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MORE FACTS CONCERNING OUR FREE PICTURE

STAMPS !

A d

HIPS, Locomotives, Dogs, Aero-

lanes, Rough-Riders and Self-

fence! You'll be ex on all

these subjects scon, chums—just

ns soon as you complete your collection of

the 144 picture stamps which I am giving

away in conjunction with the * Magnet,’

'* Ranger " and * Modern Boy.” What

do you think of this week’s splendid sot of
pictures—just d, aren’t they ?

In these days of motor—and other—
bandits, the Hand-Grip Throw, which
sppears on one of this week's stampa, is
very useful to know. The next time you're
tackled by a icious character don’t
forget to offer to shake hands with him !
And pet your grip in first !

You will find two locomotives pictured
in this week's stamps—both of which are
giants of the metals. The " Garratt " type
18 the biggest working engine in Britain,
while tho * Mikado '™ is a powerful L;lpa.m
senger loco. Have you ever wondere

WHY ENGINES HAVE NAMES?

It ia because in the early days of * the
iron road " the carriages were merely a
kind of stage coach. Stage coachea were
always known by certain names, and the
railway carringes which roplaced the stago
aoaches carried on tho tradition. Every
carriage had a different name at first, but
g8 their numbers increased this became
confusing, and only the engines were given
NAINEs,

EVERAL readers have .asked me
what the group of figures called
the * wheel arrangement ' of an
engine mean. Well, the wheels of

on engine are divided into three classes :
guiding wheels, driving wheols, and trailing
wheels. The figures 4-6-4, for instence,
would mean that the engine had four
guiding wheels, six driving wheels, and
four trailing wheelsa.

The Patagonian Indian, who ap TH ns
No. 8 of our " Rough-Ridera’ series,
belongs to a race which is rapidly dwind-
ling and who may become extinet. They
pre men of great stature, and most of
them are between 6 ft. and 6 ft. 4 in. In
height. They are intrepid horsemen, and
their favourite weapon is the bolas, an
implement: consisting of two heavy spheres,
connected together with a ]ﬂngﬂl of cord.
They are remarkably skilful with the bolas,
and can bring down horses, cattle or men
at & great distance by slinging the weapon
in such a manner that the spheres wind
tho cord tightly around the victim,

The words
CUTTY SARK

in tho namo of the Baro Cutty BSark
Amphibian may puzzle some of you. The
Cutty Sark was perhaps the most famous
of all the old-time eailing cutters, and her
namo is always remombered with affection
by old sailing men, 8he was tho fastest

Always glad to hear from you, chums, so

—and prettiest—craft on the water at one
time. The Cutty Sark and all her com-
panions are, alas, no more to be seen
racing home over the waves; but, as you
#eo, she has been honoured by having this
famous amphibian aeroplane named after

her.
How would you like a Dutch EKeeshond
for & pet? ou’ll find any esmount of

thom in Holland, for there are thousands

of barges in that country of canals, and

nearly every one of them has a Keeshond

aboard. That is how they got their namo,

:Iﬂ:-r " Keeshond " really means *' Bargo
og.'

HILE we aro talking about dogs,
w here is a query which comes
from Jack Canard, of North
Circular Road, N.18, Jack

wants to know which is

THE LARGEST DOG IN THE WORLD ?

He thinks the Great Dane earns this
distinetion, but that is not so, The largest,
strongest and tallest dog in the world is
the Tibetan mastiff, which is very much
lilke- & sour-faced, heavy-eared Newfound-
land dog; but, of course, much larger in
size. However, a Tibetan mastiff is very
rarely seen in this country. It may interest
you to know that tho Great Dane (of
whom you will all get a picture stamp
shortly) i8 also known as the German
muatig, or bearhound.

Do you know how many types of dogs
thers are ? The Kennel Club registers
sixty-two wvarieties, but actually thore are
no fewer than one hundred and eighty-five
varietics differentiated by naturalists !
The most curious of them sll is the Chinese
erosted dogp. It is practically hairless,
with a mottled, fleshy skin, and it carries
on its forehead a topknot or crest of long
bristly hair.

Don't forget that there will be six more
aplendid free picture stamps in next week's
isaue,

Don’t miss them, chumas.
worth having, I can tell youl

SOMETHING ELSE WORTH HAVING

They'ro well
And

are thoso magniﬁcant Annuals which are
now on sale, * The Holiday Annual " and
‘““The Popular Book of Boys' Stories.” At
6a. and 2a, 6d. respectively, they provide
tho finest value of all boys' books, You'll
meet all your old chums in ** The Holiday
Annual,’” which is packed full of wonderful
school yarns and articles concerning Harry
Wharton & Co. of Greyfriars, Tom Merry &
Co. of 8t. Jim's, and Jimmy Silver & Co.
of Rookwood, as well as many adventure
gtories ;
Boys' Stories ' features tales of sport, fun
and adventure.

Ask your newsagent to let you have a
peep at these tip-top books—and ask him,
too, for particulars of his Christmas club
scheme which makea it possible for every

drop me o line to the following address :
The Editor, The ** Magnel '’ Library, The Amalgaomated Press, Lid., The Fleclwoy
House, Farrvingden Street, London, E.C.4,

while *“*The Popular Book of |F

boy to become the owner of
these bonzer books !

One of my chums writes to
me from Bognor to tell mo
that he is

AN UNFORTUNATE READER |

Not having placed an order in
advance for his copy of “The
Modern Boy,” he missed the
gplendid album for mounting
his picture stamps. What is
he going to do about it ? he asks.
ell, if he turna to 20
of this issue, he will learn that
I had already foreseen this
difficulty, and have evolved a
method by which any one of
you who missed this magnificent
album can remedy the matter at once |

A query concerning
FOOTBALL AT GREYFRIARS

comes from * Magnetite,” of Wolver-
hampton. He thinks it would be a good
idea if our centre pages were devoted to
descriptions of the current week's foothall
(or cricket), Harry Wharton could write
the description of the Remove's matches,
while Wingate could provide the report of
the First XI matches. X

What do my other renders think? I
asm always pleased to carry out readera’
suggoestions—but 1 like to make sure first
of all that they fit in with the desires of
the majority.

DON'T seem to have very much

gpace left, but I think I can just

manage to squeezo in a reply to

Harry Curtiss, of Stroud, who wants
to know

WHERE THE SCOTS CAME FROM.

The inhabitants of Beotland really came
from a fusion of four distinet races—tho
Piots, the Scots, the Britons, and tho
Angles. The origin of the Picts is still a
matter of dispute, but tho BScots came
from Iroland and settled in the neighbour-
hood of Argyllshire and the islands off the
coast. The Britona ocoupied the valley of
the Clyde, and the Angles settled south
of the Firth of Forth. The original
colonisation of Scotland is said to have
commenced as oarly as 800 n.c.

Now for next week's top-notch issue,
chums !

Frank Richards will keep you chuckling
and enthralled with

“ THE GLORIOUS ‘FIFTH ’ AT
GREYFRIARS I ™

which is the title of his next long completo
gchool yarn. It's fairly brimming over
with big bangs and surprises, and all your

opular favourites take a prominent part
in it. Bunter, of course, pokes his nose in
as usual, and the sparks begin to fly with
a vongeance | But you'll read all about it
yourselves, chums—I don’t want to spoil
your enjoyment of such a ripping story by
telling you too much about 1t !

There'll be another gripping instalment
of our great highwayman yam: " The
Red Falecon ! " too, and the edition of the
“ Qreyfriars Herald " will be better than
ever,

And don't forget that 1'm still awarding

ocket-knives for jokes mnd real leathor
pocket wallets for limericks! As I am
nlso giving away magnificent picture
stamps each week to every one of you
fellows, there is no doubt that MuignET
readers are in for a jolly good time !

YOUR EDITOR.

This issue of he MAGNET contains ¢ WONDERFUL PICTURE STAMPS. FREE !



OUR TIP-TOP STORY OF THE CHUMS OF GREYFRIARS !
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THE FIRST CHAPTER.
The Last Chance [

ORD MAULEVERER of the

E Greyfriars Remove stood in the
doorway of Study No. 12 with

a thoughtful and rather

worried expression on his amiable face.

From the adjomning study, No. 13,
came a buzz of voices.

Study No. 13 was Bob Cherry's study,
which hu shared with Hurree Jamsot
Ram Singh, Mark Linley, and little
Wun Lung. But there were a good
many more than four fellows in Study
No. 13 at the present moment,

Soveral [ellows seemed to be speaking
al once. Some of them sounded rather
excited. Mauleverer did not hear what
was said; but he was aware that an ex-
tremely animated discussion was going
on 1n Bob Cherry’s study. DBob's voice,
which was the most powerful in the
Remove, came clearly through the buzz
every now and then.

“Soccer’s Soccor 1M

Mauly smuled as he heard that from
Bob Cherry, 1n emphatic tones. It was
an undeniable statement. 'The buzz of
voices followed,

Evidently the meeting in  Study
No. 13 dealt with the important subject
of football. It was not very important
to Mauly, who nover played footer if
he could help it. Footer was a form of
exertion; and exertion did not appeal
to his lazy lordship. DBut it was very
important to most of the Remove. 'l'o
the crowded meeting in Study No. 13,
it wos, at the moment, the one th:ug
thatI mn.ttmiaid . -

“I say, Mauly! ey re going it!’'
Billy Bunter rolled ug thg EHE'D.IIII‘-H
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passage, and grinned at Lord Mauaule-
verer, “They’re going to turn Wharton
out! He, he, hel”

Muauly gazed thoughtfully at the fat
Owl of the Remove without replying.

“They’re all there,” grinned Bunter,

“All “"lmrtun s old pals, who've turned
him down—Cherry and Bull and
Nugent and Inkyl And Smithy and

Toddy and Brown and Squiff and—"

Lord Mauleverer detached himself
from his doorway and walked along
the Remove passage towards the stairs.

When all hope of ever regain-
ing his old footing at Grey-
friars seems lost, luck comes
Harry Wharton’s way—but
only splendid pluck enables
the rebel of the Remove to
take advantage of it !

Billy Bunter remained where he was,
listening to the buzz from Study No. 13,
and grinning all over his fat fuce.
Bunter, at least, Eeumud to find some-
thing amusing in the circumstance
that all Harry Wharton’s old friends
had gathered with the object of * turn-
ing him out,”

Mauly, evidently, did not share the
fat Owl's amusement. His faco was
clouded.

He progressod slowly along the
passage as far as Study No. 1, where
hie eame to a halt.

There he pnuﬁﬂd for a few moments

before he tapped at the door of the
study and entered,

There was one junior in the study—
Harry Wharton, the captain of the
Remove.

Wharton was scated at the table
writing lines. Lines came olften Harry
Wharton’s way this unlucky term. Mr.
Quelch, his Form master, was down on
himm with a very heavy down, and tho
slightest fault on his part was sure to
be visited with punishment. His faco
was dark as he sut writing Latin verses
from the Znecid. But he looked up as
Mauly entered, and smiled a Ehﬂﬂl‘j’

smilo that was like the sun coming
through heavy clouds.

“Trot in, old bean!”

Lord Mauleveror trotted in.

“Lines?” he asked, glancing at
Wharton'’s task.

“Yes; a hundred for Quelch,” said
Harry, with a curl of the I'.ip. “The
dear man hasn’i forgotten me.’

“You' ve rubbed him the wrong way,
old man,” murmurcd Mauleverer. “ But
what i1s the impot for this time?"

" Kicking o [ooter over the banisters.”

“Well, that's awlully oagainst tho
rules, you know.”
“Quite!” apgreed Wharton, “It was

Skinner who kicked the ball over the
banisters; but that's immaterial."”

Mauloverer's face became very grave,

“Quelch must have thought it was
you, old bean,” he said.

“Yes; he wanted to!” said Wharton,
with a laugh that was not very pleasant
to hear. * He found me on the landing
wfter Skinner had ecut. That was
enough for him.”

“Look here, Wharton, if you'd told
him M
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Wharton shrugged his shoulders,

“What's the good? He would have
given me lines for something else, Lot
him ripl”

“'"Um ™ said Lord Mauleverer.

He was silent for a minute or two,
Wharton rose from the table and
stretched himself, )

“I came in to say somcthin’,” said
Mauly, ot last. “There’s a mectin’ of
some sort goin' on in Bob’s study.”

“Whose?! Cherry's?”

Bob Cherry, it appeared, was no
longer “Bob” to the captain of the
Remove.

“Yaas. Look here, old chap, a fellow

doesn’t want to butt in,” said Lord
Mauleverer. “But I'm your friend, I
hﬂPﬂ—'" )

‘The only one I have left, I think,”
said Harry, with a smile. “Barge on,”

“Well, look here, it's rotten to see you
on rotten terms with your old pals
Can’t somethin' be donet”

“That's not my fault|”

“Well, it 18, to some extent—"

“What?” _

“To some extent, old chap,” said
Lord Mauleverer pluuid1¥. “You
needn’t glare at me, old fellow—I'm
gomn' on, right to the end, unless you
turf me out of the study.”

Harry Wharton laughed. _
~ “When there’s trouble,” went on his
lordship, *‘there’s always faults on both
sides.  Nobody's quite good, and
nobody's quite bad, see? Now, if a
fellow’'s in fsult, he ought to be sorry
for it. If the other fellow’s in fault, he
ought to forgive him, and wash it all
out. Start fresh, and all that!”

“Not so easy |” said Harry.

“Easy enough, if you make up your
mind to it. You've got as good pals as
any fellow ever had—and you think
they haven't Eln:,red up! Well, you may
be wrong. But if you're right, make
nllowance for human weakness, you
know, and give ’em another chance.
What

Wharton was silent.

“Remember last vao,” asked Mauly,
“when we wore all together in jolly old
Egypt? All jolly good pals then,
wgat‘i’ Is it worth while chuckin’ it all
away just for the sake of pride?”

Wharton’s face softened. Mauleverer
was considered rather an ass in the
Remove., But he had tpuched the right
chord.

“But—" Harry spoke
“You're a good chap, Mauly, but——"

“Wash out the buts!” sugpested
Mauleverer. “Buts are no earthly use.
Leave butting to the billy-goats.”

“1 mean——" Wharton pausced again.

“¥You mean you're too jolly proud and
stifi-necked to take the Grst step?”
asked Mguly.

Wharton coloured. Really, that was
what he did mean, though certainly he
would not have put it like that,

“Well, they've made the first stop,
and the second, and you gave them the
marble eye,” said Mauly. “They've

iven it up now| You make the third.

ee? It’s up to youl”

“I—1 dare say you're right, Mauly!
But—"

“Never mind the buts! Walk along
to Bob’s study, walk in, and act just as
if there’s never been any trouble at all.
Put it all on the jolly old footin’. And
if they don’t play up, you can use my
head for a footballl T jolly well know

th%? will."

here was a long pause. Pride and

stubbornness struggled in Harry Whar-

ton's breast against his better sense,
Tae MagNer Lisrary.—No, 1,289,

slowly.

which urged him to follow the cxcellent
advice of Muuly. His better sense won.

“¥You're right, Maulyl TI'll do i,
and put my pride in my pocket! If
thoy don’t play up o _

“They will!” saad Maouleverer, with
calm conviction. “Take it from me!
I know they'll be glnd.”

“I'll try 1t onl’

“That’s right, old bean,” =aid Lord
Mauleverer, greatly relieved. “Go 1in
and win, old fellow! And go at oncel
Strike the jolly old iron while it's hot,
you know!| Come on "

Wharton might have hesitated, even
with his resolution taken; but the
schoolboy earl caught his arm, and led
him out of the study. He gave him a
push in the direction of Study No. 13.

“Go it 1" he said.

Harry Wharton nodded, and went up
the passaga And Lord Mauleverer, the
clouds gone from his noble brow, strolled
down the Remove staircase, with a
cheery smile on his face.

Wharton went slowly up the passage.

His mind was made up.

Billy Bunter was still there, and he
gave the captain of the Rémove a fat
grin as he camo along, Wharton did
not heed him. He stopped at the door
of Study No., 13, from which the buzz
of voices came as vociferously as ever.
For n moment, then, he hesitated,
| It is well said that he who hrsitates is
ost.

In that moment of hesitation Bob
Cherry's powerful wvoice came clearly
from the buzz in the crowded study.

'""We're done with Wharton—done
with him for good! It's no %El-:-d talkme;
--we're done with him, and that’s that 1"

Wharton stood quite still,

He did not touch the door,

Those words, from the study, scemed
to strike him like a blow.

His face whitened.

“He, he, ha!” came from Billy Bunter.
The Owl of the Remove had heard also.

Wharton did not heed, or cven hear,
that unmusical cachinnation. He stood
still, with a surge of bitternesa in his
heart that was too deep for words, and
then turned and walked back to his own
gtudy, his face hardening like iron as he
went,

THE SECOND CHAPTER.

Putting It Plaip !

OB CHERRY thumped on the
B table in Study No. 13 to lend
emphasis to his remarks—which

were emphatic enough.

There was a murmur of assent from
most of the fellows in the study, ten or
twelve in number. Study No. 13 was
crowded—all the leading spirits of the
Form were there, excepting its captain,
Most of them were in agrcement with
Bob; indeed. if there was one face that
expressed doubt, there was only one—
that of Frank Nugent.

“Weo're done with Wharton!” re-
peated Bob Cherry. *“What's the good
of beating about the bush 1

“None at all1” said Herbert Vernon-
Smith, with a nod.

“The beatfulness about the esteemed
bush is not the proper caper,” remarked
Hurree Jamset Ram Singh. " So far as
the ubsurd gamne of football is concerned,
we are donefully finished with the
ludierous Wharton.”

“That's what 1 mean, of coursel”
grunted Bob. " We're talking football,
ain't we? This meeting isn't here to
discurs our private rows.”

“Hardly I” grinned the Bounder,

“We'ro not pally with Wharton now,”
went on Bob. " But if we were still the

THE MAGNET

best pals in the world, I should say the

game. \Wharton’s gated for the wholo
term, for punching er of the Sixth
in the eye, He can’t get to any match

that’s played away—half the fixtures!
He can’t even play in matches at home,
unless Quelch goes easy with him about
detention., And as he spends most of hia
time in ragging Quelch, and getting his
jolly old back up, Quelch in't lLikely
oeven to let him out of the Form-room
for home matches, In fact, =as
Wharton's too proud to ask, Quelch
won't| That's that."

“Quite | said the Bounder, with
another nod.
*“A football captain who doesn't play

in a Y of the matches i1sn't thae foothall
cap¥ain we want!” said Bob. "The
thing's silly on the face of it.”

“We're all agreed about that,” said
Frank Nugent. “But if Wharton was
let off somshow——"

““That’s rot, Frank|! He doesn't even
want to be lot off ; he won’t take favours
from Quelch, He's got his back up and
wants to keep it up! Far as I can sec,
he doesn’t care twopence about the
matches, so long as he can get on with
his feud against Quelch,”

Frank Nugent sighed. He had to
admit that it was true; his wayward
:Ehmtx: had taken the bit between his
eath.

“We've got to %gt a new captain!”
went on Bob. “What's the good of
gammoning about it? I hope no fellow
here thinks I'm eaying this because
Wharton’s rowed with. me. He's rowed
with all hia friends except old Mauly—
and that’s because, I suppose, a fellow
gimply can't row with Mauly. With
Wharton kept out of every match,
whether it’s his own fault or not, we've
got to make up our minds to elect a new
skipper.”

“Hear, hear [ said Peter Todd.

““Nobedy here is down on Wharton,”
said the Bounder smoothly. “He's
rather a hot-headed ass; but he’s had
injustice, and it sticks. My belief is that
ho was more than justified in punching
Loder that time. But that’s neither
here nor there. Right or wrong, he's
out of all the matches, and for a fellow
to keep out of all the matches, and
carry on as captain of football, 1s not

nse.

“1 should think Wharton would sce
that I” remarked Squiff.

“He's offered to resign | said Franl
Nugent quickly,

“Well, yeal But—"

“Nobody wanted him to resign, so
long as there was a chance of getting
him in the games,” said Johnny Bull.
“He doesn’t speak to me now, ﬁut I'd
vote for him for skipper all the same, if
ha was free to carry on. But he's not—
and so long as he chooses to keep on his
feud with Quelch, he won't bel We've
got to face it.”

“Grasp tho jolly old nettle | said .the
Bounder. There was & gleam in
Smithy’s eyes. More than one fellow
was aware, or at least guessed, that the
Bounder was ready to stand forward as
Wharton’s successor, if the present cap-
tain of the Remove was dropped.

But that was an ambition that was not
likely to be realised. Merbert Vernon-
Smith had had his chance once in tha
captainey; and had made, as he had
confessed himself, an “ unholy muck * of
the job. Very few of the Remove were
disposed to give him another trial,

“Well, if we're agreed about it—"
said Bob, glancing round.

“We arel” esaid Peter Todd.
“Nothing else in it |”

“1 ink—" e&aid Nugent. He
paused. “Look here, I think Wharton
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ought to hove another chancel If he's
dropped, we shan’t get as good o Form
captain anywhere else.”

*There are other pebbles on the jolly
old beach !” drawled the Dounder,

“Rot1” said Bob. “I'ranky’s right
there! Yharton's our man, whethor
he's ot his back up with his old pals ot
not, 1f he waos free to play.”

“Well, then, if he could square it
eomchow with Quelch, it would be all
vight,” said Frank.

The Bounder laughed.

“That's likely 1" he said.

“The likeliness 1s not terrific,” re-
marked Hurree Bingh, with a shake of
his dusky hcad. :

“Give him the chance,” said I'rank,

¥

“Come on, then!”
“ Lot’s go to Wharton in a body and put
it to him.  One fellow had better bo
spokesman. Smithy, as vice-captain &

“Smithy’s pretty sure to put his back
up,” said Johnny DBull., “Linloy's a
tactful chap.”

Mark Linley grinned ruciully,

“I'm head boy of the Remove now, i

Wharton's place,” he saidd.  **I'm afraid
ho doesn’t like it—=I"d beller nol speak
to ham.”

“Oh, rats!” growled Teter Todd.

“Leave it to me, then—I'll put it to
him, Anyhow, let's get on with 1t.”
The mecting broke up, and crowded
into the passage,
Billy Bunter grinned at them as they

“Wharton knows as well as we do, that came crowding out.
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“ You're the right man, Toddy,"” said Bunter.
““What [ ** cried Peter Todd.
the fat junior, *‘ but a Form captain ain’t elected on his looks, Toddy.

ain’t everything, old chap.”’

he ean’t carry on as skipper under per-
manent detention. If we put it to him,
he may chuck up his feud with Quelch.”

Bob Cherry rubbed his nose thought-

fully.

“Blessed if I like talking to him =t
present,” he said. “More likely to got
t:-]nu"s? head snapped off than anything
else.’

“Well, we want to keep him if we
cm—l’

“Right as rain!” agreced Bob. *If
there's a chance that the chap may see
gense, and stop playing the giddy ox,
I'tn ready to jump at it. T don't think
there is—I think, as I've said, that we're
done with Wharton, so far as football is
ﬁ.ﬂmmﬂd' But let’s try it on, if you
1 'E,J,

The Bounder smiled sarcastically, and
was silent, But all the other fellows in
the study assented at onco.

Bob Cherry jumped up,

=

“I say, you fellows——" he began,

But nobody had any time to waste on
Bunter. They marched along the
Remove passage towards Btudy No. 1,
Ieaving the fat Owl grinning,.

The door of Study No. 1 was closed.
Frank Nugent opened it, and the
numerous deputation crowded in the
doorway and round it. Harry Wharton
was finishing the imposition that Lord
Mauleverer %md interrupted. He went
on writing, his head bent; and the
crowd of Removites had a view of the
top of his head across the table. He did
not raise it.

Bome of the follows frowned, This
sort of contemptuous treatment was not
likely to placate them. Wharton,
obviously, knew they were there, but
did not appear to think them worthy of
notice.

“Harry—" began IF'rank Nugent.

