, ha!” yelled Gilbert. “Try
again |”

Hurrce Jamset Ram Singh ran up
and gave Wharton a hand.

Harry scrambled to his feet, his eyes
blazing.

“Try again |” jeered Gilbert.

Wharton did not answer. He moved
farther along the wall and jumped
again, out of Gilbert's reach. Gilbert,
dropping his cigarette, scrambled alon
the wall, with the evident intention o
delivering another bang.

But Wharton was too quick for him.
He was astride the wall before the
young rascal could reach him, and as
Gilbert grabbed, he grabbed back.

They wrenched at one another, but
the Greyfriars junior’s grasp was a good
deal the stronger of the two. It was
Gilbert who slid off the wall, slipping
down into the road.
ﬁle landed there, with a bump and a

ell.

The old gentleman standing in the
road was peering up through gold-
rimmed pince-nes.

As Gilbert sat and yelled, the old
gentleman pounced on him. He had him
by the collar in a moment.

“Now come with me, Gilbert! he
exclaimed.

“Leggo !"” howled Gilbert. ;

“Come with me at once !” rapped 8ir
Giles.

Gilbert, panting and scowling, was led
away by the collar.

Harry Wharton dropped back on the
inner side of the wall. He rubbed his
head. There was rather an ache in it
from the hefty bang he had received.

“That's a new kid for Greyfriars,
Inky!” he said, breathing hard. “By
gum, if he carries on like that in the
Remove he will have a high old time I

“The highfulness of the old time will
be terrific!” grinned Hurree Jamset Ram
Singh. “The bootfulness of the esteemed
Gilbert will probably be preposterous !”

And the two juniors resumed their
walk in the park, discussing the coming
term at Greyfriars, and far from pleased
at the prospect of finding Master Gilbert
in their Form when they arrived there.

R

THE SECOND CHAPTER.
A Lesson In Manners !

“ HAT—"
‘}‘f “My esteemed hat!”
Harry Wharton and

Hurree Jamset Ram Singh
uttered those ejaculations simultaneously
as they came into Harry's “den™ at
Wharton Lodge.

It was a couple of hours later when
they returned from their walk, and by
that time they had forgotten Gilbert.

They were reminded of him as they
came into Wharton’s den.

The first thing that struck them was
a strong scent of cigarette-smoke. Then
they saw Gilbert.

He was sitting in an armchair, with
his legs stretched over another chair,

sprawling, with a cigarette in his mouth
and a number of burnt stumps lying oo
the floor round him, one of them burm-
ing a hole in a rug, unheeded by the
happy youth in the armchair,

The two juniors stared at him
blankly. They had supposed, from
what they had heard in tg:\e park, that

they would see old 8ir Giles’ nephew at
the school when they arrived there. But
they certainly had not expected to sce
him at Wharton Lodge in possession of
Harry's quarters, and making himself
at home in that extremely free-and-easy

way.

He glanced round at them, and
favoured them with a sneering grin.

“0Oh," you!” he said.

Harry Wharton stepped into the roem,
with glinting eyes.

“What are you doing here?” he
demanded.
“8moking 1” anrswered Gilbert

cheerily.

“The smokefulness is terrific!” mur-
mured Hurree Jamset Ramn Singh,
eyeing the peculiar youth very curigusly.

“Wel, stop it!” said Harry.

“ Shﬂr_l,t Ell

Harry Wharton stood before Gilbert
with his fists clenched. His desire was
strong to haul him headlong out of the
armehair and punch the checky grin off
his face.. But he resirained that desire.
He realised that there must he some
reason for the fellow’s presence there;
he could hardly hkave walked into the
house of his own accord. Ile remem-
bered, too, the words of the old gentle-
man in the road a couple of hours ago.

“Did my uncle bring you here?” he
asked,.

“Guessed it in one |” agreed Gilbert,
blowing out a little cloud of smoke.
“I'm not here because I like the place,
and you can bank on that! You see,
my old fool of an uncle has handed me
over to vour old fool of an uncle—see 1"

“I've warned you to speak of my uncle
respectfully I said Harry.

“I'll please mgsal.f about that!”
yvawned Gilbert. “The old ass shouldn’t
barge into what doesn’t concern him !”

Wharton breathed hard.

“If my uncle brought you here I sup-
pose I must make the best of it,” he
said. “ But you're not going to turn my
guarters into a tap-room ! BStop it 1"

“You don't like the smoke?” asked
Gilbert.

e NO !\l

“Clear off, then! Fancy I want your
company 1”

Harry Wharton stood locking at him
in silence. Gilbert proceeded to light
a new cigarette from the old one. He
pitched the old one across the room at
the fender. It dropped on the rug, and
smouldered there. Hurree Jamset Ram
Singh quietly put his foot on it.

“From what your uncle was saying,
you're booked for Greyiriars?” said
Harry Wharton at last.

“Yes, rotten luck I”

“Do you think that this sort of thing
will go down at school 7 asked Harry.
*“1f Quelch catches you smoking, he will
give you six.”

“8ix what?”

“ Whops—on the bags!”

“Is that the sort of old blighier he
is7” asked Gilbert. “He looked it1”

“(Oh, you've seen Quelch, then I

“Distant view of the old bean,” said
Gilbert. “Distance lends enchantment
to the view, you know! I dodged the
old fossil all right!”

“You dodgeg Quelch 1”7

Har{‘?'.
“Why not!”
Harry Wharton laug®ed.
*1 ink you'll find out a let cf

exclaimed



reasons why not when rou get to Grey-
friars|” he said. *“Quelch isn't the man
to be cheeked by a junior schoolboy !”

“The old blighter!” said Gilbert.
“But for him, I shouldn’t be going to
Greyfriars at all! The meddling old
ass! He couldn’t mind his own business !
What the dooce does he want me at his
rotten school for1”

“He can't want you there ! answered
Harry. “How could anybody want you
enywHere 7” .

Gilbert stared at him through the haze
of cigarette-smoke.

“Well, he shouldn’t have barged in!”
he said. “I'll make him sorry for it,
too, somehow! Cheeky old aszs of a
schoolmaster!| He's made old Giles
thn:k that Greyfriars is the place for
me |*

“Well, so it is, in a way,” said Harry.
“You'll get a good deal of the cheek
knocked out of you at Greyfriars! But
I can't understand Quelch bothering his
head about you at all I

“Oh, he’s an old pal of nudky's!”
eneered Gilbert. “They were at school
together about & hundred years ago, I
suppose ! He's taken it on himself to
save nunky the trouble of handling me.
Well, he won't enjoy having me in his
f-onlﬂ..“ Greyfriars, I can jolly well teli

im

“The enjoyfulness will probably not

be terrific1” remarked Hurree Jamset
Ram Singh.

Gilbert stared at the Nabob of
Bhanipur.

“You at Greyfriars?” he asked.
“Quitefully so!” assented the nabob.

“My hat! Is that the kind of English
they teach there?” asked Gilbert. “Do
thg let niggers in 7

urree Jamset Ram Singh's dusky
cheeks flushed, but he made no reply te
that impolite question. :

“You unmannerly cub!” said Harry
Wharton, with a deep breath. “Keep a
civil tongue in your cheeky head! Arnd
throw that cigarette away, and stop
smoking here! I won't stand it !”

“If you don't like it, lump it!” sug-
gested Gilbert. “Your old ass of an
uncle walked me here against my will.
Go and persuade him to mind his own
business, if you don’t like my company !
Faney I like yours?®”

“Will vou stop smoking here?”

“No, I won't I

“Then I'll stop you!” said Harry.

He grasped the sprawling youth in

the armchair and jerked him out of it
bodily. A cigarettecase, which was
open on Gilbert's knee, fell to the floor,
scattering cigarettes. The cigarette in
Gilbert's mouth dropped down his neck,
and there was a fearful wyell The
lighted end seemed to be hot!
» Gilbert bounded ng, fished out the
cigarette, and fairly hurled himself at
Harry Wharton. Two punches came
home on Wharton's face, and then a
hefty drive on Gilbert's chest lifted him
off his feet and laid him on his back
on the carpet.

Bump | 3

“Oooegh 1” gasped Gilbert.

The next moment Harry Wharton Lad
him by the collar with one hand. With
the other he gathered up scattered
cigarettes and crammed them down the
back of Gilbert's neck.

Gilbert strugﬁled and yelled and
howled. His eollar came loose, his tic
streamed out; he struggled and yelled
and kicked. But he was held in a grip
of iron, and the cigarettes, to the very
last one, were crammed down his back.
The cigarette-case followed them.

Then Harry Wharton released him
and rose, panting, leaving Gilbert
wriggling and spluttering on the floor.

“That's a tip, you cheeky cad!”, Le

EVERY SATURDAY

gasped. “Yono'll learn manners in the
Remove at Greyfriars, and that's the
first lesson. " Come on, Inky! I've had
enough of that rotter, if you have.”
“The enoughfulness is terrific.”
The two juniors went out, leaving
Gilbert still wriggling and spluttering.
He sat up, gasping and breathless,

Wharton and Hurree Singh went -

down the stairs, leaving Gilbert busy
for quite a long time, extracting his
supply of smckes from-the back of his
neck !

THE THIRD CHAPTER.
Up To Harry Wharton !

4 AVE you seen Tracy?”

H “Tracy 1" repeated Harry.

“Gilbert  Tracy,” saud
Colonel Wharton.

“QOh'l Is his name Tracy!”

“You've seen him ?”

% Yes,” said Harry.

Colonel Wharton stood before the fire-
place in the library at Wharton Lodge,
with his hands driven deep into his
pockets, and & thoughtful and rather
troubled frown on his grizzled brow.

He scemed to have something to say
to his nephew which he found a little
difficulty in uttering. .

Harry stood waiting. His uncle had
called g:m into the library to speak to
him, and he had wondered whether it
was about the fellow he had found
smoking in his room, and whom he had
left sorting cigarettes out of his back.
A?parentl it was. -

“What do you think of him, Harry "
asked the old colonel, at length.

Harry Wharton smiled fantly.

“You want me to answer plainly?”
he asked.

“Eht? Yes, of course!” i

“Well, I think he’s a rank outsider,
and every sort of a worm!” said
Harry. .

Colonel Wharton stared at him for
a moment or two in silence, tugging at
his grizzled moustache .

“That's what you thirk, is it?” he
grunted, at last.

“You asked me, uncle.”

“Qh, yes, yes! I'm goiug to ask you
something else, Harry. I'm going to
ask you a favour.” 2

“No need to ask,”™ said Harry,
smiling. “You know you've only got to
mention it, whatever it is, uncle.”

“I'm not so sure. I want you to make
friends, if you can, with Gibert Tracy,”
said Coloncl Wharton.

& Oh Il)

“&it down, my boy; I’ll explain,” said
the old military gentleman, and Harry
sat down in silence. “You seem to
have got a bad impression of Gilbert.
Probably he is what you describe. He
has given old Sir Giles endless trouble
cince he came on his hands. He has
fallen among bad associates and picked
up bad ways. He seems to _be a dis-
respectful young rascal; but I feel sure
that there is a spot of good in him
somewhere.”

Harry made no rejoinder to that.

“He is the son of a man who went
through the War with me, Harry. His
father is knocked out, an old wound
breaking out again. That is why his
uncle at Oakwood Place {ook charge of
him. But he seems to be rather too
much for 8ir Giles Oakwood to handle.”

“I've no doubt about tkat!” said
Harry, remembering the scene by the
park wall that afternoon.

“Mr. Quelch, your Form-master at
school, came to the rescue,” went on
Colonel Wharton. “You will hardly
believe that, after ke had come down
specially to-day to take the boy away

5

with him, the young rascal dodged him,
and he had to go without him.”

“Is he still willing to take him?”
asked Harry.

“Yes, for the sake of his uncle and
father. He will be in your Form at
Greyfriars, an¢ will go to school with
y°.';‘0“hnﬁ,H“”B° Singh to-morrow.”

“My old friend Sir Giles asked me
to arrange this, and I have done so0,”
said Colonel Wharton. *“I trust you to

play up, Harry.”
“We'll take him along, of course,”
said Harry. * But—"

“He i3 unwilling to go to school—any
school,” went on the old colonel. *“He
has had tutors so far, but”—he
Frunted—-“ well, it hag, been settled that
1e goes to school—pour school, Harry.
His father was at Greyfriars in my
time there. But several schools- have
been tried for him, and he has contrived
in one way or another to be sent home
again. Greyfriars is his last chance, as
a matter of fact, and would not be pos-
sible, but for the kindness of Mr. Quelch.
He is taking a certain amount of respon-
subllitgum_ the matter. Now, you are
head boy in your Form, and captain of
the Remove, and you might be able to
do“tgﬁ B?y a lot of good if you liked.”

“His father lies a helpless invalid,
and is anxious about tht boy. His
uncle is very much attached to him, but
cannot manage him. I am concerned
about him as the son of an old comrade
in the War. Do you think you could
make an effort, my boy, and make the
best of him, stand {;y him at school, and
see him through till he can settle
down ?”

Harry Wharion breathed rather hard.

There were few things he would not
have done to please his uncle, who had
been a father to him since he had been
left an orphan in infancy; but the old
colonel could hardly have asked nn?r-
thing more repugnant than this. 8till,
there was only one answer he could
make, and he made it sincerely enough.

“T'll do my best, uncle! I dare say he
wi]l shake down at Greyfriars.
¥ellows get knocked into shape at
school. I’ll help him all I can.”

“That's all I ask, Harry,” said the
old colonel, evidently relicved., “If he
makes good at Greyfriars it will be, tho
making of him. You can help him a
great deal if you kecp your temper and
keep patient.”

3 I!Il tr}"l}

“FHe has, at least, one good quality,

Harry, which I think should appeal to
}'OIL”
“What is that?” asked Harry. His
own impression was that good qualitics
were conspicuously lacking in Master
Gilbert Tracy.

“Ho is keen on football, and, I am
told, very good at the game.”

“Qh!” said Harry, in surprise. “I
shouldn’t have thought so. Well, if he's
good at games, that's something.
shouldn’t have thought he had the wind
for Soccer.”

“Eh, why not?” asked the old colonel,
staring at him.

Harry Wharton coloured. He was
thinking of the cigarettes, but he did
not want to mention that to his unele.

“0Oh, well, I've only seen him for a
few minutes !” he stammered. “I dare
he will improve on acgquaintance.

sa
I’E make friends with him if T can,
unele.”

“It's up to you, Harry!”
“Right-ho!” said Harry. “It won’t
be my fault if we don’s pull together
somehow. I was going to punt a ball
THe Maeyer Lieeary.—No, 1.599.



about with Inky before tea. TI'll ask
him to join up.” :

“Do|” =aid Celonel Wharton, with-a
smile, and Harry left the library. .

Hurree Jamset Ram 8Singh was wait-
ing for him in the hall with an old
footer under his arm. His dark eyes
turned curiously on his chum'’s thought-
ful face as Harry joined him.

“What is the upfulness?” he asked:

{llarry Wharton laughed rather rue-
fully. -

“Think you could make friends with
th;tdworm we left upstairs, Inky?” he
asked. :

“It would not be terrifically easy. I
would ratherfully punch his execrable
head,” answered the nabab.

“Well, my ungle wants me to make
friends with him, and I'm going to try,
o .back me up, old man.” -

The ' Nabob of Bhanipur made a

srimace. ;
“The tryfulness will be preposierous
if es - punky wishes  it,” he
answered "“Here he comes{”

Gilbert Tracy came down the stairs.
He scowled over the banisters af the
two juniors in the hall. His expression
was far from inviting; but Harry
Wharton was going to do his best.

“Come and join us punt this ball
about, Tracy ?”” he asked. “I hear that
vou're & good man at Soceer.”

Gilbert Ttacy stared at him.

“You've got io]ly ¢ivil all of a sud-
den ! he remarked.

“Well, why not?” asked Wharton
amicably. “We're going to be in the
same Form at Greyfriars, and we're
going to scheol together to-morrow.”

“Are we?” said Gilbert.

“Yes. Hasn’t my uncle told you?”

Oh, yes, he’s told me sol” agreed
Gilbert. - “That’s not the ouly rot he's
talked, either.”

“Well, rot or not, that’s that!” said
[arry, with determined good-humour.
“Will you join us in punting the ball #”

“No, I won't 1”

Really there was uothinﬁ to be said
in reply to that by a fellow ever so
Jetermined to be as amicable as pos-
sible. So Harry’ Wharton made no
reply, but went out of the house with
his dusky chum, Gilbert Tracy loung-
ing after them, with his hands in his
pockets and a scowl on his face.

THE FOURTH CHAPTER.
Goal !

ANG!
B Crash!
“Qh crumbs!” gasped Harry

Wharten,

o was taken quite by surprise.

For some time the two chums had
peen punting the old footer, in a keen
autumn wind, and had forgotien, once
more, the existence of Gilbert Tracy.
nee more they were reminded of him.

Colonel Wharton had come out to the
french windows of the library, and was
standing there, looking out.

He frowned a little at the sight of
{wo fellows punting the ball, and a
third loafing idly about with his hands
in his pockets. g

But at that moment, Gilbert suddenl
rushed into the punt-about. He too
the ball from Wharton's toe, and landed
it half-way to the library windows. He
was after it like a shot, and kicked
again—and the football, whizzing
siraight as a die for the open window,
caught the old military gentleman
there fairly on the nose, and bowled him
backwards like a skittle.

Colonel Wharton disappeared from
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the french window, and a bump and a
roar were heard from within.

“Oh|” gasped Harry.

“My esteemed hatl” gasped Iurree
Jamset Ram Singh,

Gilbert stood gru‘.mini.o The other
two gazed almost in IT at the
window where the c¢olonel had been
standing.

“You clumsy ass!”
Wharton.

“Clumsy 7" grinned Gilbert. * Bet you
couldn’t have done it.”

Harry Wharton fairly jumped.

He had taken it for grauted that it
was an accident. It was, in fact, an
extremely dificult shot to bring off, at
the distance, ¥ Gilbert had done it
intentionally. ' And he had scemed to
take no trouble about it

“You—you—you worm!” gasped
Harry. *“Do you mean to say that you
did that on purposei”

“What do you think?”
Gilbert.

Wharton compressed his lips.

“If I believed-you, I'd knock you
spinning I he ' exclaimed savagely.
“But: I don't—you couldn’s do it.”

“Try again, if you like!” drawled
Gilbert Tracy. “If you can get the old
donkey to stand up as a target again!”

Colonel Wharton reappeared at the
window. Ile kicked out the football,
which rolled on the lawn. His brows
were knitted, and he was rubbing his

nose.

“Don’t kick that football so near the
house, please!” he called out. “I don't
like accidents of that kind.”

The old colonel was taking it for
granted that it was an accident. But
Le was evidently far from pleased. The
crash of the footer on_his nose had
been rather painful; and the bump on
the floor could not have been agreeable.

“Sorry !” called out Gilbert. *Quite
an accident, sir!” -Which was rather
startling, after what he had just said to
Har arton.

“Simple old duck, ain’t he 1" grinned
Gilbert. ““He really fancies that it was
an accident!”

“So it was!” snapped Harry.

“Think so?”

“Yes, I do!”

“Well, look 1”

The ball had rolled close by Gilbert.
Ie stepped to it, and kicked. That he
had brought off that difficult shot the
first time, and that he could bring it off
again, neither of the jumiors belicved
for a momgnt. But they were soon
undeceived. .

Colonel Wharton, standing at the
french window, rubbhing his chin,
certainly did not expect the ball to
come back again. But it came—like a
bullet '

Bang!
“Qh! Oh gadl”

gasped Harry

grinned

Bump !
The ball dropped in the doorway.
Colonel Wharton went backwards.

Gilbert chuckled.

“How's that?” he asked coolly.

" You—you—you—" pasped Ilarry
Wharton. He had to belicve it now;
and he had to believe, too, that this
fellow was something like a wizard with
a Soccer ball. Harry \Wharion was a
good man at the game, but he did not
think that he could have brought off a
shot like that twice in succession.

But his face was fairly flaming with
anger. Twice his uncle had been
knocked over, under his eyes, by that
impudent young rascal. He clenched
his hands, stepping towards Gilbert
Tracy.

“You checky cadl” he exclaimed.
(‘You "

The colonel reanoeared in the window.

He strode cut of the house, hir eyes
glinting under kniited brows.

Harry unclenched his hands. The
checky grin faded from Tracy's face
With all his impudence, he was afraid
of the old military gentleman; indeed,
that was probably the only reason ke
was remaining at Wharton Lodge at all
Certainly his own uncle’s orders would
not have kept Lim there.

“Was that another accident?”
demanded Colonel Wharton. He seemed
to have doubts on the subject now.
_“QOhb, quite!” answered Gilbert. *I
think my foot slipped! I was going to
kick the ball away from the houss, as
you told me! I'm not much of a =hot
with a footer.” -

The old colonel looked at him, long
and hard. Harry Wharton and Hurree
Jamset Ram Sivgh said nothing. How
any fellow could lie, in this barefaced
way, was a puzzle to both of them. But
the cheery Gilbert never turned a hair:

“Well,” said Colonel Wharten at last;
“don’t have any more accidents’ like
that! Take the ball to & distance from
the house, Harry.” “ d

“Tl take it, sir " said Gilbert,

He ran to ihe ball, whieh lay on the
terrace under the library window. -

Colonel Wharton watched pim, with ¢
grim brow. He hardly believed that the
same aceident had happened twice over,
but he had to give the young rascal the
benefit of the doubt, such as it was.

Not for a woment did it cecur to him;
or to the two juniors, that Gilbert Traey
was thinking of playing that remarkable
trick over again, for a third. time, 1t
was a surprise to all three, when the
ball whizzed from Tz'ac?r‘s foot and shot
fairly in the colonel’s fa

There was skill in it, there was po
doubt about that; really it was
wonderful skill. There are {enows who
scem to be born, as it were, in shooting-
I;ioots, and Gilbert Tracy was one of
them.

ce.

Plop!

The football tapped on the colonel's
nose aud dropped at his feet.

The old wmilitary gentleman tottered

“Good gad!” he gasped.

“QOh dear!” exclaimed Gilbert.
“Quite an accident, sir. I'm fearfully
clumsy with a Soccer ball I’

Colonel Wharton was not likely to
believe that statement. With a gasp
of wrath, he made a rush at Gilbert
Tracy.

But Gilbert was cut of his reach now,
and he kept out of his reach. He shot
away into the shrubberies.

“Stop 1" roared the colenel.

Gilbert vanished.

Colonel Wharton eame {o a halt. Ile
gasped for breath, and rubbed his ncee.
His face was crimson.

