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FUN AND ADVENTURE WITH HARRY WHARTON & C€0., OF GREYFRIARS—

'M?AT RULES GREYFRIARS/

BY

THE FIRST CHAPTER.

Chucked Qut !
ﬂ I'F!
N It was not like George
ngitﬁ the captain of Groy-
friars, speak  in  such

emphatic tones that his vaiee could be
heard in the Sixth Form passage outside
his study. On this occasien, however,
he did !

ng Remove juniors who were coming
np the pﬂbﬁﬁf& with “lmes in their
hands for delivery in Wingate's study
gtopped outside the door.

Harry Wharten smiled. Bob Cherry
. chuckled.

# Qennds as if the old scout’s in rather
& hait,” murmured BEob

“ Tt do—it does " agreed Wharton.

“Hhall we go In 1"

“ Um—better wait,
Harry doubtfully.

“Nol” came Wingate's voice again,
londer and sharpe Eilan before. " No,
Loder! I've sazd nn. and I mean no !
Can't you take no for an answer?”

* Look here——"

The voice of Gerald Loder of the Sixth
Form was also raised. It camo quite
clearly to the juniors outside.

Evidently the bully of the Sixth was
i a bad temper—nothing unusual on
Loder's part. But Wingate also seemed
to be in rather a “bait.”" as Bob Cherry
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pethaps,” =said

FRANK RICHARDS

It’s the firm intention of Gerald
Loder, the *black sheep’ of
the Sixth Form at Greyiriars, to
get the whoele sehool under his
thumb. As Head Prefect he siands
a chance of petting his way. But
when he comes up against Harry
Wharton & Co. he fOnds himself
biting off more than he can chew I

expressed if, which was devidedly un-
usual, As » rule the captain of Gre
friars had a very genial and Equnhﬁ
temper.

* That's anﬂugh Loder I”

il .7 you won 't listen to a man——

“1 won't 1™

Wharton and Bob exchanged glances.
They felt a good deal of interest in this

¥3

“row " botween the ca tam of the
school and the blackest s at Grey-
friars, but certainly the:,r d: not want

to listen to talk not intended for their
SArs.

{n the other hand, they had been
ordered to bring their impositions to
Wingate's study at six—and it was
exactly six. To walk away with their
lines, and be called over the coals after-
wards for not handing them in on time,
did not seem guite good enough.

So they hesitated, not knowing quite
what to do, but aware that it would not
be wise to knock and enter whila the
row hetween the two great men of the
Sizth was golng on.

“Will you let me speak? Loder’s

volce was almost a roar. “You call
yaurself cn.ptam of the school, Win-
gate——"

“1 eall myself exactly what I am!
And it's hecu.m-ﬂ I'm captain of the
school that vou're not playing in the
Highcliffe match. What do you care for
football, anyhow?" came Wingate's
seornful voice. “ Have vou got bets on
the game—or what ¥’

“T'm keen on plaving. I'm a better
man at the game thsn several that

ouw’ve put in the team—Fotter of the
%;[I‘I] for instanco—"

o Pﬁtter mayn 't bo as d as vou at
your boest,” conceded Wingate. * But he
can be relied on not to break bounds on
the night before a match and turn up
zick and seedy for a game.”

“That may have huppened once——

“It’s happened more than once—but
once i enough. Look here, if you wans
plain English you shall have it] You're
not playing in the Higheliffe match—or
in_any other match so long as I' m cap
tain of the school—berause you'ré a
rotten slacker and loafer and black-

uard, and I wouldn’t be found dead in
the same team with vou! Is that plain

enough ***
* (h, hat ! breathed Bob Cherry.
“ The crf& bean's got his rag out, and
1o m1stai-m, murmured Wharton, I
Cnn t barge in

i

I say, we'd better cut.
while that circus i3 goin
“Put what 1E}nut the n-‘:s?"
“(h, blow the me.g1
“1 say, you fellows!” Billy Bunter

of the Remove rolled up the passage
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smeary impot in his fat,
“1 say, amnn I late? That

TF

with an in!":i]rI
ﬁ:uhbv hand. “1I say
ast Wingate said aix—— )
“No hurry to go in, Bunter,” said
Wharton hastily. )
There was silence for the moment in
the captain's study. Gerald Loder ap-
arently was taking his time to digest
ingate’'s “plain English.”
Bunter came to a halt and blinked at

the two Jjuniers through his big
gpectacles,
“T say, vou fellows, what are you

waiting sbout for?” he ssked. “Isn't
that beast in his study yet "’

“Fathead !" -

“0Dh, really, Wharton! o 1z n beast
—a& rotten beast!” said Bunter. “Look
at the way he gave me lines, because I
cut [ooter practice, and I told him I was
ill and had a pain and—"

“Well, he gave us lines for knocking
Coker's hat off." said Bob. *You wcre
o slacking little fat pig to cut footer
but it's & Remove man's duty to knock
Coker’'s hat off.”

“Oh, reaily, Cherry—" i

Bunter broke off with a jump as
Loder's voice boomed in the study.