The captain of the Remove looked up,

5

he exclaimed. His faco was calm and hard, and there

was a4 glint like cold steel in lis eyes.

The words e had heard at the door
of Studv No. 13 were still echoing in
his mind—and his heart! He did not
know—he could not know—that DBob
Cherry had been speaking of him onl
and solely in connection with fﬂnlhﬂ.ﬁ
III:'.I.“.'lL‘:I"S. That did not even cross his
iand.

Ho had told himself that he had been
2 fool to listen to DMauleverer—a well-
meaning ass!  Ie Lhad been a fool to
think of bridging the gulf that had
opened between him and his former
fricnds. They were done with him—he
had DBaob's words for that—and he was
done with them! It was in this mood
that Lthe DRerovites found him.

il ] |
e g

|
.

—

I}

=

"'——_-

a-.:_h_' r
e W
po— S=""

-

¢

“ You've simply got to put up for the captalncy, and you’'ll get in, Looks
““ You may be a bit of a freak in some ways,"” continued

Don’t you mind. that ! *

“Did you speak to me, Nugent?'' he
asked very distinctly.
_ “You know I did,” said Frank, flush-

ing.

“TI'm Harry to my [riends!” said
Wharton poiutedly.

Nugent's flush deepened to erimson,
and he stood silent. Even his kind and
patient temper was not proof against
this. But he checked the angry words
that rose to his lips, and said nothing.

Johnny Bull gave an expressive snort,

“If that's the sort of thing we've come
here for——" he began.

“Leave the talkfulness to the estecemed
Toddy, my idiotic Johnny I"* murmured
Hurree Jamset Ram Singh.

Johnny Bull gave another snort, and
then was silent, Peter Todd took up

the tale.
“We've come here, Wharton—" he

commenced.
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“I can see that!” _

“To put it to you plain!  You're
captain of Remove—which means
captain of football! You're standing
out of all the matches. We can’t carry
on, on those lines.”

‘You see thsﬁ old bean,” said Tom
Brown, the ew Zealand junior,
amicably. “We don’t want to lose you
*—hl.ll'r.—"

"Smtu I” assented Wharton.

“Got right with Quelch, and we’ll all
be glad for you to carry on,” said
Toddy. *Quelch isn't a bad old bean;
though you seem to think, this term,
that he's a sort of jolly old demon out of
a pantomime. If you choose to toe the
line like any other chap, he v°ll come
round. Stop ragging Quelch—stop
cheeking the prefects—stop ﬁ-la:.ring the
oat generally—and you'll get off

etention, and——"

“ And everything will be gardenfully
lovely I” said Hurree Jamset Ram
Si golemnly.

_ "1 seal” amg Wharton calmly. “This
is a deputation of the Form to put it
to me., You want an answer 1"

“BSort of1” agreed Toddy.

“Well, I see as well as you do that a
man who doesn’'t play in the games
can't carry on as football captain. I've
offered to resign.”

“Nobody wants that!” said Sqiiff.
“We want you to play.”

“That’s iansaihlaI I'm detained for
the term! If Quelch would let me off,
for a single word, I wouldn’t gspeak a
single word,” said H Wharion de-
liberately. ‘*Quelch is down on me this
term, for no reasom——"

“That's rot|”

“ Possibly] But that’s my opinion|
I'm up against Quelch, and I'm going
to give him all the trouble I can! He's
set out to get me sacked from Grey-
friars—and I've set out to ntuP him, and
to make him sorry for himseli! I won't

ve in an inch, to Quelch, the Head,
the prefects, or anybody elsel!
know you've been w-wowing in
Cherry's study—and can see that
you’ve made up your minds! Well, 'm
not I:mkmFI 1 resign!”

“If you'd do the sensible thing—"
said Bob.

“Shut the door alter you, Cherry.”
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"*Wha-a-t 1?

“ Shut the door!”

“Ts that all you've got to say?”’ asked
Bob Cherry, breathing hard and deep.

“Woell, no! Get on the other side of

it frst.”

Bob Cherry looked at him. The ex-
pression on his face was so extremely
expressive, that Mark Linloy quictly
took hold of his arm and pulled him out
of the doorway. The rest of the fellows
exchnn,%:}d glances, There were few of
them who were not intensely angry with
the captain of the Remove at that
moment. :

“] have some lincs to finish!” said
Wharton carelessly. “If you fellows
have done——"

“I'm done,
shortly.

(£} MF
ton——"
Bhanipur. ;
_Wharton recommenced writing Latin
lines,

“Let's have this clear, Wharton,”
said Vernon-Smith. “You've resigned
from the captaincy "

“I've nainfsn |

“Well, that's that, then!” said the
Bounder.

“That's that!” agreed Wharton. “Go
in and win, Smithy! Or Linley—dear
old Quelch would be pleased to see his
dear head boy captain of the Form1 I
think Charr? may be rather keen on it,
too! Squiff's the best man for the job
if you want my opinion—which, o
course, you don’t! how, Fm done
with it—and I want to finish my lines !”’

His pen scratched again.

Nothing more was said. The juniors
withdrew from the study, and arton
waa left to finish his lines.

— ————m

THE THIRD CHAPTER.
Bunter’s Bright Idea I
b OU'RE the man, Toddy "

for onel!” said Toddy

idiotic Whar-
the Nabob of

estoemod and
murmured

Billy Bunter e with
enthusiasm.
Peter Todd, sitting on the

study table in Study No. 7, had a
thoughtful look. It was settled now that
theroe was to be a new election in the
Remove; and Peter Todd was of opnion
that if the Form wanted 8 new captain,
and a reall one, they need not
loak much farther than Study No. T in
the Remove. He was thinking 1t over
when Bunter butted in. Dunter, ap-
arently, guessed what was occupying
eter’s mind.

“Eh?” said Toddy, looking up.
“The very man}” said Bunter, with
conviction. “Wharton was no good

really—anyhow, he's chucked! Toddy,
old man, I'm going to vote for you,
and if the fellows don’t notice, I'll put
uI:: both hands and count two for you,
old chap.”

“You fat sweep!” said Toddy un-
gratefully.

“Oh, really, Toddy! A fellow can
stretch a poimnt for a pal—and such a
pal as you! You see, you've simply
got to put up, Toddy, and got to get
in! Can’t you see that you're cut out
for the job1”

Peter Todd stared at his fat study-
mate. He was quite of DBuntera
opinion, as o matter of fact. DBut he
was uurﬁnsml to hear all this enthusiasm
from the fat Owl He had never
noticed before that William George
Bunter admired him so much. He had
never respected Bunter’'s opinion on any
subject before—now he could not help
thinking that W. G. B., after all, was
not such s fool as he looked.

“You're the man!” snid Bunter,
“Take i# from me, Toddy!l 1 fanoy
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all the fellows will think
a real prize-packet, Toddy
everything, old chap.”

(1} hﬂtg;’

“You may be a bit of a freak in some
ways,” continued Bunter. *“ But a IForm
captain ain’t elected on his looks,
Toddy! Don't yon mind that.” .

Peter gazed still more fixedly at
Bunter. "

Bunter, evidently, was bent on ingrati-
ating himself with Toddy. He had his
own inimitable way of doing 1t

“I'm going to work hard to get you
in, Toddy,” went on Bunter. “I shall
uso all my influence in the Form! I'm
backing you up through thick and thin.
Dash it all, T can stand by a pal who
stands by me. We'll talk it over, after
I've done my lines, old chap, what?
You'll lend me a hand with the lines
won't you, Toddy? ﬂnl;; fifty, and Pl
do ton myself! Therel’

“You fat villain!" said Peter Todd,
in, measured tones. He understood now
the cause of Billy Bunter's enthusiasm.
“You can write your lines yourself, and

go and eat coko.
“0Oh, really, Toddy! I say, Quelch

told me to take them in at six, and it's
a quarter to now. Lend me a hand—"
“T'll lend you a foot!” anid Peter,
slipping from the table.
illy Bunter retreated to the door.
A foot was not what he wanted, though
no doubt what he deserved.

“I—1 say, Toddy, if you don’t back
me up, you can’t expect me to back
you up, you know,” expostulated Bunter.
“Here, keep off, you beast!” Buntcr
backed out of the study. * Look here,
E’uu rotter, if you think I'm going to
back yon up in the election, you're
jolly well mistaken, see? What would
be the good? Think anybody would
‘Eﬂtﬁ 1’Eu:u- a weird freak like you, Toddy?

n [

Bunter doparted hastily without wait-
ing for an answer. He slammed the
door and rolled up the passage.

“Beast |” he murmured.
_Bunter was rather in a fix. Fifty
lines had to be handed in to Mr. Quelch
ltzg six. There was barely time to get

em done, if Bunter had thought of
doing them. But he had not thought of
that resource.

After a little cogitation, the fat junior
rolled to Study Ne. 4, opened the door,

and blinked in. He heard the Bounder's
voice as he opened the door.

“Wharton's down and out now!
Look here, Reddy, I'm jolly well goin
to pull it off somehow. I've got a goo
chance, I think.”

“Quite good, Smithy,” answered Tom
Redwing. “A good many fellows wiil
vote for you, I’'m sure of that. Little
me, for one.”

“1 say, you fellows——"

“Cut |” said the Bounder briefly.

“] say, I've just looked in to tell
you I'm going to vote for you in the
Form election, Smithy,” =aid Bunter.
“You're the man, you know—the very
man we want. I thought I'd tell you.”

“Thanks. Cut]”’

“(Oh, really, Smithy——"

“Shut the door!”

“T,o0ok here, Smithy, if you can’t be
civil to a chap, you can’t expect a
chap’s vote! 1 say, I've got some

Iin'EE_”.

“The election won't be till the end of
the week,” said Vernon-Smith coolly,
“and when it comes off, I'll tip you a
currant bun to vote for me.”

“Why, you beast——""

“ Now cut1”

“Well, you rotter!” gasped Bunter,
while Tom Redwing chuckled. “1 can
tell you this, Smithy—if you don’t help

g0, too. You're
{ Looks ain't
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me out with my lines, T jolly well shan't
vole _fﬂr yvou. I mean that!”

“Not for a currant bun ?” grinned the
Bounder.

“INo!” roarcd Bunter.

“Then I'll make it a doughnut |

“You checky ass——""

“Shut that door after you.”

“That does it !” snorted DBunter. *'1
can tell you, we don’t want a smoky
hlighter for Form captain—fellow who
breaks bounds, and backs horses like
Loder of the Sixth! I sghall turn vou
dlown, Smithy! Can’t expect a decent
chap to vote for you.”

And Bunter slammed the
Study No. 4, and went.

Ilo dropped in next at Study No. 14.
That study belonged to Johnny Bull,
Squiff, and Fisher 1. Fish. Squiff was
there, and Sampson Quincy Iffiey Field,
of New South Wales, was the man
Bunter wanted to see.

“Squiff, old bean,” said Bunter
alfably. “You heard what Wharton said
when the fellows saw him in his study ?
—he said you were the best man for
the job. 1'm going to vote for you in
the ¢lection.””

“I don't mind,” said Squiff cheerily.
“If T put up, you can roll up and vote
tf you like! Don’t mind me [”

“Oh, really, Field! Look here, I've
got some lines lo do for Queleh——""

“Better go and do them!” suggested
the Austrzlian fiunilmr.

“I want a fellow to help mo out!
Lock here, old chap, one good turn
deserves another. If I vote for you in
the clection, I think you ought to help
mo out, what #”

" Pleased 1™ answered Squiff.

Ilo made a stride across the study,
canght the fat Owl by his eollar, and,
with a swing of Lis muscular arm, swept
him into the passage.

Bump |

Bunter sat down there with a loud
CONCLSSIoN.

door of

__“0o00h!" he gasped. “You silly
wdiot | Wharrer you up to?"

“ Helping you out!” answered Squilf.
“Didn't you ask mo to help you out ?”

“You silly chump ! gasped DBunter.
“I didn’t mean that—"

“1 did!" answered Squiff, and he
went back into Study No. 14, and closed
the door,

Tho fat junior staggered up.

“Beast!"” he roared, through the key-
hole. “I jolly well won't vote for yon

now, see? Yah! Go and cat coke!
Yah! DBeast!”
After which, Bunter rolled awayv

rather hastily down the passage. 1le
stopped at the door of Study No. 3,
which was “PEHt catching sight of Robert
Donald Ogilvy in the study.

“1 say, Ogilvy, old fellow ? he
began. *I say, there's going to be a
Form election this weck, ’l'ni'(e any tip,
and put up. I'll vote for you. You're
the man—the very man! What we
really want in the Remove is o Scotch-
man for captain, You sce that??

Ogilvy stared,.

“1I mean it!” declared Dunter. *I

say, old chap, I've pot some lines to
do. Lend me a hand with my lines,
and I'll use all my influence to get you
elected on Saturday—— I—I say—
wharrer you going to do with that
poker, you beast—"
_Without delaving to aseertain pre-
cisoly what Ogilvy intended to do with
tho poker, Bunter rolled away. The
lirst stroke of six sounded from tho
distance, and the Owl of the Removo
gave o snort, Tt was too late now for
the lines to be done; and Bunter had
to repair to his Form master’s study
with an excuse instead of an impot—
which was likely to result in the lines
being doubled.

“ Beasts [” groaned Bunter.

Ioe rolled away down the stairs, and
repaired to Masters’ Studies. On  his
way to Mr. Quelch, Bunter revolved in
his fat mind whether lie should tell that

gentleman that he had been working so
hard ot Latin gprammar that he had had
no time for lines, or whether he had
done the lines and his study-mate had
inadvertently used them to light the
fire with. Ilo was prepared to make
either statement—or any other—if there
was o chance of gelting away with 1t
But Henry Samuel Quuﬁ:h was rather a
suspicious man—where DBunter was
concerned, at least,  PBunter doubted
whether he would take o fellow's word
rolten as ik was fo.doubt a fellow's
word., Ile had not made up his fat
mind by the time Le arrived at Queleh’s
study,

He tapped, and entered, and found
the study vacant. Queleh was not there,
Bunter grunted angrily. Quelceh’s
absenee would not have mattered had
he had his lines with him, he would
only have had to leave them on Quelch’s
desk. But Lo could not, of course, leave
an excuse on Queleh's desk.,

Y Deast " muriured Bunter,

ITo decided to wait for Queleh. Dlink-
ing about the study with his usual
ingquisitiveness, he discerncd a paper
Iving on the desk, with which DNy,
Quelch had  evidently been  recently
engaged, It was not an interesting paper
—to Bunter. It was an exercise in Latin
deponent verbs—a specially prepared
excreise—and a very stiff one. It almost
made Bunter's head ache to look at it.
But he grinned, Ile knew what it was—
a detention task prepared for Harvy
Wharton. Wharton was under detention
for tho term—and every half-lioliday a
spoecial task was set him, to keep him
usefully occupied in the Form-ronm
from lalf-past two until five. That was
Harry Wharton's punishment for having
punched Loder of the Sixth—a light
punishment in the opinion of the
masters, though heavy enough from the
point of view of a schoolboy.

“Oh crumbs!” murmured Bunter, as
he blinked at the paper. *The old
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bean’s making him git uwp, and no
mistake.”

There was no doubt that Mr. Quelch
had a very bitter n.nt.ipu.th% towards the
rebel of his Form., Proba Ify, however,
he was unconscious of the fact that it
caused him to set the detained junior
unusually difficult tasks. That paper
could have been dealt with by [few
fellows in the Remove—only one, Mark
Linley, would have found it fairly ensy.
Wharton was equal to it, but he would
have to go “all out” to deal with it
satisfactorily.

“Poor old Wharton!” murmured
Bunter. “Fancy grinding at that muck
while the other fellows are playing
footer | Must be an ass to keep on ask-
ing for it. I'll bet Quelch is trying to
catch him—I'll bet he can't do that
paper, and he will ,get extra detention
if he makes a hash of it. I'll bet it
took the old bean a jolly long time
to make up that putrid paper.”

Bunter gave a sudden snigger. A
bright idea had flashed into his podgy
brain. )

Taking the Latin paper from the
table, he slipped it under the cushion
on the Form master’s chair,

Quelch could hunt for that
before he handed it over to
Wharton on the morrow.

Serve him right, for giving Bunter
lines.

Bunter chuckled. )

Bunter was not a bright youth; but
he was bright enough to know that,
having played that brilliant trick on
his Form master, he had better not let
his Form master know that he had been
in the study.

He waited no longer for Quelch!

After a cautious blink into the
passage, to see that the coast was clear,
the fat Owl rolled away. )

Ho was grinning when he rolled into
the Rag. Some of the Remove were
there, and Skinner called to him:

_ “Hallo, fattyl What's the jolly old
joke 7" _

“Ohl Nothing 1”  said  Bunter
promptly. “I haven't been playing any
trick on old Quelch, Skinner.”

“Oh, my hat[” said Skinner.

“I haven't been to his study, =0 1
couldn't, could I? added Dunter
astutely.

Skinner chortled.

THE FOURTH CHAPTER.

Called on the Carpet !

ARRY WHARTON had rather
H s tired look when he came
down from Study No. 1 in the
Remove, with his finished im-
Emitiun in his hand. Lines, of late,
ad fallen on him thick as leaves .in
Vallombrosa of old, and they occupied
a great deal of his leisure time.

Most of the fellows in the Remove took
the view that he asked for what came to
him; and there was no doubt that he
was a thorn in the side of Henry
Samuel Quelch. But Wharton, at least,
seerned satisfied with the way he was
going, and his friends had long given
up offering sage counsel on the subject.

He had had several interruptions, but

aper,
arry

- is,™

his lines were finished at last, past the
time when they should have been
handed in, It was more than a quarter
past six when he arrived at Mr. Quelch’s
study, and he, like Bunter, had been
told to take in his lines at six. Likely
unuu%h, Quelch would make that a Erﬂ-
text for giving him more lines—in these
days, the Remove master only needed a

retext; or so, at least, it seemed to
Vharton.

It was rather a relief to find that
Quelch was not there. Whartan smiled
rather sarcastically as he laid his lines
on the Form master’s desk.

Quelch would find them there when he
came in, and even Quelch could not
guess tliat they had been taken in late.

Wharton left the study rather quickly,
and went along to the Rag.

Bob Cherry and Johnny Bull, Frank
Nngent, and Hurree Jamset Ram Singh
were standing in a group by the fire,
talking, and though they saw him come
in they did not glance at him. Neither
did Wharton glance at them.

All was over now between Harry
Wharton and the fellows who had been
his best friends, Twice the Co. had
tried to bridge the gulf, and had been
repulsed; and they were not trying
again, And they knew nothing of

harton’'s own essay that very after-
noon; which was not likely to be
repeated.

The breaking of an old friendship
came hard to them; but there was no
help for it, and that was that! And
they had made up their minds to it.

And Wharton also had made up
his mind, with & cool and bitter
determination,

He strolled across the Rag to a seat
by the window, and a few minutes later
Lord Mauleverer joined him there,
Mauly was looking concerned. He had
had a cheery conviction that the gulf
had been bridged; and had rather con-
gratulated himself on his success as a
peacemaker. He could see now, how-
ever, that it was a case of *“no change.”

“Old bean !” murmured Mauly.

“Well 7"

“Didn't it work, old chap!”

“*No "

Lord Mauleverer rubbed
thoughtfully.

“A fellow doesn’t want to butt in, of
course,” he said. *“ But—"

“Don’t, then|” said Harry Wharton

his nose

quietly, “I know you mean well
Mauly; but I'd rather you ateergci
clear we're going to remaln

friends, you'll bave to let that subject

dr NF‘” )
auly looked at him. _

“If you want to remain friends, that
added Wharton bitterly. *Pro-
“hﬂ.hay you don’t. It won’t do any fellow
good to be friends with a chap who's
got the beaks and the prefects down on
him 1"

“No!” said Mauly reflectively.
suppose it won't "

“You can chuck me as soon as you
like !*

“You're not an easy man to be
friends with, are you, old bean?” re-
marked his lordship placidly.

“Perhaps not! I’'m not asking you to
take the trouble.”
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“Too jolly proud
to ask anybody
anythin’, ain't
youl” said Mauly
cheerfully, “I'm
stickin' to you, all
thoe same, old fat-
head — stickin’ to

tke Bunter to =
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doughnut Buk I'll hike off now before
you row with me—never could stand
rowin'.”

And Lord Mauleverer ambled away,
leaving Wharton frowning.

Loder of the Sixth looked in at the
doorway of the Rag a little later. He
glanced over the juniors, evidently in
search of someone.

Skinner winked a% Snoop.

“Wharton again!” he murmured.
“Ten to one, old beanI”

Skinner was right !

“Js Wharton here " called out Loder.

“Here |” answered Wharton, rising
from the window seat.
"“You're wanted in your Iorm

master’s study.” :

“Thanks !" said Wharton sarcastically.

He sauntered to the door. Mu.n’y

lances followed him. Frank Nugent's
1ps set.

“What on carth's he done nowi” he
muttered.

B“liiﬁking for more !” grunted Johnny
ull.

“Looks like it!” muttered Bob
Cherry uneasily. “Why the dickens
can't Lﬂ chuck ragging old Quelch?”

“Echo answers that the whyfulness
is preposterous ” sighed the Nabob of
Bhanipur.

Harry Wharton left the Rag and
walked along to Masters’ Studies. Why
he was sent for was a mystery to him
this time. He was continually in
trouble these unlucky days; and he did
not deny that he asked for a great deal
of it. But on this occasion his con-
science was quite clear.

His lines had been taken in; they had
been ecarefully writtén, and Quelch
could not possibly know that he had
been & quarter of an hour late wilh
them. He reflected bitterly that the
man who wanted to see him “sacked ™
from the school would not be at a loss
to find some pretext for calling him on
the carpet.

Skinner had declared that Quelch sat
up o nights, with a wet towel round
his head, trying to think out ways of
catching Wharton ! .

The junior's face was hard, his eyes
defiant, as he entered his Form master s
study. Mr. Quelch, standing by his
desk, fixed a grim gimlet eye on him.

“You sent for me, sir!”

“1 sent for you, Wharton, to ask you
what you have done with the Latin
paper I left on this desk!” said Mr.
Quelch eternly. .

Wharton stared at him.

“What Latin paper?” he asked.

“You can hardly have failed to see
it, Wharton, as you have laid your lines
on the very spot where I left it.”

“There was no paper there when I
placed my lines on your desk, sir.”

Mr. Quelch compressed his lips.

“Wharton! I had prepared your task
for your detention to-morrow afternoon.
I left it here when I went to speak to
Dr. Locke in his study. I returned to
find your lines in the place of it1”

“Did you, sir?” said Wharton in-
differently.

“1 did 1” said Mr. Quelch, raising his
voice a little. “ And I demand to know
what you have done with the detention-
paper |”

'“1 have not seen it.”

“That is impossible, Wharten! Yon
could not possibly have come to this
desk to lay down your imposition with-
out seecing it."

Whearton’s lip curled,

“Very well, sir! If you do not bolieve

me it is useless for me to say anything
more.”

" Did jou  remove that paper,
Wharton 1"

“No, sir.”
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“Was it your intention to give me
the trouble of preparing it over again
by destroying it?”

“Not at all, sir.”

““1 cannot believe you, Wharton, as
the paper 1s no longer here.”

“Very well, sir! Is that all?” asked
Wharton cu-ufl:,f.

“That 1s not all, Wharton! Will vou
confess what you have done with the
detention paper 5

** Nothing !

“"No ono else, so far as I can ascer-
lain, has been to the study,” said Mr.
(uelch. "“Two other boys have lines,
but neither Bunter nor Vernon-Smith
have brought them here. You appear
to be the only boy who has been to this
study during my absence, Wharton."

“Indeed, sir!"” said Wharton, with
cool impcertinence.

“For the last time, Wharton, what
lhave you dono Witil the detention
paper?” exclaimed Mr. Quelch, his eyes
glinting with anger.

“ Nothing at all, sir.”