. “IGoIod agd " he said. “Good gad!

He checked himself, and tramped back
into the library.

Harry Wharton and the mnabch
looked ‘at one ancther. Wharton could
not help wondering whether his uncle
was still keen to see him make friends
with that remarkable youth!

“The cheeky worm!” breathed
Harry.

ITurrce Jamsct Ram Singh grinced.

“The cheekfulness is terrific!” he
agreed. “But the kickfulness of the
csteemed Soccer ball is preposterou:ly
Eood. The execrable swab can do what

e likes with a Soccer ball.”

Colonel Wharton had gone back into
the house, and he did not appear at the
window again. The two jumiors punted
the ball away. Gilbert had disappeared
and he stayed disappeared.

Wharton wondered whether he was
keeping out of sight to give the nld
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¢olonel time to cool down, or whether
he had cleared off from Wharton Lodge
altogether.

He did not come in to tea. After tea,
the old colonel was seen to sort out a
riding-whip. Apparently he was goin
to take it with him, if he had to loo
for Gilbert. And it was probably
Gilbert's knowledge of the fact that the
old military gentleman was not a man to
be trifled with, that caused him to turn
up for supper.

Colonel Wharton gave him a look,
when he came in—an expressive look.
But he left it at that.

THE FIFTH CHAPTER.
Off To School !

1 ALLO, hallo, halle!*
Bob Cherry.
There was a crowd of Grey-
friars fellows at Lantham
Junetion. )

Various trains were disgorging their
passengers at that station, where Grey-
friars fellows were to take the Court-
field train. Bob Cherry waved his hat,
and roared, at the sight of Harry
Wharton's face looking from dn in-
coming train. He rushed up and
whipped open the carriage door as it
stopped.

“Hallo, Wharton! Hallo, Inkv, old
black bean! Here we are again!”
roared Bob. “Johnny and Frank are
on the platform. Come on—Smithy's
keeping a carriage for us! Buck up!”

Wharton and Hurree Singh stepped
down.

Harry turned back to another fellow
in the carriage.

“Come on, Tracy!” he said.

“Any hurry7” drawled Gilbert Tracy.

“Yes; come onl"

“I'm not keeping you, if you're in a
hurry 1”

roared

Cherry released his arms, Tracy spun round, shoved them
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Bob Cherry looked from one to the
other.

“Friend of he
asked.

“New kid for the Remove,” answered
Harry. “He's coming to the school
with us. Jump out, Tracy!”

vours, Wharton?"

Tracy did not jump out. He settled
himself back comfortably in a corner
seat. Bob stared at him in astonish-

ment. Hurree Jamset Ram Singh
grinned, a dusky grin.

Colonel Wharton had seen the three
into the train at Wimford, and Gilbert,
willy-nilly, had had to start for Grey-
friars School. Twice on the journey as
far as Lantham, he had risen to leave
the carriage—and Harry Wharton had
jerked him back into his seat. Now
that the time had come to leave it, he
seemed to be determined on staying.
It appeared to be the cheery Gilbert's
idea that, though he had started for
school, he was not going to arrive there,
if he could help it.

Harry Wharton would have been glad
enough if he hadn't. But as Gilbert
had been put in his charge for safe
conveyance to Greyfriars, he had no
choice about the matter. He had to
land him there; after which, the less he
saw of him the better he was going to

liko it. i
“Come on, Tracy!” he said im-
patiently. “We have to bag seats in

the train for Courtfield.”

“No time to lose, kid,” said Bob
Cherry good-naturedly. “There's
always a rush for the first train.”

“I'm staying here, thanks!” an-
swered Tracy. “I don't know where
this train goes on to, but wherever it
is, it will do for me.”

Bob fairly blinked at him. .

“Eh? Aren't you for Greyfriars?"
he asked.

“Not if I can help it 1™

“Q0Oh, my hat!”

.tion.

_.»-'_..“".‘-'-:f
to right and left, and cut across_the platform.
But the watchful eye of Hurree Singh was on him. The nabob put out a foot just in time, and the new boy went over it!

“Get out, Tracy!” exclaimed Harry
Wharton, his face flushing with vexa-
“Don't make a scene here!”

“Who's making a scene!™ inquired
Tracy. “Nobody but you, so far as I
can see. Why not cut off and catch
that train?”

“Get out, I tell you!”

“Rats I”

“Well, the chap’s his own master, I
suppose,” said Bob. “Come on, you
fellows !

“I've got to see him to the school !”
grunted %Vhartnn.

“QOh! Better get out, Tracy, if that's
your name,” said Bob. *This train
goes on to a siding from here.”

“QOh ! said Tracy.

Certainly he did not want to be
shunted on to a siding. He got out of
the carriage.

Johnny Bull and Frank Nugent came
barging up through the crowd. But
Harry Wharton had little leisure to
greet his friends.  Gilbert Tracy was
walking off, and Wharton caught him
by the arm and pulled him back,

“Keep with me!” he muttered.

“I don't like your company, thanks!”
answered Tracy.

“And I don't like yours; but you're
keeping with me till we get to the
school I snapped Wharton. “Do you
want me to walk you along the plat-
form by your collar? You'rc asking
for it.”

Johnny Bull
stared.

“Who's that bargee?” asked Johnny.

“New kid,” answered Bob. “Some-
body seems to have landed him on
Wharton, this side up with carec.”

“Are you coming, Tracy??

ffNo »

“Will you take his other arm, Bob?”
asked Harry. “I've promised mv uncle
THe MacNzT LIBRARY.—No. 1,509,
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to ace the cheeky fool as far as Grey-
friars, 2 :

“IN take bis car, if you like,” an-
swered Bob. “Come on, Tracy—what's
the good of playing the geat? Don't
you want to go to school?”

“No, I don't!”

,“Well, that's really hardly a matter
of choice, is it?” grinued Bob. * You're
not thinking of walking off into the
wide world all on your own, are youl’

“Yes,” answered Tracy coolly. *Ex-
actly that!”

“Qh ecrumbs! Then it’s lucky for
vou you've got somecbodv to see you
safely lmdedg »

“Let go my arm, you foel !”

“(Come on, Bob!” said Harry Whar-
ton. *“Keep hold of the cheeky ass!”

“What-ho ¥ said Bobh.

Tracy walked between Wharton and
Bob Cherry, beth of them taking an
arm. Johnny Bull and Frank Nuﬁent
followed, in ;;stonishmexit_.ds'l'hgy ) hnd
seen a, good many “new kids ¥ in their
time,-_\)ﬁt never one like this before!
Hurree Jamset Ram Singh had a grin
on his.dusky face, but a wary eye on
Traey. - Gilbert was going quietly, as
there was no help for it; but the nabob
did not think that he would get into the
Courtfield train without giving trouble.
He was prepared to give li'nisa chum aid
in this difficult task, till Gilbert was
landed at Greyfriars. After that, it
would be up to Queleh, and Quelch was
mere than welcome to the task.

“This way, you men!” shouted Ver-
non-Smith, from a carriage in the
Courtficld train. He was holding the
door against all comers—much to the
indignation of Temple, Dabney & Co.
of 't?}e Fourth, who had spotted that
carriage, and wanted to get in,

The Famous Five cheerfully barged
Temple & Co. out of the way, and
Smithy ogcncd the door. Only Redwing
was in the earriage with him, so far.
Johuny Bull and Nugent stepped in,
and Gilbert Tracy made a movemént as
if to step in after them, and Wharton
and Bab released his arms.

In. an - instant Gilbert spun round,
shoved them te right and left, and cut
across the platform.

In another instant lLe would have
been gone; but the watchful eye of the
nabob was on him. Hurree Singh put
out a foot just in time, and Gilbert
went headlong over it.

Bump !

He landed on his hands and knees on
the latft(i)rm. 4 Wh

“ Bag him |” gaspe arton.

“ (ot him ™ ;irinned Bob.

Tracy was collared again, before he
could scramble to his feet. ‘The two
juniors grasped him, and swung him
round towards the carriage door.

Herbert Vernon-8mith and Tom Red-
wing stared blankly.

“What on earth’s this game?” ex-
claimed the Bounder.

“What the dickens—" cxclaimed
Redwing.

“Chuck him in!” said Bob.

Gilbert Tracy fairly hurtled into the
carriage. He sprawled among the
juniors there, spluftering.

Wharion and Bob and Hurree Singh
followed hini in. Wharton shut the

doer,

“What's the
asked Smithy.

“ New kid—naughty kid doesn't want
to come to school I grinued Bob.
*“h, my bhat!”

Tracy struggied -up. His face was
red with rage. All the fellows M the
carriage were staring at him.

“You checky rotters!” -he roared,
“Tet me get out of this!”
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“Mad?” asked Smithy.

“You can have a seat, Tracy!” said
Harry Wharton. “Here you are!”

“1 don’t want iti"”

‘“ Stand if you like.”

“I'm getting out!” roared Tracy.

* Not this side of Courtfield.”

“You cheecky, meddling fool—"

“Oh, shut up!” exclaimed Harry
Wharton. “That's enough from you!
Shut up 1”

Doors banged along the train. The
engine shrieked. The train moved on
out of Lantham Junction; and that re-
markable new boy was booked for
Courtfield at least! And when the
irain stopped at Courtfield, all the
Famous Five gathered round him, to
walk him to the loeal train for Friar-
dale. It was not the cheery Gilbert’s
intention to arrive at Greyfriars
School, if he could help it—but it
looked as if he would not be able to
help it.

. THE SIXTH CHAPTER.
Gone !
“ ON'T barge I rapped Coker of
the Fifth.

*Shut up, Coker!”

There was rather a scrum
for the school bus at Friardale. The
Famous Five, as they pushed for the
bus, did not exactly mean to barge
Horace Coker. But Horace was in the
way, and he was barged.

The ¥Famous Five had Gilbert in tow.

Three members of the famous Co.
were guite astonished by the state of
affairs. 8till, they knew that the new
hoy had becn landed om Wharton, for
safe transport to the school; and they
were ready to back up their leader in
getting him there. What sort of a fellow
this was, who was irying to escape on
his way to school, was rather a mystery
to them; but they were going, at all
events, to see that he did not escape.
It was rough luck on Wharton to have
such a mad ass planted on him; and it
was up te his chums to help bim
throngh. 8o the ‘whale five gathered
rouud Gilbert, as they charged for the
bus: and but for Horace Coker, of the
Fifth Forpr, he would have been safely
landed inside.

But Coker of the Fifth did not like
being barged by juniors.

Coker, on the step of the bus, was
looking for his friends, Potter and
CGreene. It looked to Coker as if they
were missing the bus, He was not aware
that they were missing it because he
avas on it! They had had Ceker’s com-
pany on the irain, so it was quite a
pleasant relief to miss it on the bus.

“Don't barge!” repeated Coker.
“ And don't be cheeky, Cherry! I can
see that you've come back this term as
cheeky as ever !

“And you've come back as fathcaded
as ever, Horace, old bean!” said Bob
cheerily. “Gerrout of the way ¥

“T said don't barge!”

However, as Coker was in tne way.
and had no intention of getting out o
it, it was necessary to barge. So the
F¥amous Five barged, and Horace Coker
was upended into the bus amid a forest
of legs.

But he was up in a twinkling, and
charging.

*“Hold on!*

“Look out!™

“ Now, then, stop that row!” came a
shout from Wingate of the Sixth.

But even the veice of a prefect,
captain of the school, was unheeded by
Coker of the Fifth, in his just wrath.

He had been barged over, amid =
numerable legs. His hat had rolled <%
and Skinner - of the Remove had
Fromptlg stamped on it. Two or t
ellows had stamped on Coker. C
fairly hurled himself at the Ren
fellows.

There was quite a mix-up! Holding
on te Gilbert Tracy, with Horace C
charging them like a wild elephant, -
impracticable. Gilbert had to be let g«

The Famous Five grasped Coker, 2o

dealt with him faithfully, Horace
Coker, in less than a minute, was
left for dead, ds it were, in t

dust. Then Harry Wharton, leokinz

round hurriedly for Gilbert, had =2
moment’s glimpse of a distant figure.
vanishing round a corner far up the
High Street.

“QOh, that retter !” gasped Harry.

He made a rush in pursuit. But he
stopped again. Gilbert had turned a
corner and vanished. « Hunting him
through the highways and byways was
evidently not a practical propositicn.
Gilbert was gone !

Harry Wharton had got himm as far
as Friardale—hardly more than a mile
from Greyfriars! But that was the
limit! Now he had lost him!

He rejoined his friends, his lips com-
pressed.

“That worm gone?” asked Johnojy
Bull.

“Yes!”

“Is he potty 7 asked Frank Nugent
“He will have to ta school if he's
sent to school! on earth’s the
matter with him

Harry Wharton breathed hard.

“] promised my uncle to see him safe
to Greyfriars! Nunky never ex?ecn-».i
this sgrt of thing, of course! Well, he's

at

ne.

“The gonefulness is terrific.”

“Loek here!” It was a roar from
Coker of the Fifth, emerging gasping
from the dust. “I'll jolly welﬁ—”

“It's all that fathead’s fault!” ex-
claimed Harry. “Bump him!”

“ Hear, hear !*

“Why, you—you—yeu— I—I1—
—" spluitered Coker, as he was
mﬂare‘d. “Why, I—I-TI'll— Yar-
a =

Bump, bump, bump !

Leaving Coker for dead once mare,
the Famous Five crowded into the bus.
It rolled off to the school, crowded;
Horace Coker sitting up, dizzily, and
blinking after it as- it went.

Harry Wharton's face was clouded as
the bus rolled on to the school. He had
done his best; he eould hardly blame
himself for Gilbert's escape. But it
was very awkward, all the same. His
uncle expected him to see Gilbert safe
to Greyfriars; Mr. Quelch expected the
new junior to arrive there with him:
and both of them, probably, wou!l
blame him if Gilbert came to any harm.
What the fellow’s intentions were, hLe
could not guess. Possibly he had not
formed any definite plans, but was only
obstinately determined that he would
not be sent to Tha idea of the
fellow wandering about the country on
his own was rather startling.

It was possible that, later in the day,
he would turn up at the school,
realising that there was nothing else 1o

done. Wharton, at all events, had
to leave it at that; there was nothing

mere than he could do. But he was
feeling worried and uncomfortable
when

the bus arrived at Gragiriars——
though his chief feeling was a desire to
pum‘i Master Gilbert’s head, and to
punch it hard!




THE SEVENTH CHAPTER.
Wharton Is Wanted !

11 SAY, you fellows!”

Billy Bunter put a grinning
fat face into Study No. 1 in the
Remove, and blinked through- his

big spectacles at the fellows therein.

Harry Wharton and Frank Nugent
were in their old quarters, unpacking
various possessions, when the fat Owl of
the Remove blew in.

They had seen their Form-master,
but Mr. Quelch, rather to Wharton's
relief, had not mentioned Tracy. First
day of term was a busy day for a school-
master; and no doubt Quelch had
plenty of matters to occupy his mind.
A good many fellows, who came from
long distances, did not attend the early
roll-call.

Still, that was now some time ago,
and most of the Remove had arrived,
and reported the fact. As soon as it
dawned on Quelch that Tracy was not
in the school he was certain to inguire
after him, probably not in the best of
tempers.

Exactly what he was to say to Quelch,
when he was questioned, Wharton did
not know. He did not want to say that
the fellow had deliberately dodged
away, to avoid coming to school; for,
little as he liked Tracy, he did not want
to land him in a terrific row on the
first day of the term. Bo how he was
to put it to Quelch was rather a puzzle.

“I say, you fellows, Quelch——"
began Bunter. Then, as his eyes and
spectacles wandered to a packet that
Frank Nugent was unpacking on the
table, he dropped the subject of Quelch,
and went on: “I say, what are you un-
packing, Franky?”

“A cake!” answered Nugent.

“0Oh, good! I'll have some, if you
like!” said Bunter, “I haven’t un-
packed yet! I've brought back no end
of stuff from Bunter Court—TI'll ask you
fellows, when I unpack it! Whack it
out, old chap I”

“You can have the whole cake, if you
like I answered Nugent.

Billy Bunter beamed.

“Mean that?” he gasped.

“Yes, rather! You need it more than
Idot!”

“ Bhove it over, old chap !”

Billy Bunter extended a fat paw, to
grab the cake, when Frank Nugent
shoved it over.

But he did not grab it!
snort of disgust instead.

“Beast |” he hooted.

It was a cake of soap!

“Jt will do you good, old fat man!”
said Nugent.

“Yah [

He gave a

“Don’t you want your pals to sce you
again, now you've come back to
school 1

?* They can see me all right,
can’t they 1~

“ Not unless you wash 1"

“Yah !” repeated Bunter. “Silly ass!
Yah! I say, you fellows, Quelch—what
are you unpacking, Wharton?”

“Cakes |” answered Harry, laughing.

“Not cakes of soap?” asked Bunter
suspiciously.

“Dh, no, nothing of the kind I”

“Got a lot7”

“A dozen—only small ones.”

“Well, dash it all, old fellow, you
might let a pal have one |” said Bunter.
“Or two, if they're small ones. What?”

- Yc‘i‘u éan have the lot, if you'll eat

(nem.

“Eh? Think I want to drink them ?”
asked Bunter. “Of course I'll eat them.
Hand ’em over, old chap 1”

“Here you arel”

There are cakes and cakes! The
handful of small cakes that Wharton ex-
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tended were cakes of water-colour

belonging to a paint-box.

“You—you—you—you funny idiot!”
gasped Bunter.

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“Pulling a fellow’s leg! Cackle I

hooted Bunter. * You won't be cackling
when Quelch is done with you, judging
by his locks! I say, you fellows,
Quelch is in a bait! He's always rather
a beast on the first day of term; but
he's simply raging now—grinding his
teeth 1

 “Fathead I”

“Well, you should see him,” said
Bunter. “1 say, you fellows, have you
heard of a new kid this term—DBracey—
No, Tracy?”

“Tracy |” exclaimed Harry, “has he

turned up?”
“] fancy not!” chuckled Bunter.

9
“You b[itheril? idiot!”  roared
Wharton. “Why didn’t you tell me so
at oncel”

“Dh, really, Wharton—"

Harry Wharton crossed the study to
the door and hurried out, It was very
probable that Mr. Quelch was in a
mood of annoyance, and in that mood,
Wharton naturally did not want to kee
him waiting, especially as he had to tell
him that the expected new boy had
vanished into space.

“1 eay, Wharton—"
Bunter, as he went.

“QOh, don't bother!” enapped Harry,
over his shoulder, as he headed for the
Remove landing and the staira.

Bunter rolled after him.

I say,” he yelled, “it’s important!
I gay—"
(Continued on next page.)

squeaked

“He, he, ha!
Quelch iz going up
and down yowling
for him.”

“You silly ass!”
exclaimed Frank
Nugent.

“Well, he's ask-
ing fellows right
and left, anyhow I"”
said Bunter. b
heard him ask
Smithy, and
Smithy said he'd
seen the chap on
the train from

'7(;

Lantham. He said
he thought he'd
got in! But he

olly well hasn’t, or
buelch wouldn’t be
yowling up  an

down after him like ,
a cat on the tiles,

you know. He
asked me if I'd
seen him, and just
snorted when I said
I hadn't—as if a
fellow is expected
to keep on the look-
out for new kids.”
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Harry Wharton came to an impatient
halt. ile supposed that it was_some-
thing more frem Quelch, that Bunter
had to tell him.

““Buck up !” he rapped.

Bunter came up, gasping for breath.

«J—I say, wait a tick,” he spluttered.
“Rushing off when a fellow’s speaking
to you—oooogh! I'm out of breath!”

“What have you %ot' to say, you fat
chump?™ roared Wharton. )

“Look here, if you fhink it’s civil fo
begin calling a fellow names on the
first day of term—"

4 Wil{you tell me what Quelch said1”
howled Wharton.

«Eh?. I've told youl” answered
Bunter, blinking at him through his
big spectacles in surprise. ‘He wants
to see you in his study at omce, he

said. g

“Is that all?” yelled the captain of
the Remove. :

“Eh? Yes, that's all,” said Dunter.
«“PBut I was going to say, I came away
in ratheér a hurry to-day, and left my
money at home——"

“What?” shrieked IMarry Wharton.

Quelch, already annoyed, must have
been waiting at least ten minutes for
his head boy by that time, and it was
for this, that the fatuous Owl: had
stopped him on the Remave landing !

“All my money—change, currency
notes, banknotes, everything!” said
Bunter. “I've got here practically
stony! But I'm expecting a postal

order to-morrow ! Can you lend me a
—yarooooooop |7
But

Wharton had no time to lose.
he spared & moment to take William
George Bunter by his fat shoulders,
and sit him down on the Remove
‘anding with a heavy bump !

Bunter sat and roared.

“Why, you beast—yaroop I—wharrer

THE MAGNET

3 to—wow! I say—yarococh!”
I'll jolly well—yarooooop 1™

Harry Wharton ran down the stairs,
Billy Bunter tottered to his feet and
blinked at him as he went, over the
banisters, his little, round eyes, and

you w

his big, round spectacles glittering with
wrath,

“Beast!” he roared. “ Rotter !
Swab1”

Coker of the Fifth, coming up the
stairs, glanced round at Bunter. He
stared at him. He glared at him.

“ Rotten beast!” roared Bunter, un-
heeding Coker, and addressing the
vanishing top of Harry Wharton’s head,
far below. *Cheeky cad! I've a jolly
good mind to punch your nose! Beast!
Cad! Rotter!”

“By gum!” said Coker.

Why Bunter was calling him these
names, Coker did not know. As a
matter of fact, Bunter wasn’t, but
Coker did not know that. As he was
the only fellow on the staircase at the
moment, and as Bunter was yelling
over the banisters right at him, Coker
took it for granted that he was the
person addressed.

Coker was not to b% s0 addressed with
impunity ! Not Coker! He came up to
the landing with a rush!

* Beast, eh?” said Coker. He smacked
at the fattest head in the Remove.
“Cad, eh?”’ Smack! “Swab, eh!”
Smack ! . “Rotter, eh?” Smack!

“Ow! Keep off, you silly idiot!”
yelled the surprised Owl * Wharrer
you smacking my head for, Coker, you
mad ass? ‘I say—yoo-hoop !”

Smack !

Coker did not explain what he was
smacking Billy Bunter’s head for. He
supposed that Bunter knew! Bunter
did" not know, but he did not stay to
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inquire furiker! He bolted up the
Remove passage—roaring !

THE EIGHTH CHAPTER.
Puzzie—Find Gilbert |

R. QUELCH was in his study
with a Form list in his hand
and a frown upon his brow,
when Harry Wharton arrived

M

there.

He gave his head boy rather a grim
glance.

Mr. Quelch was not, perhaps, in a
“bait,” and he certainly was not grind-
ing his teeth as Billy Bunter had stated.
But he was clearly in a state of
annoyance, First day of term was a
busy day, and Queich had enough to
bother him, without unnecessary bothers
and worries being added.

“You sent for me, sir?” said Harry
meekly.

Mr. Quelch glanced at the clock on
his mantelpiece.

“J sent for yon more than a guarter
of an hour ago, Wharton !” he answered.
“J told Bunter to tell you to come at
once. I am surprised that you should
waste your Form-master’s time like this,
Wharton.”

“J came at once, sir—"

“My time iz of value, Wharton,
though you do not appesar to realise the
fact,” s=aid Mr., Quelch. “However,
now you are here, where is Tracy 1"

“I—I don’t know.”

“You do not know!” repeated Mr.
Quelch.

“No, sir! You see—"

“1 do not see, Wharton! I fail to
understand this! I was informed by
Sir Giles Oakwood that Tracy would
reach Greyfriars with you to-day, as I
—I mi secing him yesterday at his
home. I understood that your guardian,
Colonel Wharton, had answered for this
arrangement being carried out.”

“Yes, sir!] But—"

“Y cannot believe that. Colonel
Wharton failed to see the boy off, after
having undertaken to do so—"

“Oh, no, sir! We started together
from Wimfard, in Surrey! But =

“Then Tracy did travel with yon!”

“Yes, sir, as far as Friardale.”

“Why did he not come on to the
school with you, in that case?” snapped
Mr. Quelch. “Did your uncle not
request you to keep him company as
ar as the school?”

“QOh, yes, sir! But—"

“But you did not do so?”

“I—I missed him in Friardale
stammered Harry. “There was a crowd
outside the station, and rather a rush
for the school bus, and—and——"

“You lost sight of Tracy1”

“Yes, eirl”

“You should not
Wharton !™

“] really couldn’t help it, sir, in the
circumstances—""

“Nonsense! Have vyou seen him
since 17

“No, eirl” .

“I have made inquiries, and he does
not appear to have reached the school
at all I” said Mr. Quelch. “You are to
blame for this, Wharton !”

Harry Wharton made no reply to
that. He did not feel that he was to
blame, 8Still, as he did not mention
that Tracy had deliberately dodged and
fled, that was the only view that Mr.
Quelch could take.

“1 think,” said Mr. Quelch, *that
you should have been more careful,
Wharton. - You might, in the circum-
siances, have taken a little trouble in
this matter. You are my head boy, and
I have a right to expeet some little

have done eo,



thought and circumspection trom you.
Even on the first day of the tern, I do
not expect my head boy to act with
utter carelessness and thoughtlessness.”

Harry Wharton took that in silence.

“] am placed in a most awkward
position, owing to your remissness,”
went on Mr. Quelch. *“The boy may be
lost—he may not reach the school.”

“He has a tongue in his head, sir
suggested Harry.

*What—what 7"

“ Anyone will tell him the way to the
school, if he asks.”

Mr. Quelch compressed his lips hard.
In point of fact, he was not i much
uneasiness about Master Gilbert being
lost, but he doubted whether that cheery
youth was going to turn up at the school
at all, unless an eye was kept on him
till he was safely within the gates.
Obviously Tracy was quite capable of
inquiring his way to the school, if he
wanted to reach the same! Quelch
doubted whether he did!

“You will not improve matters by
impertinence, Wharton!” he snapped.
“] have a very difficult boy to deal
with, and for certain reasons I am
taking a very unusual amount of
trouble on his account. I have a right
to expect help, not hindrance, from the
head boy of the Remove !"

Harry Wharton was silent.

“ As the matter stands, you have lost
a new boy who was entrusted to your
care,” said Mr. Quelch. “As you lost
him so near to the school as Friardale,
he cannot be very far away. 1 shall
give you leave out of the gates,
Wharton, till calling-over in Hall te
Ioﬁl}){lorui:im”

“J trust,” said Mr. Quelch severely,
“that you will be able to find him, and
thus repair your fault! You may go at
once, Wharton !”

Harry Wharton left his Form-master’s
study in silence, with deep feelings.

First day of term was not to be spent,
as usual, in getting his quarters to
rights, greeting old friends, exchanging
news with fellows he had not seen since
last term, mingling with the mob in
Hall. It was to be spent hunting up
and down and round about for a cheeky

0 rascal who did not want to be

ound, with hardly a ghost of a chance
of success. Looking round the country-
side for Gilbert Tracy was a good deal
like looking for a needle in a haystack.

The fact was that Mr. Quelch was in
a difficult position.

He had taken on an unusudl and

1”

extremely  difficult task in. taking
responsibility for that remarkable
youth, Gilbert Tracy. Once at the

school, he had no doubt of dealing
efficiently and successfully with him.
He had no doubt that, in a very short
time, Gilbert would learn that he could
not carry on at Greyfriars as he had
carried on at Oakwood Place. Mr.
Quelch was prepared to wear out his
whole stock of caves on Gilbert, if
necessary, to drive that into his cheeky
head.

But the trouble was that Gilbert was
not at the school. Efficient Form-master
as he was, he could not deal with a
fellow who was not present. If Gilbert
did not turn up, Mr. (fua!ch really did
not know what he could do at ail. In
sending Wharton in search of him, he
was, in point of fact, catching at straws.
But, really, he did not see anything else
to be done. v

Harry Wharton’s face was frowning
as he went down the passage, quite
contrasting with a ruddy, cheery face
that met him at the corner.

“ Hallo, hallo, hallo! Anything up,
old bean?” asked Bob Cherry.
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“Quelch in a tantrum!” answered
Harry. .

“1 thought he looked a bit shirty
when I saw him. What's the row ?”

“That worm Tracy!” said Harry
savacg};:!y. “I've been jawed for letting
the cheeky cad get away! I've got to
go out and hunt for him. I don't know
whether Quelch expected me to bring
him to school handcuffed to my wrist,
like a detective with a prisoner.”

Bob Cherry chuckled. ,

“I'll come and help,” he said.

. “No good,” answered Harry. There
isn’t the remotest chance of finding him
if he doesn’t want to be found. And I
know he doesn't. May have gone back
home by this time, for all I know.”

“If he plays the goat like that they
won't let him come to Greyfriars at all,”
said Bob.

“That's what he wants!” grunted the
capta:n of the Remove. “I jolly well
wish he could have his way, too! Tell
the other fellows I'm gone out of gates;
no nced for us both to play hide-and-
seek with that cad!”

Harry Wharton took his captal and went
out of the House. He had hardly the
remotest expectation of hearing any-
thing about ‘ch or seeing nnythinilof
him; but he had his orders from Mr.
Quelch, and he had not forgotten his
promise to Colonel Wharton. 8o he
walked down to the village to do all
he could, aware that it was most likely
to amount to precisely nothing !

THE NINTH CHAPTER.
Out Of Bounds !
“ DON'T be a fool, Smithy !”

“ Bow-wow |
“Well, don't be a rotter!”
grunted Redwing.

The Bounder laughed.

“Rotters, like poets, are born, not
made, old bean !” he answered. “How's
a chap to help it?”

Tom Redwing gave an angry grunt,
and Herbert Vernon-Smith, laughing.
walked away and left him in the quad.

There had been a call-over at tea,
and there would be no more till final
calling-over in Hall. Between the two

“rolls” there was ample time for a

fellow to disappear from the Greyfriars
community unnoticed, especially on the
first day of term, when everybody was
busy about his own business,

Gates were closed now, and no fellow
was allowed out of gates without
leave.

Vernon-Smith was certainly not likely
to ask leave to pay a visit to the Cross
Keys at Friardale. But, having answered
his name at tea-time, he was not likely
to be missed—unless he was_ spotted
getting out or getting in. And Smithy
was very careful not to be spotted.

He dropped from the old Cloister
wall in a secluded spot, and followed
field-paths to the village. The scape-
grace of Greyfriars was bent on renew-
ing his acquaintance with Mr. Lodgey
at that salubrious resort, the Cross Keys,
and it was like the reckless Bounder to
do so on the very first day of the new
term. The fact that a fellow might be
expelled for visiting such a place did
not deter the Bounder, but it made him
very cautious. It was glnr.\winiI dusky.
but it was quite light enough for a
fellow to be scen and recognised, and,
reckless as he was, Smithg did not want
to be taken before his headmaster on
the first day of term.

He did not emerge from the fields
till he was quite near his destination.
Then he came out by a Fa[‘r‘ in the hedge
into Friardale Lane, looked this way
and that way, like Moses of old, and

darted 1nto the little lane that ran by
the side of the public-house.

That gave him admission to the
garden behind the Cross Keys, where the
“bad hat * of the Remove knew his way
only too well into the place by way of
the stegs in the veranda at the back
of the building.

In that veranda, a man with a red
and beery face sat, smoking a cigar, and
talking to some other person whom
Vernon-Smith could not see.

The beery man was Bill Lodgey, and
as he saw Vernon-8mith below he waved
his ecigar to him, in friendly greeting.
with an inviting gesture, leaving a
circle of blve smoke in the air.

The Bounder stepped up. Then he
saw the fellow to whom Bill Lodse{ harl
been speaking—and stared blankly at
Gilbert Tracy.

Tracy stared at him.

He reconaed Vernon-Smith at once
as the fellow who had been keeping
the carriage for Harry Wharton & Co.
at Lantham that day. He favoured the
Bounder with a scowl. He supposed
that Vernon-8mith was a friend of
Wharton's—and no friend of Wharton's
was likely to find favour in his eyes.

. “My hat!” ejaculated Vernon-Smith,
in astonishment. “You here, Tracy!
My only summer hat !"

“You seem to be here!”
Gilbert. “Any business of
whether I'm here or mot "

“Quelch has been hunting for you all
over the school, and asking nearly every
man at Greyfriars if he's seen you.”

“Let him hunt I

“Well, you're starting well, for a new
kid 1 saitf the Bounder. “How long do
vou expect to stay at Greyfriars at this
rate 1"

“I don't expect to stay there at all!”
answered Gilbert coolly. “But it's no
business of yours that I can see!”

Mr. Lodgey looked from one to the
other. Smithy was an old acquaintance
of his, but he had seen Tracy for the
first time that day. ¥

“Friend of yourn, sir * he asked.

“No fear! A new kid for my school,
that's all,” answered Vernon-Smith. “I
saw him on the train to-day. Where
did you pick him up, Lodgey "

“Met the young gentleman 'ere, sir,”
answered‘hgr. Eoﬁ ey. “’Aving his
tea 'ere, in the garden, when I spoke
a civil word.”

The Bounder laughed. He had ro
doubt that Bill Lodgey had been ready
with a civil word for a well-dressed
fellow who looked as if he had money
about him.

They had been quite deep in conversa-
tion. when the Bounder arrived, and it
was evident that Tracy was in congenial
surroundings.

“8it down, sir!” said Mr. Lodgey.
guahing a box of cigarettes towards the

ounder.

But Smithy did not sit down, and he
did not accept a smncke. He was no
more pleased to see Tracy there than
Tracy was to see him.

1t is said that a fellow feeling makes
us wondrous kind, and that birds of
a feather flock together. But the dis-
covery that the new fellow had the same
blackguardly tastes as himself did not
make the Bounder feel “ wondrous kind *
by any means. He had come there to
talk “gee-gees ” with the racing man,
but he gave that idea up at once on
findin, racy there. A fellow who
started at school in this way was pretty
certain, in the Bounder's opinion, to
land into bad trouble, and land info
it quick, and Smithy had no desire to
be mixed up in it. e ;

" “QOnly looked in in p;usini:” he said.
Tae Macser LiBEary.—No. 1,599,
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“j'm going on.” He turned to the
steps. Then, with an impulse of com-
passion for a reckless young ass who
was heading for trouble, he glanced
back. *“Won't you come with me,
Tracy 1

Gilbert stared at him.

“No,"” he answered curtly, “I won’t 1”

“You'd better,” said Smithy. “If
yow're looked for and found here—"

“No bizney of yours!”

Vernon-8mith's eyes gleamed.

“I'd punch your cheeky head,” he
said, “but you look like getting enough
without any from me. Go and eat
coke !” ;

He went down the steps, and Gilbert,
after a contemptuous stare after him,
resumed his cigarette and his conversa-
tion with Bill gey on the entrancing
subject of * gee-gees.”

ernon-Smith left the garden and
went up. the path beside the inn to
Friardale Lane.

As he emerged into the lane there was
a sudden cxclamation:

“Vernon-Smith {*

“Qh ¥ gasped the Bounder.

“(Copped "—on the first day of term;
that was his Erst thought. - But the next
moment he recognised Harry Wharten.

“(Oh!” he gasped. “You—you fooll
You made me jump !” Then, staring at
the captain the Remove, he burst
into a laugh. *“Oh, my hat! You,
too! Cood little Georgie, who loved his
kind teachers, breallinq out like this!?
Qur bright and shinin’ model in the

i

Remove kickin® over the traces! Ha,
ha, haI*
THE TENTH CHAPTER.
Collared !
ARRY WHARTON stared at the
Bounder.
The captain of the Remove

had walked round Friardale,
looking for the missing new junior, and
making an inquiry here and there. He
did not expect to pick up any news of
Gilbert, and he did not pick up any.

He was coming back up the lane when
he spotted the Bounder, and stopped to
speak to him.

As Smithy was emerging from the
path beside the Cross Keys, he did not
noed telling where the scapegrace had
been; but that was not l‘n)ii business.
He had his own opinion of the
Bounder's dingy ways; but he was not
at Greyfriars to bring up other Remove
fellows in the way they should go. He
stepped tewards Vernon-Smith to ask
him if he had seen anything of the new
fellow. The Bounder’s jeering words
;pd sarcastic laugh merely astonished

im.

“Youl” went on Smithy, grinning.
“Wharton, old bean, you've been keep-
ing bad company in the hols.”

“What do you mean, you silly ass?”
snapped Harry.

“Plain enough!” grinned Smithy.
“Pub-haunting on the first day of
term. Ha, ha, ha! All very well for
me—the bad lad of the Form—but you
—ha, ha! Quelch would jump if he saw
you here.” .

“You howling ass!” roared Harry
Wharton. “Why shouldn’t I be here?
Do you fancy was going into that
putrid den you've just come out of, yon
dummy 1*

“Weren't you?” frinned Smithy.

“¥You cheeky fool I

The Bounder laughed again,

- “What’s the good of gammonin’ #* he
said banteringly. “You came back to-
day with that new cub, Tracy. New
pal of yeurs, what? T run into you
going in as 1 come out. Think I don't
THE MAGNET LiBRART.—No, 1,589.
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know that Iiou were going in to join him
there? What do you take me fori”

Harry Wharton jumped.

“ You've seen Tracy—in that den?” he
exclaimed. -

“You wdidn't know?” jeered the
Bounder. “You weren't going in to
join him? You haven't been painting
the town red with him in the hols?”

“You utter idiot!” said Harry. “I
was with Mauly in the hols, and I pever
saw Tracy in my life before yesterday.”

“Then it hasn’'t taken you long to
pick up his sportive manners and cus-
toms |” grinned Smithy.

Harry Wharton clenched his hands,
He was very much inclined to plant his
knuckles in Vernon-Smith’s grinning

face,

8till, there was some excuse for the
Bounder's misapprebension. Tracy had
been in Wharton's company, coming to
school that day, and Bmithy had just
seen him with Bill Lodgey, and as he
came away met Wharion face to face at
the side cntrance of the Cross Keys.
Certainly it looked to Smithy as if the
captain of tho Remove was going in to
join Tracy there.

“You fool I” snapped Harry. “I'm
looking for Tracy I

“I know !*-grinned Smithy.

“Quelch sent me out to find him!”
roared Wharton.

“Good old Quelch! Bet that he didn’t
know where you were going to join up
with' him ! chuckled Smithy. .

“QOh, stop talking rot, you silly ass!”
snapped Wharton.  “Look here, is it
straight—is Tracy in that den?”

“You didn't know!”  chuckled
Smithy.

“Not till you told me, you dummy !”

The Bounder laughed, shrugged his
shoulders, and walked up the lane to-
wards the school, leaving Wharton with
a dark and knitted brow.

The captain of the Remove stood
there in angry indecision. Vernon-
Smith’s mistake was intensely annoying
to him; but he had, at all events,
learned from the 'Bounder where
Gilbert was to be found. But what he
was to do now was a problem.

Quelch had despatched him to look
for Tracy, find him, and bring him in.
Quelch certainly had not supposed that
the new junior would be run to earth
in a “pob.” He could hardly expect
his head boy to root the fellow out of
the Cross Keys—a place strictly out of
bounds for Greyfriars fellows. The
captain of the Remove could not enter
those forbidden precincts without break-
ing a very serious rule of the school.

On the other hand, he could not
return fo Greyfriars and report that he
could not find Tracy, when he had, in
fact, found him. Neither could he
return and report that Tracy was pub-
haunting—at all events, he was very un-
willing to do anything of the kind. He
would gladly have booted Gilbert all
over the county of Kent, but giving him
away for a Head’s flogging was another
matter.

For several minutes after the Bounder
had gone Harry Wharton stood there,
undecided what he should do.

But he decided at last. He counid not
tell Quelch that he hado’t found
Gilbert, and he could not tell Quelch
that Gilbert was in a “pub.” The only
alternative was to hook Gilbert out, and
that meant breaking bounds in a par-
ticularly disreputable quarter.

As there seomed to no help for it,
he made up hiz mind to it; but his
temper was in a boiling state as he went
down the dusky path from which the
Bounder had emerged, and entered the
weedy garden on which the veranda
logked.

#headlong down the

A Iidght had been turned on in a room
behind the verands, and it revealed
Mr. Lodgey and Gilbert Tracy, siiting
and smoking.

Harry Wharton ran up the steps.

Both™ Lodgey and Tracy glanced
round, thinking that it was Vernon-
Smith coming back. They stared at

Harry Wharton.

Of the beery racing man Wharton took
no notice whatever. lle was there for
Tracy, and he gave Tracy his attention.
And as he had no time to waste, he did
not waste any.

He strode straight at Gilbert,
grabbed him by the collar, and hooked
him off his charr.

There was an nn%ry ell from Gilbert.
Wharton did rnot eeg either his yell-
ing or his E:rugﬁling. With an iron
grip on his collar he dragged him
steps into the

arden. He had had to enter those for-

idden precincts, but he was not stayin
there a second longer than he cou]ﬁ
help, and he was not going to waste
time in words.

Gilbert went headlong down the
steps, bumping and bundling and
yelling.

Mr. Lodgey pumped to his feet,
staring.

“My eye!” he ejaculated.

“Leave go, will you1” yelled Gilbert.
“You rotter, leave go! Lodgey, lend
me & hand! Help mel”

Harry Wharton did not wait for Mr.
Lodgey to make up his mind on_that
point.  He whirled the yelling Gilbert
along by the collar, out of the garden,
into the side path by the inn.

Gilbert, struggling, clung to the gate.

“Come on!” said Wharton, between
his teeth.

“Let go, howled -
Gilbert.

With a powerful wrench the captain
of the Remove tore him loose.  As
Tracy still resisted he dragged him like
a sack nr the path to the lane. Then
he propelled him along Friardale Lane
in the direction of Greyfriars.

He was glad enough to get away from
the Cross Keys. He did not stop till he
was a good fifty yards from that estab-
lishment. Then he stopped, but he did
not let go Gilbert’s collar.

Tracy was hanging a dead weight on
him. His resistance was not of much
use in the sturdy grasp of the captain of
the Remove. But clearly Wharton
could not drag him a mile by the collar.

“Walk I” snapped Harry.

“1 won't!” yelled Gilbert. “Not a

step L

“Quelch has sent me out to find you.”

“ Hang Quelch !

“I've got to take you in.”

“Hang you!”

“PDo you want Quelch to know you
were in a pub?”

“] don't care a rap!”

“Well, you can tell him if you like—
I can’t. I'm taking you to the school.
I'm going to hoid you all the way, and
you're going to walk! And I'm going
to boot you if you don’t!”

“Youn meddling rotter—"

“Will you come on?”

“No " yelled Gilbert.

“Last time of asking!”

“I won't come |” .

Harry Wharton said no more. His
boot eame into play, and it came hard.

Wild yells from Gilbert woke the
echoes of the fields. But he decided to
walk ] Really, there was no help for it!

He walked !

Harry Wharton's hand was still on
his collar when they reached the school
gates. He was taking no chances of the
elusive. Gilbert dodging away in the
dusk. With his left hand, he rang the

you rotter1”
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Wharton followed Tracy up, and his open palm smote the new junior’s face.

EVERY SATURDAY

““ Now, you eur——"' he panfed. “* Wharton!”

| 3

It was a formidable voice, almost like a roar, from Mr. Quelch’s window, as the Remove master stared out.

bell; and Gosling, staring, opened the
gate.

The old porter of Greyfriars fairly
blinked at the sight of Gilbert scowling
and snarling, with another junior’s
hand on his collar.

Wharton marched his prisoner in,
and Gosling, etill blinking, shut the
gate. He marched him across th> quad.
But as they approach~d the doorway of
the House, he droppeu his hand from
Gilbert’s collar.

“Get in!” he said. “If you want me
to walk you in to Quelch by the collar,
I'll do it—please yourself!”

Gilbert walked in, and Wharton
followed him.

“Hallo, hallo, hallo!” The Co. were
waiting for Wharton at the door.
“You've got him "

“Yes; I've got to take him to Quelch,
and then, thank goodness, shal
done with him,” answered Harry.
“This way, Tracy.”

Tracy, with compressed lips and a
bitter face, went with him.

Wharton knocked at the door
Alr. Quelch’s study, and opened it.
pushed the new junior in. e

“Tracy, sir!” he said.

And, without waiting for an answer,
he drew the door shut, leaving Gilbert
with his Form-master, and walked away
—glad to have done with that peculiar
new member of the Greyfriars Ren..ve.

of
He

THE ELEVENTH CHAPTER.
In Study No. 1.

ENRY SAMUEL QUELCH rose
to his feet, his eyes fixed on
Gilbert’s sullen face.

It was a great relief to him
to see the boy there. He had had little
hope that Wharton would find him;
and the capture of the elusive Gilbert

had extricated Mr. Quelch from a very
awkward position. Though whether
Mr. Quelch would have approved of all
his head boy’s proceedings in effecting
capture, was another question. Gilbert,
at all events, was there!