Mr. Quelch picked up the cane from
his table,

“Very well, Wharton!” he said, in
tones of concentrated anger. “ You are
well aware that I eannot believe such a
statement, and I am only amazed at
your effrontery in making it. I shall
cane you severely for destroying the
detention paper and for uttering faplse-
hoods |"

Harry Wharton stood, looking quietly
and steadily at the Remove master.
His face was pale with anger and indig-
nation. Mr. Quelch pointed to a chair
with the cane. Master and pupil were
cqually exasperated; but the idea of
disobedience to a direct command on
the junior’s part had not crossed the
master's mind. Neither did it cross
Wharton's, till it came suddenly, pas-
sionately—and, without stopping to
think, he turned his back on Lis Form
master and walked out of the study.

THE FIFTH CHAPTER.,
Smithy’s Tip !

ERBERT VERNON-SMITII
H gtarted and stared, and came
quickly towards Harry Whar-

ton.

Wharton had come away from
Masters’ Studies, walking quickly, his
face white, his eyes burning; and the
look on his face was more r:;ﬁ&n enough
to startle the Bounder, He was passing
Smithy unseeingly when the Bounder
u::u.uill’;t. him by the arm.

“Wharton! For goodness’
what's up "

“Let me go!" muttered Harry.

He shook off the Bounder’s hand and
tramped on, and Vernon-Smith stared
after him blankly, Then he followed.

‘The Bounder was not, perhaps, a very
kind-hearted fellow, or much con-
cerned about others, as a rule; and he
had watched Harry Wharton's downhill
progress that term rather with cynical
amusement than any other feeling. e
wus rather concerned now, however, and
he hurried after Wharton and caught
his arm again.

“ Look here, old bean, what's up 7” he

sake

asked, in a low woice. “What the
thump are you looking like that for?
Is it the sack 7"

_ There was something unusually friendly
in the Bounder's tone and manner, and
it had its effect on Wharton. He
utnplpad.

©1 shouldn't wonder,” he answered.
His voice was almost husky with passion.
“I'm ut&ndmi no more from Queloh—I
know that!| I ve got to the limit—and
I'm standing no more |”

“But what—is i1t a lickiag 7" asked the
Bounder, mystified. “ Look here, man,
toll a fellow what's up! Perhaps I can
help—I'm cooler than you are——"

“I've refused to be licked !

“0Oh, Jemimal” ejaculated Vernon-
Smith. “Wharton, old man, don’t plltf
the goat—for your own sake! Quelch
is on tho watch for a chance at you—
cevery mar In the IFForm knows that|
You've got his rag out, and he’s fed
with you! He's watching like a tiger
for a chance! Give him a chance like
that, and you're done for here!”

"“I dont care!”

“Take o tip from me,” said Smithy
carnestly. “We're not exactly pals—but
I'm speaking like a pal now! Go back
imtd !Eukﬂ your medicine befora it's too
ate

“Never,” said Wharton, between his
teeth,

“It's madness!”

“I don’t care! I'm standing no more,
I tell you|*

The Bounder looked at him, He could
read the pale, passionate indignation

ANOTHER WALLET
WINNER !

John Bawden, of 343, Bexhill Road,

St. Leonards-on-Sea, Sussex, has

been awarded a_handsome pocket

wallet for the following winning
Creylriars limerick :

Said Bunter : ** I'm handsome, |
am.
M¥ figure is just like & ham.
am bralny and plump,
Though Bob Cherry, the chump,
Insults me and calla me a
‘fglam *1 "

Have you sent in your limerick
yet 2 Follow John's example, and
win a wallet !

in Wharton’s face, There had been in-
justice—or Wharton believed that there
adl Quelch was & just man—strictly
and severely just—but it was possible
enough that his deep prejudice against
the rebel of his Form Eucf led him into

error. But resistance to authority was
not a practicable proposition. The
Bounder’s head was cooler than
Wharton's.

“You can’t get away with it,” he
said quietly. “Have some scnse, old
man—don’t play into the man's hiands
like that.”

“I'm standing no more from him |
I've done nothing—nothing "

“What doe* he think you've done,
then 1%

““Some rot about a detention-paper
taken from his study—any excuse is good
enough for a tyrant like that.”

“You haven't—"

“No, you ass| If I had—"

“Quite! If you haven't done what Le
thinks—"

“Can’t you take my word?” Whar-
ton's eyos glittered, “Aro you going to
call me a liar, like Quelch 7

“Keep ocool I” said Sinithy, “Let a
follow speak ! If you haven't done what
he thinks, Quelch is makin' a bloomer !
Cut off to the Head [”

“The Head ?” repeated Wharton,

“Yes, the Head! You've a right to
appeal to the Head. If you're sure
that Quelch is barking up the wrong
tree—"

“Of course I'm sure, you fathead! I
suppose I know whethexr T touched his

9

rotlen detention-paper or not [V snapped
Wharton.

“Wall, thon, cut off to the Head! If
you didn't do it thers can't be any
proof that you did; and if he's punish-
ing you on suspicion you've got him on
toast if you put it to the beak.”

Wharton starcd at the Bounder for a
moment. Then, as he realised the excel-
lence of Smithy's advice, he nodded and
turned away At a gquickened pace he
hurried away to Dr. Locke's study, and
the Bounder looked after Lim with o
grin, Smithy was s good decal of s
rebel himself, though a far more cautious
and wary one than Wharton, There was
somecthing entertaining to his mind in
the idea of “dishing " Quelch with the
beak !

There was a hurried step, and the
rustle of a gown, and Smithy looked

round at Mr. Quelch,

" EFrnun-SmithI Has Wharlon passed
you ?

“Wharton! Did you say Wharton,
sir?” repeated the Bounder, to gain
time.

“Yes, yes! Where has he gono "

“I'm afraid I couldn’t tell you exactly,
sir—"

Mr. Quelch rustled on, and the
Bounder winked into space. He hoped
that Wharton would have time to get
to the Head before Quelch “:naflled ™
him.

It did not take Mr, Quelch long, how-
ever, to learn where Wharton had gone,
Several fellows had seen him on his
way to Dr. Lock’s study. The Remove
master rustled off in that direction, pale
with anger. Never before had a Remove
fellow, told to bend over in Quelch's
study, turned his back on his Form
master and walked out of the room, It
had happened for the first time—and
Mr. Quelch was determined that it
should alzo be for the last time. Why
Wharton had gone to the Head's study
he could not imagine. But he followed
him there without delay.

The Head’s door was half-open; Whar-
ton was alrcady there. Mr. Quelch
heard his voice as he rustled up,

“I have a right to appeal to you, sir,
for justice|”

3 Eir. Quelch’s lips set hard as he heard
1at.

Dr. Locke's voice came sharply in
reply :

“Wharton! What do you mean? Do
you imply—="

Mr. Quelch stepped in, It was only
with a tremendous effort that he con-
trolled his wrath, even in the majestio
presence of the Head. Dr, Locke broke
off with quite a startled look at the
Remove master’s face. SBeldom or never
had he seen such an expression on it
before.

“I will tell you, Dr. Locke!” Mr,
Quelch spoke before Wharton could utter
another word “I will tell you what
this mutinous. disrespectful boy means
—what he implies. I was about to
punish him, sir, for destroying a deten-
tion-paper in my study, and he walked
out of the study, sir—and I find that
he has come to you. Apparently he
indulges some extraordinary hope that
his headmaster will uphold Ei.em in

rebellion.”
“Wharton!” Dr. Locke raised his
hand,. “You will return immediately

to your Form master’'s study and submit
to any punishment he may deem it suit-
able to inflict |”

“I'va done nothing, sir,” said Harry
stubbornly, *“Mr. 6uainh says I have
destroyed & detention-paper which I
have never even scen.”

“That is absurd, Wharton.”

“It is true, air.”
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“TIt is an untruth;” said Mr, Queleh.
“Wharton, be silentt”

“I will not be silent!” Dbroke out
Wharton. “Dr. Locke, I've a right Lo
justice—every fellow has! There was
no detention-paper on Mr, Queleh’s desk
when I went to his study to take my
lines| I've never set eyes on it—I1 know
nothing about it—nothing 1"

Dr. Locke gave the junior a very penae-
trating look. IIe paused a moment or
two before answering,

“Wharton!| Leave my study while 1
speak to your Form master.”

“Very well, sir!”

Wharton left the study, and shuot the
door. He heard Ar. Queleh’s voico in
acid tones, louder than usual, thiroveh
the shut door,

“Not tho slightest doubl—not the
alifhtpst——"
The gentler murmur of the Head's

voice followed. Wharton walked down
the passage, e liad no desire to listen
to what was said in the Head’s study.
Expecting, however, to bo recalled, he
walted at the corner of the passage.
Three or four fellows came along and

joined him there, among them the
Bounder. ‘ _
“What’s the giddy ~verdict?” mur-

mured Smithy,

“I don't know vel!l
ITead thinks that Queleh hus made a
Lloomer—he looked like it.”

“Here he conmies " murmured Squilk.

The Head's door opened along the
passage, and Mr. Quelch came out. He
came down the passapo with thunderouns
brow. He did not look at Wharton;
he called to Squiff in passing.

“Ficld! Call Linley and tell him to
asserhble the Remove in the Form-room

I bLiclieve the

immediately, and to eall over the
names,”

“Yes, sir!” said Squiff.

Mr. Quelech swept on, black as

thunder. still taking no notice of Harry
Wharton. The Bounder whistled softly.
“The beak’s put a =poke In his
wheel 1” he whispered, “That looks like
an ingquiry.”
“Looks like it,” agreed ITarey. “You
gave me a good tip, Smithy—thanks 1"
“Sure you didn't do it?" grinned tho

Bounder.
“Don’t be an ass 1"
“Well, if you didn't wvou've got

Ruelch on toast! Thoe Head's a downy
bird—TI'll give you ten to one in dough-
nuts that he roots out the jolly old facts,
And if you pull out elear yvou've pot
Quelchy on toast!”

And the Bounder chueliled ns ho
walked away towards the TPorm-room.
greatly entertained by tha prospeet of
any fellow getting Quelchy “on {oast!”

THE SIXTH CHAPTER.

On Toast!

1 SAY, you fellows, it wasn't ma,
I you know !” said Billy Bunter, in
alarm,

“What wasn't you, ass?” asked
Bob Cherry.

“* Nothing—I mean, anviling| 1 say,
voun fellows, do you thinlk that heast
Coker of the Fifth has told the beak
about the cake?™

“Ha, ha, ha!”

Mark Linley, head boy of {the Remove,
had rounded the Form up into the Form-
room, according to mmstructions conveyed
to him from his Form master. ITe called
over the names, and every Remove man
answered.  Lock-up was early in tha
winter term, and all the Form were in
the Iouse. They gathered in somo
excitement.  All the fellows knew that
it was Harry Wharton who was “up ¥;
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but Billy Bunler, at least, had too many
ging or. his fat conscienco lo fvel ecasy
in his mind.

“Blessed if I seo anything to cacklo
at,” grunted Bunter. “1I say, Toddy,
do you think Coker has said anything
about that Eﬂ%{ﬂ?” . ,

“You npodgy, iflling  porpoise,”
answoerad Petor T nrl’:I. “Do you think
they'd eall the Form logther about a
silly eake 1

“Well, Coker made out that T had it,
vou know, because he saw it under my
prm,” said Bunter. * You know what a
suspicious beast Coker is.”

“(h, my hat!” said Peter.

“1 never had it, old ehap; never even
knew Coker had a cake! Besides, ho
kicked me, and I thought 1'd jelly well
sinafflo his cake to make him sib up.
Sca? If it =o't that, what are the
Leaks up to, Peler?”

“After Wharton, as asual, fathead!™

“Oh, that's all vight, then, if you'ro
sure ! said Bunter in great relief. "1t
doesn't matter about Wharton"

“Fathead 1™

Billy Bunter was still not quite casy
in his mind when Mr. Queleh and the
Head entered the Porm-room together.
The trick he had played in Quelch's
study had quite gone f{rom his fat
remembrancoe. Dut he was worried on
the subject of the cake that was missing
from a Filfth Form study. Dunter knew
from sad experience how people jumped
to the conclusion that he, W. (&, Duntcr,
had had it, if tuck was missing.

Nobody else, however, was likely to
suppose that the thunder in Queleh’s
brow, and the deep gravity ithat sat on
the Head's, were caused by a cake being
missed by Coker of the INifth!

Plenty of fellows could seco  that
Queleh found it hard to curb his 1m-
patience. The Head's word was law;
and Quelch had a great respeet for lus
chief. But on this occagion he was in-
tensely exasperated by Dr. Locke taking
a hand in the alfair., Ivery Greylriara
man had a right of appeal to the Head,
though it was a right seldom exercised;
the headmaster upheld his staff as o
matter of course, If the appeal [ailed,
the punishment was certain to be more
sovere., The beak’s time was not to be
wasted for mnothing. Most of the
Remove thought that, in appealing to
tha Head, Wharton haod simply ex-
changed a master's caning for a Head's

flogping.
“All are here?” asked Dr. Locke,

glancing over the expectant Form,

“VYes, sir!” gaid Mark Linley.

“Jvery boy who hes been to
Queleh's study since class will
forward 1" said Dr. Locke.

Harry Wharton stepped out beforo
the Form. No one followed him, DBut
Billy Bunter, in his place, guaked,

It began to dawn on his fot mind
what the trouble was about. Quelch was
kicking up all this fuss over o rotten
detention paper which Billy Dunter had
already forgotten.

Dr. Locke waited a full minute, but
Harry Wharton stood alone before the
Form. Mr. Quelch smiled grimly, Ile
did not expect anyone else to step out.
There was a tense silence.

“Has any other boy, beside Wharton,
entered Ar, Queleh’s study sinee class,
for any recason whatsoever?” asked the
Head. _

Therse was no answer. Skinner,
remembering what Bunter had said in
the Rag, gave the fat Owl a quick look.
Bunter gave no sigh,

“You are satisfied, Mr. Quelch, that
no other boy in your Form went to your
study during your ahsence?”

”éuitﬂ-, sir! No boy had any rcason

Mr.
stand

for doing so.”

THE MAGNET

“Wharton, I understand, went there
to take an imposition?”

“That is the case.”

“Had any other boy in the Form lines
to take inf"

“Two, sir; but they did not come lo
the study. I found wo lines there, but
Wharton's.”

“Who were the boys "

“Nernon-Smuth and Buanter,” =axd
Mr. Queleh, barely able to suppress
visible signs of his mmpatience.

AL what hour, Mr. Queleh, were tho
lines to be taken int”

““ At six o’clock, sir.”

“Then theso two boys have failed to
do as dirccted ¥

“Certainly, I shall deal with thewm
later, sir. At the present moment we
are concerned with Wharton. ™

“ Naturally, sir, you will deal willy
Lthem,” said the Head wrbanely. *'That
i3 a matter out of my provinee., Du
I will question the boys. Vernon-
Smith 1"

“Here, =ir!" said the Bounder.

“You did not take your lincs to your
Form masler’s study, as divected, at
six o'clock.”

“No, sir: I hadn't finished them, Wao
had a meeting in Cherry's study after
class, and M

“Your reasons may be explained to
vour FForm master, Vernon-Smith, when
Mr. Quelch deals with the matter. 1
am now ascertaining the facts. You
did not go to the study, either ta take
your lines, or to proffor any excuso for
not doing so,”

EFNQ‘ Eirlll

“Very good |

“Oh lor' I

“What? What did you =zay, BDunter?”

“ N-n-nothing, sir.”

“You did not take your lines to your
Form master’s study, Bunter?”

“Neno, sirl  That beast Toddy
wouldn't help mo out with them! I—I
mean, I never asked him——"'

“Did you go to your Iorm master's
study to offer any excuse 7"

“Oh dear I” groaned Bunter.

There was a movement of quick
interest in the Remove mnow. M
Quelch was observed to give a slight
start. A fellow who did not take in his
lines at the hour preseribed was very
likely to turn up with an excuse, if he
knew what was good for him. Tho
reckless DBounder had not taken the
trouble, but it was quite probable that
Bunter had. Dr. Locke, who was well
known at Greyfriars to be n “downy
hird,” had put his finger on 4 possibility
of which Mr. Quelch had not thought.
Doubtless he might have thought of if,
but for his deep and bitter prejudico

Dunter [M

against the rebel of his Iformn, DBut he
had not. .
“T am waiting for your answer,

Bunter.”

“0Oh crikey |”

“Stand out before the Form !

Billy Bunter rolled out, slowly and
dismally. It was absolutely rotten to bo
snaflled like this for a trilling thing ho
had forgotten, and by the beak n
person |

“Did vou go to Mr, Queleh’s study,
Bunter #” asked the Head inexorably.

“Well, sir, I—=I—I thought 1-—1'd
better explain that—that 1 wrote the
lines, and—and Toddy used them to
light the study fire with | stammered
Bunter, “ Tucrd:,"u very careless in such
things,"

“QOh, my hat!” murmured DIeter.

“You went to your IForm master's
study, Bunter, it appears?”

“Oh dear! Yes, sir!”
Bunter.

“ Mr. Quelch wons absenti”

groancd
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“ Wharton,'” said Mr. Quelch, picking “&:tis

and for uttering Ialsehoods. Bend over

“I—I think so, sir, as—as he wasn't
there.”

Dr. Locke turned to Mr. Quelch, the
expression on whose faco was growing
extraordinary. He did not look at
Wharton, but he was conscious of tho
junior’s sarcastic smile. Tt was clear
now that another Removite, as well as
Wharton, had been in the Form master’s
stiudy during his absence.

“Mr. Quelch, 1t appears that Bunter
as well as Wharton entered your study
while it was vacant. He has admitted
as much.”

“Quite =o, sir.” Mr. Quelch spokeo
through closed lips. “1 was not aware
of 1t, nejther do I attach any importance
to the circumstance. DBunter could have
had no objeet in destroying a detention
paper imntended for Wharton.”

“I will question Lim, lLoweyver,
Bunter, did you see a detention paper
lving on your Form master's desle !

"I—I ecouldn’t help soeing it, sir!”
rasped Bunter. “It was right under
my eyes, sir I wasn't looking round at
things, or—or anything A

“Iid you destroy it?”

“Oh crikey! o, sirl”
Bunter, " I—I—I shouldn't have
the nerve, sir. I—I wouldn't, sir.”

“Ind you touch it at all ?”

“I—I—I might have touched it, sir!”
gasped DBunter.

“Did you remove it from the desk 7

“J—I—J might have—have moved it
a—n little way, sir!”™ groancd tho
wretched Owl.  * I—the fact is, sir, I—I
thought it might—might blow away, and
—and I thought I—I'd put it under
something for—for safety! I—I wasn’t
going to hide it for a joke on Mr,
Quelch, sir. I—1 wouldn't drcam of
anything of the kind.”

exelaimed

hiad

chair 1 "

“What did you place it
Bunter?”

“The—the cushion on Mr, Quelch's
chair, gir!"”" groancd Bunter.

“Bless my soul! Do you mean that
you hid the detention-paper in Mr.
Queleh's own study, and that it is there
now " exclaimed the Head,

*I-—1 suppose so, sir, unless—unless
Mr. Queleh has—has found it—"'

“Linley, go to your IForm master's
study and bring any paper that you
may find concealed under the cushion
on Mr. Queleh's chair!”

Murk Linley left the Form-room.
There was breathless excitement in the
Remove now., The Bounder winked at
Wharton, who smiled. Mr. Quelch's
face was growing redder and redder,
till it was as red as a freshly boiled
beetroot. The Remove master know
now that he had made a mistake; thut
he had condemmned the boy ho disliked,
hurriedly and unjustly.

There was a tense silenee titl Mark
Linley came back. He came with a

under,

Latin paper in lhis hand which e
handed to Dr. Locks.

“Is this the detention tasl, Mr.
Quelch? Please look at it,” said the

llead, in a low, quict voice.

Mr, Queleh hardly needed to look
at it; he knew what it was. But he
looked, and nodded,

“That 15 it, sir!” he said, almost in-

audibly,

“You found this uuder the cushion
on Mr. Quelel's ehair in his study,
Linley 7"

“Yos, sir.”

“Where it was placed by this foolish
boy, Bunter, for an absurd practical
joke,” said the Iend, with a stern
glancde at the dismayed Owl, “1t

i1

cane, ‘I am going to cane you severely for destroying the delention paper
Without stopping to think, Wharton turned his back on his Form-
master and walked out of the study.

appears, Mr, Quelch, that Wharton is
oxoncrated 1

Mr. Quelch gasped.

“Yes, sir. It—it certainly appears

There was a brief pause. Dr. Locke
was far too tactful a beadmaster to
call & master over the coals in the pre-
sence of his boys. But nobody in the
Remove doubted that it was to come
later. Quelch had made a mistake—
such a mistake as a Form master was
expected not to make. Obviously he
had been hurried into it by his preju-
dice against a certain member of his
I'orm.

“So far as Wharton is concerned,
therefore, I think we may regard the
matter as being at an end, Eir. Quelch?”
said the Head, at length.

“T—I think so, sir,”’ said Mr. Quelch,
in a stifled voice,

“T should recommend dealing with
this foolish boy, Bunter, with some
soverity. DBut that is o matter entirely
in your hands, sir., I think the Form
may be dismissed now.”

The Form was dismissed. At a sign
from Dr. Locke the Remove master
walked back to his study with him.
What Mr. Quelch was to listen to there,
the juniors did not kmow; but they
guessed that he would not enjoy 1t
DBut if Mr. Quelch did neot enjov
his interview with the Head, still
less did Billy Bunter {mjg his inter-
view with Queleh, which followed.
Seldom had the Remove master laid it
on so hard; and for long, long after-
wards, deep groans ‘were heard pro-
ceeding from No, 7 in the Remove,
where the fat Ow! mourned and could
not be comforted,
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“Well,” said Skinner, in the Rag,
“vou've had Quelch on toast, Wharton
—you've done him, and done him
brown. But if I'd been in your shoes
I'd rather have taken the licking. He
will take it out of you somehow.”

Wharton shrugged his shoulders con-
temptuously.

THE SEVENTH CHAPTER.
Pon Causes Trouble !

" REYFRIARS cads!” mur-
G mured Cecil Ponsonby, of the
Fourth Form at Higheliffe

School, “I'm goin’ to make

'em ium;llcl” )

“Chug it, you ass!” breathed
Gndﬁh;{. “That's old Popper with
them.’

“Make him jump, too!” .

“Chuck it, I tell you!” whispered
Monson,

“I'm goin' to chuck it—at that
crowd ' grinned Pon. .

It was Wednesday afternoon, which
Was a hulf-hnlidaﬁ at Highcliffe as at
Greyfriars. Pon & Co. were taking a
walk abroad,” chiefly occupied in look-
ing for the mischief which Satan finds
for idle hands to do,

The Fifth of November was close at
hand; which was no doubt the reason
why Pon was in possession of a
“ jumping *” cracker; one of those fear-
some contrivances which bang and bang
and bang when once touched off.

The festive Pon wanted to make the
very best ise of that cracker—which to
Pon meant startling some unguarded

rson out of his wits with it. His

riends had barely restrained him from

axplﬂding it under a horse’s nose on the
Courtfield road—a proceeding which, if
Pon had carried it out, might have
made him acquainted with the inside
of Courtficld Polico Station.