Mr. Quelch eyed him for soms
moments in silence. The sullen, savage,
rebellious expression on Gilbert's face
was not agreeable to the view. Perhaps
Quelch doubted his wisdom in having
taken responsibility for the boy at all.
But Henry Samuel Quelch was not the
man to look back when once he had set
his hand to the plough. He had made
himself responsible for Gilbert, and he
was going to see the matter through.

“You may sit down, Tracy !” he said,
quite mildly.

Gilbert slumped into a chair.

“Now, my boy, I have wvery litile
time to give you!” said Mr. Quelch.
“Listen to me with attention! You are
a troublesome boy, Tracy; a trouble to
your father, who is an invalid and
unable to deal with you; an intolerable
burden to your uncle, who consulted
me, his old friend, and to whom I made
the offer of doing what I could for you.
You must try to do better here, Tracy,
than you have done at home.”

Grunt, from Gilbert!

“(0f what happened yesterday, I shall
say nothing,” resumed Mr. Quelch. “It
was my intention to bring you person-
ally to the school; but you eluded me,
and I had to leave Oakwood Place with-
out you. I shall let that pass, as you
were not then a Greyfriars boy.”

Grunt !

“Neither,” went on Mr. Quelch,
“shall I punish you for having arrived
so late to-day. I desire to make every
possible allowance for your early train-

ing, or want of training. You will
make an entirely fresh start hers,
Tracy.”
Grunt!

“You will be a member of my Form
here,” said Mr. Quelch. “I understand,
Tracy, that you have been sent to
school previously, and have made your-
self so troublesome that the headmaster
has been glad to send you home.”

A faint grin dawned on Gilbert's
sullen face for a moment.

“That,” said Mr. Quelech quietls,
“will not be allowed here, Tracy !
have discussed the matter with Dr.
Locke, and he has given me an entirely
free hand. You will not be allowed to
add to your father's troubles, which are
heavy enough, or to burden a kind and
indulgent uncle. You will be a Grey-
friars boy, and you will not in any
circumstances be sent away from Groey-
friars.”

Gilbert's grin was replaced by a
scowl.
“I shall hope,” said Mr. Quelch

sternly, “that you will realise that this
is a great chance for you, and will make
the best of it. I zhall give you all the
assistance in my power. If you persist
in requiring punishment, punishment.
will be drastic. But I shall hope that
vou will come to a better frame of
mind.”

Grunt !

“To-morrow, when I am more at
leisure, I will talk with you further,”
said Mr. Queleh. “I have no time now.
You will be placed in Wharton's etudy
—vou are acquainted with Wharton,
and—-"

“That cad ! said Gilbert.

“What ?”

“That cad who brought me in!”

“You must not use such expressions
when speaking to your Form-master,
Tracy. Wharton was sent out specially
to find you. You should not have left
him on your way to school, as you know
very well.”

(Continued on page 16.)
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FIT AS A FIDDLE!

Last Laughable Instalment of :
“«THE SLACKER OF ST. SAM'S!I"
By Our * Yung Orther™ ... DICKY

NUGENT

“Here he isl™

“ Wake up, Yawning-
ton 1"

“ Buck up, Yawny, old
bean | Yeur grate-grate-
grandfather’s here !

Yawnington, the
slacker of 8t. Sam’s,
sat up on his luxurious
couch. He yawned
weerily at the site of the
eager Fourth-Formers
who were crowding round
him.

* Can’t I have another
forty winks, dear men 1"
Le sighed. *I've only
just started my after-
noon snooze.'” *

* Sorry, old chap—
but there’s no time for
four winks, let alone
forty ! " said Jack Jolly
brisily. * Head’s orders
are for you to go to the
jimmynasium at onece.
Take hold of him, you
fellows !

* Good wheeze!”

“Ow-ow ! Leggo my
hair! Yow-ow! My
ears! Look here, you
fellows——""

Yawnington protested
wildly ; but- Jack Jolly
& Co. seezed him bg his
ears, his arms, and his
hair, and yanked him
out of the study; and
after that they ran him
ilownstairs at express
spThe fellows  they
on the way stared
in serprize, a8 they saw
the slacker’s speedy pro-

gress.

* Doing it for a wager,
you fellows 1 called out
Loyle of the Fourth.

“Not exactly
grinned Jolly. “Yawny's

wanted in the jim for his
fizzical fitness test—
that's all 1 i

“ My hat | I'm coming
Mtoo, then 1™

“We wouldnt miss
this for worlds |
chuckled Stedfast. *‘This
way, you fellows {

here was a rush, as

the news spread that
Yawnington's testing-
time had arrived. No-
body wanted to miss sce-
ing the slacker of the
Fourth put through his
paces in the jim before
the critical eyes of his
grate-grate- grandfather,
Bir Frederick Funguss.

By the time Yawny
reached the jim, he had
attracted quite a lon
procession of exed
spectators behind him.

They found that the
prineipals in the piece
had already arrived. Sir
Frederick Funguss and
hisfizzical culture rt,
Major Mussel, were chew-
ing the fat with Doctor
Birchemall, while Mr.
Lickham and Mr. Justiss
stood a short distance
awa in ecase their
services were wanted.

Sir Frederick and the
major were looking as
sollem as boiled owls;
but the Fourth Form
fellows were rized to
see the Head grmning.

Had they known what
a braney wheeze the old
raskal had thought of
to hoodwink Sir
Frederick, they would
have understood his
cheerfulness, But no-

body knew a thing about
the Head's plot with the
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exception of Tubby|be an easy matter,” he | something extraordinary.
Barrell. Tubby, who|grinned. “1I propose, | “ Look ! ™ hLe eried. |

had not told a sole of
the strange secret he
had picked up while
concealed in the Head’s
study, had a pekuliar
gleem in his eyes, as he
rolled into the jim with
the rest.
** Hah !
yung

Here's the
jackanapes, bai

Jove ! " cried Sir Fred-

erick Funguss, in

refined voice, as Yawn-
ington arrived in the
jim with & rush. * It
will go hard with you
unless you prove to
Majah Mussel's satisfac-
tion that you are a

perfect spessimen of
fizzical fitness !
Doctor Birchemall

stepped forward.
** Fortunately that will

jentlemen, to put him to
a test that will convinece
you at once that he has
far surpassed the stand-
ard you set for him.
Yawnington is going to
lift the weighted bar that
lies at your feet.”

Sir Frederick and the
major simply blinked

when they saw the mas-
give weight.

‘“Impossibul!’’
barked 8ir Frederick.
* The yung raskal could
neveh lift it!”

“I beg to differ! I
hoap to see Yawnington
lift up this weight as if
it were a meer feather | ™
Then the Head stopped
suddenly and pointed to
one of the winders, as
though he had seen

SCHOOLBOY ACTOR TO TAKE

LEAD IN OWN

PLAY . . . NO

FEAR OF FLOP!

Pear Pater,—The new
term is getting into its
stride now, and the
school is a giddy hive
of industry. You will
be pleased to know that
I am dutifully doing
what you ordered and
lapping up Latin and
maths like a cat lapping
up milk. But I might
mention that I find it
very difficult to do this
and at the same time
do justice to my theatri-
cal work.

As nobody in the Re-
move, apart from myself,
has the first idea about
acting, it’s a pretty hard
task to get a production
into going order. And I
am very keen this term
to put on. a play that

will not disgrace the
family name !

The play I wrote
during the vac—
* Beauty and the Ban-
dit, "—seemed to me at
one time, the ideal picce
for schoolboy actors;
but now that I am get-
ting down to the task
of selecting a cast, I'm
not so sure about it. The
leading part is in safe
hands—I'm playing it
myself—but };r the life
of me I don’t seem able

to find anybody capable |

of filling any of the other
roles !

I've tried out Bolsover,
Bulstrode, and Brown—
the three B's—in the part
of the villainous spy ;

but although they can!

all look frightfully wvil-
lainous, they ean’t seem
to get anywhere near to
that smooth, silky, sinis-
ter voice that I want my
villain to have. I
honestly belieye, pater,
that I could go right
through the alphabet at
Greyfriars without find-
ing a chap who could do
it as I want it done !
For the heroine, I am
hoping to get one of the
ClLiff House girls, and,
girls being more naturally
suited to the stage than
fellows, I shouldn’t have
so much difficulty here.
But I'm going to have
trouble galore before I've

finished dishing out the
small parts—I can eee
that !

What makes me laugh
—or rather, would make
me laugh, if it were not
so dashed serious !—is
that, although the be-
nighted nitwits of this
Form can’t act for toffee,
they all expect me to

ive them leading parts,

t's the hardest thing in_
the world to get the silly
fatheads to accept minor
roles — notwithstanding
the fact that the only
part I eould entrust the
best of them with would
be the part of a deaf
mute !

By the way, pater,
that *““cod™ circus
produced during the vao
at Smithy’s place proved
a big hit, and I'm getting
many requests to do it
all over again at Grey-
friare. Funny that I
can get away with a half-
baked idea like that—
yet when I give them
Shakespeare, it's a flop
from the start!

T'll write again soon
and let you know how
things are going, Mean-
while, pater, here’s hop-
ing you're getting all the
encores !

Affectionately yours,

WILLIAM WIBLEY,

Everybody locked up.
this  was just

away from the wecigh
bar, he rolled it un
a first-aid cabinet near by

MASTERLY M
GO-GETTER E
GUY GUE

Guess what, buddies T
“Yep, you got it ! |
Now- that Wharton's
hit Greyfriars again, he
allows he wants back hi

Editor’s job! I knew
it would happen that
way ! And yet Fhuped it
wouldn't.

“ Maybe,” I figured to
myself, * Wharton wil
have lost some of 1
ritzy ways in the course
of his travels. Maybe
when I talk turkey, that
galoot will see sense. |
Maybe he'll allow he's got
nothing on me when it
comes to editing the
‘Greyfriara Heralc
Maybe he'll be ho
enough to hand over
the job to the guy that
earned the right to it ! |

But not a chane
All he said was ' Than
for holding tho fuort,

Fishy. Tl take over|
right away ! "
“Bez you!” I fired

back. ‘“And what it I
figure you won't ¥ What
if I fall for the elamorous |
demands of my fans and
stay right here in the
editorial chair ¥ "

The guy just snickecred.

“ In that case, Fishy," |
he said. “I'm afraid 1|
shall be under the pain- |
ful necessity of throwing |
you out on your neck ! 7’

Believe me, bozos, it
got my mad up to hear |
that ungrateful galoot
stand there and yawp at
me that way !

“ Why, you slabsided
jay, I'll iflicate you !
Iguess I’ rrguke potato-
scrapings of you!” 1
hoﬂe:a&a ’

And I pearly did it, |
too. Only one thing held |
me back, I reckon—the
fear that once I started
on him, I might not know |
when to stop !

ides, there was no |
need to do it, I was cne
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and whipped out from
the cabinet the exact
duplicate it. But
there was a b g difference
between th =~ two, as
Tubby DBarrell, who
watchedtlie Head out
of the co:ner of his eye,
knew ouly too well

ANGEUVRE OF
DITOR GETS
ESSINC !

up on Wiarton already,
though leo didn’t know
it. I'll t:il the world a
guy has w0 get up early
in the morning to cateh
Fisher T, Fish t
The day before he re-
turned, you see, I had
shifted tho entire trap-
pings of the editorial
office to a scopet dump—
MSS., drawinge, corres-
pondence, diary and the
whole bag of trieks., Just
in ease he cut up rough !
I told 1iim; and was
he mad ! I'| say! The
look that gy gave me
would hive paralysed
anyone lsz tough than
. T, ! He made a
rush at rie. I beat it.
I dido't went to get
mixed up in & serap with
Wharton. I guecss I might
hawve hurt hun too muech !
S0 now you know the
way thirgs stand re-
garding hct editorship
of the * (ircylriars Her-
ald ™ at thc time ofgu;nﬁ

to press, Your ol
Fi , in Lis well-known
big - timc way, has

stepped in afd snatched
the whole caboodle. The
“Greyfriars Herald” goes
out to the world this

And ex-

in Greyﬁ'i.,rs.'“
Editor Viurton is that

bust any uirute !

will - masteriy
maneuvy mine meet
with the o33 it de-

serves 7\

of time &

to realise i

move is tc = p out of it
and look » :isont about
it? Msiic this time
next week 1| momen.
tous queti will be
answered.  Meoanwhile,
there's e ¥ who's
sitting sty apd his

name 13

FISHEL T, FISH.

The bogus weighted
bar was in reality noth-
ing more than & bar of
wood with a toy balloon
at each end !

* Sorry, jentlemen !
said the Head, blandly,
as his viktims looked
back at him again. . “I
thonght it was an aero-
plene; but I was mis-
taken. Now, Yawning-
ton!”

Yawny got down to it.

A gasp of sheer amaze-
ment went as he
lifted the bar high above
his head.

Then the gasp changed
to a howl of Iarfier.
For, at the crucial
moment, Tubby Barrell
leaned forward and
jabbed a pin into one
of the rounded ends,
and there was a loud
explosion as the balloon
burst.

“Bai Jove!” he
asped. * Birchemall,
you uttah boundah!™

But the Head was too
wild to heed Sir Fred-
erick, With a whoop of
rage he flew at Tubby
Barrell.

What happened next
was very commical.
Tubby Barrell and
Yawnington, both think-
ing the Head was after
them, ran for their lives
and raced up ihe ladder
leading to the horizontal
bar just under the ceiling.
Yawnington was the first
to get to the top. He
swung himself on to the
bar.

The next moment, an
amazing thing happened.
Tubby, in scrambling on
to the bar, lost his
balance and fell! An-
other instant and he
would have hurtled to
the floor.

whe

————— s
was lifting the {at junior

up and depositing him
safely back on  the
ladder !

Deffening cheers rent
the air, as the erowd
breethed freely once
more.

“ Goed old Yawny ! "

" Splendid, bai gad |

eried Sir Frederick.
_ Bir Frederick was de-
lited., When Yawny
came down, he shook
his haod warmly. .

“ There's no need for
a test now, bai Jove!"
he =aid. “You're a
gpiflin’® athlete, an' I'm
proud of you, bai gad !

* Why Doectah Birch-

emall should have
trubbled to fake that
weight, 1 really don't

know. Howevah, we
will say no more about
that, now !

“ Oh, thank you, §ir
Frederick ! I’ gasped ihe

And he spent the rest
of the day blowing his

RED-HOT SPORTS SHORTS

By H. Vernon-Smith,
OUR LIVE-WIRE REPORTER

Once upon a time, the Upper Fourth at Greyfriars
played a game of football with the Remove and
beat them

" Oh, but that’s
you protest,

Well, not altogether a fairy-tale, old pals. I am
assured
history that it did actually happen once. I believe
it was during the reign of James the First !

It didn't happen, however, on Saturd y last,

a fairy tale!¥” I can hear

by chaps who have studied the school

the ancient rivals met cnce again on
Little Side. But it came very near. Our
lads had to fight hard to gain a victory by
the odd in three. extcnuation, I
should mention that only four men out of the
eleven were regular first-team players, while
Temple, on the other hand, ficlded his
strongest eide.

There was plenty of enthusiasm about the
play, but not much science. Anyway, we
won—so perhaps 1 had better uot be too
critical !

The mateh of the week at Greyfriars was
¥layed on Big Side last Wednesday, when the
first Eleven entertained St. Jude's, This
was a fine game to watch, and although ihe
home supporters were disappointed at the
result—a win for 8t. Jude's by 3—2—they
had the satisfaction of seeing a rcally pretty
display of football. Both sidcs played a
sparkling game, and if 8t. Jude’s had most
of the luck, nobody will begrudge them their
victory, which they just about deserved.

St. Jude's must be pretty strong all round
this year, for their junior team won 4—3
against Rookwood on the same day.

Leaving footer for a moment, let us offer
congratulations to Dr. Locke on winning the
Masters’ Golf Tournament at the Courtfield
Golf Club. He went round in 72, which
is considered a pretty good aggregate.

The week’s sporting sensation comes from
the , where Bunter minor at last sue-
ceeded in jumping over the vaulting-horse.

B !

“allijf.hn,ha!" But in that instant | Head.

“It's & fake! Ho, | Yawny acted! Like
ho,ho ! 2 lightning, he swung down

The fellows simply | from the bar by his legs | own
shreeked. Sir Frederick |and grabbed Tubby.
blinked. A moment later he

trun
Yawny had turned out
to be as fit as a fiddle !

t—because

Unfortunately, he overturned it in doin
and broke two of its legs
know that he landed on the right side of it.

{4

; but it’s goed to

STILT-WALKING STUNTS TO STOP!

Headmaster Puts Foot Down When
Boys Put Foot Up.

Skinner started the slilt-
walking idea at Greyfriars by
bringing back with him from
his hols a posh pair of metal
stilts that a doting eunt had
given him,

No sooner had he taken one
walk down the Remove pas-

on them than half the
Form decided to go in for
stilt-walking.

There was a rush for the
woodshed. Planes, saws and
choppers were begged, bor-
rowed or pinched, and ama-
teur carpenters set to work by
the score.

By the thirdgday of the new
ter—., stilt-walkers were to be
seen in several parts of the
school.

At fivst, they were not too
much of a nuisance. Novices
preferred the modest back-
waters of the school to the
busier parts for praetising

P
ai:en they began to get

into their stride, of course,
it was a different matter.
Piide in their new accom-

plishment soon took them into
the mainstreains of Greyfriars
traffic. They bobbed up in
the Rag, the gym, the fooler
pavilion, the tuckshop and
even in Hall Stilt-
walking quickly assumed
the dimensions of a
craze !

The mastcrs first
became aware of it when
holding their weekly meet-
ing in the library. The
library windows are too
high to permii passers-by
of normal height to be
scen in the ordinary way;
but at last week’s master’s
meeting, the startled
beaks saw through the
windows quite a proces.
sion of fellows who seemed
to have grown o yard
or so since dinner-time !

None of them seemed
to know quite what to do
about it when they learned
the eause.
nothing
about chaps .
atilts, So, fer the time being,

the beaks just raised their
eyebrows and remained
silent.

Then the inventive genius of
some of the brighter spirits
in the Remove started assert-
ing itself and elaborating the
stilt-walking stunt. Skmner
held competitions to sce who
could stilt-walk fastest up
and down the stairs. Dick
Rake created a brand-new
form of footer—on stilts, of
course. Bolsover major experi-

There was|mented with stilt-wrestling.
essentially wreng | And it was not long before the
walking on | School House began to sound

as if it wos in the process of

being demolished by house.
breakers.

The climax had to come in
the end, and it was a real rip-
snorter when it did come. A
game of stilt-footer in the Rag
brought up Queléhy and
Wingate and North all in a
bunch ; and they had the
bad luck to meet Trevor and
Stott, who were having a
stilt-race down the staira.
Trevor and Stott panicked,
wobbled, and craa?wd, and
there was the dickens of a
mix-up. But there was far
too much din going on in
the Rag for the crash to be
heard there, and when the
beak and the prefects entered
shortly afterwards, stilt-footer
was in full swing.

Just to crown it, the Head
himself followed Queclchy in
before the game had stopped.
Strong men blanched and
haroes knoeked at the knees,
as hia wvoice boomed. out
“FOYS!"” Did we go red ?
Weul, it was a pretty ghastly
maoinent, belicve us !

So stilt-walking is off now
for keeps. The Head has put
his foot down—and the next
man that puts his foot up on a
stilt is very much for it.

Pity that it should happen
just when we were beginning
to enjoy it. Someone will have
to introduce something clse
now to take its place.
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“Hang him1” said Gilbert

Mr, Quelch jumped.

“What?” Lo ejaculated.
you say i

“J said hang him !”

The Remove master looked at Gilbert
long and hard. Then he picked up a
¢ane from his table.

“1 am rcluctant to cane you, Tracy.
on your first day here,” he said. “I
have, indeed, overlooked a great deal
in order to avoid doing so. But as you
lcave me no choice in the matter, 1
shall cane you. Stand up!”

Gilbert lounged to his feet.

“Now bend over that chair!”

Gilbert did not stir.

“Do you hear me, Tracy?” asked
Mr. Quelch, in a low but very distinct
voiee.

Cilbert gave himn a look. What he
read in Mr. Quelch’s face was cnough
for him. Without a word, he bent over
the ‘chair.

Bwipe!

“What did

1t

Alr. Queleh laid down the cane again.
1f ever a fellow had asked for “six,”
Gilbert had; but the Remove master
l¢t it go at that.

“Now follow me, Tracy!” he said,

Gilbert wriggled as he followed his
Torm-master %rom the study. He had
had only one swipe; but Quelch had
Jaid it on scicntifically; and it was
enough for Gilbert. He wriggled scowl-
ing after his Form-master.

He passed a good many fellows, who
stared at him curiously. some of them
grirming. New “kids ¥ were not ex-
pected te go about scowling like demons
in a pantomime. But in that matter,
as in others, Gilbert was a law unto
himself. Ile scowled his way after
Mr. Queleh to the Remove passage and
into that passage to the door of Study
No. 1, which stood wide open.

A] fat voice was audible from that
eludy,

“1 sav, vou fellovs, old Quelcl: was
fearfully shirty! He jolly nearly bit
Prout’s head off, when old Prout—"

“Shut up, you ass!” exclaimed Harry
Wharton, as Mr. Quelch appcared in
the study doorway, with Gilbert soowl-
ing at Lis heels.

“Eht Ho did really,” said Bunter.
“0ld l’l;mtt was jawing, and old Quelch
WaS 3

“ Bunter '™

“0Oh, erikey ! gasped Billy Bunter,
spinning round like a fat hummiog-top,
at his Form-master's voice.

“Take & hundred lines, Bunter [”

“QOly, lor’ 1”

“Wharton !”

*Neg mirl”

Wharton and Nugent were in the
study, and they looked at Gilbert with
expressive looks. T'hey could guess, only
roo easily, why the Bemove master had
bronght him there. o

“You are_ acquainted with Tracy,
Wharton! I understand that Colonel
Wharton las requested you to give this
hoy what help you can in his first days
at Greyfriars.”
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“Oli! Yes, sizt®
“TPracy will be in your study this
Wharton.”

“Oh! Yes, sicl”

“Tracy, this is your study. You will
remain bere till” the bell riugs, and
coms down with Wharton for calling-
over in Hall”

Grunt!

“ Do you hear me, Tracy * asked Mr.
Quelel, in that low, distinct tone tlat
was a warning of danger.

“Yes!” grunted Tracy.

“Yes, what?” asked Mr. Quelch
grimly.
“Yes, sirl”? l}_}rcaihcd Traey

“Very good !

Mr. Quelch left the studz.

Tracy cast s scowl after him, and
then favoured his study-mates with
another and a blacker one.

“Cheeky old fool !” he remarked.

“0Oh crikey!” said Bunter, blinking
at the new junior through his big
spectacles,

“Is that Quelch you're speaking of.
Tracy *” asked Frank Nugent.

Wharton said nothing. :

“Yes; meddling old 1diot !”

“You'd better not let him hear you
sav so!” said Frank dryly.

“1 don’t care of he does!i”

“He, he, he!” from Bunter. * You'd
jolly well care if he gave you six! He,
he, he I

Gilbert gave the fat Owl a black look.
Then he scowled round the room.

«Ts this hole what they call a study
here?” he asked.

“Yes, it's what we call a study here,
Tracy !” said Nugent quietly.

“Jt's about a quarter the size of iy
roomeat home !” said Gilbert. *Is this
dingy old rubbish what you call fur.
niture 7”

“Yes, that’s what we call it!”

“And that old fool thinks I'm goin
to stick here!” said Gilbert. “Well,
he'll find out his mistake,”

“He, he, he!”

“Does that cackling fat fool belong
to the study, too?”

“No; Bunter's in Study No. 7.”

“Then what is he doing here?”

“At the present moment,” said
Nugent, “he is cackling at a_cheeky,
ill-tempered, ill-mannered outsider.”

“He, he, hel”

“Well, I'll stop his cackling!” said
Gilbert.

Hc¢ made a step towards Billy Bunter,
who promptly dodged behind the cap-
tain of the Remove.

“Stop that, Tracy
Wharton curtly.

“T'll please myself.”

“You won't! If you lay a finger on
ihat fat ass, I'll boot yon round the
study,” answered Harry Wharton
cooliv. “You'd better get it inlo your
head, Tracy, that this isn’t Oakwood
Place, and that you can't throw your
weight about here!”

“Well, I shan’t be here long, that’s
one comfort !” snarled Gilbert. “If that
old fool fancies he can keep me here for
a term he has another guess coming!
They’'ve tried this game with me before,
but I put paid to it. I shall be gonc
under a week.”

“1 hope you're right!” said Harry.

“ Hear, hear | grinned Nugcent.

“Jie, he, he! I say, you fellows,
what a cheeky cad! He, he, he!”

Billy Bunter expressed that opinion
from safe cover, behind the captain of
the Remove.

Gilbert scowled at the fat Owl, and
slumped into a chair. There, he took
out a cigarette-casc and selected a
smoke.

Harry Wharton and Frank Nugent
watched that procceding in silence.

T

said Harry

But a few minutes later the bell was
ringing, and the juniors left the study
to go down to Hall £

Tracy remaincd g his chair, smoking.

Harry Wharton turned back, at the

00r.

“It's‘call-over, Tracy |” he said.

“What about it?”

“You have to come down to Hall.”

“Rats "

Wharton breathed hard,
down the passage to the stairs.
Frank Nugent turned back.

“ Look here, Tracy, don’t play the
goat I he said. “You've got Quelch's
back up already, and he will take the
skin off you, 1f you bother him any
further. Be a sensible chap. Vou're
not at home now, you know."”

“Worse luck !” said Gilbert.

and went
But

Frank lett it at that, and followed his
chum.

A minute later, Gilbert threw awa
the stump of his cigarette, and fol-
lowed. He had lcarned already that
Henry Samuel Quelch was not a man to
be trifled with; a single swipe had im-
pressed that on him. Gilbert was on
time, in Hall, and answered to his name
with the rest of the Remove,

THE TWELFTH CHAPTER.
One For Loder!

N break, the following morning,
Harry Wharton had a rather
thoughtful expression on his face.

Instead of joining his fricnds, he
looked round for the new junior.

He did not want Tracy’s company;
very much indced he did not want it.
But he had to remember his promise
to his uncle, and to keep it, so far as
Tracy made it possible. Making
friends with the fellow did mnot seem

ractical politics; but he could, at
east, give him a word or two, and any
friendly aid that a new fcllow might e
in want of.

Mr. Quelch had had something to say
to his head boy, after dismissing the
Torm for break, so Wharton was out a
few minutes after the Remove. He did
not see Tracy when he glanced round
the quadrangle.

“Seen the new chap, Bunter?” he
called ont.

Bunter blinked round.

“Yes! I say, he's a frightful cad,
old chap!” he said.

“Tell me a new one!” said Harry,
laughing. -

“But he iz, really, you know,” said
the fat Owl “He kicked me! I just
went up to speak to him, in a friendly
way—I wasn’t going to borrow anythin
of him, you know—as if I'd borrow cﬁ
& new ki a

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“Blessed if I see anything to cackle
at! I'd hardly opened my mouth, when
he kicked me! I'd have knocked him
spinning, only—only—well, I don't be-
lieve in being rough on a new kid!”
gaid Bunter magnanimously. “I say,
you go and kick him, old dp! He's
over by the Sixth Form studies. I'll
carry that book for you, if you like, if
you're going to kick him.”

Wharton had his Latin grammar
under his arm, which he had brought
away from the Form-room to take up to
his study. .

“T'm not going to kick him, fathead!
I—I want to speak to him. But you can
take this book in for me—leave it in my

siud%"
“Yah!” wa: Bunter's reply, and he
lled off.



1f Wharten was net going to kick
Tracy, he could jolly well carry his
bock himself, and be blowed to him,
was Bunter’s view.

Harry Wharten walked away to the
Sixth Form studies, where he found
(Gilbert Traey, loafing by the chains of
the Sixth Form green.

Loder of the Sixth could be scen in
his study, the window being open, and
he CPIIM out, as Wharton came along,
and frowned.

er, apparently, remembered
troubles of last term, and he gave the
captain of the Remove a grim lock as if
warning him to mind his p's and q’s
this term, and turned his head away.

Wharton did not, as a maiter of fact,
notice him at all. He was looking at
Tracy as he came up.

Gilbert greeted him with a scowl

“{]!Fant anyihing?” he asked.

“Nol” -

“Take it and go!” suggested Gilbert.

a: g dear chap,” said rry, as
amicably as he could, “my unecle's
asked me to keep an eye on you here
for a bit—~

“0ld ass!” said Gilbert. “I'm glad
J got him with that footer the other
day!™ And he laughed.

“Never mind that” said Harry
quictly. “Lock here, Tracy; what's
the use being a disgruntled ass?
You're st school now, and you won't
find Greyfriars a bad place, if you make
the best of it—*

“ Rotten hole I sqid Gilbert.

“If I can do anything——"

“You can't, except keep your
distance.”

“Well I shan't be sorry to do that,”
said Harry, “and I'll do it now. Still,
as you're a new kid, I'll give you a tip !
Better walk on.”

“Wh??”

“Juniors aren't supposed to loiter
sbout here. This is genior ground. A
chap ean walk by, but he’s not ex-
pected to hang about. If a prefect spots
vou, you'll be ordered off.”

“What rot !

“Well, you'd better not tell the pre-
fect that! There's Loder at his window
—and he's rather a bully: better not
catch his eye.” :

With that, Harry turned to walk
away; feeling that he had had about
caough of Gi for one break. But
the new jumior stopped him.

“Oh, that's Loder, is ii?” he asked,
rlancing at the window. “I've heard
iim mentioned already—a bit fond of
Landing out the ash, ien't he?”

“More than a bit, if he has an
cxcuse.”

“You had rows with him last term,”
went on Gilbert.

“Qh, you've heard that, have you?”

“Yes, I've heard that; I've heard a
Jot of things. What’s the bock you've
got under your arm?”

“Eh? My Latin book,” answcred
. surprised by the sudden change
of subject.

“Mind if I look at it?”

*It's exactly ihe same as your own,”
said Harry, more and more surprised,
but rather relieved that Gilbert's
manner was a hittle less disgruntled
and aggressive. If the fellow was go-
ing to civil, it made the task his
uncle had imposed on him a good deal
easier.

“1 know that, but I've taken mine
1o my study. Will you let me look at
it, or not 1" grunted Gilbert.

‘ @ertainly, if you like!”

Wharton handed the Latin grammar
to Tracy. The new jonior opened it,
snd glanced at the title page, where
the owner's pame was written.

{urned

EVERY SATURDAY

“You've got your name in it!” he
remarked. :

“We have io write our names in our
books,” answered Harry.

“Yes, I kuew, but I wanted to make
sure.”

Wharton could only stare at him.
Certainly he had not the remotest sus-
picion of what was in Gilbert’s cheery
wind.

The new junior glanced round at
TLoder's window. Gerald Loder, with
his head turned away, was reading a
newspa r—qi?ite possibly looking out
the Ddlf:'of is favourite gee-gee in a
racing paper. Anyhow, his face was
rom the quad. Gilbert’'s arm
went up, the Latin grammar in his
hand, and he whizzed it suddenly at
the open window.

The instant it had left his hand he
was running like a deer along by the
wall and vanishing.

Crash!

Harry Wharton stood as if transfixed.
With bulging eyes he saw the whizzing
volume crash on the side of Gerald
Loder's head, almost knocking him off
his chair. The book dropped in the
study, and Loder very mnearly dropped.
The startled yell that came from Gerald
Loder rang far and wide.

Loder bounded up.

His face was crimson with rage. Ile
grabbed at the book and jumped to the
window, staring out.

Gilbert had already turned the corner
by the Sixth Form lobby. Loder’s eyes
fixed on Harry Wharton.

“Did you :ﬁmw this book at me?”
he roared.

“No!” gasped Harvy.

“You checky young rascal!
you did I

“1 did not 4

“We'll see!” Loder opened the book
and looked at the name nside. “Why,
vou lying little worm, Lere's your name
in it—it’s your book I

“Yes, but—"

“Come into the ITouse, and come to
my study at once !” roared Loder.

He {urned {rem the window to sort
out his ashplant. Harry Wharton, with
feelings too deep for words, walked
away to the doorway of the House.

I know

THE THIRTEENTH CHAPTER.
Rough Luck !

ODER of the Sixth had his ash-
plant in hand when Wharton
arrived at his study.

He swished it as the junior
stepped in.

Loder was not a good-tempered
fellow. Even a good-tempered fellow
might have becen angry at what had
happened. He had had rather a hard
knock .en the side of the head, and an
ache lingered there. And a check
junior had “buzzed ¥ a book at a Sixth
Form prefect—an almost unheard-of
outrage.

He had not the slightest doubt that
Wharton had dene it. It was, Loder
considered, in keeping with his cheek
last term. It was Wharton’s book, and
Wharton had been standing there; he
had rot noticed Tracy at all, and Tracy
had disappeared before he looked out
of the study window. It was Wharton,
and Wharton was going to learn quite
early in the term that he could not buzz
books at a prefect's head—especially
Loder's !

“Bend over and touch your toes!”
rapped Loder. “By gum, if this is the
way you're beginning the term, Whar-
ten, I'll make vou understand that it
won't de ™
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“Will you let me explaini” said
Ifarry. “I never threw the book in at
your window, er.!?

“That will do! Bend over !

“I had handed the boek te another
fellow, and he threw it, and then cut
off before you looked out.”

Loder stared at him.

“You don’t fancy yeu'll get away
with that?’’ he asked derisively.

“It's the truth!” said Harry.

“T'hat’s enough! Bend over ¥

“I've told you that I never threw ihe
book,” said Harry quietly, “I'm net
going to be caned for nothing, Loder.
If you don’t believe me, I will go to my
Form-master.”

“If it’s the truth, who was the
fellow 7 sneered Loder.

“Tracy 1”

“Who’s Tracy ? I’ve never heard of a
Tracy here!”

“A new fellow in the Remove.”

“Is there a new kid in the Remove?
I've not heard of him! You lying
young rascal, are you trying to make
out that a new kid has started at the
school by chucking books at prefecis?®
exclaimed Loder.

Harry Wharton breathed hard. It
sonnded improbable enough. Loder
had seen nothing of Gilbert; and the
idea of the average sheepizh ard shy
new kid chucking books at a prefect’s
head was absurd. Loder did not
believe a word of it, and really Wharion
could bardly expect him to do =o. 1t
was the truth, but it did not :ound like
it.

Loder pointed to a chair with ihe
cane, at the same time steppivg between
the junior and the door.

“I've told you to bend over!” he
said.

“And I've told you that I will not be
caned for nothing, and that I shall
appeal to my Form-master "’ retorted

arry.

Loder smiled grimly.

“1 believe you're rather in your
Form-master’s good books—his trosted
head boy, and all that !” he said. “You
might get away with a yarn like this
with Quelch—TI don’t know. I know
I'm not giving you the chance. If you
can gammon 5ue!ch, you can't ganupon
me ! Bend over that chair!®

Wharton set his lips,

“I've a right to appeal {o my Form-
master I” he said.

“Will you bend over that chair "

“No,” said Harry, between his tecth,
“T won'§ 1™

“Then I'll help youl”

Loder niade a stride at the junior and
grasped him by the collar wulh his lefs
Imntfe

Harry Wharton clenched his fists. Ilis
temper was boiling, but he had to re-
member prudence. The vonsequences of
“punching a prefect” were {oo dire.
Fellows were sacked for that kind of
thing, He restrained his kecen desire
to plant a clenched fist full in the face
of the bully of the Sixth,

Swigal
With his left Loder twisted him over
the chair; with his right he swiped
with the ash.

Swipe, swipe !
Harry Wharton choked down his rage
and bore it as quietly as he could.

Indeed, he did not, for once, blame
.Loder very much; it was Gilbert who
was to blame. Loder was within his

rights, acting as a prefect, as he had

not the slightest doubt that the Re-
movite had flung a book at his head—
indeed, in the circumstances, he could
hardly have any doubt. No doubt he
was glad of a pretext for handling the
TrE Maexer LiBRARY.—No. 1,579,
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azh on the junior with whom he had
;ad a great deal of trouble last term,
ut that was all.

Swipe, swipel ;

Loder was layirg it on as if he was
seating a carpet,

Swipe |

Even Loder stopped at “iix—six
seing the limit by an unwritten law
seldomm  or mnever disregarded. An
official six might consist of six whops,
or a lesser number, but never morc.

Ile released the junior's collar, and
Wharton staggered up from the chair.
Six was quite envugh, considering the
force with which Loder had laid them
Ol

Wharton stood pauling for Lreath, Lis
face red with rage. 5

“Now vou can cut,” said Loder, lay-
irg down the ash, “Take your book
with yot-—and I advise you not to chuck
it at a prefect’s head again! You could
be sent up to the Ilead for it, as you
Lnow as well as I do! Get out!”

Harry Wharton took Lis Latin book
and got out.

Loder sat down and {ook up his paper
again, rubbing his head as he loofcd
over the odds on Nobbled Nick and the
Wolsher.

arry Wharton went down the Sixth
Torm passage in a white heat. He was
lhrougi with Loder, and now e wanted
to see Uilbert—and he waunted to 'sce
Lim badly. 1le ran into the quad.

“Hallo, hallo, hallo!” Beb Cherry
gave him quite a startled look. * What
the thutnp--—"

“Heen that cad Tracy " Wharion
almost choked.

“VYes, lnafing under Queleh’s window.
What »?

Wharten did not auswer. He cut
along at a run for ihe path under the
windows ,of Masters' Studies. In his
enraged and cxasperated frame of mind
it did not occur to him that the astute
Gilbert had any particular reason for
loafing iu that particular spot.

Tracy was only a few yards from his
Form-master’s window, which was open
in the fine autumn morning.  Mr. Quelch

was in his study,. busy with Form
papers. But Wharton was rot thinking
of Quelel.

1¥c came up to Tracy with a breathless
Tush,

“You roiten cur!” he panied.

Gilbert eyed him with a cheery grin.

“ Anything the matter?” he drawled.

“YVou cur! You've gob me six from
iLat bully Loder " Wharton choked.

“Did Loder give you six for chucking
vour book at his head?” asked Gilbers
coolly. “Well, it was ralber asking for
it, wasn'"t it?”

Finack !

Wharton did pot answer Gilbert in
words: he answered with a smack from
lis open palm whick rang across
CGilbert's face like a pistol shot.

“Wharton, old man— gasped Dob
Cherry. DBob had followed his chun,
wondering  what on earth was up.
“Louk out—Quelch—-""

Gilbert, velling, slaggered back. 1e
coutrived to stagger against Mr
Quelel’s window-sill, But the Remove
niaster’s attention was already drawn
w the scene by that tremendous smack
which had rung through his study.

Wharton, oblivious of Form-masler,
followed the mnew junior up, with
clenched fists and flashing eyves.

“ Now, you cur!” he pauled,

“Wharton!” It was a formidable
seice, almost a roar, from Quelch's
window as the Remove-masier starced
orit.  “ Wharton I'*
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“0Oh!" gasped Harry.
hi= ||{U|d;. Lis face acarlct.

“What docs this mean,
1low darc you rush up to a
boy, too—and strike him?
you, 1 say!”

Mr. Quelch did nmot, and could mnot,
like Cilbert. Ile did like, and he
trusted his head boy., But his anger
was all directed at Wharton. His
gimliet eves fairly glitiered at the cap-
tain of the Remove.

Wharton stammered helplessly. e
could not tell Quelch of the trick Tracy
had plaved on him. Indeed, it would
have beeu little use if he had, for he
could sce that the unscrupulous young
rascal was quite prepared to deny it
He realised, rather oo late, that he
should have chosen a morc suitable
time and place for calling Gilbert to
account.

“1 am astonished at this! I am
quite shocked I” said Mr, Quelch
sternly,  “I hardly understand you,
Wharton.  Your temper will be your
undoing if you do not learn to control
it. I have never scen anything so out-
rageous.  Wharton, you will take five
hundred lines, Now go into the ITouse,
and remain there till third school”

Gilbert, rubbing a smacked face,
grinned as the captain of the Remove
turred away in silence, Wharton said
no word; but Gilbert could guess what
he was feeling like, and he secined to
derive great satisfaction  from that
knowledge. llarry Wharton had
warched bkim into the school by his
coliar ihe previous day, and Gilbert
conzidered it probable that he was
sorry for it by this time.

He dropped

Wharton ?
boy—a new
How dare

THE FOURTEENTH CHAPTER.
Over !

i ¥, journal de soir—you have ze
l paper of ze cvening, sair?”
asked Monsicur Charpentice.
“In my study,” answered

Mr. Quelch. “1 will get it.”

“Du  tout,” said Monsicur Char-
penticr. “Pas du tout. Zat jyou dis-
turb yourself not. I go vis myself.”

And Monsieur éllarpcutlcr, the
Treech master of Greyfriars, went with
himself, as he expressed ir

After roll-call that evening, Mr.
Quelch was slanding at the coruce of
Maszters’ Passage, in conversation with
Prout, master of the Iifth, when
Mossoo blew along.

Prout had been talking for a steady
terr minutes. And the Remove master
would have been glad to oblige Mossoo
by getting the paper frown his study,
or to oblige anybody cl:e by getting
anything from avywhere, for the sake
of stemming the flowing tide of Prout's
conversalion. )

Howvever, Monsieur Charjentier was
much too polite to allow him to do
snything of the kind. He whisked
away to Quelch’s study to fetch the
paper. Mossoo was anxious to sce the
latest news of Crecho-Slovakia.

But Morsicar Charpentier forgot all
about Czecho-Slovakia when he cuntered
Rr. Queleh’s study for the  “journai
de soir.”

He opencd the study door, switched
on the light, and stepped across to the
study table, where the evening paper
lay. The next moment there wa: a
bump, a crash, and a fearful yell

Quelch and Prout, in the paszage,
fairly jumped. 1lacker, the master of
ile 8hell, put his head out at his doou,
and stared.

I]-]'mm Quelch’s study came yell on
vell.

Monsicur Charpentier, stepping across
{o the table, naturally had his eyes on
ihe table, and the newspaper that lay
thereon, and did not thin?of looking
down at the floor.

It was quite natnral, but it was
rather unfortunate, for there was a
cord stretched across the study a few
inchez from the floor, fastened at the
ends to two heavy articles of furniture
keeping it taut.

Mossoo walked into
tripped, and mnose-dived.

It was an unexpected happeuning—
utterly unexpected. Mossoo was taken
entirely by surprize, He was startled
almost out of his Gallic wits. His nose
tapped on the floor—hard! Mossoo felt
as if it had been driven into his head
like a mnail.

1t was no wonder ihat Henri Adolphe
Charpentier velled.  Ile yelled, and
yelled, and yelled.

“Good gracious!”

that cord,

cxclaimed Mr.

Prout. “What—"
“What—"" hooted Mr. Hacker.
“Some  accident!”  gasped  Mr.
Quiclei,
The three masters converged on

Quelch’s doorway.
From within came the high-pitched
voice of Monsicur Charpentier on its

ton note.

“Mon Dieu! Oooooh! Mon nez—
mon pauvre mnez! Clest tout casse!
Uoooooch 17 »

Three pairs of eves gazed into ithe
study at a dapper form, sprawling.

“ Monsicur—-"" exclailned Me.
Quelch.

“My dear sir—"" boomed Prout.

“Oooh! T fell viz myself!” shricked
Monsicur Charpentier, struggling diz-
zily up to a sitting posture. “I catch
me ze foot; I fall; I crash; I bump;
I bang mc ze nose on ze floor. 1 de-
mand vat is it zat make me to fall
viz myzelf, and bump and bang!”

He clutched out a handkerchief, and
dabbed it to his nose. It was spotted
witl: red at once, He sat gasping,
spluitering, and dabbing.

Mr. Quelch's eyes fixed on the taut
cord. The expression that came over
his face was terrifying.

Monsicur Charpentier had tripped
over that cord. But it bad mot, of
course, been intended for Mossoo. No
one could have known that he would
be going o the study for an evening
paper. It had been obviously intended
for Quelch. Mossoo's keenness for
pews had saved him from a very un-
pleasant tumble.

“Regardez !"" gasped Monsieur Char-
pentier,  “Regardez, donc! I smash
me ze pose. Zere is one very grand

pain! Regardez!”
“Upon my word!” gasped Mr,
Quele

“A trick!"” boomed Pront.
sce that cord, Quelch? A trick—a
practical joke—a dastardly trick—-"

Mr. Hacker shrugged his shouldera.
Ile made no remark, but he expressed

“ by that shrug the fact that he was

surprised at nothing in the Remove.

Monsicur Charpentier staggered to
hiz feet. 1le had not observed the
cord, so far. But he obscrved it mow
that Prout poiuted it out.

“Mop Dieu?’ he gasped. *A trick
—a choke! Monsieur Quelch, is 1t
zat you arc mati”

“Wha-a-t?” gasped Mr. Quelch.