Now Pon saw a chance to put that
cracker to the very best possible use.
Gadsby and Monson objected in*vain,

The three Highelifians had been
gauntering down Oak Lane, between
Courtfield Common and the lands of
Popper Court, when they sighted four
Groyfriars fellows coming .n.l{:ni, and
promptly dodged out of sight behind
trees and bushes. The four were Bob
Cherry, Johnny Bull, Hurree Singh,
and Frank Nugent. Had there been
only one or two of them, Pon & Co.
would have enjoyed a rag; but they
did not want to risk a rag with the
odds against them. So they took cover,

The Greyfriars fcllows stopped in the
lane, where n path branched off
through Sir Hilton Popper's cstate, and
evidently they were considering whether
to take that path. It was rather a
dubious procceding, for B8ir Hilton
Pnsper disliked trespassers on his land,
and refused to .recm'rrmaa the ancient
right-of-way which had ecxisted from
time immemorial. And as Sir Hilton
was a governor of Greyfriars School,
he had to be given his head, like an ob-
stinate horse,

The four were debaling thoe point,
while Pon & Co. watched them through
the bushes, when thore was a clatter of
hoofs on the path, and a horseman
came trotting along towards the lane.
And as they recognised tho lord of
Popper Court, the Greylriars fellows
wera rather glad that they had not
stepped over the forbidden Enrr.]er‘

Sir Hilton gave them a suspicious
lance from under his ahﬂgg{: grizzled
rows. He pulled in his horse—not
without some difficulty, for the animal
was fresh, and it was Sir Ililton’s way
to use his riding-whip not wisely but
ton well. With a clatier and nﬂgmgla.
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ho pulled in; and the Greyfriars follows
capped him respectfully. DBut their re-
speetful salute did not banish the frown
from Sir Hilton’s brow. He suspected
—more than suspected—that they had
been about to step on his land, when he
came up. And Sir Hilton's land was
absolutely sacred, and not to be stepped
upon by common mortals. As the
juniors had not yet committed that dire
offence, even the irascible old baronet
could imrdljr cell them to account for
it. Still, he was suspicious and
irritﬂ.tﬂd¢

“What are you doing here!” he
grunted,

“Taking a little walk, sir,” answered
Bob Cherry affably. “ Nice afternocon
fof a walk, sir, for the time of year, I
mean,”

“The nicefulness is truly terrifie, hon-
ourcd sahib !’ said Hurrce Jamset Ram
Singh solemnly.

“Huh[” grunted Sir Hilton, :

He gave his reins a jerk, and his
horse gave a jump. The four Grey-
friars fellows backed away a little,
There was no doubt that that horse was
very fresh, and its rider did not seem
to have it in very good control.

It was at this precise moment that
the brilliant idea occurred to Cecil Pon-
sonby to make the Greyfriars fellows
jump with his repeating cracker, and
the old baronet jump along with them.

Behind the bushes, unseen and unsus-

ected “there, Pon drew the firework
rom his pocket with one hand, and a
box of wax vestas with the other.

(Gadsby caught his arm,

“You egilly ass!” he whispered.
“Chuck it, I tell you! They'll be after
us like a shot.”

“We can get away fast cnough, fat-
heand! Let go my arm!”

“If old Popper sees us—"

“He won't sco us! I fancy he'll have
trouble enough with that gee, when the
cracker goes off, withoutr wnrrym{ig
about wus!” chuckled Pon. * 0Ol
Popper fancies himself on a gee, but he
can't ride for toffce, really.’

“Look hore, it's too risky!” muttered
Monson.

“(Oh, rats!”

Ponsonby was not to be dissuaded.

It seemed to him safe enough. The
bushes soreencd the three from sight;
the common was behind them, and they
could cut off at top speed immediately
the ecracker was Lhrown, any
malicious trick was good enough for
Pon so long as it was safe.

He scratched the wvesta, and touched
it to the fuse of the firework., There
was a sputter of sparks,

“Huh!” Sir Hilton was grunting,
“I'vo no doubt—no doubt whatever,
by gad, that you were going to trespass
here! Take care! Huh!”

There was a cireling of sparks in the
air as the eracker flew from beyond the
bushes.

It landed on the ground between the

Greyfriars fellows and the lord of
Pﬂpp&l‘ Court, fizzing, )
“What the thump—" ejaculated

Bob Cherry.

Bang | .

“Good gad!” gasped BSir
g Whnt—guod gad [

Dang, ﬂ.ﬂ?l )

The Greyfriars fellows jumped, as
Pon had expccted. The sudden explo-
sion, almost at their feet, was enough
to make them jump. Sir Hilton
jumped, too, and lost his stirrups. And
the horse jumped—which was the most
serious of all. Pon, perhaps, had not
thought af that. Or perhaps he did not
earo, for he was a reckless young raseal.
The horse jumped wildly, almost un-
seating his rider.

Hilton.

“Great Scott!’” gasped Johnny Bull
“Look out, you fellows!”

The juniors crowded back from the
wildly curveting horse and the lashing
hoofs. S8ir Hilton dragged fiercely on
the reins.

Bang, bang! )

_ 'The cracker jumped as it exploded, 2§
jumping crackers are wont to do. It
jumped under the horse, and banged
again and again, 'Uhere was a shrill
squeal of affright from Sir Hilton's
horse, and it dashed away at a wild
allop. The tossing head tore the reins
rom the baronet's hands, and he clung
on to the saddle frantically.

Bang, bang! The cracker r
behind the {rantic horse. With =&
terrific clatter of hoofs, it tore away
down the lane towards the Courtfield

road,

“Oh, my hat!” gasped Bob. “After
him |”

The Greyfriars fellows rushed down
the lane after the runaway horse. Sir
Hilton was tossing and swaying in the
saddle, in danger overy moment of
being tossed from tho horse’s back,
Bob Cherry & Co. rushed afier him,
to lend aid when he landed. They
hoped he would land before he reached
the high road, for it was blood-curd-
ling to think of what might happen if
tha runaway horse got out on the
Courtfield road among the motor-cars.

From the screen of bushes the High-
cliffe trio stared with whito faces.
Gadsby and Monson wero thoroughly
frightened, and even Ponsonby
realised that his malicious recklessness
might have terrible results.

roared

“Oh  orumbs!” gasped Gadsbf.
“You've done it now, Pon, you fooll
That old ass will hmai: a leg as likely

as not.'"’

“Or his neck,”” said Monson, batween
his chattering teeth.

Ponsonby set his lips.

“Cut oft 1I” ho said. "“We can't help
—— Cut off! Don't stand gabbling
there, you funky duffers! Get away
Whli.]P the goin's good!| Nobody's seen
us

“But—but old Popper—"

“Cut off, you fool!” enarled Pon-
sonby.

And Ponsonby set the example,
streaking away across the common at
top speed; and his comrades followed
him fast. As Pon said, they could not
help. And if there was a serious
accident, they could only hope that
Fmgr part in it would not come fto
1gnt.

eanwhile, Bob Cherry & Co. raced
down the lane after the runaway
horze. Sir Hilton, swaying wildly,
was still elinging on, and fast as the
juniors ran thai,' were left rapidly be-
1ind by the galloping animal. It was
from a distance in the rear that they
saw the horse shoot out into the Court-
field road, utterly out of control, and
taking no heed whatever of the frantie
rider on its back.

A car came roaring ulﬂng
Courtfield, and the juniors held

from
their

breath as they locked. The car
honked and slowed, and the galloping
horse swung in the other direction,

and tore away along the road towards

Greyfriars. It was gone f[rom their
sight in another moment or two.
“Well, my hat!” gasped DBob
Cherry. *“Poor old Popper—""
““He shouldn’t ride, if he can’t
:Il'laﬂ.tﬁ;uﬁ a horsel” pgrunted Johnny
ull
'I'Futhcm]l It was that cracker did
it 1"

“But who1" exelaimed Nugent.
“ Goodness knows! Some dangerous
(Continued at fool of next page.)



ANOTHER INTERESTING FOOTER TALK BY * LINESMAN.”

QOur Soccer export is at the service of all ' Magnetites."
problem wants solving, write to him at the

Bromwich Albion won promotion
and won the English Cup aa well.
Attention has been focused upon
them again this season because they have
dane go well in their First Division games,
Some of my renders have been watching
the Albion very oclosely, too.

1 went to seo \‘L’gat- Bromwich play
the other day,"” writes a boy from the
Midlands, * and it struck me that some
of their methods were different from those
of other teams I have seon, Can you
give us some views on the Albion'a
methods 1 "

I always find the story of football
tactics interesting, and am glad to respond
to the auggostion that 1 should gay a few
things about the match-winning methods
of thoe Albion. These " Throstles™ are
particularly intriguing from a tactical
point of view, because, as my watchful
reader suggests, their ideas differ from the
majority of the first-class teams.

A NEW METHOD OF DEFENCE!

The essential difference boils down to
this :

The wing half-backs of the Albion
pay special attention to the doings
of the outlside wing men of the other
side, whereas, in most tcams, the
wing half-backs tackle, mostly, the
inside wing opponents and leave
the outside men to the full-back.

EH the season before last, Weat

Thero are lots of poople who say that
the Albion’s method is all wrong, but the
fact remaing that the Albion methods have
proved quite succeasful. Personally, I
think that for the majority of teams the
peneral method of defensive covering is
the better, but tactics depend on the
playera who carry them out, and Albion’s

layera have carried out their tactical
ideas woll, Their officials argue that in
these days attacks are apt to develop
most qu.ink]y, and most frequently, along
the wings, Therefore, if the wing hali-
backs are sent to tackle the outside wing

if you'vo a looter
lestway House, Farringdon
Gtreet, London, E.C.4, and then watch for his reply in the MAGNET.

osition to scotch

mon thoy are in a good
ave reached the

the attacks before they
dangerons stage,
JAgain, tho Albion tactics mean that the
full.-backs keep nearer to goal, and it is
undoubtedly true thal opponents find
it very difficult to find the way to the net
guarded by the Albjon goalkeeper.

COLOUR CLASHING !

SN'T it strange that, genorally
I espeaking, there is so little wvariety
in the colours of the shirts worn
by tho playera of the big football
clubsa ¥ Thero are several teams which
play in whito shirts ; soveral havo adopted
red as their colour; but vory few have
real novelty.

One would have imagined that as
elubs have to change whon their colours
clash with those of opponents that an
offort would be made to have such dis-
tinctive shirts that no clashing would
ocour,

Perhaps the real reason why
there is so little variely lies in the
fact that theve is a lot of supersti-
tion atlached to a football club's
colouvs. There i8 a deep-rooted
idea that it is unlucky to change,
and, of course, most of the clubs
wear the eolowrs which have been
theirs for years and years.

By way of examplo, Notts Forest and
Argenal are two elubs whose players wear
red shirts, In the old daya when the
Argenal elub was foundod the Notts
Forest club gave tho original Arsenal
Fluyﬂrs somo cost-off jerseya. So Arsenal,
ike Notts Forest, have worn red ever
ginge. An idoa has been put forward that
the best way out of this colour elashing
question would be for tho home teams
always to wear one colour of jersoy,and tha
visiting team another colour—say, red for
the home teams and blue for the awa
teams always. The clubs in general,
however, have never shown any willing-
ness to make such a big colour chango.

ONE NEVER KNOWS ?

BILE we are talkinz about
colours, I was rather amused
the other day to lcarn that
the Darwen players are this

season wearing tho same sort of stockings
as those worn by the players of tho
Arsenal elub. You may remember that
last season Darwen did very well in the
Cup competition, and, eventually getting
through the qualifying rounds, wore
lucky enough to be drawn against Arsenal
et Highbury.

Out of that maich the Darwen
club made what was for them a lol
of money, and out of the money
they have bDought fancy stockings
of the same pattern as those worn
by the Arsenal.

I don't suppose you think that stockings
make the footballer. But evidently there
is an idea that the stockings may prove
an inspiration to Darwen (o follow in
Arsenal’s footstops.

I often have the feeling that the big
football elubs do not encourage thoe young
players of their localitiea as much as
thoy might do. Henco, I was very much
interested to hear of an arrangement
which they have at Ayr. Every Wednesday
ovening the ground and gymnasium of
the Ayr United club is given over to young
local players. Those who apply ean turn
up for football training and instruction
once & week, and the club trainer is there
to see that they do the things which ara
likely to benefit them in the football
senas, The fact that they have such an
arraongoment abt Ayr may be pbﬂrLIjr
respongible for the foirly large number of

layors of that district who have gained
}jﬂ.ma on the footbsll field., The lads of a
district are worth some littlo attention
from the big club of that distriot,

PERFECTLY IN ORDER!1

“ In a vecenl malch,” wriltes one
of my readers, ** the referee gave
us a free kick in our opponents’
penalty area for dangerous play,
We thought the referee was wrong,
and that he should have given a
penalty kick."

The refcree was not necessarily wron
on thia occasion. He can give a free kic
in the penalty area for dangerous play,
and dangerous play may be different from
foul play. Suppose a full-back kicks at the
ball when it is bouncing near an opponent’s
face. The full-back does not foul the
opponent, but his action can be construed
as dangerous play, and for this " offence '
the referee can give a free kick to the
other side—not a penalty kick although
the incident happened in the penalty
area,

lunatie Elu,jrin fool tricks! I'd go
back and smash him;: but we'd better
get after old Popper.. He may come
4 cropper any minute."”

“Come onl"” said Frank,

At a run the four juniors turned into
the high road, and started in the direo-
tion of the school. But the runaway
horse was far out of sight by that time,
and they could only keep their eyes
open—in the direful expectation of see-
ing 8ir Hilton Popper sprawling, with
broken limbs, somewhere along the
roadside.

THE EIGHTH CHAPTER.

Fed-Up !

ARRY WHARTON lifted his
head from his task in the Re-
move Form-room, and laid
down his pen.

He was tired of deponent verbs.
Perhaps, unintentionally, Mr. Quelch

had mado that paper a very stiff pne—
very stiff indeed. To deal with it
satisfactorily meant hard work during
every minute of the junior’s detention,
from half-past two till five o’clock.
And even then, Wharton was by no

means sure of giving satisfaction. A
fellow could only do his best. And
Mr. Queleh was only too likely, at

present, to consider Wharton's bhest
his second best or third best, unless
the paper was perfect. And the bitter
reflection came into the junior’s mind
that if he was to be found fault with,
anyhow, he need not slog over the
thing. It was as well to be hung for
o sheep as for a lamb, according to the
old saying.

It was a golden autumn afternoon,
and the Form-room was dusky and
dismal, For more than an hour the
junior had been at work there, while
the rest of Greyfriars spent the half-
holiday in their own ways. Mr,
Quelch had given him a look in once—

perhaps to sce how he was getting on,
perhaps to make sure that he had
not “cut.’”” Wharton had a suspicion
that Quelch would not have been sorry
to discover that he had cut,

However, he was still there, and the
Remove master frowned and left him
to it. As he came with his coat and
hat, Wharton was aware that Quelch
was poing out. After he had gone
Wharton resumed work, but not for
long. He gave it up at last, and rose
from his desk and walked about the
Form-room. He had given up the idea
-:mtli(rnly of altempting to Onish lis
task. .

“Mooching " about the Form-room
was & change from deponent.verbs, but
it was a bore all the same’. He went
to the window and lcoked out,

The quad was deserted. _

A football match on Big Bide was
going on—Wingate's cleven len,;,rmg a
(Continued on page 16.)
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(Continued from pag: 13.)

visiting team from St. Jude’s. Thero
wes & big crowd round the field, and
shouting voices reached Wharton from
the distance.

Close at hand hardly a fellow was
to_be seen. .

His old enemy, Loder of the Sixth,
was out of gates. He had secen him go
with his pal, Carne. For once Loder’s
eye was not open for him.

Wharton was strongly tempted to
drop from the Form-room window and
soud, Never had the open air called
to him so strongly. Merely to get out
of doors secem a delightful idea
after that long, long hour in the
solitary Form-room.

But he paused.

Breaking detention, if he was found
out, meant placing himself at Quelch’'s
mercy, and he knew how little mercy
ho had to expect from that quarter.

Whether it was Wharton's fault, or
his Form master’s fault, or whether
there were faults and misunderstand-
ings on Dboth sides, it was absolutely
certain that Quelch’s feeling towards
him was bitterness itself.

Since he had had Quelch on “toast,”
as the Bounder expressed it, that bit-
terness had intensified.

It was unpleasant enough for the
Remove master to realise that his dis-
like of this junior had led him into
injustice; for Mr. Quelch was a just
man, and a conscientioys one. Yet it
was the fact, and he had to admit 1t to
himself. It was perhaps ‘natural that
ha should lay the %lame on Wharton.

The Head had ascertained the facts
in that matter, and exonerated Whar-
ton; but Mr. Quelch believed that he
himself would vo ascertained them,
and never made such a mistake, had
not the rebel of the Remove irritated
and exasperated him by habitual
hostility and half-concealed defiance. If
he had hastily condemned the junior, it
was the junior's own fault.

And nothing could alter the fact that
Wharton, ordered to “bend over,” had
turned his back and walked out of
Queleh’s study. When he was exoner-
ated, that, of course, had to bo passed
over, which meant that the Remove
rebel
of deliberate defiance.

There was, perhaps, a grain_of truth
at the bottom of Bkinner’s jest that
Quelchy sat up o nights with a wet
towel round his head, thinking out
ways to catch Wharton,

Knowing how intensely glad the
Form master would be to have
adequate grounds for reporting him
for a flogging, Wharton stood long
at the open window, hesitating.

Carrying on & “feud” with a
master was a dangerous game; and if
he was to be successful, he had to take
care not to give the enemy an open-
ing. BraakmF detention was really
Lhanding himselt over, bound hand and
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had “got away" with an act

[oot, to the man who wanted to catch
him out.

Still, Queleh had gone out, and there
was nobody at hand. A trot in the
quad, and then s climb back into the
I'orm-room  window  fcemed  safe
enough. So long as he was there when
Quelch came back it would be all right.
His task would be unfinished, in any
case, so that did not matter. Wear:-
ness of the stuffy Form-room won the
day, and Wharton dropped from the
window to the ground.

He scudded away at once. )

Two or three juniors sighted him,

and grinngd, Temple of the Fourth,
strolling with Dabney and Fry,
winked at those youths, .
“There gocs Wharton—askin’ for
more !"”” remarked Ceeil Reginald
Temple. “Jevver sce a man keep on

askin' for it like he does?" .

"Lur:.kyF there's no prefects about!
yawned Kry.

“Oh, rather!” said Dabney.

From juniors, of course, the truant
had mnothing to fear. But if a pre-
foct’s oye had fallen on him the gamo
would have been uE, Luckily, there
were no prefects to be sgn.

“1 say, Wharton!" illy Bunter
squeaked loudly, as he caught sight
n:»ct1 him. “I say, what are you doing
out of the Form-room? 'Tain’t fivo
yvet by a long shot! I say—"

Wharton scudded on without stop-
ping to kick the fatuous Owl, as he
was tempted to do.

He disappeared into the Cloisters.

In that rather solitary quarter he
was foirly safe. Nobody was likely to
be hanging about there on' a half-
holiday.

He sauntered about for a time, enjoy-
ing his freedom, and then elimbed the
wall where it overlooked the high
road. Tall trees sercened the wall at
the spot he had selected. and he =at
there in cover, looking down into ihe
road. He debated in his mind whether
to take a further run. Dropping from
the wall, and seudding ncross into the
coppice, was casy and safe.

Ho was in a reckless enood.  But
somo remnant of caution restrained
him, Outside the school walls he might
run into & master or a Sixth Form
rrafﬂut at every step. He shook his
wead, and remained where he was,
Motor-cars came whizzing along the
road, to and from Cnurtﬁnld: cyclists
and farmer’s carts passed below him,
and he watched thom idly. It was
not an exhilarating way of spending o
half-holiday, but there was no doubt
that it was much more entertaining
than the dusky Form-rocom and do-
ponent verbs,

Sitting on the top of the wall, his back
against a tree-trunk that arched over,
he watched the passing traffie, ‘and dis-
Emad of a packet of toffee. Tour o'clock
oomed out, and he began to consider
whether he had better not cut back to
the House. He was thinking of it, when
the sound of elattering, gulloping hoofs
in the distancoe drew his attention along
the road in the direction of Courthield.

He grinned at the sight that met his
eyosd.

A horseman was coming along the
road at a wild gallop, and he recognised
Sir Hilton Popper.

The baronet looked in a ]E‘mr[mm state,

He had lost his hat and his whip, and
his reins, and was olinging to the saddle,
swaying and swingi wildly. The
reins were tossing round the horse’s head
as he galloped. Obviously Sir Hilton
had lost control of his steed, and was
being run away with. Every moment he
looked as if he would shoot from the
horse’s back like a pip from an orange.

THE MAGNET

Sir Hilton, in his normal state, was
nn exccedingly dignified gentloman, In
his present state he looked anything but
dignified. Dignity lind been thrown to
the winds—it had gone with his hat and
his whip! Wharton grinned—the change
in the stiff old gentleman, from his usual
nspect, was rather comiec,

ut the grin died off his face as the
galloping horse came nearer and he saw
the rider's face more clearly. Sir Hilton
was white as chalk, and s cves stared
with terror, It flashed into Wharton's
mind that the baronet was in danger—
in terrible danger ! The horse was utterly
out of control, tearing along a road
where cars and motor-bikes passed every
fow minutes, It seemed almost a
miracle that there had been no terrible
nccident already. But the lord of
Popper Court was still eclinging on,
though his breath was gone, his strength
nlmost spent, and he had lost all hope.

Wharton caught his breath.

Ho did not like Sir Hilton—nobody at
Greylriars did! But he did not think
of that now,

An elderly man was in terrible danger
of IIH'I_.‘II"_F and death—nothing could save
Sir Hilton, unless the horse was stopped.
Stopping the frantic runaway was a task
from which even a brave man might
have have shrunk. And Wharton had
little time to think.

The horse was coming on at a fearful
speed—it was only a matter of moments
before he would be past, It was without
Lhinkingi about it that Harry Wharton
made a leap down into the road from the
Lu%nf the wall.

He Eﬂ.qdcd on his feet, stumbled, and
picked himself up swiftly. The runaway
came clattering down on him, and he
stood in the road, his face set, steady as
n rock.

He knew the danﬁer, but it did not
daunt him, As the galloping horse
rushed him down, he made a spring, and
»-i:Jq.ught the dangling reins close to the

1t.

Had he missed his grasp he would
havo gone down under the crashing
hoofs. But he did not miss it. He
caught hold, and held on, and the next
instant he felt as if he had been plucked
from his feet by a giant’s hand.

He was in the air, dragged along by
tho frantie rush of the horse. But he
was holding on, and the wildly tossing
head was dragged down by his weight,
and his feet touched the ground again,
And still he held, with a grasp of iron,
though it scemed to him_ that his arms
were being torn from their sockets.

It was only seconds, but it scemed cen-
turies, before the foaming animal was
dragﬁed to a halt, snorting and panting,
and Harry Wharton, dazed and dizzy,
but still steady, was standing at his head
holding him at a standstill,

THE NINTH CHAPTER.
Caught !

T 00D gad!” spluttered Sir
G Hilton Popper.
Sir Hilton hardly seemed to

realise what had happened,
The horse was standing quiet at last,
the Greyfriars junior holding his head.
Sir Hilton, reins and stirrups lost,
bunched on the saddle, not wholly unlike
s monkey on a stick, panted, gurgled,
and blinked, and did not quite seem to
know whether he was on his head or his
heels. The horse, still nervous, shied at
a passing car, and Sir Hilton nearly fell
off ; but Wharton held the animal firmly,

and kept him at a halt. )
Waking up, as it were, to the situan-
tion, Sir Hilton Popper clambered off
the Lorse, still gasping and confused
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and dizzy. He tottered to the roadside,
and stood leaning on the nearest tree,
blinking at Wharton.

“IHold him |” he gasped at last. Sir
Hilton was beginning to get his wits
back,

“I'm holding him, sgir!” answered
Harry.

The rush of the horse, before Wharton
succceded in stopping him, had carried
the junior some distance along the road.
He had shot past the gates of the school,
and stopped in Friardale Lane, out of
sight of the gates. Wharton was rather
glad of the latter circumstance. He was
not only out of detention now, but out
of school bounds, and he did not want
Gosling to spot him from his lodge. Hoe
was rather anxious to get back, but he
could not release the restive horse until
Sir Hilton was prepared to take charge

of the animal,

Sir Hilton puffed and blew.

Hea had had the time of his life on the
runaway horse. For many, many
perilous minutes he had looked every
instant for serious injury or sudden
death. He was naturally very much
shaken.

Leaning on the tree, he groped for his
eycglass. His hat and whip were strewn
somewhere along the Courtfield road—
but his eyeglass was hanging at the end
of its cord, and he secured it and
jammed it into his eye, and stared at his
rescuer.

“Oh! You are Wharton, I think, a
Groyfriars boy 7” he ejaculated.

“Yes, sir 1™ said Harry.

Ho smiled faintly, and Sir Hilton
grunted. It was their first meeting that
term; but last term they had met, and
it had been on Sir Hilton's land—a dire
offecnce |  Trespassing, ns he chose to
call it, was one of the seven deadly sins,
mm Sir Hilton’s estimation. Still, even
the crusty old lord of Popper Court was
not disposed to recall past offences at
the present moment,

Sir Hilton was not a very bright old
gentleman; but he was bright enough
to roalise what the schoolboy had saved
him_ from, and to understand also the
terrible risk the schoolboy had run.

He grunted. But his look was growing
almost gracious. As he recovered his
breath a little he ceased to puff and
blow so spasmodiecally,

"“Keep him safe !” {ne said. “I'll take
him in a minute, I'm rather—groogh—
short of breath. Urrrggh!”

Vharton cast a glance up and down
tho lane. He was more than willing to
oblige Sir Hilton; but he wanted to go.

Tho old baronet obhserved his uneasi-

ness, and grunted again a little more
emphatically.
“Huh! You are in a hurry to get

nway, what—what? Hold that horse a
minute or two! Huh!”

“Oh, certainly!” said Harry. “But
tho fact is, sir, I'm out of bounds, and 1
don’t want to be caught out.”

Snort from Sir Hilton.

“Out of bounds! Young raseal! 1
ought to report f'ﬁu to your headmaster,
but I suppose 1 cannot in the circum-

stances | uh 1™

Two or threa grunts in succession
followed.

“Out of bounds! Huh! Young

rascal—but a plucky young rascal | Huh!
You might have been knocked over—

Huh! Did you think of

trampled on!

that 1"

“I'm afraid I didn’t stop to think a
lot,” eaid Harry, laughing. *There

wasn't much time for thinking, Sir
Hilton.”
“No! Huh! No! Plucky young

rasenl 1" said Sir Hilton. “ You've saved
me from serious damage, boy—ver

serious indeed ! Might have been hilluci):
by .gad! The horse was quite out of

hand! Frightened by fireworks, by
ad! Somo reckless young scoundrel
threw a cracker! By Jove, if I knew
who it was, I'd have him arrested and
charged! I'd send him to pricon for
threea months ad ! ight have
caused o fatal accident! Huh1”

Sir Hilton knitted his brows and

lared. He would have been very glad
indeed to lay hands on thoe reckless
young rascal who had thrown the
cracker. But there was no hope of that.
The runaway had carried him over a
mi‘ln from the scene of 1’on's exploit.

 “The horse scems quict enough now,
sir I” hinted Wharton.

Grunt from Sir Hilton.

“Hold him! Hold his head! I'm out
of breath! T'll specak a word for you if
you're found out of bounds! 'm a

overnor of tho school! Young rascal!

ut 1t was lucky for me you were out
of bounds—what—what i

“It was on your acecount, sir,” said
Harry, with a smile, “I was sitting on
top of the school wall when you came
ulmg, and jumped down.”

“Oh] I didn't sce you! I wondered
where you had sprung from all of a
sudden! TIsee! Well, if you got out of
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bounds on my account, Wharton, you
may be sure your headmaster will not
blame you when I tell him what has
happened. Certainly I shall tell him,
But—isn’t to-day a holiday at Grey-
friara? I saw a number of other Grey-
friars boys on the common—your
friends, I believe? Do you mean you
were under detention, then 7

“"¥Yes,” said Harry,

“Huh! Young rascall” said Sir
Hilton. *Still, your hecadmaster will
agree that you were justified in breaking
bounds, to save a man from injury—by
gad, possibly from death! 1 shnfl ex-
plain the matter to him and see you
through. ¥You neced bo under no ap-
prchension, my boy. Dr. Locke will
certainly take my view of the matter,
you can rely on that.”

Wharton had no doubt that Dr.
Locke would agree with the old baronet
on that point; bub he was nol so sure
of Mr. Quelch! And it was of Mr.
Quelch that he was thinking.

He wished from the bottom of his
heart, that Sir Hilton would take the
horse from him and Jet him go.

To his great relief, the lord of Popper
Court detached himself from the tree-
trunk at last, and stepped back into the
road. Ile took the bridle from the
rehoolboy, sagely deciding to lead the

\7

horse home, instead of remounting him.
Gladly the junior handed the animal
over.

" I'm much obhged to you, Wharton "
said SBir Hilton grufily, “You'ro a

lucky lad—very plucky! You're not

urt " It seemed to occur to him rather
late that his rescuer might have been
hurt |

“Only a bit of a shake, sir,”” said
Harry. Which was rather an under-
statement, for he had been severely
shaken, and his arms were aching from
wrist to shoulder.

“Well, well, that’s good ! Might have
been trampled under haof, by gad! Go
back to your school now—but don’t be
under any apprehension—I shall explain
the matter to your headmaster, and he
will certainly excuse you. Go back at
once |” added Sir Hilton, in a bark.

And ho led the horse away, leaving
Wharton standing in the lane.

Wharton turned in the direction of
Greyfriars, and lost no time. Bir
Hilton, with his horse, was taking a
path tfir-:::ugh the wood, and was out of
sight at once. Wharton followed the
road back towards the schoal. Although
it was probable that Sir Hilton's ex-
lanation to his headmaster would see
1m thrnui , he considered it judicious
to get back to the Remove-room, if he
could, before Mr. Quelch discovered his
absence. Saving Sir Hilton from injury
was certainly an excuse for going out of
school bounds in spite of being “ gated ”;
but there was nothi to excuse his
having left the detention.-room in the
first place. It was more judicious to let
%Ir.k 511&11:[1 find him there when he came
ack,

Keeping out of sight of the gates
Wharton climbed back into the schoo
precinets and cut across to the House.
Threo or four fellows saw him dodge
under the Form-recom window, and
grinned, Billy Bunter blinked at him
through his big spectacles, and chuckled.

“1 say, Wharton,” he yelled. * Quelch
has come inl”

_ Wharton did not heed. He made a
jump to the high sill and clambered in
at the Form-room window.

The ecarly. dusk was falling; and it
was very dim in the Remove-room. The
junior did not observe, for a moment,
that there was someone in the room.
He cut ncross to his desk and dropped
into his seat.

Then he became aware of the fact that
the I"orm-room door was open, and that
a tall, angular Gigure stood within, with
a pair of gimlet eyes f(ixed on him,
‘S8o you have returned|”

Mr, ({uctﬂh spoke quietly and bitterly.

Whartén rose from the form again.
Ho was caught! Bunter had warned
him that Quelch had come in; and
evidently the Remove master had lost
no time in visiting the Form-room, to
ascertain whether the detained junior
was still there. And he had found the
room empty.

“Yes, sir!” said Harry.

“1 discovered your absence,” said Mr.
Quelch, “only a few minutes ago. DBut
I have no doubt that you have been
long absent. [ have no doubt that you
left the Form-room immediately my
back was turned.”

Wharton made no reply to that.

“Had I returned a littlo later,”” con-
tinued Mr. Queleh, in the game acid
tone, “you would doubtless have left me
to suppose that you had remained in
detention, as 1 should not then have
discovered your absence,”

No answeor.

“This,” said Mr. Queleh,
climax! You wero sentenced to o
term’s detention, Wharton, for the
serious offence of striking a prefect of
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the Sixth Form—an offence for which
you might justly have been expelled
from the school. It appears that you
cannot be trusted to remain in deten-
tion, The alternative is expulsion! I
shall place my view of the matter before
Dr, Locke, and you will be called before
yvour headmaster in due course.”

With that, and without waiting for
a reply, Mr. Quelch rustled out of the
Form-room,
h_Whn.rl:ﬂn stood looking grimly after

1T,

It was Mr. Quelch’s chance at last—
and he was not losing it! Evidently he
intended to make the most of it. The
rebel of the Remove had played into
his hands, and there was no mercy for
him! He had asked for it once too
often; and now it was coming to him!

THE TENTH CHAPTER.
Something Like a Yarn!

e H SAY, you fellows!

it 1”

Billy Bunter greeted the Co.
with that cheery informaticn as
they came in,

As the Co. were no longer friendly
with Wharton, and, indeed, no longer
on speaking terms with him, it might
have been supposed that the news would
pass them by like the idle wind which
they regarded not.

But that was not the case by any
means. Evidently, frie:ndlﬂ or not, they
were still concerned for their wayward
chum.

“What's that '’ growled Johnny Bull.

“Gassing again, you fat frump?”
grunted Bob Cherry. “What's up—if
anything is?"

“0Oh, really, Cherry——"

““What's up, you fat duffer?” snapped
Nugent.

The juniors had come in, thinking
about Sir Hilton Popper, and wondering
what had happened to him. But they
.fm:%ut the lord of Popper Court on the
spot.

“I say, you fellows, Quelch has got
him this time !’ grinned Bunter, “He

ot out of detention and Quelch spotted

im.”

Wharton's {or
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“The silly ass!" grunted Jolinny Bull.
“Asgking for it! As if he didn’t know
that Quelch was watching for a chance.”

“The watchfulness was terrilic,”
groaned the Nabob of Bhanipur, “ Now
tho absurd game 13 up for the ridiculous
Wharton."” .

“Queleh was waiting for him in the
Form-room when he got back by the
window !” grinned Bunter. * He, he,
he! " Fairly snaflled him! Poor old
Wharton! I say, ¥rank, old chap, if
he's bunked this time, I'll tell you what
—I'll come back to Study No. 1.
What? Rather a pleasant change aftler
an ill-tempered, sarcastic beast like
Wharton! I ﬁupimsa you'll be glad to
sen the last of him! Look here, old
fellow, I say Yarocop 1”

Billy Bunter never knew why Frank
Nugent kicked him. But he knew that
lie kicked him—hard! He was left in
no doubt whatever about that! Leaving
Bunter waking the echoes, Frank went
ip to the Remove passage and looked
into Study No. 1. Iarry Wharton was
there; his detention was over at last.
His occupalion was rather surprising to
Nugent. He had his jacket off, his
sleeves rolled up, and was rubbing his
arms with embrocation,

Ile glanced up us Frank appeared io
the doorway; but did not speak.

Nugent watched him for o moment
or two in silence,

“IHad an accident?” he asked at last,

L1 Nﬂ !u

“I hear that Quelch caught you out
of detention?”

“You’ve heard that, have you?” said
Harry indifferently,

““Bunter says so.

'H'Yeﬂlj'll

“It means trouble,” aaid Nugent,

“Quite!” agreed Wharton.

“What's the matter with

“Nothing much—a bit o
that's all."

Wharton volunteered no information,
and his manner, though civil, was dry-
ness itself. Nugent lingered a moment
or two longer, then, with a faint flush
in his cheeks, walked away. If he was
distressed by the new trouble that had
fallen on his former chum, Wharton did
not seem to sce it, or, perhaps, care to
gea it. It was one more ineffectual
attempt to break the ice, and it failed.
Nugent left him to himself,

e heard the voices of the Co. in the
passage, but they did not look in.
They went along to Study No. 13 to tea.
Wharton went on rubbing his nrms.
The strain on them had boen more
severe than he had realised at the time,
and his limbs wers aching and stiff.
They were still aching wﬁen hea put
the embrocation away and put on his
jacket.

Vernon-Smith looked in.

“For it again, 1 hear?” he said, with
a grin. “It's Quelchy's turn to have
you on toast, old bean, what?"”

“Perhaps !” agreed Wharton, * Still,

I'n not sacked yet! You never know
your luck, you know.”
- “¥You were rather an ass to chanco
it,” eaid the Bounder, shaking his
head.  ““It's Quelch's chance, and he
will rub it 1n, I hear that he was
waitin’ for you in the Form-room when
you got back?”

“Yes; kind of him, wasn't it?"

The Bounder laughed.

“Well, you've got a nerve!" he said.
“DBeen up before the beak yet?”

“Not yet; that's a pleasure to come.”

“0Of course, they never sack a man for
eutting detention,” said Vernon-Smith,
““ But you're rather a special ease. You
got detention for the term, instead of
bunking, for punching Loder in the eye.
I don't think Queleh liked it.”

Is 1t sp*”

our fins?”
a strain,
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“1 know he didn’t.”

“You've given him a chance to put it
to the Head that detention’s no good,
and that he had better make it a
bunking, after all.”

“Yes; the good man told me that
muech 1” drawled Wharton, “I fancy
he is guing to use all his eloguence to
make the beak see 1t like that.”

The Bounder gave him a keen look.

“¥ou don't think Quelch will get by
with it 7" he asked.

“I'm not sure—but 1 think not.”

“You mean that you've got a card to
play "

““Waell, dyem”

“DBlessed if I see it,” said the
Bounder, puzzled. “So far as I can
make out, you haven’t a leg to stand on.
You've fairly handed yourseli over to
Quelch—right into his claws.”

“Homebody might put in a word for
me [ suggested Wharton.

“Who the dickens?”’ exclaimed
Vernon-Smith, in estonishment. “All
the beaks have a marble eye on you—
all the prefects are down on you—you've
put up plenty of backs this term,
Wharton! Who the jﬂlli’ old dooce is
goin' to put in a word for you?”

“Well, one of the governors might.”

“0Oh! Your uncle, Colonel Wharton
—he's a governor! My hatl Have
you pot nunky on the phone, or what "

Wharton’s eyes glinted.

“INo, you ass! I'm not likely to ask
Colonel Wharton anything. Not that
he'd take any notice if I did. Hoe
warned me not to expect anything from
him if 1 got into trouble again—not
that I'd ask him.”

*“Then who——*

“What sbout Sir Hilton
said Harry, with a laugh.

“Pulling my leg?” asked Vernon-
Smith, more puzzled than ever. *I
can see old Pngpﬂr putting in a word
for anybody—I don't think! He was on
your track last term, too, for setting
foot on his jolly old property! Irom
what I hear, too, old Popper's as likely
as not s hospital case now."”

“How's that?”

“I've heard it from Cherry—they
wera in Oak Lane, when some potty
sweep frightened old Popper's horse
with fireworks, and it ran away with the
old bean. They followed on to pick up
the pieces, but never found any. The
next they expect to hear of Popper is
that he's been picked up in a number
of small pieces, scattered along the
King's highway.”

“Poor old Popper!” said Wharton,
laughing.

“Anyhow, why should he put in a
word for you, even if he's still in one
piece 7" asked the Bounder.

“Well, he might. I'm rather a nico
chap, yvon know, and old Popper may
think so!” suggested Wharton,

“If he does, he won't find a lot of
people to agree with him," said tho
Bounder, "I hope you'll pull through—
I'd like to sce Quelch dished again;
but it looks to me as if you're for it.
Best of luck, anyhow,™

“Thanks !”

The Bounder joined Tom Redwing
and went on to Study No. 4 to tea.
Harry Wharton c¢ame out of his study
to gpo down to Hall for that meal
Skinner & Co,, on the landing, grinned
at him.

“ Looks like the chopper this time, old
bean,” said Skinner affably.

“Yes, doesn't it?" agreed Wharton,
“ But appearances aro deceptive somir-
times, Skinner. Don’t bank too much
on seeing the last of me.”

Popper 7"
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There was a circling of sparks In the air, as the cracker
Greylriars fellows and the lord of Popper Court, fizzing.
““Good gad ! '* gasped Sir Hilton.

ITe went down the Remove stairease,
hummning a tune. Skinner staved after
him, perplexed,

“What the dickens has he got up his
sleeva ?” he asked. “lle bas no end of
luck, one way and another; but Quelch
has got him this time—got him fairly
by the neck! Ile doesn't seem to care,
though.”

A good many fellows who saw Whar-
ton on his way to Hall wondered at his
careless look. LEveryone knew by this
time what had happened in the Form-
room, and the gencral belief was that
the rebel of the Romove was “for it
But certainly he secmed cool and ecare-
less enough about it.

Loder of the Sixth had come in, and
o had heard—wilth preat satisfaction
—tliat the rcbel of tho Reniove was up
for trouble again. Hoe called to Wharton
in tho passage.

“Iicre, Wharton 1"

“¥Yes, Lodoer 1" said IHarry politely.

“1 hear that you cut detention this
afternoon, and were canght at it 1 What
yarn are you going to spin the Head
this timo?” asked Loder derisively.

“I've no doubt you've got a yarn
ready.”
“Certainly,” answered  Wharton.

“1'm to be called before the Head after
tea, so naturally I've got a yarn ready.
I'm going to tell him I saved a man’s
life while I was out of detontion.”

“What 1" yelled Loder,

“You young ass!” cxclaimed Carne
of the Sixth.

A dozen fellows heard Wharton's
words, and they all looked round at
him. Some of them laughed.

“You're going to tell the IHcad—

-~ L

what " cjaculated Wingate, the eaptain
of Greviriars, coming towards Whartan.
“You cheeky young ass! What do you
maan [

“Only what I say?” answerad
Wharton meekly. “1 lope the Ilead
will believe me, Wingate. He may.”

“Believe you | repeated Wingate,
staring at him. *Are you out of your
senses ("’

“No. Are youi"
“Wha-a-at? Look here, yon young
sWweap »

“1'm locking 1” sald Wharton ealmly.

“I'd give you six for your impudence,
if you weren't up for enough already ”
saldd  the Greyiriars captain  grimly.
“You'd better be careful what you say
to the lread. You're not far off the
sack, though you don't scem to under-
stand jt.”

“But I do understand it," said
Harvy., *That's why I'in going to toll
tha IlTead that I saved o man's life

while T was out of detention. Of conrse,
that's not an execuse for ecutting deten-
tion—but 1t’s a sort of sct-off. A make-
woight, if you know what 1 mean.
Don’t you think so 7"

“Yes, if it happened,” said Wingate.
“But you can't bo idiot enough to
expect the Head to believe such a
thing 1"’

“Well,” said Wharton, with an air of
simplicity, I hope the Ilead will take
my word, He generally takes a fellow's
word.”

Apnd Wharton walked on to [Iall,
leaving a crowd of [ellows staring.

At tea 1n Hall Wharton was the
recipicnt of a good deal of altention,
Iellows glanced at hiwm, stared at him,
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flew from beyond the bushes and landed on the ground between the
*‘ What the thump ! ** ejaculated Bob Cherry. Bang, bang, bang !
““ What—good gad ! **

on all asides.  TIellows who did not
usually tea in Hall, ¢came in speclally, to
give him the once-over, as Fisher 'I%
I"ish exprossed it, Of late the rebel of
the Remove had been very much in the
public eye. Ilo had been getting much
more limelight than, in the opinion of
all the seniors, should have fallen to
any Lower boy. DBut he was getting
morg than ever row.

Billy Bunter rolled in, his little round
eyes fairly ablaze behind his big round
spectacles, Ileo poked Wharton in tho
ribs with a fat thumb.

“1 say, old chap!” gasped Bunter.
“Youw're not really going to tell the
[Tead—not really, you Ilnow—what?
T!:_ﬂ fellows are saying that vou're
going to tell the Head that you shaved
n man’'s wife—I mean, saved a man's
life—you haven’t rcally got the nerve,
what 1"

“I think I have, Bunter,” answered
ITarry,

“ But—but—but——"  Bunter fairly
gogeled at him., “0Old chap, don't be
o silly ass, you know! Make it a bit
moro probable, you know, When vou're
lelling lies to a beak you ought to
make it sound a bit probable.”

Harry Wharton laughed.

“Thanks for the tip,” he answered.
“You'va had more experience in telling
lics to beaks than I've had, of coursze.
Thanks."

“Well, a fellow stretches it a bit at
timmes,” said Bunter.  *But there's a
limit, you know—you ought to kecp
inside the limit. The Head’s n simple
old duck, but it's no good piling it on
teo thick,. I’'m advising you as a pal,
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old chap! Tell him something he might
balieve. Look here, tell him you
thouglht the house was on fire, and
that's why you got out, see?”

“Think he'd believe that?"”

“Well, it's steep, but not so steep as
your yarn,” said Bunter. *“How’s he
going to belicve that a fellow walked
out of a Form-room to save a man's
life? Ho can't, you know! Give the
old bean a chance I’

Harry Wharton laughed.

“I'm not going to tell hima I walked
out of the Form-room to save a man's
life, Bunter,” he said, apparently un-
conscious of the fact that fifty ears were
drinking in every word. “That would
Lbe rather too steep, of course. I'm
going to say that I saw a man in danger
after I was out, and so it happened
that I eaved his life.”

“Well, that's better, of course,” said
Bunter thoughtfully, with a mnod.
William George Bunter had had
immense experience in telling “whop-

ers ” of all sorts and sizes, and might
justly be regarded as an expert in such
matters, “If you're sticking to the
varn, that's the best way to put it,
perhaps. But it's frightf ul{y steep, even
put like that.”

“Bteep 1” grinned Temple of the
Fourth. “I ghould call it hilly! In

fact, mountainous [**

“Ha, ha, ha 1"

Wharton glanced round.

“Don’t you believe it, Temple?” he
asked,

'_"Belie'rﬂ it 1" repeated Cecil Reginald,
with a stare. “What? Believoit! Oh,
my only winter Nol Not
q-rite I

“I hope the Head will be a little more
trusting,” said Harry.
F“ What a hopeful nature!” remarked

ry.

“Oh, rather!” chuckled Dabney.

“But, look here, old chap,” urged
Bunter, really concerned for a fellow
who seemed to be taking up, as an
amateur, a business in which Bunter was
practically a _professional—"*look here,
better think it out before you see the
Head. The Head's sure to ask for
details How are you going to say you
saved the man’s life? You'll have to
have that ready.”

“What about a runaway horse ?” asked

H 5“5;'1:_

togque |

d good enough,” =said Bunter,
shaking his head. "Too thin altogether.
I'd make it a motor-car if I were you.
Make the man fall down in front of the
car, see? You jumped in and pulled
him aside just in time. I don’t say the
Head will swallow it, but it’s better than
the other.”

“You think so?” asked Wharton, with
an air of deep reflection.

“*Bure of it, old chap,” said Bunter.
““And look here, the man wes a bit in-
jured, and the motorist gave him a lift,
see—that will account for not being able
to call on hirh to back up your yarn.”

“You know the game, and
take,” said Harry. “ E-til!h
stick to the runaway horse, -

“Well, l;.'n:n.t'm an ass if you do,” said
Bunter. “You have to give a beak a
chance when you're pulling his leg. But
if you're sticking to the runaway horse,
better make up your mind how you did

no mis-

I think I'll

it—you don’t want to have to think that

out with the beak’'s eye on you. My
system is to have it all ready before I
begin, you know.”

“Quite a good system,” agreed
Wharton, laughing. *“I've got it all
ready.”

“Well, was the man on the horse or did
Tae Micuer Lisrary.—No. 1,289,

he fall under a horse, or what?"” asked
Bunter. “It doesn't matter which you
say, but whichever you say, you’ll have
to stick to the same thing all through.
It's rather important to remember that.”

“I"ll remember it,” said Wharton
gravely, “The man was on the horse.
The horse was running away with him.”

“That's all right as far as it goes,”
agreced Bunter. “The horse was fright-
ened by a car, I suppose—that sounds all
right! One of those road hogs, you
know, doing sixty-five and honking like
mad! He frightened the horse, and it
bolted! Yes, that sounds probable
enough. Or a dog might have jumped
at him ard started him off, That's pro-
bable, too!  Either will do, Wharton,
but whichever one dynu select, stick to
it! Don't get mixed at the last minute,
when you're handing it out to the
Head.”

“Ha, ha, ha!" came in a ripple along
the table. Billy Bunter, as an exponent
of the art of fabricating, seemed to be
causing entertainment.

“I'va been there, you know,” ex-
plained Bunter. “I’'ve sometimes got
mixed—the beak’s eye rather upseta a
fellow. Whatever you do, don't get
mixed. Make it a car or a dog that
frightened the horse—either will do
quite well, but don’t get mixed, and say
a car ong minute and a dog the next.
See ?”