“Ttez vous fou?” squeaked the ex-
cited French master. “Is it zat you
Lave gouno wmat?! You play such a
trick on.ma2 1"
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Monsieur cbarpentier stepped across to
tke study, a few inches from the floor,

“1:" stoitered Mr. Quelch.

“You make me to fall viz cne bump,
to strike my nose on ze floor viz one
bang!”? shricked Mosseo. “It is too
much ! Look at zc nosel He is
smash! He tap vat you call, in Eng-
lish, ze claret. You make one choke

viz me, heini”’

“Rir!” gasped Mr. Quelch. “Can
vou suppose—ean you suppose for one
oment Upon my word—"

“My dear sir!” boomed - Prout.
“Mr. Quelch is incapable—quite incap-
able—"

“T emash me ze necse! Regardez
done le nez! On me dit! You say to
me ze paper he is in ze study. I come
viz myself, and zere is one cord. If
you zink zat zat is one choke, Mcester
Quelch, I do not zink zat zat is one
choke I’ roared Monsieur Charpentier.

“Seome boy—some Remove boy!”
gasped Prout. *This must have been
intended for you, Quelch.”

“Regardez donc le nez!” howled
Monsieur Charpentier. “JIs it zen one
choke 10 break me ze nose on zo
floor 1*?

“How can you imagine, sir, that I

knew anything of this?”’ hooted Mr.

Quelch. ~ “SBome young rascal has
played a trick here Calm yourself,
sir,’?

“1 calm wysclf not!” shrieked Mon-
sienr Charpentier.  “ Regardez mon
nez, zat is all smash—"

“] gssure you,”’ gasped Mr. Quelch—
“1 assure you— Mr. Hacker, I fail
io see anything to laugh at in this
unfortunate occurrcuce, and in this
absurd misapprehension—""

“Really, I did net mean to laugh!”
gasped Mr. Hacker. *“But really—
Ha, ha!” 'The master of the Shell re-
treated up the passage, gurgling.
Mossoo’s wild idea ihat the serious
and sedate master of the Remove had
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the table to pick up the paper that
he tripped over it and nose-dived.
nose tapped on the floor—hard.

plared a schoolboy trick on him, strack
Hacker as funny, Even the majestic
Prout was grinning,

“ Monsiour Charpentier " exclaimed

Mr. Quelch.

“Assez, ssr! On en a assez! Look
at ze nose—regardez le nez. Ze trick
like oue garcon— Bah!”

Monsicur Charpentier flew out of
the study, spluitering. He forgot -all
about Czecho-Slovakia. He rushed
away to bathe his nose—which needed

it.

Mr. Quelch stood breathing decp and
hard., Seldom had he been so intensely
annoyed and exasperated.

Mossoo, no doubt, would realise, on
reflection, that Quclch had not, and
couldn’t have had, anything to do with
that trick in the study. Still, his absurd
misapprehension was extremely annoy-
ing. ore annoying still, was the fact
that that trap had been laid for Quelch
in his own study—and that but for
Mossoo, he would certainly have fallen
-into it—tapping his nose where Mossoo’s
Gallic beak hrad tapped!

The Remove master bent,
tached the taut cord.

Prout watched him—to his further
irritation and annoyance. A Remove
boy had done this, of course—and no
Form-master liked another Form-
master to see that boys in his Form
played such disrespectful pranks.

Quelch knew only too well that Prout
would roll azlong te Common-room to
relate to all the beaks there how * poor
Quelch ” was trezted by boys in his
Form |

“2eandalous 1" said Prout. * Shock-
ing!” Prout was full of sympathy—
perhaps aware that sympathy, in the
cireumstances, irritated Quelch  in-
tensely. *“ A reckless outrage—a rascally
act—I recommend, my dear Quelch,

and de-

n

lay there. Not seeing the cord stretched across
‘¢ Mon Dien !

Oooooooch ! ** he gasped, as his

immediate investigation and the most
condign punishment—"

Without replying, Mr. Quelch stepped
out of the study.

Prout revolved after him.

“No doubt your boys are a little out
of hand at the beginning of the term,
my dear Quelch,” he remarked. *“A
somewhat unruly Form f

Mr. Quelch walked down the passage.

“My dear Quelch——"

Quelch accelerated.

Prout cut off | It was useless to waste
his sympathy on the back of a depart-
ing head! Prout rolled off to Common-
room, with an interesting item of news
for the beaks there, And Mr. Quelch
made his way to the Remove passage,
where his Form were at prep, with an
expression on his face that the fabled
Corgon of ancient times might have
envied.

THE FIFTEENTH CHAPTER.
Not As Per Programme !

EP, you ass! Don’t bother!™

Harry Wharton called out as
there was a tap at the door of
Study No. 1 1n the Remove,
and it opened. 2

Wharton and Nugeut were busy at
{n'cp. Gilbert. Tracy who shonld have
»een busy at prep also, was busy mn
quite another way.

He was sitting in the study armchair
smoking a cigarette.

Smoking in the studies was, of coures,
a serious infraction of the rules. Tt was
not only that, but it was tinctly
disagreeable for the eilier occupants of
the study

But Wharton and Nugent gave
Gilbert his head, as it were. “larry
Wharton was carefully avoiding wrcnbla
with him, and Nugent played up.
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Rather to Gilbert's surprise, and un-
doubtedly to his relief, the captain of
the Remove had made no further
allusion to the affair of the morning.

Te had had “six” from Leder, and
a tremendous impot from Quelch, both
dae to Gilbert’s monkey-like trickery.
It had cost him an ctiort to let the
matter drop, but he was mindful of his
promise to his uncle—he had inade that
promise, and it was up to him to keep
it, so far as it could possibly be ke;,)lt.
8o, after reflecting on the subject, he
carcfully ignored Gilbert, and that
cheery youth sat and smoked, while the
other two juniors were at prep, un-
regarded.

As the Whartion

door opened,
supposed that it was some Remove
fellow coming in; heuce the remark.
But the next moment he jumped up
in confusion as his Form-master gawm:d
on him in the doorway.
“Oh,” he gasped, “I—I didn't know

Mr. Queclch stepped in. It was ex-
tremely unusual for the Remove master
to interrupt prep, and Wharton and
Nugent stood looking at him in
surprise,

Gilbert did not rise to his fect. He
sat where he was, and did not even take
the cigarctte from his mouth.

Mr. Quelch was about to address
Wharton, when his eyes fixed on Gilbert.
He scemed rather unable to believe
those cycs, keen as they were. A junior
who sat and smoked in a beak’s
presence was rather a novelty.

“Tracy !"” he almost roarcd.

“Hallo !” said Tracy.

“What? What did you say?”

“] said hallo!” answered Gilbert.

Wharton and Nugent stood dumb.

Tracy had made no sceret of the fact
{hat he wanted to be sent away from
Cireyfriars, as he had been sent away
from previous schools at which he had
been plia(:ed. He had said that he would
he gone under the week. Evidently,
that was Lis object now. A fellow who
sat and smoked under his Form-master’s
cves, and drawled “hallo” when
addressed by that Form-master, was
not likely to be allowed io stay long at
school.

That was Gilbert’s game, but where
he found the merve to play it, was
rather a mystery. e had not impresse

Wharton as a fellow who was keen on to g

taking risks.

“Tracy ! up
Quelch. ;

It was quile plain from Tracy's look
that he was considering disobeying that
command., But Heunry Samucl Quelch
was not an casy man to disobey. In
spite of himself, as it were, he rose o
his fect. !

“«Throw that cigarciie into the fire,
Tracy !

Another pause—and then the half-
sroked cigarctte went into the fire, ;

“Turn out your pockets on-the table !

Again a pause—and then the pocketa
were turned out. A cardboard box of
cigarcttes came to light.

“Throw that into the fire!”
Mr. Quelch.

; T{m box of cigarctics dropped in the
rate.

Gilbert stood with a sullen scowl on
his face. The juniors could sce, and
doubtless Quelch could see; that he had
fully intended to carry on  with
definnce and disrespeet, but that his
perve had failed him.

*Wharton !”

“Yos, kir!”

“You are head ‘boy of my Form!
Thi= boy is new here' You should not
have allowed 'hiln 16 smoks in this
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sludy | You arc perfectly aware of
that.” *

Harry Wharlon compressed his lips.
He had had to resist a strong
temptation to collar Tracy and cram
hizs smokes down his back, as he had
done at Wharton Lodge. Ile had
refrained for one reason, and one reason
onlr; l£s promise to his uncle to avoid
trouble with that rank outsider. Now
Le was called over the coals for that
cxercize of self-resrraint,

An angry reply trembled on his lips,
but he repressed it, and stood silent.

Mr. Quelch gave him a grim frown,
and turned to Tracy again.

“Why arc you mnet doing your
preparation, Tracy?” he dewanded.
“Have you done no work at all?”

“No!” grunted Gilbert.

“Why nott”

“] don't choose to!” That reply
hinted that Gilbert was screwing up his
nerve again,

“You - do — not — choose — to!”
repeated Mr. Quelch, articulating every
word separately and distinctly.

“No, I don't!”

Mr. Quelch stood looking at that
remerkable new boy, for a long momeut.
Then he spoke again, very quictly.

“1 have come here to inquire inio a
disrespectful trick that has been playved
in my study! Have you been in iy
study eince calling-over, Tracy?”

No reply.

“A cord was ticd across the room,”
went on  Mr. Quelch.  “ Monsieur
Charpenticr fell over it, but it was un-
doubtedly intended for me. Was this
done by you, 'l'mq"f"

Wharion and Nugent exchauged a
look. This was news to them, but they
had no doubt that Quelch had ceome to
the right study.

“ Answer me, Tracy!”

Gilbert’s face was sullen and sulky.
He did not speak, and his manner was
a pceuliar mixture of insolence and
trepidation.

Mr. Quelch had a cane under his arm,
He slipped it down into his band.

“1 commmand you to answer Ine,
Tracy I” he said quietly. “Did you, or
did you not, fasten the cord across my
study floor?"”

“Yes, I did!” grunted Gilbert. “ And

I'll jolly weli do the same again, too!
I'm ready
] !I!
“1 thought eo!” eaid Mr. Quelch.
“Jn the case of any other boy, Tracy, 1
should certainly take such a young
rascal to Dr. Locke, to be immediately
sont away from the school.”

Gilbert’s cyes gleamed.

“RBut in your case,” continued Mr,

Quelch, “I shall, as I have already
warned vou, do nothing of the kind.”
T don't want to stay herel!”
mnttered Gilbert.
“That is quite immateriall” gaid
Mr, Quelch. “Your wishes in the

matter will not bo consnlted, Tracy!
You will be severely punished, but you
will hot be sent away from Greyfriars,
as I ‘have already explained to you. i i
have undertaken to keep you here for
at least one term, and I shall do so;
and it i3 not my intention to trouble
the headmaster with you. I shall, in
all cases, deal with you personally.”

Br. Quelch pointcd to a chair with
the cane

“Bend over that chair, Tracy !”

Gilbert breathed hard, and did not
move,

“Bend ever ' thundered Mr. Quelch
in a voice ‘that made Gilbert jhmp.

He advanced towards the new junior,
and Gilbert bent over the chair, just
in time to avoid an outstretched hard.

What followed was painful. It was

painful io Wharton and Nugent to sea
it; possibly it was painful to Mr.
Quelch; but it was undoubtedly most
painful of all to Gilbert

Never had such a whopping been
administered in the Remove. -
Quelch did ot limit himself to the
customary “six.” He laid on a dozen
strokes, and every onc of them was a
terrific swipe.

Gilbert's vells rang the length of the
Remove passage, and startled all the
fellows at prep in the studies. But not
till the twelith stroke had fallen did
Mr. Quelch cease.

By the time the infliction was over
Gilbert was a mere limp rag, howling
and yelling and almost gibbering.

Mr. Quelch tucked the cane under his
arm again.

“The matter iz now closed, Tracy,” ho
said. “I hope that this will be a warn-
ing to you to amend your conduct I

He quitted the study. -

Gilbert tottered to the armchair,
and collapsed there, wriggling aund
mumbling.

Harry Wharton and Frank Nugent
looked at him. They could mot help
compassionating & fellow who had been
through such a _terrific whopping,
emphatically as he had asked for 1t.

But there was nothing to be said, and
they sat down to prep again.

There was no prep for Gilbert that
evening; neither was there any more
smoking. Gilbert’s time was spent in
wriggling and moaning, and he was still
wriggling when the ove went to
their dermitory that night. And it had
probably dawned upon him that if he
wanted to be sent away from Greyfriars,
he would have to find some other method
than ragging Quelch; it had been made
painfully clear to him that Quelch was
not a safc man to rag!

THE SIXTEENTH CHAPTER.

Nothing Doing !

i@ [LBERT speaking !”
Tracy was standing at Mr.
Quelch’s telephone in the

Remove master’s study.

Tt was Saturday afternoon, a half-
boliday, and mest of the Remove fellows
werg thinking of Soccer.

A pickup game was going on on
Little Side, from which the captain of
the Form was unavoidably absent.
Harry Wharton was in his study, finish-
jng that tremendous imposition of five
hundred lines which had been hanging
over his head for days, and was now
nearing completion.

Tracy was keen on football—the® only
redeeming point in his character jhat
Flarry Wharton had been able to scc.
But he was not thinking of football that

. afternoon.

Mr. Quelch had gone out in company
with Mr. Capper, and after he was safe
off the scene Gilbert had dropped into
his study to ring up Oakwood Place, in
HBurrey.

The high-pitched voice of old Sir
Giles came in answer. Gilbert had had
to wait some time for his uncle to come
to the telephone, but the old baronct
was there at last. .

«(tilbert I repeated the wheezy voice
at the other end. “Oh! Gilbert! 1
hope you are settling down at Grey-
friars, my boy! I hope—"

“Can I come home "

“What—what "

“I'm sick of thiz! T can get out this
alrernoon, if I like! Look here, nunks,
will you let me come home ?”

There was..a pause before the old
gentleman at-Oakwood Place answered.



“Impeossible i” he zaid, at length. “I
am sorry if you are not happy at Grey-
friavs, Gilbert—"

“I loathe the plaee !” snarled Gilbert,

“ But why 1"

“Oh, rot! I'm fed-up to the back
teeth! Will you let me come home, if
I catch a train this afternoon?”

Another pause. It was perhaps sur-
prising that old Giles had remained a
kind, affectionate, and indulgent uncle
after his experience with Gilbert at
Oakwaod Place. But he had, and he
evidenily found it difficult to refuse the

request of hiz nephew.

“It is impossible, Gilbert! Surely
sou must understand that! Mr. Quelch
only eonsenied to take charge of you
on the distinet understanding that he
was not to be interfered with in any
way. I gave him my word to that
effect. You cannot leave the school
unless Mr. Quelch should decide to send
you home I* '
Hang Quelch !

My dear Gilbert,
respectful—=

“Look here, I'm coming home !”

“¥ou must do nothing of the kind,
Gilbert! I could not countenance any-
thing of the kind! After Mr. Quelch’s
kindness- "

“1 tell you
hewled Gilbert.

“Mr. Quelch is a dutiful and kind-
hearted man -

“Oh, rats!*

“If that is
Gilbert—=

“Laok here, I'm coming home—"

“If you do, Gilbert, you will be taken
back to school! I leave this matter
entirely in Mr. Quelch’s hands. I have
promised to do zo. You will simply be
asking for severe punishment !

“I tell yeu I'm coming !*

i that is mot

I loathe the brute!”

all you have to say,
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“Be scnsible, Gilbert! Mr, Quelch
will certainly take you back, and, the
result will be very disagreeable to
you 2

“You can tell him to mind his own
business 1™

“I have given him my word, Gilbert,”

“0h, rot "

“You disrespectful young rascal—*

The telephone rocked as Gilbert Tracy
slammed back the receiver. He stood
scowling at the instrument.

His uncle had failed him! It was
due, of course, to q;xoelch’a influence—
old 8ir Giles had about as much will
of his own as a lump of putty! Quelch
had somehow infused a spot of his own
firmness of character into him. Probably
the old gentleman, unable to deal with
the boy himself, and realising that he
was not doing his duty in letting him
go from bad to worse, had been glad

to land his problem on stronger
shoulders.
Anyhow, there it was; whether at

Oakwood Place or at Greyiriars School,
it was Quelch who pulled the strings.
It was useless to dodge away and cut
off home if he was to be taken back
to school to undergo another such whop-
ping as that in Study No, 1, which he
still eringed to think of.

Tracy gritted his teeth.

He was fis at Greyfriars—unless
Quelch got fed-up with him and sent
him home! And his attempt at feed-
ing-up Quelch had been a ghastly
failure. Queleh was not going to get
fed-up; he was going to whop the young
rascal whenever he tried it on!

Gilbert scowled round the study.

Gladly he would have ragged that
study, upset everything right and left,
and left the room in a state of wreckage
to greet Quelch’'s eyes when he came in.
He would have done =e, without hesita-
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tion, had the result been & visit to the
Head and the train home!

But he krew that that would not be
the result. Any other fellow might
have been turf out for it, but not
Gilbert. - The result for Gilbert would
only be another tremendous whopping !
He had had enough of that.

He was standing there, in savage
reflection, when footsteps came up the
passage to the door.

Gilbert gave an uneasy start,

He had been in the study some time—
much longer than he had intended. If
Quelch had eome in—

His heart thumped uncomfortably. If
Quelch found him there he would take
it for granted that he was there for
another “rag,” and then—

Almost without thinking, he backed
behind the long curtains at the window,
out of sight when the door opened. A
moment later there was a tap at the
door.

It was not Quelch; Quelch would not
tap at his own door. Gilbert conecluded
that it was another beak who had
looked in to speak te Quelch, not know-
ing that he was out. The door opened,
and someone stepped in.

He peered cautiously from behind the
curtain. A black scowl settled on his
face at the sight of Harry Wharton,

The captain of the Remove did not
glance towards the window. He had no
suspicion that anyone was there. He
crossed to the study table and laid a
sheaf of impot paper there. It was the
five hundred lines for Suelch, finished at
last after a long grind in Study No. 1
in the Remove.

Having laid the impot on the table,
Wharten left the study at once, closing
the door after him.

Gilbert, scowling, stepped out from

(Continued on next page.)
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helind the curtain. He scowled at the
door that Lad shut after the captain
of the Remove, and scowled at the stack
of lines that Wharton had left on his
Form-master’s table.

Five hundred lines from the /neid Iay
there, with the name of “H. Wharton ™
written on the top of the first sheet.

Heavias that 1impot was, the captain
of the Remove had finished it at last,
and here it was, left for Mr. Quelch to
find, but lying, as it happened, at the
mercy of the young rascal who disliked
Mr, - Quelch’s head boy almost as much
as he disliked Mr. Quelch.

Gilbert Tracy breathed quickly as he
stood looking at the sheaf of Latin lines.
A speering; sardonic grin came over his
face; and his eyes glinted. .

That lengthy impot had eost the cap-
tain of the Remove & good many hours
of weary labour. ® The ‘malicious young
rascal would gladly have given him the
trouble of re-writing it—as certainly he
would have to do if Quelch did not find
it in his study.

_He hesitated, but it was only for a
few mc ts, It d safe h
for who could guess that he had had a
Tiand in the matter? He gathered up
the stack of liries, crammed them care-
fully out of si;;ht under his jacket, and
stepped away from the table.

here had been nothing doing, so far
as his uncle at Oakwood %‘Iuc was con-
cerned. But his visit to the study had
not, after all, been fruitless, and there
was a sour grin on Gilbert's face as he
crossed to the study door.

THE SEVENTEENTH CHAPTER.
An Unexpected Discovery !
11 SAY, old chap—"
“Can’t stop!”
“Stop a minute! I say, what
is he up to?” asked Billy Bunter
aagerly.

Harry Wharton, as he turned the
corner coming away from Masters’
Passage, almost ran into the fat Owl of
the Remove.

Bunter's fat paw clutched at his
sleeve.

Harry Wharton was anxious to get to
the changing-room to join his chums in
a spot offootbsll before tea, after that
weary grind in his study at Latin lines.
But he stopped.

“What's who up to, fathead?” he
asked. “What do you mean? Cut it
short 1" 1

“1 mean Tracy. What is he doing in
Quelch’s study ?” asked Bunter eagerly.
“Is he fixing uf a cord again for the
old bean to fall over? Froggy got it
last time. He, he, he!”

Harry Wharton stared at the fat Owl.
As he had just come away from Quelch’s
study, and had scen no one therein, he
was astonished.

“Tracy’s not in Quelch’s study, fat-
head I” he said. “I've just been there—
nobody’s there.”

““T.ook here, vou can tell me"
argued Bunter. “I'm not going to give
the chap away. He's there all right—
I krow that. I saw him watching
Quelch like a cat when he went out
with Capper. He, he, hel Then he cut
into Quelch’s study.”

“If he did, he’s gone again.”

“He jolly well hasn’t, because I've
heen here ever since waiting for him to
Eass, and he hasn't passed,” declared
Junter. “He couldn't get out at the

wirdow; everybody in the quad would
gee him. He’s there all right.”
“Rot! He isn't!” answered Harry.
“Vou silly ass, why can’t you tell
Tue Macxer LisrarY.—No. 1,
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me?” demanded Bunter. “ You must
have seen him when you went in with
your -lines !”

“He wasn't there, ass!”

“Yah!” retorted Bunter. *“I jolly
well know he is! I don’t see why you
can’t tell . me what he's up to.” .

Harry Wharton stared at him. He
had seen no one in the Remove master’s
study, and had not supposed for a
moment - that anyone was there.
But Wharton realised that a fellow in
forbidden precincts might very likely
dodge out of sight at the sound of a
footstep.

He compressed his lips.

After that tremendous whipping in
Study No. 1 it seemed to him unlﬁ;ely
that even Gilbert would think of rag-
ging Quelch again. But if he was at it,
it was up to any fellow who wished him
well to stop him if he could. He could
hardly escape detection. Queleh would
know at once who had ragged him, if
there was a rag, and the result would
be ‘serious and painful.

The captain of the Remove stood in
doubt.

He told himself that it was no busi-
ness of his. He wanted to keep clear of
the fellow, and have nothing te do with
him. But he could not forget the pro-
mise he had made to his uncle. A fel-
low had to keep a promise, howsoever
disagreeable, and it was up to him.

He wanted to cut off and join his
friends at football, and he did not want
to have anything to do of say to Gilbert
Tracy. But he made up his mind to do
what he did not want to do.

“Look here, you ass, are you suret”
he asked.

But without waiting for Bunter to
answer, he turned and walked back up
the passage. It was easy enough to look
into Quelch’s study again and ascertain
whether Gilbert was there. If he was,
it was very doubtful whether he would
listen to words of friendly advice; but it
was up to Wharton to do what he could.