“I see!” chuckled Wharton,

“You can't be too careful. You see,
the yvarn's frightfully steep, to begin
with,” said Bunter. “The steeper the
yarn, the more careful you have to be
about the details. You can take it from
me."

“ A Daniel come to judgment!” said
Wharton gravely. “I'm sure that a
chap who was setting up as a champion
liar, couldn’t have a better adviser.than
you, Bunter. You know the game from
the kick-off to the final whistle.”

“Well, I'm fairly wide, you know,”
said Bunter complacently, “I faney I
know how to ﬁu 1 a beak’s leg. ut
there's one jolly important ant you
seem to have forgotten, poor old chap.”

“What's that?” )

“Well, the man himself,” said Bunter.
“If you saved his life, and all that, ho
would be bound to come forward and
say 80, to see you through. Well, as you
never did it, and there never was a man,
ha can't, of course. You'd better make
him a stranger in the locality—man
you'd never seen before, and don’t know
the name of. He was so upsect that he
cleared off without mentioning his name
or anything. That’s where it would be
better to make it & car accident. You
see, a man riding a horse would natur-
ally belong to the district, and a
motorist might come from anywhere. If
you'll take my tip, Wharton, you'll cut
out the runaway horse entirely, and
make it a car accident.”

1] BU’N‘THR l-.ﬂ

“Oh lor'1” gasped Wharton’s expert
adviser, spinning round like a fat
humming-top at the voice of his Form
master.

Mr. Queleh had come in.

As he entered, he heard Bunter’s fat
voice; and what Bunter was saying
seemed to have a petrifying effect on the
Remove master, )

He stood for some moments staring at
tho back of Bunter’s bullet head, and
listening to the words of wisdom from
the fat Owl.

Tl[:l:ﬁ he sl:rnda tuwlaidn Bl;mltlmt:: and
ra out his name like a bulle

ﬁunter spun round and blinked at him
in dismay.

“Oh! Oh lor'! Oh dear! I—I-—I
wasn't—I—I dida't—"" gasped Bunter,
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“]—I—I waszn't
Wharton, sir—"' )

“I heard what you were saying,
Bunter I”

“0Oh crikey I”

“Wharton 1"

“Yes, sir |V

Wharton stood up.

““I am here,” said Mr, Quelch, his
voice trembling with anger and scorn,
“to take you to your headmaster. I
have alrcady heard bandied about the
House an extraordinary statemoent that
you have prepared some false and foolish
story to tell your headmaster—some
lying story that you have concocted as
an excuse for breaking detention to-day.
It seems to be the talk of the House.”

“Indeed, sir!” said Wharton calmly.

“Low as you have fallen in my
opinion, Wharton, I was unwilling to
believe this—I ecould scarcely credit that
Euu, even you, would be so unscrupulous.

ut what I have just heard is confirma-
tion of it. I find you actually in con-
sultation with the most untruthful boy in
the Form, preparing a lying story for
your headmaster’s ears.”

“Not at all, sir| I was not consulting
Bunter. He was talking nonsense, as
usual, and [ let him run on |” answered
Wharton cheerfully.

“I can believe my own ears,” said
Mr. Quelch, “and in the event of your
having the audacity, the impudence, to
tell any such lying story to your head-
master, I shall not fail to enlighten him
as to the facts, Now you will follow

saying anything to

me.”
“Very well, sir I
Mr. Queloch stalked away, and

Wharton followed him. The Iﬂliuws at
the Hall table exchanged glances.
“My only Aunt Selina Ann!” mur-
mured Temple of the Fourth. “The
olly old fat's in the jolly old fire nowl
hat?"
“Oh, rather |” said Dabney,
“That idiot Bunter—" said Wibley.
““Oh lor' I” sald Bunter.

It was a great relief to Bunter that
all Mr. Quelch’'s wrath and indignation
scemed to be concentrated on arton.

He had marched Wharton off, taking no
furthor notice of the fatuous Owl,

“Fuf-fuf-fancy that old ass butting in
suddenly like that!” gasped Bunter,
“It's spoiled the whole thing! It’s no
use Wharton spinning that yarn now—
not mnow Quelch knows! Poor old
Wharton! He might have got away
with it if he'd taken my advice, but he
hasn’t an earthly now | Still, I dare eay
he would have made a hash of it anyway
—that runaway horse was no good—
gimply no good at all [”

THE ELEVENTH CHAPTER.

Wharton’s Last Card !

ARRY WHARTON stood_before
his headmaster in Dr. Locke's
gtudy, his head up, and his face
calm. :

He was well aware that his fate was in
the balance—that it was “ touch and go.”
But he was perfectly cool and collected.
Likely enough, the gates of Greyfriars
School were to close behind him that
very day—which was the unconcealed
desire of the Form master who was fed-
up with the rebel of his Form. He
knew that he had only one card to play
—and that was doubtful. Btill, it was a
good card - !

The House was humming with com-
ment on the amazing yarn which
Wharton was supposed to have concocted
to tell the Head. But it was in faoct true
that he had saved the life of Bir Hilton
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Popper—and Sir Hilton was a governor
of the school, and a very important
Fenﬂamnn in every way. Yhat had
wappened while he was out of detention,
was not an excuse for having broken
detention in the first ﬁluce, certainly.

Nevertheles®, had he not broken de-
tention, Sir Hilton would have broken
his neck—or, at least, some of his 1m-
portant limbs. Sir Hilton, at least, was
sure to take the view that his lordly
neck was more important than any other
consideration whatsoever. And _the
testy old gentleman had stated positively
that he would acquaint the headmaster
of Greyfriars with what had happened.
If he forgot, he could be reminded.
There was at least a chance of pulling
through, and Wharton considered that it
was a very good chance,

Dr. Locke regarded him with grave
sternness. He had listened to all that
Mr. Quelch had to say on the subjéet of
this troublesome boy—which was a great

eal.

He had not forgotten that on more
than one occasion the Remove master’s
deep prejudice against this boy had led
him into hasty injustice.

But such a prejudice, on the
of a man whom he knew to be just,
could not be without cause. Much of
Ehe. blame, at least, lay at Wharton's

00T,

And it was fresh in the Head’s mind
that this was the boy who had struck
an Sixth Form prefect; knocked him
down in the quad in sight of the head-
master’s study windows !

After much deep and painful cogita-
tion Dr. Locke had come to the
conclusion that he could not but accede

pnrt

to the Remove master’s formal request;
that this bey, who secemed determined
to sot himself implacably against all
authority, should be sent away from the
sohool.

Having come to that weighty
decision, it only remained to tell the
delinquent so and finish the matter.

“Wharton,” said the Head, slowly
and impressively, “you know why you
are beforo me. You are awaro that
your sentence of detention for the term
was imposed, as an alternative to ex-
pulsion, at the ecarnest intercession of
rour uncle and guardian, Colonel
Vharton."”

“Yes, sir!” said Harry, quictly and
respectfully.

“On that oeccasion I told Colonel
Wharton plainly that in the event= of
any further act of rebellion I could
listen to mno further intercession.
Neither do I think that Colonel
Wharton would intervene again.”

“IT am sure of that, sir!"” said
Wharton bitterly. ‘“He told me so him-
self when he cameo here.”

“Had you submitted patiently to what
was, in effect, o light puniaimant. 1
ghould have had hopes of you,” con-
tinued the Head. *‘But it appears that
you are lost to all sense of discipline.
You left the detention-room to-day
during vour Form master's absence.”

“VYes, sir.”

“"HHave you any excuse whatever to
offer ™

Wharton had the excuse, satisfactory
to himself at least, that he regarded
his punishment as unjust. But it would
not have been of much use to offer that

to the Head.

2]

He stood silent,

“Mr. Quelch considers that, as you
obstinately refuse to submit to the
sentence passed on you, the alternative
sentence of cxﬁulsiﬂn should be reverted

to,"” said the Head. * That is only just,
and indeed you ecan scarcely have
expected anything else.”

“Not from Mr. Quelch, certainly,”
said Wharton.

The Head's face grew sterner.

“T'hat remark is a reflection on your
Form master, Wharton,” he said. * You
have exhausted your Form master's
»atience, and he desires that you should
ienva the school. 1 have now definitely
decided o

“I1f I may speak, sir—""

“You may speak if you have any-
thing to say that is not disrespectful to
Mr. Quelch !’ said the Head sternly.

“As it happened, sir, 1 had the
chanco of saving a man from danger
while I was out of detention. I think
I can say that I saved his life; at
least, I am certain that I prevented bhim
from receiving serious injuries, I
know that this 1s not a reason for break-
ing detention. I, of course, knew
nothing about him when I left the Form-
room. But——"

“Bless my soull” said the Head.
“That is a very strange and unexpected
statemont, Wharton.”

Mr. Quelch's face paled with anger,
and his eyes glinted. Taking no lheed
of his black and bitter look, Wharton
went calmly on,

“Had I remained in detention, sir,
the man I speak of would have been
killed, or, at least, badly hurt. I think

(Continued on next page.)
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you might take that into consideration,
sir.”

“ Certamly I should,” said the Tead,
staring at him blankly. “Such a very
fortunate outcome of your reckless dis-
obedience, Wharton, would not be an
excuse, but it would naturally weigh
with me very much. Bot—' .

““But, sir,” broke in Mr. Queleh in a
grinding voice; “but, sir, this boy's
statement is o barefaced falsehood, sir.
He did not do what he states.”

“Is that certain, Mr. Quelch? Cer-
tainly the statement is o stortling one,
and requires proof. DBut e

“It is known throughout the ITouse,
sir, that Wharton intended to make this
statement to you. e announced it
lhimself; T may say boasted of it. The
whole House is aware that ho intended
to deceive you by a lying story.”

“TUpon my word !" miéC the Head.

“I may add, sir, that when I went to
Hall to {)ring this boy to you, 1 found
hitn in consultation with Dunter, the
most untruthful boy in my experience,
and heard them actually concocting the
story together; Bunter, indeed, suggest-
ing the alteration of some details in
order to render it more convincing.”

The Head's brow darkened.

“Thizs passes all patience,” he =zaid.
“Wharton, I will not endeavour to
cxpress my disgust, my indignation M

“Mr. Quelch is mistalien, sir,” said
Harry, with the utmost ealmness.
“DBunter was only talking foolishly
because ho did not believe the story
himself, and fancied that it was made
up to tell you”

“Do you dare to say that it was not
made up to tell Dr, Locke ! exclaimed
Mr, Quelch, almost furiously.

“Quite I answered Wharton, "1 say
that it is true, and I am sure that Dr,
Locke will listen to me.™

“It is not truc—not a syllable

1 will, however, hear the boy, Mr.
Quelch,” "said the Head. “If he is
venturing to tell palpable falschoods it
will be easy cnough to ascertain the
truth. His statement is surprising, but
not impossible, Let him proceed.”

Mr. Queleh sct his lips like a vice.

Wharton proceeded.
~ “I got out of dotention, sir, intend-
ing to take a little walk and then return
to my task in the Form-room. I should
have returned before Mr. Quelch oame
in, had I not gone to the assistance of
the man who was in danger. Had I
left him to it Mr. Quelch would never
have found out that I had been absent
at {ﬂ l. T think you might consider that,
sir.

E“tMnsl:;.nﬁaurndly. if your story is true.
ut——

“I was sitting on the wall, sir, near
the end of the Cloisters, when o horse-
man came galloping along the road; a
rimaway horse with on elderly man
clinging to his back——"

“The very story I heard him concoct-
ting, sir!” exclaimed Mr., Queleh, un-
nble to control his angry impatience,
“Bunter, sir, suggested to him that lLie
should say that it was a car accident, as
a more probable fabrication,”

“Novertheless, T will hear the boy
through, Mr. Quelch. You say that vou

saw an clderly man on o runaway lovse,
Wharton——"

"“Yes, sirl”
“*And what did you do *"

“I jumped down from the wall,
caught hold of the horse, and, after

being dragged along some distance,
succceded in stopping lLim."

There was a sniff from Mr, Quelch,
and & very dubious look from the Head.
Yet Wharton's calm coolness made an
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impression on the latter gentleman, at
loust. . :

“1 held the horse for some timoe, sir
until the old pentleman had rccm'ern(i
a little,” went on arry., “Then he led
the horse away through the wood, and
I came back to the school. I had in-
tended to get back to the Form.room
carlier, but owing to the delay Mr,
Quelehs came in first,”

“Do you attach any credence what-
ever to this story, Mr. Quelch?”

“None whatever, sir,” said
Remove master contemptuounsly. “ You
will observe that Wharton gives no
indiention of the supposed person’s
identity, No doubt this endangered
man was a man he had never scen
before " added Mr, Quelch, with biting
5COTII.

“1 have scen him before, sir,” said
ITarry.

It elid not oeeur to Mr. Queleh that
the junior was deliberately keoping
back the name. The rebel of the
Romove was at that moment “playing
Ienry Samuel Queleh like a fish |

Tha more contemptuously and com-
phatically Mr, Cfueluh scorned  tho
story, the more ho would be over-
whelmed with confusion when its truth
was proved; as it had lo be on refer-
ence to the lord of Popper Court.

Mr. Quelelh was all unconsciously
weakening his  own position and
Et:‘DIIHH]EﬂiI‘JE Wharton’s, which was the
young rascal’s object.

" Dpﬁ," said the Head, “ you have scen
lhim before, Wharton! He was not a
stranger to vou?”

“I've often seen him riding about the
neighbourhood, sir,’”’ answered Harry.

“ Do you mean that the man is o local
resident 77

“QDh, ves, sir!”

“This boy,” said Mr. Quelch bitlerly,
“is now condemned out of his own
mouth. Let him give the name of tho
local resident he speaks of. A local
resident may be called in to substantiato
his statement, or to disprove it.”

“Undoubtedly,” said the Head. *Tf

name,

tho

voil are aware of the man’s
Wharton—-"

“I know his name, certainly, sir.”

“Give me the name, then.”

Wharton appeared to hesitate. With
n cool malictousness that was in keep-
ing with the Bounder's character, but
was very unlike Wharton himselt, ho
was bent on “drawing ** AMr. Quelch to
the very limit,

“The—tlhe fact i3, sir,” he =aid at
last, very slowly, “I can give you tho
name, of course, but "

“But,"” said Mr. Queleh, with almost
savage bitterness, falling blindly into
the trap he did not see—"but you dare
not give the name of any man who
could be ecalled upon to refute your
unserupulons falsehoods.™

“That 1s not mwy reason, sir,” said
Wharton., *“1 am sure, of course, that
the old gentleman would bear out every
word I have said. But I did him a
serviee, and he was Kind enough (o say
that what I did was plucky. I don't
want to appear to be making a boast
of it. That’s not the Greyfriars way.
I shouldn’t like that old gentleman to
:.lpnk I was bragging of having helped
um,”

“Vory proper indecd—if true!” said
Mr, Queleh, with bitter satire. " But
your headmaster will scarcely allow you
to escape with such a very palpable
prevarication.”

If your statement is true, Wharton,
give the man’s name at oneeo!” rapped
out the Head., He was quite of Mr.
Quelel’s opinion by this time.

“If you order mo to give the name,
Elr_il

THE MAGNET

“1 have done sol”

“Very well, The old gentleman’s
name  was—" Wharton hesitated
ngain, for Mr. Quelch’s benefit, but he

okt it ou~ at lash “Ilis numo was

-D[)I]EI', sir |

“ Popper I repeated tho Head,
you mean Sir Hilton Popper?”

“Yes, sirl”

“Bless my soul]”

“ You—you—you dare to say that you
refer to Sir Hilton Popper—a governor
of the school—a gentleman who ean be
referred to on the instant " exclaimed
Mr. Quelch, almost dazedly.

“¥Yes, sir,”

“Dr. Locke! This impudence—this
unparalleled effrontory——=?
Mr. Queloh seemed about o choke.
There was a tap at the door, and
Trotter, the page, brought in a card.
Wharton, who had heard the sound of
a car in the quad, wondered whether
it was Sir Hilton Popper,. He soon

knew.

“Denr mo!” said the Head, glancing
at the card. “ By a very odd coincidence,
Mr. Quelch, Sir Hilton Popper has
called, and desires to see me, Trotter,
you will show Sir Hilton in at once |”

“Yossie I

Mr. Quelch drew a deep breath,

I am glad Sir Iilton has called,
sir. Now there need be no delay in
disproving this boy’s wild inventions—if,
indeed, ho has the effrontery to repent
them in Sir Hilton's presence. I think,
however, that even his unheard-of
aundacity will stop short of that|”

““Arv you prepared, Wharton, to face
Sir Hilton Popper in my presence 27
demanded the l'faud sternly,

“ Cortainly, sirl I expeeted Lim to
call some time to-day—it is not really
a coineidencs, sir. Heo told me that ho
would inform you of what had hap-
pened, as I mentioned to him that T was
out of bounds when I stopped his
horse, "

“ Upon my word I” gasped Mr, Quelch.
“This passes all bounds—it passes all
belief] This boy is maintaining lLis
impudent  fiction to {he wvery latest
moment,  Wretched boy, lere is Sir
Hilton |"

Sir Hilton Popper entered the study.

in Dﬂ

THE TWELFTH CHAPTER.

Pluck—and Luck !
IR IHILTOXN POPPER  bowed
% stiflly to the Head and Mr.
Quelch,

The old baronet looked very
diflferent now from the breathless and
dilapidated old gentleman whom Whay-
toti had rescued. o was newly swept
und garnished, as it were—stilf as n
ramrod and in full posscssion of all his
dignity., DBut hiz erusty, mastiff-faco
relaxed as his eveglass (ured on Whar-
Lon, and he smiled—a genial smile. And
to tho surprise of the Ilead, antd tho
stupefaction of Mr, Quelch, he stepped
to the junior and shoolk hands with
him,

A handshake from the lord of Popper
Court was an honour and a distinction
for which any common mortal should
hiave been immensely grateful, Wharton
reeeived that tromendouws honour with
due modesty.

“Hub 1" grunted Sir Hilton,
hurt—what ¢
ch? What?”

“Only a bit of strain on mv arms, sip,”
answered Harry, “But I've rubbed
them with embrocation, and they'ro
nearly all right again.”

“Dr, Locke! I've called to spealk 1o
vou about this lad,” said Sir Hilton,
“As I find him in your presence I seem

“ Not
Not feeling any ill effeets,
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Chalrs were knocked right and left, and books and pa
and Bob Cherry went at it hammer and tongs.

“Go E.; Bob ! ** shouted a score of volees [rom the doorway.

rs and a streaming Inkpot were strewn on the floor as Harry Wharton

In the midst of

the havoe the two juniors irampled and panted and hammered.

to have called at an opportune moment,
by ‘fudl What? Don’t mistake me, sir—
I disapprove strongly of indiscipline—
I’'ve always said so. A boy who breaks
bounds is all the better for a flogging
—a stiff flogging, sir—what—what?
But in the circumstances, sir—"

“In what circumstances?” gasped the
Head.

Mr. Quelch stood dumb.

“Eht What? If this lad is being
called on the carpet, sir, for having
broken bounds, I suppose he has told
yon, But for this oolboy, sir, this

lucky lad, T should be lymg in the
.uﬂdpi.t;al at the present moment—perhaps
a dead man, sir. This boy, sir, saved
me from a terrible accident. Good gad |
He saved my life, sir—saved my life,
by §ndl He might have been killed—
might have been smashed and trampled,

sir—'

“ Bless m{ soul 1" said the Head of
Greyfrinrs faintly.

r. Quelch was still dumb. His faco
was ¢ study.

“1 had to lay a complaint before
you, sir, only last term, of this very
boy,” said Sir Hilton. “ A cheeky young
rascal | That 18 neither here nor thero!
He saved my life to-day! He ran a
fearful risk in doing so. Dr, Locke, this
hoy—Wharton, I think hia name is—
Wharton—is a credit to my old school,
sirl I am proud to have belonged to
a school that turns out such lads! By
gad, sirl”

Evidently, since the rescue, Sir Hilton
had put in some reflection on the matter,
and realised to the full the extent of the
service Wharton had done him, and Lhe
risk he had taken. Sir Hilton's lordly

brain was rather slow on the uptake.
But now that he had got it ¢lear, he
was the mar to acknowledge it. And
he acknowledged it handsomely.

“I am here, sir, to ask you a [avour,”
pursued Sir Hilton, his manner indicat-
ing that he considered it a distinction
to any man to be asked a favour by Sir
Hilton Popper, of Popper Court, * Thia
boy told me he was under detention to-
day, and he got out of school bounds to
save my neck. I beg you, sir, to excuse
him in view of what he has done. Saving
a man’s life is not an everyday perform-
ance, by.gad, sir! Whati”
“Then—it is true ! gasped the Head.

“You—you were in danger, Sir
Hilton -
“My horse was frightened by some

scoundrel letting off fireworks, sirl”
boomed Bir H:lton. “He bolted, sir
A fresh horse—a young hunter I was
trying ! Bolted, sir!l 1 lost my stirrups
and my reins! Bolted, sir, on a road
thick with cars! And this boy—"

“Dear me |*

“Jumped at his head, sir, and, by
?'ad, held him till he atﬂppeci! Might
iave been trampled under hoof, by
Jove! Never seen such a plucky lad|
May I take it, sir, that he 18 pardoned
for a breach ot discipline—serious
enough, I admit—very serious, indeed—
but, after all %

“In—in view of what you tell me, Sir
Hilton—

“Exactly, sir—I expected as much of
you, sirl Mr Squelch "—8ir Hilton
turned to the Remove master, who was
still afflicted with dumbness—' Mr.
Squelch, I think your name is Squelch,
ﬂir—-—'”.

“Queleh,” murmured the Head mildly
—“Mr. Quelch——"

“Quit uite | Mr, Quelch, you are
this brave lad's Form master, 1 believe
—vyes, yesl You should bo proud of
him, sir! He does you eredit, sir. I
congratulate you, sir, on your Form,
which includes such boys as—as Whar-
ton He reflects credit on your train-
ing, Mr, Squelch—that is, Welsh—he
18 a boy to be proud of, My. Welsh *

An inarticulate sound came from Mr.
Quelch. Wharton hardly dared to look
at him at that moment.

“Wharton,” said the Head hastily,
“you may leave my study |”

Vharton left the study

e walked down the corridor with his
hands in his kets ahd a cool smile
on his face. Obviously, it was all right
now, When a governor of the school
made a special plea in his favour the
headmaster could hardly deal harshly
with him. Neither was the Head likely
to think of dﬂ“:ini harslly with a boy
who had risked his life to save an
elderly mai. from injury, governor of
tha school or not. What Mr, Quelch
thought was another matter; but so long
as the Head stood by him the Remove
rebel did not care two straws what Mr.
Quelch thought |

At the enc of the corridor he found
a crowd gathered, Excitement was high
and interest intense—all the more intense
since Sir Hilton had been shown into the
Head’s study. Fifty voices hailed Whar-
ton as he came swinging carelessly along.

“ Sacked 7"

Harry Wharton Inug’had.

“Do T look sacked 1” he asked.

Tae Maoner Lisrary.—No. 1,289,
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“Did old Popper put in a word for
you, as you fancied he would?” asked
the Bounder.

di I].ﬂ did !:J'J

“l say, you fellows, Wharton's got
away with it, after all 1” gasped Billy
Bunter. “Did you spin the Iead that
yarn, Whartent”

“ Certainly (¥

“Did  be swallow
Skinner,

“INot at first—but he got it down at
the finish,” answered Wharton.,

“Weli, my only hat1”

“Did yor make it a motor-car or a
runaway horse ?” inquired Billy Bunter,
with keen interest.

“Ha, hal I stuck to the runaway
horse, old fat man.”

“Well, a ruaaway car would have been
better—still, if you've got away with it,
all right,” said Bunter, *“BSure you've
got away with it1"

“Quite " )

“Well,” said DBunter, “you're jolly
lucky. I'm a better hand at it than you
aro—I've got brains—but I don’t always
pet away with it

IIHE' ha, ha!”