That Tracy was in the study was soon
proved; for, before he reached the door,
it opened a few inches, and Tracy’'s face
peered out.

He was about to leave the study, and
he was looking out to see whether the
coast was clear before he did so.

He gave a violent start at the sight
of Harry Wharton coming back.

Wharton started, too.

Obviously Gilbert had been in the
study when he went in to place his
lines there, for here he was.

Wharton hurried on towards him.

“You ass!” he said, in a low voice.
“Cut off quick! Hacker's in his study,
and if he saw you here—"

Gilbert gave him a bitter look. He
had had to take the chance of a “beak ”
being in the passage; but he had never
dreamed of Wharton coming back. He
could not imagine what had brought him
back there.

He did rot speak. With a scowling
brow he passed him and went down the
passage, passing a grinning fat Owl at
the corner.

Harry Wharton stood at Queleh’s door
—again in doubt. Tracy had been in
that study, and he did not doubt that it
had been to play some trick similar to
the one for which he had been =o
severcly punished. He was gone now,
and Wharton was tempted to follow and
dismiss the matter from his mind.

But he paused.

He had promised—against the grain,
it was true; but he had promised to see
the fellow through so far as he could.
1f he had played some mad trick in
Quelch’'s study the consequences were
certain, as well as severe, and it might
be possible to undo what he had done.

He stepped into the study and closed
the door.

A searching glance round the room
revealed no Siﬁn of a “rag.” There was
no cord stretched for Quelch to fall over
when he came in—the books and

apers on the table did not seem to have

een disturbed—nothing was amiss, so
far as Wharton could see—till, as he
glsnced more closely at the table. Then

e gave a jump as he saw that his stack
of lines was no longer where he had
placed it.

He stared blankly.

He had laid those lines on the writing-
table to meet Quelch’s eyes when he
came in. That Saturday afternoon was
the latest period of grace. If the lines
were not handed in that day they would
be doubled, and the prospect of a
thousand lines to write was. rather
staggering. It was for that reason that
Wharton had slogged at the impot that
afternoon instead of joiping his friends
on the football field.

And the lines were gone!

Tracy had been in the study. Tracy
was gone, and the lines were gone ! The
young rascal had taken them away with
him, to land the fellow he disliked in a
row with Quelch.

Wharton set his teeth.

There was no doubt about what had
happened, because it was the only thing
that could have happened.

His eyes gleamed with anger. What-
ever else Tracy had done in that study,
he had done thisl And had not
Wharton, mindful of his promise, inter-
vened to do him = good turn if he could,
he would not have discovered it. But
he had discovered it now!

.The young rascal had taken his lines—

evidently to destroy them in some safe
spot.
Harry Wharton ran across the study
to the door, and fairly flew into the
passage. Heedless of the fact that
juniors were expected to walk with
¢ircumspection in those sacred precincts,
he raced down the passage to the
corner.

Tracy was out of sight; but a fat
figure was there, and a&air of spectacles
turned on Wharton with eager inquiry.

“] say, what——" began Bunter.

“Tracy passed you?” panted Harry.

“Yes, a minute ago. at——"

“Where did he go?”

“He went up to the studies.
what—" ”

But there was no answer for the in-
quisitive Ow!. Farry Wharton ran on
like the wind, leaving the fat junior
blinking.

But

THE EIGHTEENTH CHAPTER.
Mysterions To Mauly !

ORD MAULEVERER grinned.
He did not stir.
So far from stirring, the
sound of his study door opemmi
was a warning to Mauly to keep as stil
as a mouse.

His lazy lordship, who was popularly
supposed in the Remove to be almest too
lazy to breathe, was taking a rest in an
arinchair in his study.

That armchair had a high back, and
the high back was turned towards the
door. -Reposing elegantly in that deep
and comfortable chair, Mauly was quite
invisible to any fellow who opened the
study door and looked in. Which was
what Mauly wanted.

The happy slacker of the Remove
was enjoying a happy slack. There had
been several callers at Study No. 12;
but they had been, so to speak, turned
empty away !

Bob Cherry had looked in to haul off



came rushing round the other.

EVERY SATURDAY

i

“ For goodness’ sake, calm yourself ! * shrieked Mr. Quelch, dodging round one side of the tab
“ Monsieur Charpentier—calm yourself—control your temper——"’

as the excited Frenchman

“ In Heaven’s name,

what is the matter ? > gasped Prout, looking in at the door.

his lordship to footer ﬂractice—-and
departed not knowing that he was
there. Billy Bunter had blinked in to

borrow half-a-crown on account of a
postal-order he was expecting; but
neither Bunier's ‘eyes nor his  big
speetacles had peneirated the high,
solid - back of the armchair, and he
retired baffled. TFisher T. Fish had
loeked in, with an article he had

bought from a Fourth Form man for
two shillings, and hoped to sell to
Mauly for ten. But Fishy had guessed,
reckoned, and calculated that the goob
was elsewhere, as he saw nothing of
him. Two or three other fellows had
locked in, but, getting the same im-
pression, had passed on; and Mauly
was still happily undisturbed. Now the
study door opened again—quickly, and
without a krock! And Lord Maulev-
crer grinned, and remained doggo.

Very likely it was Bunter on the
prowl again, or, worse still, some
strenuous ass who wanted to drag
Mauly off to the footer. Whoever it
was, Lord Mauleverer did not want to
sce him; and he did not see him.

But this visitor, whoever he was, did
not glance into the study, and pass on,
45 the former ones had done.

e stepped in.

Had he stepped past the armchair,
and glanced at it, he must have seen
his lazy lordship there. Mauly dreaded,
for a moment, that that was what was
roing to happen. In his mind’s eye he
saw some exuberant fellow like Bob
Cherry dragging him cut of his happy
repose.

But it was not so bad as that.

Vhe newcomer did net approach the

armchair. He stepped towards the
window, under which was a box-seat,
dignified by the name of an ottoman.
On that b was_a large cushion

which covered its whele ext the

width o7 a widn « indow,

Mauly, in astonishment, heard =&
sound which indicated that that cushion
had been lifted. Then it dropped again.

Then the footsteps recrossed to the
door, which had been left open; passed
out of the study, and the door was
quickly shut.

Lerd Mauleverer sat astonished.

He was interested, chiefly, in remain-
ing undiscovered in that armchair till
tea-time, when he had to exert himself
to the extent of having his tea! But
he could not help being a little inter-
ested, too, in the extraordinary incident
that had just eccurred.

Who had entered his study he did not
know., But why any fellow should
enter a fellow’s study, fift a cushion and
put it back again, and then clear, was
a deep mystery—unless there was a
lunatic at large in Greyfriars School.

Mauly exerted himself to the extent
of lifting a lazy head and glancing
towards the window-seat.

It presented its usual aspect to the
eye. The long, wide cushion lay on
the box-seat, looking quite undisturbed.
A suspicion crossed Mauly’'s mind that
Skinner might have dropped in to place
a drawing-pin there, business-end up-
ward. Skinner of the Remove was
given to unpleasant tricks like that!
But there was no sign of a drawing-pin,
or anything else.

But further reflection caused another
grin to dawn on Mauly’s face.

He remembered Billy Bunter,
the manners and customs of
attractive youth.

If the grub-raider of the Remove
had been spotted walking off with a
tin of toffees, or a packet of chocolate,
he might have been in want of a
hiding-place for the same, till the hue-
and-cry was over. Such things had
happened—more than once!

And Maulv ehuckled at the idea of

and
that

the fat Owl hiding his plunder in that
study, almost under his eyes, not know-
ing that he was there|

If that was the explanation of the
strange incident, Bunter was not going
to recover his plunder. That plunder
was going back to its owner!

Mauly had little doubt that he had
spotted the solution of the mystery.

The lifting and replacing of the
cushion meant that something had been
hidden under it. That was 1t!

And Lord Mauleverer detached him-
self from the armchair and stepped to
the window-seat to see what it was that
had been parked under the cushion .

Grinning, he lifted the cushion, fully
expecting to behold a tin of toffce, a
box of chocolates, or a packet of buiter-
scotch, or something of the kind.

But what he saw made him jump.

It was no comestible that was hidden
there—nothing in Billy Bunter’s line at
all! It was a stack of impot paper,
covered with Latin lines.

Lord Mauleverer gazed at it, dumb-
founded.

The ghost of a Latin impasition could
hardly have startled his lordship more.

“Good gad!” murmured Mauly.

It was a hefty imposition—more than
a dozen sheeis, fastened at the corner.
Mauly knew the hand in which it was
written—Harry Wharton’s. It was, in
fact, Wharton's five hundred lines for
Quelch—evidently snaffled by some
person unknown, and parked out of
sight under the big cushion on the
box-seat in Study No. 12! But for the
fact, unknown to the snaffler, that
Mauly was in the study, it would have
remained undiscovered and unsuspected
there—for that big, heavy cushion on
the box-seat was not often shifted.

His lordship gazed at that stack of
lines. He gazed in mute amazement.

Tre MacxEr LiBRARY.—No, 1,509,
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And, as he stood gazing and wonder-
ing what the dickens it could mean, the
sound of voices reached him from the
Hemove passage.

THE NINETEENTH CHAPTER.
Gilbert Gets Wet!

~ ILBERT TRACY breathed
rather quickly, as Harry Whar-
ton came, at a run, across the

landing at the end of the
Remove passage.
But he was quite cool.
Why Wharton had returned to

Ciuelr.:h's study, after leaving his lines
there, he did not know; but he had no
doubt that Harry would miss the lines
at once from where he had placed them.

Gilbert had lost no time. He had cut
up to the Remove with the lines hidden
under his jacket. There was no time to
destroy them—he expected to hear the
-aptain of the Remove on his track
any minute. He could not venture to
hide them in his own study, which was
also Wharton’s. But to hide them in
another study—at present unoccupied—
was easy! They could remain there till
he had leisure to deal with them—later,
when the coast was clear.

He knew—or, at least, he thought he
knew—one study that was empty, for he
had seen two or three fellows look into
No. 12 that afternoon and turn away.
So there was—or, at least, should have
been—no doubt that the occupants of
the study were out!

Gilbert had lost no time—and he soon
saw that he had had none to lose; for,
as he moved away from Mauly's study,
he sighted Harry Wharton in the
distance, on the Remove landing,
breathless from running up the stairs.

Wharton ran into the passage, and
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glanced into Study No. 1. Finding 1t
empty, he glanced up the passage and
saw Gilbert. Then he came up.the
passage, breathless, his eyes flashing.

“You cur |” he panted.

Gilbert raised his eyebrows.

He had got rid of the lines. They
were hidden in a safe place. Whatever
Wharton chose to suspect, he had no
proof that Gilbert knew anything about
the lines.

“Hallo, what's biting you?” asked
Gilbert.

“Where are my lines?”

“Your what?”

“My lines, you rat!” panted Whar-
ton.  “You took them away from
Quelch’s study. What have you done
with them?”

“Dreaming?’ asked Gilbert
pleasantly.

“Will you hand over those lines?”
roared Wharton. “Do you think
don’t know that yvou snaffled them from
Quelch's study, you cur?®”

Gilbert laughed. )

“Is it any use telling you that I
don’t know, any more than 1 care, any-
thing about your lines?” he asked.

“None at all! You were in Quelch’s
study—"

“Jlellows have dropped into a beak’s
study to borrow the telephone before
now, I believe! Are you going to tell
Quelch 7 sneered Gilbert.

“You were there when I brought my

o

lines i )
“If you took your lines there, aren’t

they there now 1"
Py AT

Gilbert laughed again.

“Then I fancy you'll have some
trouble in making Quelch believe that
you took them there at all! Too thin,
old man.”

“What do you mean, you cad?”
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“1 heard Bunter tell Quelch the other
day that he had done his lines, but they
blew out of his study window !” said
Gilbert. ({uelch did not swallow it!
Arek);?u taking & leaf out of Bunter's

Harry Wharton clenched his hands.

“You saw the lines there, and took
them away |” he said. “You must have
had them about you, when I came back
and found you leaving. Where are they
now 7

“Like to look through my pockets?”
asked Gilbert banteringly.

“What have you done with them ?”

“ Nothing, old bean! Never even
seen them, let alone touched them! Are
you making up this yarn for Quelch, or
what 7

“You know I left the lines there—""
=L don’t1 contradicted Gilbert, “ and
if you want me to put it plain, I don't
believe you did. If you put them there,
they're there now!”

“They are not there mow, and you
must have taken them!”

Gilbert shrugged his shoulders.

“Tell Quelci that, and see what
luck you have!” he drawled. “The
dear man has a down on me, and I dare
say you're banking on it; but even
Queleh will want something in the way
of proof.”

Harry Wharton stood looking at him.
He had taken it for granted, without a
shadow of doubt, that Gilbert had
“snaffled ” that impot. But there was,
certainly, mno actual proof. There
seemed to be no doubt in the matter;
yet it was hard to believe that the fellow
was looking him in the face and utter-
ing a series of barefaced falsehoods.

“Do you say that you did not touch
the lines?” he asked.

“I'm ready to say so to Queleh, if
vou like!” " answered Gilbert. “If
vou're going to keep up this game.
we'll go to him together when he comes
in. My dear chap, think again! You
can't expect to get by with this.”

“My lines are gone——"

“Pile it on!”

“You lying cad!” roared Wharton,
his temper breaking out. * You took
my lines from Quelch’s study, and you
know you did, and you've hidden them
somewhere—"

“Go it !”

The door of Stud{ No. 12 opened, and

Lord Mauleverer looked out, with a
faint smile on his face.
“Lines missin’, what?” he asked

gcntl{;c

Gilbert spun round as if electrified.
He stared blankly at Mauly, ‘in his
study doorway, his eyes bulging from
his head. Obviously that study had
not been, as he supposed, unoccupied,
when he crept in to hide the lines under
the cushion on the box-seat.

“QOh!” gasped Gilbert.

He was taken utterly aback.

Lord Mauleverer smiled. He knew
now who the fellow was who had crept
into his study a few minutes ago.

“My lines are missing, Mauly !" said
Harry Wharton. “Somebody’s taken
them from Quelch's study——"

“ Anythin' like this lot?” asked Lord
Mauleverer. He held up a sheaf of
impot paper, covered with Latin lines.

Harry Wharton jumped.

“That's it! What the dickens—"

“ Man came tricklin’ in a few minutes
ago, and parked them under a cushion
in my study !” drawled Mauleverer. 1
fancy he never saw me sittin’ in the
armchair. Did you, Tracy?”

Gilbert gritted his teeth.

“ 8o you were in the study, vou fool !”
he snarled. *I never saw you."

“Yaas!” smiled Lord Mauleverer.

Harry ““harton turned to Tracy



again, his hands clenched, and his eyes
gleaming.

“Now, you cur, are you denying that’

you teok my lines from Quelch’s
study 7 he said, between his teeth.
Gilbert gritted his teeth, and was
silent. It was not much use denying it
further. The captain of the I{emova
came towards him, with gleaming eyes,
and Gilbert backed away.
“Hands off, you rotter I he snarled.
“It was only a joke, anyhow—"
“Was it?” said Wharton savegely.
“1f it was, it's a joke you won't play
on a fellow again in a hurry. You're
oing to have a lesson about playing
oul tricks to land a fellow in a row.”
The next moment Gilbert was strug-
gling in his grasg. i
Strugglmg and panting, Tracy was

whirled along the passage, to the tap
at the end. e yelled as his head was
twisted under the tap, and the tap
turned on.

There was a rush of water, and Gil-
bert writhed and wriggled under it. He
struggled and kicked frantically.

But there was no help for him. Lord
Mauleverer, with the impot in his hand,
looked on grinning. Wharton's face
was set and savage. He had had a
narrow escape of a “row * with Quelch,
and a thousand lines. Gilbert Tracy
was going to have a lesson—and he had
it!

He was held under the tap in a grip
of iron. He yelled, and kicked, and
struggled, and raved. But he was
held, and the water swished and
streamed and swamped. Three or four
Remove fellows came along to stare.
Gilbert’s frantic howls woke the echoes
of all the studies. )

Wharton did not heed them. Not till
the wretched trickster was almost half-
drowned, did he turn off the tap and
fling Gilbert away, sprawling on the
floor, drenched and dripping, gasping
and spluttering and howling.

“Take that as a tip, you cur!” he

 errggh led Gilbert
“Urrrggh!” gurgle ilbert.
“QOooogh! Urrrggh!”

“Thanks, old man!” said Harry, as
he took the impot from Lord Maule-
verer. “Lucky you saw that cad at his
game, old chap.”

Lord Mauleverer chuckled.

“1 never saw him,” he explained. “I
can’t see through the back of an arm-
chair, any more than Tracy can. I
fancy Tracy took it for granted that
I'd scen him, or he wouldn't have
owned up, what1” :

Harry Wharton stared at him for a
moment, and then laughed.

Gilbert was left gasping and splutter-
ing, 83 Wharton went down the stairs,
the impot in his hand, to be taken back
to Quelch’s study.

Gilbert was not likely to meddle with
it again! Gilbert was tottering away
1o Remove dormitory for a towel-
ling and a change, and he was likely to
heﬁmsy for some time—even if he was
feeling dispased for further trickery,
which he probably was not,

THE TWENTIETH CHAPTER.
At It Again!
SAY, you fellows— He, he,
hB !I’

Y

l Mr. Quelch made a movement

of annoyance.

It was & mild, warm afternoon for
October. .

Mr. Quelech had taken a sheai of
Latin papers, which he had to correct
for his Form, and seated himself on 2
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bench under the old elms, in a quie

spot.

In that quiet spot Quelch went over
Latin proses, marking them, and en-
Jogl:g the fresh air at the same time.

it was rather annoying to hear
voices on the other side of the big
trunk, against which the bench backed.

Really, juniors might have found
some other spot to chatter after class.
It was annoying.

Still, Quelch was a reasonable man.
Juniors had a right to talk, in the
quad, if they liked, and evidently they
did not know that he was there. So the
Remove master possessed his moul in
patience, and hoped that they would
pass on, leaving him in peace and
quiet.

But they did not! Billy Bunter's fat
squeak caused the fellows whom he
addressed to come to a halt, at a little
distance from the big elm.

“Hallo, hallo, hallo!” -came Bob
Cherry’s cheery roar. *“What's the
latest, old fat man? Hold on, you
fellows, and listen to the latest keyhole
news 1"
hMr. Quelch smiled faintly as he heard
that.

“Qh, really, Cherry—" squeaked
Bunter,

“Cough it ug " said Bob. “First of
all, whose keyhole did you stop at, by
pure accident?”

“Ha, ha, hal”

“Beast! I say, you fellows—— He,
he, he! Tracy's at it again ! chuckled
Bunter. “I say, he’s the chap to ask
for it, ain't he ?"”

“Job for you, Wharton—you're look-
ing after that swabl!” said Johnny
Bull. “I'd rather boot him myself I

“Bother him!” said Harry. *“What
is the disgruntled ass up to now, I
wonder 1* i

“He's after old Quelch again!”
chuckled Bunter, little dreaming that
the ears of “old Quelch” caught every
word on the other side of the elm not
ten feet away. “ ﬁgmg his books in
the Form-room—he, he, he |”

“Rot!"” eaid Nugent.

“I saw him !” chortled Bunter. “I
wondered what he was sneaking back to
the Form-room for. I say, Quelch left
his Virgil on his desk in the Form-
room, and Traey's tearing it up.”

Mr. Quelch’s face set like irom when
he heard that.

“Qh, rot!” said Harry. “Traey
wouldn't be such a fool. Quelch will
jump to it at once that he did it. He
knew who tied that cord in his study
last week.”

“Well, he was tearing a page out of
it, anyhow,” said Bunter. “I tell you,
I saw him! He put the page in his
pocket.”

“He tore a page out of one of
Quelch’sbooks, and put it in his pocket !”
repeated Harry Wharton.

“Yes, he jolfy well did I

“What utter rot! A minute ago you
said he was tearing it up.”

“Well, I meant—"

“Yes, I know what you meant, you
fat ass! You'meant to pull our leg!”

“I tell you I saw him, thml}l}gh the
crack of the door!” hooted Bunter.
“He jolly nearly copped me when he
came out! I hooked it just in time. T
didn’t want a row with the cad. He
might have made ount that I was watech-
ing him or something—you know what
a cad he is!”

“0h, my hat!”

“0f course, I thought he was going to
tear up the lot when he started,” said
Bunter. “But he just tore out one
page, and put it in his pocket. I say,
you fellows, what do you think he's up
to? Not much of a rag, tearing out

%

one page! Quelch may mot miss it at
all, you know |* N

“Perhaps the bit we're doing in
Form to-morrow,” said Bob Cherry.
“That would make Quelch bark if it
wags missing.”

“The barkfulness would be terrific!”
chuckled Hurree Jamset Rarh Singh.

“Oh, that's it, of course!” said
Bunter. “He, he, hel I say, you
fellows, I shall watch old Quelch’s face
when we're on con in the morning! He,
he, he! I eay, it’s rather a lark on old
Quelch, ain’t 1t 7"

“When Tracy's been here a liitle
longer he will learn not to lark with
Quelch !” said Bob. “I'd as soon lark
with a jolly old tiger in the jungle!
Keep your silly head shut about it, you
fat ass|”

“Of course, I'm not going to give the
fellow away,” said Bunter. “I've not
mentioned 1t to anybedy, except Toddy

and Smithy and Kipgz and Wibley and
Mauly and Micky smond and you
fellows—"

“Is that all?” gasped Bob.

“Yes, that’s all, old chap. I'm not a
fellow to tattle, I hope.”

“Ha, ha, ha 1"

“But, I say, you fellows, it will be
rather a lark to watch old Quelch’s face
in the morning—what? He, he, he!
But, I say, there’s something else I was
going to mention to you fellows. I
told you I was expecting a postal order,
didn’t 19"

“Help |”?

“Oh, don’t be an ass, you know! I
say, it hasn’t come—— [ say, don't
walk away while a fellow’s talking to
you |” roared Bunter,

But the Famous Five did walk away
quite quickly, and the fat Owl of the
Remove was heard to grunt as he rolled
after them.

Myr. Quelch sat quite still,

None of the juniors had had the re-
motest idea that he was there, on the
other side of the elm. He had heard
this entirely by accident, and in such
matters Mr. Quelch was very particular.
He could not, and he would not, take
official note of anything that reached
his ears not intended for them.

But his lips were set in a tight line
as he resumed marking Latin papers.

It was some time later tE:t he
gathered up his papers and walked
back to the House.

He did not go to his study, but to the
Remove Form-room. g

He was not going to take official note
of what Tracy had done, as he had
learned of it in such a way, but he was
going to ascertain exactly what it was
that the young rascal had done, and set
the matter right. The Remove were
dealing that term with a certain section
of the Eneid, and if a necessary page
was missing when Quelch came to take
his Form 1t would very annoying—
for Mr, Quelch did not share in the very
least Billy Bunter's opinion that 1t
would be rather a lark.

The Aneid lay on his desk where he
had left it. e picked it up and
examined it.

His brows knitted as he turned page
after page. Not a verse of that great

m was missing. The section destined
?;: “con ” in the morning was intact
Then he dizcovered that a page actually
was missing—but that it was the title-
page.

It had been removed carefully, leav-
ing no sign of a tear; and, but for the
fact that he was examining the book,
he would hardly have been likely to
miss it, as he was not likely to open
Virgil at the title-page.
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He blinked at the volume,

Lvidently it was the title-page that
Bunter had seen Tracy tearing from
the book; but why Tracy had done it
was & mystery. _Such a trivial trick
could hardly be called a “rag.” It
damaged the book to some extent, but
the loss of the title-page was no great
loss. Really it did not matter very
much whether the title-page was there
or not, for any practical purposes.

“Bless my sol.H 1” said Mr. Quelch,

He was quite puzzled as he laid the
volume down again. The matter was
hardly worth notice, even if it had
come to his knowledge officially. Mr.
Quelch dismissed it from his mind as
he left the Form-room—though he was
to be reminded of it later in quite a
startling way.

THE TWENTY-FIRST CHAPTER.
The Deep End !

‘ONSIEUR CHARPENTIER
jumped.
He stared.

He frowned—with a terrific
frown that was worthy of the Lord
High Executioner!

He stared at a paper that was pinned
on his table with a drawing-pin. It
caught his eye as he entered his study.

“Ciel |” gasped Mossoo.

Wrath gathered on his Gallic brow;
which was not surprising, considering
what was traced on the paprr in large
capital letters.

«ALLEZ VOUR EN, PETIT
COCHON !

Mossoo trembled with rage.

Such a message as “Get out, little
pig ¥ might have annoyed any master;
and Mossoo was a very sensitive little
gentleman. Mossoo was small and
nervy and excitable, and, perhaps for
those reasons, had a very touchy sense
of his own dignity; and at the present
time he was particularly sensitive. His
nose was stil? a little painful from his
tumble in Mr. Quelch’s study, and his
dignity was also in a painful state on
that account. He had had, of course,
to accept Mr. Quelch’s assurance that
that trick had been played by a Remove
junior, who had been severely punished
for the same; but the incident lingered
disagreeably in his touchy mind.

“ Allez vous en, petit cochon!” stared
him in the face from his own table in
his own study! His sallow face was
crimson, his little pointed beard
bristled with wrath.

Who had left this insulting message
for him?

As he had not been in his study for
the last two or three hours it might
have been anybody. But Mossoo was
going to find out if he could. He de-
tached the drawing-pins and picked up
the sheet of paper.

It looked like a leaf torn out of some
school book; blank on one side where
the message had been written, but
Mossoo could see that there was print-
ing on the other side. Quite possibly
that would afford a clue to the owner—
and Mossoo was prepared, if necessary,
to demand a scrutiny ef every school
book at Greyfriars to discover the one
from which that page was missing.

But as he turned the shect and
glanced at the printed side Mossoo
jumped almost clear of the floor.

It was the title-page of a volume of
Virgil's Aneid. At the top of the page
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was writien the owner’s name in a well-
known clear hand.

“H. 8. Quelch.”

“Le miserable!”
Charpentier.

He breathed rage.

That trick with the tied cord in the
study—he had taken Quelch’s word

gasped Monsieur

about that. And now—this!
Quelch ! )
A Form-master—a middle-aged

Form-master—playing schoolboy tricks
with a cord, and then inscribing an
insulting message to a colleague! It
was incredible; but to Mossoo, in a
state of outraged dignity and wrath, it
was only too clear.

That page had been torn out of
Quelch’s book and left in Mossoo's
study with an insulting message written
on it. What could be clearer—at least,
to an excitable and touchy little gentle-
man who was only too liable to go off
at the deep end?

“Le scelerat!” gasped Mossoo. “Le
miserable ! Cochon, petit cochon—moi !
Moi, Henri Charpentier, petit cochon!
Allons 1”

He crumpled the offending page in
his hand and rushed from the study.

He knew now! Quelch had done this
—Quelch had insulted him! Moszoo
was not & man to be insulted! Not
Mossoo !

He did the passage in a whirl. He
reached Quelch’s study door and hurled
it open. He flew in like an excited
turkey-cock.

Mr. Quelch, at his
started to his feet.

“Monsieur Charpentier |”
claimed in amazement.

“Cochon !"" roared Mossoo.

“Wha-a-at?”

“Peeg !”

“What 1"’ gasped Mr. Quelch.

“Grand cochon!” velled Monsicur
Charpentier, almest dancing round the
astounded Remove master’s study in his
rage and excitement. “Peeg! Big pig!
If I, Henri Charpentier, am little pig,
you are big pig! Cochon! Cochon!
Cochon !”

Mr. Quelch gazed at dumb-

Mr.

founded.

Mossoo was often excitable.
Quelch had little patience with foreign
excitability; he had no use whatever
for gestienlations. But this was far
beyond Mossoo’s usual limit. He
seemed absolutely frantic. He danced
with rage; he waved both hands—he
almost waved his legs as well—and he
yelled; he shrieked.

« Miserable ! Miserable | Miserable !*

“Goodness gracious!” gasped Mr.
Quelch. “ What—what—whatever is
the matter, Monsieur Charpentier?
Are you ill?” guelch nearly said
‘fma;{” but he made it *ill” just in
time.

“Cochon ! Miserable !
Coquin |” roared Froggy.

“For goodness” sake, what—""

“Suis-je cochon?” yelled Monsieur
Charpentier. “Je vous demande!
Suis-je cochon? Is it zat one calls me
leetle peeg? I ask!”

“Qh " gasped Mr. Quelch. He
thought he understood. “Bome Remove
boy—— Has some boy dared—"

“(rest vous!” yelled Monsieur Char-
pentier. “Vous, vous-meme! Vous
oscz—you dare! You zink zat I tolerate
zis, you mauvais Quelch! Non! Non!
Jamais! I hit you viz one fist on ze
nose !”

writing-table,

he ex-

him,

Scelerat !

Mr. Quelch backed just in time, and
the enraged Frenchman reached across
the table. He bounded up, his chair
flying backwards.

“ Are you mad?” he shrieked.

“Mat? Non, non! It is you zat i3
mat te zink zat I vill sit for zis!”
Mosseo probably meant “stand.” “I sit
for it not! Jamais! Vous m'insultez!
Mais oui! I strike yvou with one fist!”

“For goodness’ sake, calm yourself I
shricked Mr. Qluclch, dodging round one
side of the table as the excited French-
man came rushing round the other.
“ Monsieur Charpentier, calm yourself !
Control your temper—" ;

“Mais jamais! Suis-je petit cochon?’
roared Monsieur Charpentier
“Scelerat! Miserable! Lachel I hit
vou sur le nez—on ze nose—viz one fist |
1 hit you veree hard on ze nose—"

“Keep off I” raved Mr. Quelch. .

He circled the study table, with the
French master in frantic pursuit. Mr.
Quelch could have picked up the little
man and tossed him out of the study,
but he was naturally reluctant to adopt
such measures. He hopped round the
table, and Mossoo hopped after him.
Thrice they had circle:fe it, when Mr.
‘li’rout’s astounded face looked in at the

oor.

“In Heaven's name, what is the
matier 7’ gasped Prout. “You can be
heard in all the studies! Mr, Quelch !
Mousl‘?ur Charpentier !  What—what

is——

“Hold him! Hold him, Prout !” stut-
tered Mr. Quelch. “He has, I fear,
gone mad! Hold him! I will help
you !”

“ Miserable I

“Monsicur Charpentier—" gurgled
Prout.

“ Beelerat 1™

“1 beg you—

" COChﬂl‘l !Jl

Prout strode in. It was clearly a time
for vigorous measures. Prout pIVu:ed his
portly bulk between Monsieur Charpen-
tier and Mr. Quelch and pushed the
excited Frenchman back. A push from
Prout, with sixteen stone behind it, was
too much for Mossoo. He staggered and
sat down. And Mr. Quelch, in guite a
dizzy state, leaned on the table and
gasped for breath.

THE TWENTY-SECOND CHAPTER.
Brought To Book !

1] SAY, you fellows,” gasped Billy
Bunter, “just listen 1"
The fellows did not need

Bunter to tell them. -

An amazed and startled crowd was
gathering at the corner of Masters’
Passage. Prout had said that Mossoo
could be heard in all the studies, but
he could, in point of fact, be heard
almost all over the House. Fellows of
all Forms gathered from near and far.

“Listen to him!” breathed Bob
Cherry.

It was a howl from Quelch’s study:

“Taissez-moi passer, vous Prout! I
hit him viz ze fist—"

“8ir, be calm—calm!”

“ Non-jamais !”

«Mad as a hatter !” said Temple of
the Fourth, in wonder. “Gone right off
Lis rocker 1™

“1 say, you fellows, he's going to
punch Quelch! He, ke, he !”

“What on earth can be up?"
claimed Harry Wharton

“The upfuilness appears to be ter-

(Continued an page 28.)
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ZVERY SATURDAY 2

JOIN THE MERRY THRONG FOR ANOTHER RAMBLE WITH—

%Gntvrmms GuIDE

ALL ROUND GREYFRIARS. The Courtfield Bunshop

(1)
The Bunzhop dates from Gocd Queen
Bess,
Who cama (the story run:)
With courtiers in bejewelled dress
To try the famous b
ghe dropped inside her roy
Six dozen buns or more,
Till conrtiers fearad she might succumb
In anguizh on the floor!

1 “tam”

'AFTER SCHOOL HOURS

The Field of Fate

Upon the foothall ficld ha wert,
A Conqneror great and glorious,

Tlis name was Coker, and he meant
That day to he victorious!

Behind him trailed the Fifth Form crew
In fear and dire mglamulrIp

Far n"l! too well, m team-mates knew

What happened to the fatheads who
Experienced Coker’s attitude!

A greater onslanght ne
When Coker started husiness,
Ie practically demolished Green

And left him dumb with dizziness.
The Connueror charged with vim and
thrnet,
His blows were indefonzible;
Fitzgerald landed on his erust,
And then GCeorge Blundell hit the dust
Arcd lay inert, inzensible!

r was sccn

Knee-deep in Fifth TForm gore he
fou |ghr,
By \\rllhmg forms surrounded, then,
When Potter went out flat, he thought
The Trump of Doom had sounded
then !
With screams of pain, the referce
Fell on tho field of agony!
Meanwhile, the Shell had piled on
three |
Bnt did the Conqneror care? Not he!
His own side didn’t hag any!

The d]eadful revelry went on,
The ialo of woe and injury:

And nearly all the Fifth had gone,
The rest wera feeling gingery !
The school was getting badly scared,

The matter was of urgeney!
Inside the Sanny, sheets were aired,
And beds were hastily prepared

To cope with the emergency——

Well, maybe I exaggrratae
What happened cn the Field of Tate;
“I'was pretty grim, at ary rafe!

(2)
T 1en to yo manager, said she:
“Beshrew us, these are good! )
i irvy knave, we're pleased with

And thy delicious food 1
Now make us out ihy bill for it,
.\nd do it right away,
And we will graciously perm:r

Sir Ira.ncn Drake to pay! A WEEKLY BUDCGET
(Slight groan from Sir F. D.)
i OF FACT AND FUN

The quaint old Tudor shop is still By

A place of great renown;
Its bumtcmd coffee—and its ill— THE GREYFRIARS

Arn features of the town. :
And Bunter loves its ginger-pop, RHYMESTER
Tt should be called the Buntershop! wens

Its ices and its buns;
{(Don’t langh at fechla puns!)
DREADFUL DRAMA

‘panEamEn

¢ - With the football scason, Amateur
: PUZZLE PAR : Dramatics also spring to life. At
: When a fag \nm; to the doctor 2 Christmas we are plescntmg “The
f with a pain in his pantry, the doc 3 \Ierc‘mut of Venice,” and rehearsals
I gave him this preseription: i have already started Wibley (of course)
H ()0 0, 500—50, 1, 5, B.R.—0,1,50. 5 is_ cast as SHYLOCK, Nugent is
t Can you df.uhhcr it? ¢ PORTIA, and I havo heen practically
: R S e : eliminated as LORENZ(, in order that
e Rl «ses Wibh may spread himself.

I doubt whether Shakespeare would
recognite the play as it goes at re-

THE GREYFRIARS hearsals. As thuswise:

PORTIA: The gnality of mercy is not
:&];PH;\BET strain’d. It drippeth as——
SHYLOCK (howling) : Droppeth, thou
chump—I mean, yon chump !

SIR JAMES VIVIAN’ BART’ PORTIA: Sorry! It droppeth as
Of The Remove the gentle rain from hea\'ﬂn.‘ It is the

green-cyec ster, whi 1ock
V is far VIVIAN, voung Sir James, ﬁ:ﬁp;:.,r‘lt %t rfr,lg:j: 'orn:_m:h L Bt
\Who didu’t always have these names, SUVLOCK (exploding): What the—
For jears ha lived in Carker's Rents, {La—the
[T_rrl\“m vn except to loeal gents PORTIA (hurriedly): Sorry! I was
Who burgled everywhere t o._v could getting mived up with Othello, which

To gair an honest livelihood ! wa did last term.

And Jimmy lived on meagre ernmbs SHYLOCK : Here, Bassanio, yon go

J" this, tho slnmmiest of the shims., on. Give yonr address to the Court.
riil \]'anl_'“ ardian came one day BASSANIO (Johnny Bull): Most

potent, grave, and reverend signiors:
my very noble and approved good
masters
SHYLOCK (foaming at the mouth):
That's ~0Othello,” you dummy!
BASSANIO (when the dust has died
down) : Most worthy gentleman, I and
my friend have by your wislom heen
this day aequainted—- ;
SHYLOCK (violently): Acquitted,
¥Ou erass 1lint ! Here, out of the way!
Il] give my speech to the Duke. (He
ctrikes an attitude.) Please it, your
(}.arn, on to the state affairs—I here do
kiva thea with all my heart—
GENERAL DEL IPH[I D CHORTS:
That's “Othello,” ass!
HII&IOCE{ {=ta;+ilng} Well, you
eep disturbing a fellow
And iock the !'nggr'r] youth away. ; .]-p\;t, \HYIEO{"K cheepishly, amid
And then, to Junmy's great regret, land laughter.)
ITe found he was a haronct! i :

Ho:irr_"cer, }}llc’s grown unt}?f that, ———— —— - —————a

And now he gets his aitches pat,

Though w hen he thinks of it at times, ANSWER to PUZZLE

Sdir Jimmy Vivian murmurs: By putting the figures in Roman
“Crimes | numerals we get COD—LIVER—OIT.
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rific!” remarked Hurree Jamseli Ram
SBingh. .

“Mais je vous dis, I hit him viz one
fist I came Mossoo's 3cll “Js it zat I

am small cochonl Vat? Je vous
demande, vous Prout!” :
“He's going it, ain’t he?” grinned

Gilbert Tracy.

Harry Wharton glanced at Tracy.

“ Have you had a finger in th:s"" he
asked.

“Eh?. What's put that inte your
head ?” asked Gilbert cheerfully.

“Well, you had last time when Froggy
took & tumble—>"

",Hallo hallo, halo! There he goes
again 1" excinimed Bob Cherry.

“Buis-jo petit cochon!” = shricked
Monsicur Charpentier. * Zat Quelch—
he call me one small pig—"

“The man must be out of his senses 1"
gasped the Remove master. * What can
have put such an ideca into his head?
Monsieur  Charpentier listen—pray
listen! I assure you that T have never—
never—never uttered such an  ex-
pression !

“You do not utter him, miserable;
vou write him on one note aund place 1u

my study!” howled Monsieur Char-
pcutier. “Vous Prout! You look at
zis! You - look—voyez donc—voyez!

Zen you say vat you zink I’
Monsieur Charpentier held the paper
under his portly nose, and he stared
Llankly at the message “ rltten thereon.
“Good heavens !’ Prout.

“Can you imagine that 1\.‘Ir Quoleh—

‘“ Are you insane, sir?” roared Quelch.
“How can you imagine for one single
instant {hnt I

“Mais ¢'est vrai!” howled Monsieur
Charpentier.  “.Voyez donc—is not zat
20 name of Quelch?”

He turned over the sheet. The title-
page of Virgil's XEneid was revealed,
mﬁl the name “H. 8. Quelch ¥ writteu
thereon.

“T did not write that!” roared Mr.
Quelch. *“You are utterly and incon-
ceivably stupid to imagine for one
moment that I could have done so.”

‘* Zat paper——"

“Your name 1s on that page, Quelch.
It is a title-page from one of your
hooks 1” boomed Prout, “Then

how—"

“0Oh, my lat 1 gasped Harry Whar-
ton, as he heard that from the passage.
He begsn to guess how the matter lay,
remembering’ what the Owl of tlw
Remove had related that afternoon in
the quad. -

*“Cannot you understand 1" shricked
Ar. Quelch.” “A boy—a young rascal—
an- unscrupulous young scoundrel—has
purloined that page from one of my

hooks, in order - to” insult Monsieur
Charpentier, and cause this absurd
(_.Idurbmler\ 2 ;

“Oh!”  gasped Plout “Bome

W leu,lned trickster—"

THE MAGNET—EVERY SATURDAY

“How could it be anything elsc?”
enapped Mr. Quelch.
“Mais, je crois—"

“Your name was on that page,
Quelch. Really, ' what was Monsicur
Charpentier to think——"

“Nonsense 1 roared Quelch.

“ Really, Quelech—"

“1 repeat—nonsense ! Monsicur Char-
pentier has acted like a foolish and un-
thinking blockhead, and,if you can find
any excuse for hu‘u, Mr. Prout, I am
bound to say

“You have said enough, Quelch!”

interrupted  Mr. DProut, with great
dignitv. “I will retivo from this
scene,”’

Prout, greatly offended, rolled out.

But Pront's presence ju the study was
no longer needed. Monsieur Char-
pentier was calming down,

“You zay zat you did not write him !’
he ejaculated. * You did not stick huu
on ze table in my study ?”

“1 tell you it is a page torn from
one of my books, and the young rascal
uho has played this trick shall repent

‘\Il. Queleh stepped to the door. THe
stared, or rather glared, at the breath-
less crowd at the corner.

“ Wingatr ! 1" he snapped.

“Yes, sir!™"

“ Please find Tracy of my Form, and
Emng him here at ance!”

“Tracy ! 'lm(\ is here, sir!
with me, Tracy ™

Tracy's grinning face lost its grin,
He was looking serious, and rather
apprehensive as he followed the prefect
to Mr. Qucleh’s study. There was an
excited squeak from Billy Bunter,

“I gay, you fellows, how did Quelch
know it was Tracy? 1 =ay, bave you
fellows been talking "

“You mst. have, you fat ass!”

Come

said

Bob. “ Quelch jol]\ well knows, any-
how! My hatl don't envy Tracy
now.""

“Serve him right!” grunted Johnny
Bull.

Tracy stepped unwillingly into  his

Form-master’s study.

Mr. Queleh eyed him a good deal
like a basilisk. His cane was in his
hand now.

“ Monsieur Charpentier, kindly show
Tracy that paper. Tracy, do you deny
that you wrote that insulting message
on a leaf taken from the book I left

on' my desk in the Form-room, and
placed it in  the French master’s
study ¥

Tracy breathed hard.

“I've never seen it before, sir,”” he
anzwered sullenly. “I don't see \\'h_\'
I should be picked on.”

“Then I will explain,” said Mr.
Queleh, in a grinding voice. “You
were scen to tear a leaf from wmy

volume of Virgil thh afiernoon, Traey.
And that is the leaf.”

“QOh!"" gasped Gilbert.

“The matter came to my koowledga
by chance, and I intended, therefore,
to take no note of it. But now that L
have discovered the use to which you
have put the leaf torn from iy book,
Tracy, 1 shall deal with you. Vst of
all, you will bheg Mon:-.mn Chas
pentier’s pardon for the insult to lim,
At once !’ thundered Mr. Quelch,

“IJ—I—I beg your pardon, sir.”
gﬂ.&-pl-{l Gilbert. “I—I u

‘Cletait vous !’ snapped Monsiem
Charpentier. “Jo comprends,
tenant. Mon rlun Queleh, I regret zag
I zink zat——""

“You need express no regrets, sir,

Monsieur Charpentier, with a oviue
son face, whisked out of the study.

Mr. Quelch looked at Gilbert Tracy
with an almost deadly glint in his eyve.

“Now, Traey, pend over that chair!
e said. “You have had one scvere
lesson, Tracy, but npparmtlv it hLas
not had the l‘\])ﬂlt{‘d effect in checking
vour malice and insolence. I shall now
give you a more seveére one, Bond
over that chair!” :

The crowd in the passage dispersed.

Nobody wanted to hear the whopping
of the cane, and the yelling of the
culprit. Both continued for quite &

long iifnr', It was a disinal and dolor-
ous Gilbert that limped away from
Quelch’s study when it was over.

Harry
No. 1
lntt‘r.

“Feeling better?”’ asked Harrr,
sympathetically as he could.

“Fat lot vou care!"” snarled (.1Hur1

“Well, for goodness’ sake, leayve
Quelch alone!” said Harry. "I{mn a
little sense, Tracy, and leave Quelch
alone !’

“Leave him alone!” repeated Gil-
bert, with a glitter in his eves. *“You'll
ree! It's 5{1;\1(\[1 that’s keeping 1
here—all Quelch !
here, so long as Quelch is” a 1astes
here.  DBut if he goes—"'

Harry Wharton stared at him.

"Qm‘]ch isn't likely to go to please
vou.” he said.

“He mav not be able to bLelp it
said Gilbert. between his teeth. * He's
got me, unless I get him. You'll sec!”

Harry Wharton made no reply to
that. He turned away, and left Gil-
Irert to himself, and soon forgot his
wild words. But he was destined to
I reminded of them.

THE END.

(*The Rat of the Remorve!” ix the
title of the sceond parn m this great
new zeries. Be swre you read it next
Suturday, r.ﬁumz’;

- Wharton looked inio Study
in the Remove about an loir

as

"

I've got to stick
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