“Gratters, old man,” said Lord
Mauleverer. “What frightfully good
luck that you had the chance. ‘T'hat
i‘nll:.- old runaway horse was o stroke of
uck, old bean!” ;

“Vou ass!” yelled Skinner. “You
don't believe it, do you ?"

Mauleverer stared at him.

“Bh? Yaas. Wharton's said
hasn't he?”

“Thanks, old chap,” said Harry.

“Wharton ¢ould keep on saying it till
he was black in the face, but I shouldn’t
believe it,” said Skinner,

Lord Mauleverer nodded,

“You wouldn’t,” he agreed.
for you, old chap.”

it shrieked

80,

L

" Borry

“Eh? What are vou sorry for me
for, you born idiot?" demanded
Skinner.

“Well, it must be rather rotten to be
such a fearful liar that you can’t take
another chap's word,”” said Lord
Mauleverer innocently.

“Ha, ha, ha!” yvelled the juniors.

“You silly chump—"  gasped
Skinner,

“ Dut—it's
exclaimed the Dounder.
EAVe @& 4nan on o runaway
Wharton, did you?”

Wharton shrugged his shoulders.

“Fathead ! snid Lord Blauleverer.
“Think “the Head would have believed

not really true, is it?"
“You cidn't
horse,

it if it woesn't true?  You're an  ass,
Smithy "
“DBut—buyt—who was 1b, thenl”

gasped the Dounder.

“0Old Popper ™ answered Harry.

“Popper " shouted a dozen fellows.

“Just Popper!”

“Oh1” e¢jnculated Smithy “Now I
eatch on! Those fellows saw him going
all eut on a runaway gee on Courtfield
Commaon—tlhien he must have come
along this way—and you—="

Harry Wharton laughed, and walked
away, leaving the erowd of fellows buzz-

ing. Wharton’s supposed “yarn” had
astonished them; but they were still
more astonished, apparently, to [lind

that the yarn was the frozen truth.

The House was humming with it when
Sir Hilton Popper was scen to leave
and step into his ear. Harry Wharlon
was standing near tho steps, and the old
baronet beckoned to him. Wharton
came up with a rather demure respect.
Fifty fellows, at least, stared on. They
saw Sir Hilton Popper grasp the junior’s
hand in a lofty, patronising, but
friendly grip.

“Wharton |” barked Sir Hillon. “"I've

body's
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talked to your headmaster about vou.
It seoms that you've been in troublo
Iatellv{r——kiukin' over the traces, by pad—
cheoky young rascal! What? Detention
for the rest of the term—what, what?
Well, you're a young rascal—a dashed
young rascal, sir!”

“Thank you, 8ir Ililton,” said
Wharton politely,
“Th? What? Well, I've talked to

Dr. Locke—he agrees with me, sir, that
what you bave done must bo recognised
—shall be recognised, by gad, if I've
any influpnce ns a governor of CGrey-
friars | B;‘ Jove! You're going to bo
rewarded,’

“Nothing of the kind, sir!” satd
Ilarry,
“What? What? Don't contradict

me, boy 1" roared Sir Ililton, *“1 say
that you are going to be rewarded, and
your headmaster agrees—agrees mosi
cordially, sir. Your sentence of
detention is washed out—washed out,
sir—as a reward for your pluck! I
should have insisted upon it, but your
headmaster was in fl.lllpﬂsruemunt with
me—complete agreement.”

“Oh 1" gasped Wharton.
danced.

“Mind you behave yourscli after
this!” barked Sir Hilton. “You're a
mutinous young rascal, from what I
hear, what, what? But pluck 1is
pluck! Dechave yourself, what? Start
fresh, and don't make a fool of your-
sell any more. You understand me?
What? Ilome, William [

The baronet rolled away in his car.

His cyes

THE THIRTEENTH CHAPTER.
Comingz to Blows !

4 em» EVVER hear of such  luck?"
Skinner wanled to know.

That evening the Remove

passage was Lhrilling with it—
rather to the detriment of prep.

All the details were known now, and a
good many fellows congratulated
Wharton. His old friends rejoiced as
much as anybody, or more; though
they were not among those who olfered
“ gratters.”

Bob Cherry and the rest of the Co.
had wondered what had happened to
Sir Hilton Popper after they had lost
sight of him on his runaway horse, Now
they knew.

Wharton had been lucky! There was
no doubt about his luck—but luck, after
all, would have been useless without
pluck, Luck had brought the chance
Wharton's way ; but only splendid pluck
had enabled him to take advantage of
it. But there it was—Dby luck and pluck
he had saved the life of a governor of
tho school. Certainly, he had acted
without giving the 31551115-'3-31: thought to
possible results for himself. But the
result was that the sentence of a term’s
detention had been washed outl Sir
Iilton was anxious to repay the
obligation so far as he could—by exert-
ing his influence as a governor of the
school, he had done so. But, in point of
fact, he had been met half-way, or more
than half-way, by the headmaster,

Wharton had offended, deeply, in
many ways; his punishment had beon
just, in the opinion of the masters, if
not in his own. But an act of unseclfish
heroism atoned for much. Willingly,
indeed gladly, the Head had concurred
in Sir Iilton's suggestion that the
junior should bLe pardoned for all
offences, as a reward for what he had
done, and given a chance to start fresh
with a clean slate.

Mr. Quelch had no choice but to
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concur., He could scarcely stand out
a%‘mnsh his chief and a governor of the
school,

The outeome of the whole affair,
therefore, was not that Wharton's
pumishment was changed for one moro
severe, but that 1t was washed out
entirely; which was undoubtedly a
bitter pill for Mr. Quelch to swallow.

To him, it wes a defeat!

His authority had been set at nought,
and the rebel had not only got away
with 1t, but got away with it with
colours flying, as it were [

That scene in the Head’s study was
a bitter memory to Mr. Quelch.

In some respects, he lacked the serene
wisdom of the Head; but he was n
much keener and sharper gentleman;
and he knew very well that Wharton had
been leading him on, “drawing ” him,
in fact, mnﬁing a fool of him,

The young raseal had allowed him to
believe, almost foreed him to believe,
that the story of the rescue was a fake,
o spoof, a wild invention, All the time
he had proof up his sleeve, ready to
cover the unfortunate Form master with
confusion.

Mr. Quelch realised that, in a contest
of wits, he had been beaten by a school-
boy, and, not only beaten, but abzolutely
put to rout !

FFellows who saw Mr. Quelch that
ovening, declared that he looked more
like a gargoyle than ever; that he
looked as if he wanted to bite somebady.

No doubt that was an exaggeration;
but certainly Henry Samuel Quelch was
feeling very sore. Certainly it was his
intention to keep the sharpest of sharp
cyes on the junior who had defeated
him, and all the Remove knew that it
behoved the rebel of the Form to walk
warily,

Wharton worked alone in his study
that evening. Sinco the break in tho
Co, YFrank Nugent did his prep in
Study No. 13 with Bob Cherry. Prep
in an atmosphero of chilly silence was
not grateful or comforting. Aifter
prep, there was a discussion in Study
No, 13, followed by the Co. coming
along to Study Neo. 1 in a body, with
some others of the footballing fraternity.

Squiff opened the study door, and
gave Wharton a cheery nod.

“QOh, here you are!” he said,

‘“Here I am,” answered Wharton.

“Weo've come to speak about tho
captainey,” explained the Australian
junior. * You resigned, which was all
right while you were under detention
for the term. Now that's washed out
you can take it back, see?”

“We want you, old bean,” said Peter
Todd amicably,

“We all say tho same,” said Tom
Brown.

“The samefulness 1s terrific!” declared
Hurree Jamset Romn Bingh solemnly.
“The election’s been fixed

Saturday |” said Harry.

“No neced of an election, if you take
back your resignation,” said Squilf.
“We carry on as before, what?"

“ Anyhow, if there’s an election, we
shall vote fm: you,” gaid Bob Cherry.
“So it comes to the same thing.”

Wharton gave him an icy stare.

“1 haven’t asked you to vote for me,
that I know of,” he answered. “If
thero's an election, I['d rather you
didn’t I”

“You silly ass!” roared Bob.

“0Oh, don't be a goat, Wharton, for
goodness’ sake ! exclaimed Sqaiff
impatiently. “Can’t you keep your silly
temper for two minutes together 7"

“If a majﬂritiy(v of the fellows want
me to take back my resignation, I'll
take it back with pleasure, now that

for

I'm frece to play in the matches,” said
Harry coolly. “But I don't want to
hear anything from false friends.”

“Why, you checky rotter——" gasped
Bob.

“Here, I've had enough of this!”
growled Johnny Bull. *1I'll leave it
to you men.” And Johnny tramped
away savagely,

“Harr * exclaimed Nugent.

“I believe T told you once, Nugent,

that I'm Harry to my friends. You're
not one of them !

Nugent sct his lips.

“You'll soon have precious fow

friends left, at this rate,” he said. “You
can Iﬁu and eat coke—I'm done with
you

He walked away, and Hurree Singh
followed him in silence, and then Bob
Cherry. 'The other fellows exchanged
rathor uncertain looks. The rift in the
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Co. secemed to be turning into active
enmity. Still, that was nothing to do
with football, and football was the
matter in hand,

“Well, look here,” said Squif uncom-
fortably. ‘" We've nothing to do with
your private rows! Are you going on

us ukl,];,rpur#t-hu.b’s what we want to

know 1
“I'll be glad to!”

“That's settled, then !”

And the juniors left tho study, all of
them dissatisficd with Wharton per-
sonally, but glad at least that they were
not losing their captain, after all, Bob
Cherry lingered by the study door after
the others were gone. IHo was angry;
but he was perplexed, too. Bob's
honest, simple mind could not under-

stand the bitterncss in his former
friend’s look and tono. Pals could
quarrel and part without all this

rancour. After some minutes of thought

25

Bob put his mop of flaxen hair in at
the study doorway again.

“Look here, Wharton—" he said.

“Shut the donor, please!”

Bob’s blue eyes glinted.

“You're asking for it!* he eaid.
“Dut I won't row with you. What the
dickens is the matter with you, I'd
like to know. We're not friends now;
but that's not my fault!”

Wharton’s lip curled. Fresh in his
mind were the words he bhad heard at
the door of Study No. 13 when he had

one there with the intention of putting

18 pride in his pocket and taking the
first step towards a reconciliation. He
could neither forget nor forgive.

“What's the good of this tosh?” he
said scornfully. “You've done with me
for good—you said eo, and I suppose
you know your own mind.”

Bob stared at him.

“What's that? I never said =o !

“Oh, cut it out!”

. If any fellow's told you I said any-
thing of the sort, he’s a liar 1” exclaimed
Bob, ra.iain? his voice.

" Enough!”™ said Wharton, with
savage sarcasm. “ You said so gﬂurmlf,
and I heard you! Now clear(”

“You nover heard me say nnd?l;hing
of the sort,” said Bob. “ You're dream-
ing, or else fancying things to justify

ou in being a sulky fool. I'd like to

now when and where you heard me
say anything of the kind!”

“Oh, you didn't mean me to hear!”
sneered Wharton. “But I happened

to.”

“Well, you got it wrong, some-
huw{ﬂ;—"

“Cut it out, I tell you!” snapped
Wharton. “I heard you, and tﬁat‘s
enough.”

“Well, they say that listeners never
hear any good of themselves,” said Bob
angrily. ‘"I suppose you caught some-
thing, and got it all wrong tell you
I never said—"

“And T tell you it's a lie |”

“Do Eﬂ'ﬂ want me to knock you across
this study 7" roared Bob Cherry, his eyes
blazing and his fists clenched.

Wharton laughed mockingly.

i Yeui if you can do it!”
“You've called me a liar!” said Bob
thickly

“T call you one again! I'll repeat it
as often as you like! I'll shout it out
for all Greyfriars to hear, if you want

R

“I'll jo soon stop you, then!"
growled BQE; and he came across the
study at Harry Wharton, with his fists
up and his eyes laming over them, and
the next moment they were fighting.

THE FOURTEENTH CHAPTER,
Down and Ount !
1 FIGHT !
A “They’re ucrn.Fping g
“1 say, you fellows, they're
oing it in Study No. 1!”
squeaked Billy Bunter.

There was o rush along the Remove
passage.

QOutside Study No. 1 the pnﬁaaqe
gwarmed. Inside the study two mutually
exasperated fellows were pgoing it
hammer and tongs.

““Bob !” shouted WNugent.

Bob did not heed. He needed all his
aliention for his adversary. The fght
was a fierce and strenuous one.

The study table was dashed aside,
chairs knocked over right and left,
books and papers and a streaming ink-
pot strewn on the floor. In the midst of
the havoo the two juniors trampled and
panted and hammered. The doorway
Tae MacNer Lisrany.—No. 1,289,
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was packed. A sea ol eyes stared on at
the scene.

“Go it, Bob!” shouted a score of
voices.

Not a man there doubted that Whar-
ton was in the wrong in that sudden,
fierce outbreak of hostilities. Ilo knew
it, and it added to his bitterness. He
was not in the wrong—he was in the

rlqht-nt least he was certain of it.

‘I say fellows, Wharton's
down |” ﬁqhau.m Bunter,

Crash |

He was up again in a twinkling. His
face was white and set and savage.
Now he was fairly landed in the scrap
he realised that was not fit for it.
The strain on his arms that day in the
struggle with the runaway horse had
told. He had forgotten it, but he had
to remember now that he necded every
ounce of his muscular energy.

Fierco determination might have
carried the day against a more powerful
adversary, but could not help against
strained and aching muscles.

He went down again, orashing,

Bob Cherry stepped back.

“Chuck it!” he exclaimed. * Whar-
ton, old man, chuck it! Look here, I'll
give you best if you like—but chuck it !

Wharton was on his feet with the
epring of a tiger. To be pitied and
spared was the last blow to his pride.

“You rotter! Come on, you rotter|”
he panted.

e hurled himself at Bob.

“Cave!” yolled Hazeldene from the
passage.

“Oh crikey! I say, you fellows, it's
Quelch !” )

Mr. Quelch came striding up the pas.
sage, the crowded Removites made way
for him, and he glared in at the door-
way of the study.

“Cease this at oncel” '

The combatants dropped their hands
and step back. The Remove
master's gimlet eyes fixed on Wharton,
His look was black and bitter. It would
have been injustice to Mr, Quelch to say
that he was glad to have caught the
rebel of his Form in a new act of de-
linquency, so soon after his pardon by
the Head. But undoubtedly Mr,
Quelch’s cars and eyes had been very
much on the alert, and he had come up
very swiftly at H!m sounds of uproari-
ous disturbance from Wharton's study.

“Wharton! You unruly boy, what
does this mean?” thundere Mr.
Quelch.
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Wharton panted. .

“¥ou ask me what it menns—you
don’t ask Cherryl I'm to blame, of
course,” he said between his teeth,

“I have not the slightest doubt that
your unruly temper is to blame for this

disturbance,” said Mr. Queloh sternly.
“Bo silent | Cherry, what are you doing

in this study?”
“I—I ecamn to—to——"" Bob stam-

merad. “We—we had a row, sir; it's
nothing. I'm really to blame. T struck
the first blow, sir——"

““And why?”

Bob mumbled,

“Got it out,” jeered Wharton, It
was beeause I ealled you a liar—which
is what you are.”

Bob Cherry breathed hard. But he
made no rejoinder.

“*1 had no doubt that the provoca-

tion came from you, Wharton,” said
Mr. Quelch. “You have now admitted

it. Leave the study, Cherry! IL.ecave,
all of youl”
“But, sir—" stammered Bob,
"Gol”
The Removites went, Mr. Quelch

took the cane from under his arm.
“Wharton! Bend over that chair!”

Wharton looked at him. The inten.
tion to disobey was plain enough in his
look. But Mr, Quelch, like the rebel of
his Form, was at the end of patience.
Ho had beon defied, defeated, baited,
by this mutinous boy, and a moment's
hesitation to obey was more than
enough for him. He made a stride at
the junior, grasped him by the collar,
and bent him over the chair, Then the
cane rose and fell with loud and heavy
swishes.

Swish, swish, swish, swish |

Fellows in the passage stared at one
another, with bated breath, as they
listened to the swishing of the cane.

“Quelchy’s going it!" breathed
Skinner,

It ceasod at last. Mr. Quelch tucked
the cane under his armm and left the
study—leaving a white-faced, panting
junior staring after him with defiant
Urning ceyes.

The Remove fellows went down to the
Rag. Wharton was left ealone—alono
with his bitterness and passionate re-
bellion.

“It's rotten!” muttered Bob Cherr
disnmlllyhfnsainr; a hand over a bruise
nose. "My fault, too—"

“Rot |” growled Johnny Bull. *He
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knew that Quelch was watching for a
chance—and he offered him one—"

“If—if I  Thadn’t gone to the
stud ;—-" muttered Bob miserably.
“If I'd kept my temper; but—but I got
rather wild when he called me a liar,
Oh, it's rotten! What’s come over the
chap? He fancies that he heard me
say that we were done with him for
good—I never said so—"

“ He, he, ha1”

“ Shut uIJ. you fat villain(” bawled
Johnny Bull, at that squeak from Billy
Bunter.

“0Oh, really, Bull! I don't think
Cherry ought to tell whoppers——" said
Dunter. “It's not a thing I'd do my-
gelf. I think——"’

“What do you mcan, you dummy?”
growled Bob savagely,

“Well, I heard what Enu said, as well
as Wharton,” grinned Bunter. “I1 was
outside your study when he came along,
when you had the meeting on, you
know. I don’t know why he came, but
he went back when he heard that.”

“When he heard what?” yelled Bob.

“You said you were done with
Wharton for good, and it was no use
!ﬁﬂk;ﬂg, E;'Iidhthmé was tlmt,’{’l grir&ned

unter. eard every word, and so
did Wharton.” y ’

“You—you idiot! I was speaking
about the football—I meant that we
were done with Wharton as football
captain, as he couldn’t get out to play
in the matches——"

“He, he, he!”

“So that’'s what he meant,” said Bob
blankly. *““Of course, I thought he was
fancying some rot or other. I never
meant—you fellows know I nover
meant ani'thu}g but the captainev—if
ho'd heard a little more, he would have
known that.
that—""

“He had to go off at the deep end,
without finding out what a fellow really
was talking about,” grunted Johnny
Bull. *Tsn't that Wharton all over?”

“I'll go and speak to him," said
Bob, “I can set that right.”

He tramped out of the Rag, and
hurried ug to the Remove passage. The
door of Study No. 1 was closed; he
opened it and looked in,

Harry Wharton was leaning on (he
table, his face white as chalk. Bob
felt a pang of compassion and remorse,

“ Wharton, old man——" he said.

Wharton looked at him. He did not
speak; but his oyes glittered.

“Look here, it was a rotten mistake—
I've found out what you heard at my
study door—I never meant——"

“(et out!”

“I was speaking about football—it
was a football meeting—I meant wo
were done with you as footer captain,
because of your detention—"
“Get out ™

“Won't you listen to me?” asked Bob,
“1 tell you—I give you my word—-="

“Will you get out of my study?”

“1 want you to understand—""

But it was too late, and Bob realised
it, Tho captain of the Remove came to
wards him, with eclenched fists, and
glinting eyes from a white faceo.

“Get out, or I'll throw you out |

Bob stepped back quietly, and shub
the door. It was all over now, and he
knew it only too clearly as he left
Study No. 1. que kwp.

(Now look out for next week's MAGNET
and a ripping Guy Fawkes yarn of
Harry Wharton & Co,, entitled: “THE
GLORIOUS ‘FIFI'H'® AT GREY-
FRIARS!" [It's full of bLig bangs and
explosive surprises. And don't forget
that this issue will contain Bix wmore
FREE picture stamps to stick in your
album.)

I mmade it plain enongh
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capture.

READ THIS FIRST.

Convicted of robbing the Earl of Huntford of a diamond star, Hal Lovett and Jerry McLean are conveyed to the convict hulk

Ethalion, anchored at Woolwich. As the resuit of a prearranged plan, the convicts fire the ship, and Hal and Jerry escape. After

a series of exciting adventures they pay a nocturnal visit to Huntford Hall, the homes of their enemy.

act, however, but thanks to the timely intervention of Isaac Quilt, who happens to be on the same lay, manage io evade

Acting on the advice of Quiit to make for tha Grey Mill Inn, Epping, the two adventurers gallop off in the direction
of Chading Wharf to catch the ferry for the Essex coast,

They are caught in the

The Essex Crossing!

HE ride to Chading Wharf and

! the ferry which was to take

them over to the Essex coast,

was a long and hard one. No
signposts showed the way. Jerry and
Hal were careful in approaching toll-
gates and in making inquiries, for
travellers in the night were few.

At the tail of a London-bound coach
they managed to pass one of the toll-
bars on the main coast road. .

Though their horses were conspiou-
ously like those that had been owned by
the Blackheath squire and the famous
Bow Street officer, Martin Cosgrave, the
tollkeeper failed to recognise tfle;n.
Perhaps his eyes were dimmed with

s!ﬂcE.
Chading lay off the main road. Thoy
rode through narrow, muddy, rutted
lanes trying to find it, and in the grey
of dawn came upon a gaping rustic who
put them right.

Day had broken when Jerry and
Hal rode down to the wharf at Chad-
ing and asked for Charlie Marten,

A bearded and surly looking bargeeo
directed them with a throw of a hand
which held a discoloured clay 1zﬁuipna.

“¥You'll ind Mr, Marten in the 'ouse,”
.IIE‘ Eﬂidl i I

The house was a tarred brick building
with o slated roof, flat-fronted, and ugly.
Some fishing-nets were drying on the
tarred brick walls. The door of the
house stood open, and a smell of sizzling
boecon emanated from the interior.

Jerry and Hal rode their horses
right up to the door, dismounted, and
looked in,

A fat, bearded man sat in his shirt-
sleeves at o round table in a tiny room
go littered with furniture and rubbish
that he could searcely move.

“Mr. Charlie Marten?” said Jerry,
with a grin.

The man's grey eyes narrowed as he
took stock of the strange horsemen.

“That's my name,” he said. "“And
who tml?r you be? Been fighting, by the
looks of your bruised faces and your
torn clothes.”

It was a direct challenge.

Jerry cast a glance over his shoulder
to make suro that the man with the clay
pipe had not followed them, then erossed
the threshold.

“Charlie,” he said, in a frEEudIF tone
that made the fat-faced man smile and
nod a::i!;quglf, “Isanc Quilt sent us to
you. He said you would take us and
our horses over to the Essex side.”

“Did he?” answered Marten. “ And
what’s it worth to you, my fine gentle-
muan " .

Jerry planked a guinea on the round
tabletop. _

“That,” he said, “and more if you
deem that insufficient.”

Charlie Marten pocketed the guinea
without a word, then got slowly on to
his feet., Pushing Jerry on one side
first, he looked the horses over, then
again took stock of the men. Tfsen he

ulled a piece of erumpled paper out of

15 pocket. It was covered with the
neatest writing.

“You can read. I can’t,” ho said.
“What does that say 1”

Jerry read the following:

““The man McLean is riding a fine bay
hunter known as Galloper. The boy,
Hal Lovett, rides ua chestnut stolen
from the Bow Street officer, Martin
Cosgrave. These two men are conviects
recently escaped from the burnt out hulk
Ethalion under cover of a mutiny. 1t is
thought likely that they might try to
cross the Thames to the 1{55-:311 coast.”

This sentence at once caught Jerry's
eyes, but there was much more of it, and
this in particular, that the adventurers
were wanted “ Dead or alive !”

“Well 2” queried Charlie Murten, with
a grin, when Jerry had finished reading
and handed the paper to Hal,

“You know what the paper says?”
rejoined Jerry.

“I've had it read to me by n
scholard,” answered Marten., “Maybe
those two 1t mentions are you and your
friend.”

“And what if they are?”

There was a long pause during which
Marten looked at Jerry and Hal
again. Then he took out the gold coin
and examined it, turning it over and
over in his palm.

“In that case, since Isaac Quilt sent
you,” he said, “I've a mind to ferry
you across in th> light barge. And as
n labourer i1s worthy of his hire, 1 shan’t
mind taking your guinea. But, friends,
we shall have to wait till dusk before we
start. There are lots of prying eyes
about here.”

“For instance,” said Jerry, jerking his
thumb at the man with the clay pipe,
who was going on with his smoking.

“Oh, you can trust old Jimmy !” said
Charlio Marten, “Ilo only acts under
my orders.”

He shrilled a whistle, and the man
with the eclay pipe ceased smoking,
waved his hand, and whistled back an
answer,

“All safe, Jimmy?’ called Charlie
Marten.

“Safe as you say, Charlie,” drawled
the man in answer, and he went on
with his smoking,

Charlie Marten beckoned the travel-
lers into the house.

“You can put up your horses in the
old boathouse !” he cried. “T’'ll get
Jimmy to bring ’em in a feed of hay
and a drink o' water. You can groom
em down after breakfast, You'd bettor

stay inside the house till sundown,
though. It wouldn’t do for you to bo
n?en ?here. Anyone see you come
along 7"

“Only Jimmy, that I am aware of,”
replied Jerry,

The horses were eventually housed,
and later fed and groomed. ?anr;.r and
Hal spent the day sleeping on rough
beds just under the roof of the ferry-
man’s quaint old house,

When the night shut in they took
their horsea along the wharf and down
a bank, where some planks had been run
to the waiting barge.

The horses were led on beard, after
which the planks were cast off, and the
barge was pushed out into deeper water.
Here she slowly drifted away on the
tide, the helmsman swinging her about.
Then the brown sails were run up te
the rattle and squeak of a turning
winch,

A breeze filled the flapping canvas and
billowed it out, and soon the light craft
was cutting wup-river and heading
across the Thames to where the low line
of the Hssex shore showed up grey in
the hanging mist.

The tide was runming out, and pro-

EIIESE'WHE plow. Laghts gleamed upon
the rver, and twinkled here and there
far inland as the craft drew near to the
Fssex shore,
The sail was half-lowered and the pace
of the barge checked. She drifted
slowly, ever so slowly in, whilst Jimmy,
hanging over the side, took his sound-
ings and called out hoarse directions.

Suddenly the stem grated on gravel,
and the sail ecame down with o run.
They were over.

Lights were flashed, and planks were
run from the deck of the barge down to
the shore. The horses were led genily
down these. Then Jerry and Hal
shook hands with Charlie Marten and
thanked him and Jimmy. A shower of
silver coins rewarded the latter,

Then Jerry and Hal led their horses

up on to the grass bank, From there
they looked back.

"“All right, Charlie!” ecalled Jerry
MeLean.
“All  right, comrade,” anawered

Marten, as he filled his pipe and handed
his tobacco-pouch to . Jimmy. *“The
barge will float off again when the tide
runs in. She’s almost due to turn now.
o straight on, and bear lelt after
ﬁﬂlt"ﬁ'ﬂ passed the railed end of the road

alf a mile away yonder. = Mind you
don't fall into the muddy ecreeks.
There's scores of "em about., When you

get to the Grey Mill Inn give my kind
regards to Simon Babbett.”
erry called back a promise, and then
led the horses on. ' )
Soon they came to a rail, and, passing
it, entered n weed-prown road.  With

Eaturda
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the reek of Thames mud in thoir nostrils
they [nmmtéﬂ and rode slowly onward,
glad when 'the moon came up so that
they could -see tlicir way.

An hour later they came to a high.
w&g They passed a tollgate nhd found

irection-post. Then they began some
hard riding. But it was after midnight
when they at last came within sight of
the Grey Mill Inn,

All around and about them was the
q{urmua fercst of Epping. The Grey

ill Inn nestled in a bower of oak-trees,
Its doors were shut, and most of its
windows i m darkness when the travellors
rode up. Jerry E-‘ﬁ-'lll':l-ﬁ himself out of
the saddle and led Galloper by the rein
to a window from which a llght
gleamed.

Thmth this he peeped—and mml:]m
to his blank amazement, he saw & man
seated in the bar-parlour talking to a
forid-looking, burly man clothed in
brown, who, Jerry supposed, must be
the landlord, Simon Babbott. Dut it
was not Emmn Babbett who attracted
Jerry’'s attention, but tho other man,
the sight of whom made him whistle,

THE MAGNET—EVERY SATURDAY

Tovett, with a dubious shake of his
curly head. “From what Xsaac Quilt
and ["Imr'.ltﬁ Marten said., wo ou hl: to
have found friends instead. 'hat's
brought Cosgrave out so far from
London, T wonder?"

“The answer, my boy, i3 that we aro
supposed to have friends here. And
what sort of friends are we likely to
run mlo, but highwaymen and house-
breukers and thi 5% That's our luck,
boy. TI've no doubt Cosgrave has re-
ceived information. We must watch the

inn. I don't suppose Cosgrave has come
alone. We can’t approach Simon Bab-
bett until the Runners have gone.

Iot's go oand snatel an hom’s sleep.
We'll keep wateh on the Greyv Mill Iun
in the morning.”

The two adventurers lurned inla the
forest, sought a dry, sheltered spol, and
tied up their horses in a grassy bollow,
Then they threw themsel s down on a
bed of dry.leaves and slept.

The birds awakened inem at day-
break, and stretehing themselves, they
took the horses farther into the forest,
Having done this, they went back to the

among *he trees, and fxed their evas
ipon the Crey Mill fon.

Market cartu- rumbled lazily along the
road, and some humble horsemen rocle
by. ’A coach clattered along to the tuno
of a post horn, raced past the inn with
a challenging fanfaronade, and then
vanyshed round a bend with wheels
spinning and dust flying, Some yokdls
strolled up to the inn and took their
scats at the table which had been placed
outeide. A buggy and a curricle
arrived. Hens seratched about in the
dirt, and the sign swung creaking on
its hmges adding its squeak to the
medley of country sounds.

Later, o man wearing a three-
cornered hat and o red waistcoat camo
out of the inn yard, looked up and
down the road, and went back again.
It was o Bow Strect Runner, but not
Martin Cosgrave,

About half an hour after that two
Runners showed themselves, and stayeil
chatting in the bright sunshine. 'Ihen
a third Bow 8treet officer led a couple
of horses out., Martin Cosgrave ap-
peared at the inn door, by which time a

“Jerry,” said Hal Lovett, as he fringe of the wood, hid theinselves score of gaping rustics had gathered to
flung himself G“E; of the H?ﬁdlﬂ and blink at the celebrated thief-takers.
joined his friend, “what is it — - Cosgrave had brought a patrol with him.

i

ome and look, Hal!" shispered
Jerry McLean.
As He peered in through the diamond

On no account should you
miss the

Soon there were a dozen men and their
horses %mu[}nd outside the inn. Jerry
and Hal saw Cosgrave shake hands with

panes, Hal Lovett also recognised the the landlord and swing himsclf into his
man who wns tnlhtn%tu the landlord of - . saddle, giving his hanger a hitch. [His
the Grey Mill Inn ¢ was Martin Cos- Six plcture Stam S men ranged themselves behind  him.
??::ar ﬂh:&lf thgf mcﬂ-ﬁ i E.I:ln:f‘} ﬂEE-I‘:‘l';'-: p ’J.’hr:g Hi' touch nfd lmmt’l to l:latlhrjllll, I“.

nners, a cmy } 4
Iliﬂlll'h'tﬂ il the road ! Gl?ﬂﬁ Fl‘ﬁe Egl wﬁm;u“:g] ?\:';ntc:;mm?::'“ m:}fﬂ \‘;r:?aﬁ
cLean scized Hal by the arm, round the bend which the coach had

and ﬂ'lElI.' eyes meot,

Cosgrave's ruddy face was stretched
in a smile, and the two adventurers
could see him ecmphasising his words
with an emphatic shaking of lis fore.
finger. They could not hear what he
war saying, but his deep-chested
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NEW-MOWN

refreshing aroma !
unending variety.

for Sample DBottle, Gd.

AGONY COLUMN.
IFnee FEEDs yYor Axivans |

up at midday for dinner in Hall

HAY IN YOUR STUDY!
Perfume your quarterz with a delicato and
We stock sludy scents in
New-Mown Hay, Shem el
Chuckit, Shrick of Arabhy, ete., ecte.
Skinner's
bomb Loboratorics, No. 11, Romove 'nssage.

A meal fit for
any dog or eat can be obtained by turning
I—(Inserted
by * Disguated Gouwrmet,” Remove Form.)
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FAGS! HERE'S YOUR CHANCE!
Why mot Lave your fingera pemonnenily
tattvoed with artistic inkstaing and aveid tho
trouble of renewing your old atains overy day ¢
Guaranteed not Lo wear off '—For terms, apply
Q. 1. Ticld, Ko, 14, Remove I'assame,

Thoe suggestion that the dynamite sfores
in tho school miniature rifle range ara not
anfely protected can be dismissed as absund.
Why, when we mentioned it to Gosline, he
simply exploded

REASSURING:

with Jlaughter |

-

— i

NEW KIDS
READ THIS

You're Interviewed Here

" Good-morning, new kid! 8o
you've come to CUroylriors, have
yout Oh, hum !

* Of course, you've come straight
from o prep school, haven't you ?
And you were top boy there, waoren’t
you i Of courso ! Youalways aro !

“ They used to think you awiully
glever at your leasons, didn't they 1
The Principal used to pat you on
Lthe back and ndmire you an awinl
lot T The assistants used to eay
you'd make n narme in the world,
didn’t they ¥

" Iiverybody admired the way
you played footer, didn’t they ¥
And they told you you'd _.v..s_umwmm
play for your epunty ot ericket in
time 7

# E:ﬂ:w: they liked your kindly,
gontle character ? And they
thought you wero frightfully good-
looking ?

“We knew they did! Well,
now you'vo arrived at Greyiriars,
just pget this into your youthiul
noddie :

“ First, you're poing to be the
bigeest duffer in the Second at
class-work.

" Beeond, if you're going to malke
a name in the world, it won't be
for a long, long time. In the mean-
time, you'ro less than the dust
end of no acecount whatever |

" Third, you ean’t play footer
for toffee, and your so-called
ericket's painful to watch,

" Fourth, you may he kind and
gentla to your prep-school pals,
but you're only soft to us!

" Last, but not least, you're as
ugly as a wagon-load of monkeys |

“ Think you can swallow all that
lot ¥ If you ecan, you're going to
get on well here. If you ecan't,
you're going to bo e¢uflfed, kicked,
and licked till you jolly well do
awallow it !

" That's all for tho present, new
kid. Now run away and learn to
f[ry herrings on a penholder in
your Form-room "

PRESSMAN SOLVES

“A.OM.C.”

PUZZLE

MYSTIC RITES BEHIND LOCKED DOORS

The seerot of the A.OMLC.
ig out, lads (writea our Specoial
Commissioner). [ deelared that
I'd find out all about this mys-
torioua aecret socicty or bust,
and by penaetrating the atrong.
hold of the movement, [ have
heon ablo to [earn everything |

As it waa impossible to get
past the door without a member-
ship badge, 1 took the precau-
tion of luring Stott, one of tho
leading members, into my m:mﬁ_.ﬂ
beforo the meeoting. Having
bound and gagged him, [ an-
nexed his memhbership badge,
locked him in the study, and set
off in o mood of optimizm which
was soon justified by my getting
past the stewards on the box-
roorn <oor without a challenge.

The soenes [ witneased in the
eourse of the following half-hour
were simply staggering ! Ilirst,
tho ecelebrated W. G. DBunter,
who has been known for some
timo to bo the head of the
movement, entered  to the
straina of ' 8co the Conguering
Hero Comea * from a eomb-and.
paper band, Bunter, with great
solemnity, then donned his
robea of offico and ceremoninl
jewaollery, which conaigted
chicfly of an inverted saueepan
on his head and a chain of cups,
books, inkwells, old boots, and
rolling-ping round his neck |

The members of the A.OM.C.
then performed o kind of war.
dance round the throne on which
Buntor had taken his seat.,
Headed by Snoop, they charged
ronnd and round for quite w
long time, concluding with their
sceret ritual of two high kicks,
n fist-shaking show, and tho
hurling of invisible objeets at
cach other. This extraordinary
ﬁanmaﬂupu__u? i which 1 had to
join Lo escape suspicion, left me
open-mouthed with surprise |

When order had been restored

WOULD

DICKY NUGENT'S
WEEKLY WISDOM

A frend with o feed is o frend indecd,

Bunter stood up, with a jangling
of ornamcents, and called out :
“ Brothera of the A.O.M.C.|
Bring out your fresh exhibits 1 ™

Half the lollows in tho box-
room promptly stepped forward
with the most motloy colleetion
of miscellancons articles wyou
ean imngine. Old boots, tonat.
raclka, fire-irona, dumb-bells,
cushions, ericket-stumpa, photo-
framea, ond footballs wero
simply poured at Bunter's feet.
Bunter eved them with o atern
eye through gleaming spectacles.

“ 1 sny, vou fellows—T mean,

brothers '—fancy dumb-bells
now ! Bit thick, isn’t it 1 *

“Down with tyranny !
yelled someone from the back.

“Whaot-ho 1" said Dunter
darkly. ' We're poing to got
our own back on thoe bheasts one
day ! Tersonally, I haven't had
much thrown at me this week—
all it amounts to is a picture and
& book on ' Kindnesg "1 "

Bnoop gave o disgusted grunt.

“Jolly fine Grand-master of
the Order you are—I don’t
think | If you don't do better
soon we shall kick you out and
eleet someone c¢lse—me, for
instanco | ™

“ Rats! "' gaid tho Grand.
master cheerfully., ' None of the

YOU BELIEVE IT?

other membors begides me have
ot the nerve to toko our stuff
own to old Solomon in Court.
field and sell it, and you all jolly
weoll know it ! "

“ Now what about sharing
out last weck's procceds ™
asked Tubb of the Third.

““ 1 was just going to mention
that,” Bunter said. ** Brothora
aof the Ancient Order of Misaile
Collectors o

And that's how I learned
what it was all about! The
whole world can know now
that * A.Q.M.C." atonds for
" Ancient Order of Missile
Collectors "1  The proceedings
of the next five minutes left no
doubts as to the oima and ob-
jeeta of the Order, and when
Bunter, having failed te account
satisfactorily for tho proceeds
of the Order's last * haul,”
went flying out of the box-
room on hiz neck, 1 knew the
whole thing from A to Z.

Let it be known, then, that
the Ancient Ordor of Missile
Collectors consists of fellows
who are alwaya having objoots
fAung at them by exasperated
colleagues. Instend of leaving
those objects Iying usolessly
about, the members of the
ALOUWMLC, colleet them and take
them along to Bunter, who, in
turn, tokes them down to
Courtfield and eella them !

It's stagmering—il's olmost
incredible—but thevo you are |

The * Groyfrinrs Herald,”
nocdless to say, intends to _Sm%
a very sharp oye on the A.O.M.C.
in the future |

CRASH! PLONK !
TINKLE !

Ilsskins is tickling the 1vores
again _ Yap, yap, yap! Here
comes Colter, jowing, ns vsual !
Don't .Wc: wish you could switeh
'‘emn off at will ¥ rtop wishing,
then, and DO it, instead ! One

air of RAKE'S S8OUN D-
"ROOF EARPHONES ghuts
out all noise. Lasts o lifetime
Obtaimable at 2/- each from
R. RAKE. Study No. 0, Remove
Passago.

TEA ON TAP

Weird Wheeze That
Went Wrong

Fisher T.

‘ish startled the

Rimove onp day last week by
stigeering up the stairs carrying
a tremendous burden of long

métal pipes.

several faps were

staggering after him with a

cldeotion  of

matsl connections,

Lomenss urn,
“What on ea
me "
wll.

"You ask no

demanded

eimilar pipes,
and one

rth is tho giddy
Johnny

questions and I

gupze I'll tell you no termino-

loginal

That woa al

. mexactiiudes |
Fishy'n mi:inﬂ

was
reply.

wa could get

oub of him for the time heing.

Wa couldn't

help

wondering

whiat he waa up to. His prepara-

tidng were most
laid the
of the
ccanecked

ipe lending

mystervious. He

m:.HEm along both sides
temove passage  and
them
into

a main
his study.

with

t was all very intriguin

Then, on

the 1 ﬁmmaﬂwﬂ z

moming, ho revealod thoe
secrot.

His stunt waa to supply tea
from tho tap on tho penny-in-
the-slop principle to every
study in the Remove |l All wo
had to do, it seemed, was to
open our study doors, insert
a penny in the nearest slot,
and hold a eup underneath the
tap. Hall a pint of tea, with

sugar and milk, was then auto-
matically delivered !

A howl of derision greeted
Fishy's prowl announcement.
Fellows said that it was fan-
tastie, [eeble, footling, that it

wouldn’t work, and that Fishy
ought to be sgent to o mental
homo.

“ Hard words break mno
bonca, 1 guess ! ** grinned Fish.
" You wait till tea-time to-day
and sce 1’

As it turned out, wo didn't
have to wait so long as that.
Just ns we wero turning out
from aftornoon lessons, there
waa o terrifio explosion from the
dirsction of the Remove
quartera, Whon we arrived an
amazing sight mot our eyes.

The pipea had burat in hali
a dozen places, and boiling tea
and steamy wns shooting out all
over the passage ! The hot lea
promised by Fishy had evidently
got o good deel too hot !

Mops and pails were hastily
brouzht into use, and Fishy
rushed to turn off the heat.

(ueclehy turncd up in the
raiddla of the pandemonium.
Quelchy hos o magio gift for

turning up at the wrong
Eﬂu._.__ﬁn:ﬂ l
Fishy'a putomalio ten-

supplying apparatus has now
been dismantled.

‘iahy is nt present squirming
nll roun:d his study after a
painful  interview with the

same Quelchy.

AS OTHERS SEE
THEM

What I Think of

Lord Mauleverer
By FERCY BOLSOVER.

Lord

Mauleverer !
Win's he, anyway !

Huh |}
1 ecould

kntek him into the middle of
no'g wealt, if I {felt like it )

¥ all

the slackers I ever

knsw, that blessed belted earl

ia the slnokest !

For instance,

lnal E_m,:.,. instead of turning

upde hig appoin

fasl as

tmnant to referee

o ﬁ_:_wu in the gym., he fell
ce

Mauleverer ia !

p in his study !
That's tho kind o

chump

[ could understand the fellow
gnoozing his life away if he
hadn't any money. But it
gimply beats me to see a chap
wlo's rolling in oof wasting his
days | Why, if I received half
the pocket-money Mauloverer
has, thero'd be no holding moe.
I'd go to big fizhits and shows,
have o hired car out overy
‘* halfer,” and fairly paint the
town red ! But money means
nothing to Mauly.

Of eourse, he's o good-hearted
troop and all that. I've bor-
rowod many o half-ocrown from
him—and paid it back, by the
way | Why, 1 don't know. But
there's somecthing about him
that ma kes me want to
do it.

Perhaps it's beeause Maul.
everer may not be such a mﬁu:wm:
headed sap as he seoma. You

et o kind of idea, now and
npgain, (hat underneath those
half-claosed lids of his he's eyveing
you with a lot more intoreat
than he shows openly | Whether
it ig8 30 or not, I'm dashed if 1
can say. But ['ve ofton noticed
when he does wake up and talk
that he knows ao thundering
sight more about other cliaps
in the Remove than I know
mysaelf !

Still, the fact remains thot
ho's a ﬂqmsu alacker who badly
neods shaking up and kicking
down the Remove passage.
One of these daya when I can
gpare time from my numerous

ghting engasements, I'm going

to do it !
(Don't miss Mauleverer giving
out a few home-truths about
Bolsover in next wceek's issuo,
chaps '—Ebp.)

GREYFRIARS FACTS WHILE YOU WAIT!

as I thought when Lord Manlevere:
treated mo in tho Courtfield Bunshop
meerly to get in conversashun with thn
new yung lady behind the counter )

Still, 1 think sho ought te bo warned
he’s been spoony on wnll the other yung
ladiea there. My advice to her is : Dough-
nut trust him, gentle maiden |

Aithough rolling D

Vernon-8mith lives very trugally,
his only extravagance being an
occasional run in a hired car with

his friends.

ithe girls
eye Oof Mjss Primrose.

m._m-___._p__ = order

the Rag |

money, The Famouos Five ars irequent Ugee ounigr 4ctadny recelvés o
visitors to Clif House Bchool,
where they are entertained .E.m
under the benevolen

lor five shillings,
ck Rake pholographed it, and ‘move,
ap enlargement now hangs io

Wuerd Hioary
ping-poug champion of the Re-
He's an excellent tennis

player.

in

too.

nndizpuieda

Mr. Capper, master ol the UDpoE

Fourth, is8 a Bridge flend, and has

publisbed a handbook on the
subject.

GWeorge Buistrode, !n apite o hia

bulk, recently wom the Obatacla

Roce. Wun Luog was second |

Eilly Bunter, __wuﬂ._mnn__._._. came in
na

i —— ==

SEXTON LEE’'S
AMAZING METHODS

Sexton Leo, tho great aleuth, dropped
in at Greyfriars last week at a most
opportune moment,

Vernon-Smith, after licking Angel of
the Fourth, nnd rowing with Mr. Quelch,
had completed a Trouble Treble by gelting
acrused of unfurling a flag over the Schoo
House bearing the following words :

" Quelehy’a unjust from head to tocg—
One day I'll bust hia blinking nose ! 2

None af tho chaps believed it was his
work reelly ; but, when aceused, ho smilod
n sneering emila and laughed moekingly,
The heak nwarded mithy a detontion.

Sexton Leo, when approached, promptly
ngreed to investigate the mystery, and in
less than five minutea was stajgprering us
by his amazing mothads,

Knitting his brows, he stopped Mr,
Gueleh as he was walking H_Ea:mr the hall.

" Youare quite sure that all the evidenco
in this flag afiair points to Vernon-Smith’a
guilt, Mr. Quelch 1" he nsked,

Quelchy glared.

*“1 don’t know who you are, sir, but it
undoubtedly doea ™

'“ Then, obviously,” smiled Sexton Lee,
" Vernon.Smith is not the culprit. I have
always found that the person againsb
whom the evidence pointa is innceent,
while the person whoem nobody could sus-
peet ia guilty | Now, you are the lost
person on earth one eould mnmm.naw_ of put-
ting up the flag, are you not t

“ Blesa my soul ! 1 most cortainly am !
Mnmvmﬁ_ AMr. Queleh.

Sexton Leo laughed.

““ In that case, you are undoubtedly the

ulty party. Probably you did i1t while
wwpnotiged, or during a fit of somnams.
bulism. Glad to have becn able to solve
tho myatery, sir | Call me in again when an
innocent boy's name wants clearing 1V

Sexton Lee then elearcd off, leaving
Quelchy completely petrified |

Unfortunately ho wasn't convineced.
However, weo're glad to say Vernon-
Smith managed to prove his own

innocence. He found a bill for the fng in
Aubrey Angel’'s study, and after under-
lining Aubrey’s namo, sent it on to Queleh,
Jo that was all right |

By the way, ns wo go to press, we learn
that ' Sexton Lee " was only Wibley,
up to one of his weird japes |

] ’ -

Lonzy’s Little Letters

Desr Editor,—I am sorely perplexed
by an impeded inhalatory coudition
oconagioned by an inordinate incrense in
the membranousa secretion of rheum
appertaining to my nasal organ. The
Houvse Damo recommends atmospherio
nﬁ.nw:mﬂ__ contexoporaneouslty with the
inhalation of cucalyptus as an alleviative
measure against the catarrhal irriation,
Youra truly,

Avorzo Topp.

(Take our adwvice, old bean, and go fo
Wmn“_.s_:.r a2 wot towel round your nappor |
LD,

e e e “———