“8o that's how you talk to a prefect,
Wingate, you hound 1

“"VYouu wouldn't he a prefect much
longer if the Head knew you as well as
I do, Loder! And no fpney names,
please | You're asking to be thrown
out of thiz study on your neck ™

“T'd lika to see you do it!" roared
Loder.

“0Oh crikey !” gasped Bunter. “I say,
they're rowing in there—two BSixth
Form men, you know—rowing like a
peir of fags—"

“Bhut up. Bunter! Let's get out of
this "' said Wharton hurriedly. And he
bocked along the passage with DBob
Cherry.

Bunter did not retreat, however.,

Billy Bunter had no scruples—mane
whatever—obout listening to what his
fat cars were not intended fo hear. And
bhe was intensaly curious, This was
“pie™ to Bunter! He was hearin
things that he was going to retail with
gﬂa# relizsh fo & crowd of jumiors in

e Rag.

There was a sound of 2 moving chair
in the study. George Wingate had
risen to his feet.

“You'd better go, Loder 1™

“You rotter—="

“Are you going ™"’

"You've alwavs beeon against me—ron
and Cwynne and North and all your
ﬁm in the Sixth. You've put vour
eads together te keep me out of the
school gamez! I'm not standing it!"”

“I don't quite sce whet else you will
do. Anvhow, I'm fed-up witk you,
Loder! Get out of my study 1

TF

*You cur——
The study door was flung wide open.

Billy Bunter fairly faspﬂd with excife.
ment as he blinked in through his
spectacles.

Loder and Wingate were standing
faco 1o faco—the latter angry, scornful;
the former almost panting with rape
Loder’s hands wera clenched, and he
seemed to find difficulty in restraining
himself from Einntm his fist full in the
seotnful face before him.

Neither of the seniors observed the fat
figure in the passage, blinking in with
deep and intense inferest.

“That's enough, Loder! Get out!”

“You hound—"

“That's more than cnough!
going |V

Wingate of the Sixih made & stride at
Loder gnd grasped him. Loder spun in
kis stalwart grasp.

You're

He gave a panting crv of rage and
struck at Winlg}:t&'s Efm he E:.!J.dden
blow brought a red mark to Wingate's
cheek,

The next moment Loder spun round,
his feet torn from the foor, and was
hurled headlong through the doorway.

" Whooop ™

Crash !

Bunter had not expected that.

The bully of the Sixth, whizzing
through the doorway like a cannon-ball,
erashed fairly on the fat junior, sending
him flving backwards.

“Yarocooh !"” reared Bunter as he
went.

He rolled over on the floor of the
Sixth Form passage. Loder of the Sixth
rolied over him.

"Yow-ow-ow-ow-0nw I volled DBunter.

“Gerroff I T say— arcooh! Oh
crikey ! T'm  sguashed--I'm  killed |
Whasoooop!"”

Wingate stared out of his doorway.
“What the thump—" he ejoculated.
111 T’nuﬂap t‘l ]

THIS WEEK'’S
RIPPING GIFTS!
The Sheriff’s Star

Wear Lhis badge—copied exactly from
the stars worn by the sherilffs of
Western America—under your coat
lapel, or on your waistooot or shirt.
By bending over the tab at the top,
You ean fasten it inte a buttonhole,
or over the top of a pocket. See that
all the fellows in your gang have
one, tool

The Invisible Writing
Pencil.

Always keep thiz pencil sharpened to
a lne point st both ends, and press
very lightly on the paper. The
wriking remains Invisible uvptil the
paper iz slightly warmed in front of
a fire or over the fame of a4 match or
gas-jet. Always write your messages
to your pals with this pencll so that

nobody else can read them!

L A e B

? Make sure you complete your

i Sheriff’s Outfit by giving a

regular order for the MAGNET
right now !

“Ha, ha, ha!" came from the end of
the passage, where Wharton and Bob
Cherry wore watching the interesting
ECene.

Loder staggered to hiz feet,

e stood panting, red with rage. his
fists clenched, glaring at the athletic
figure of the Greviriars capisin framed
in tha study deorway.

For a few sccond: 1t looked as if he
would renew the tussle. But the cool,
contemptuons face of the Greviriars
captain scemed to daunt him.  He
swung away down the passage, unheed-
ing Bunter, who was still spluttering on
the floor. But as he rcached Wharton
‘and Bob Cherry, his rage blazed out.

Perhaps they were grinning a little.

der’s unceremonious exit from the
captein’s study had its comic side. But
there was no doubt that the bully of the
Sixth was enraged by the fact that the
juniors had  witnessed that uncere-
monious exit.

He made a audden grab at them and
caught them by their collars.

Bang !
. Before they knew what was happen-
ing, their heads came together with a
loud and ringing collision.

Two yells wers blended into one |

bl il

The next moment the bully of fle
Hixth flung them aprawling, stamped on
his way inte the study, and slammed
door shut.

THE SECOND CHAPTER.

A Surprise for Loder!

ARRY WHARTON picked him-
self up,

He rubbed his head, which
had & pain in it. He panted
for breath. His lines, and Bob's, lay
scattered on the floor, and they re-
mained there, unheeded. Wharton's

eyes were blazing.

S"The rotten bully I he said, between
his teeth, *Come on, 3

He started towards Loder's study.

Wingate had.gone back inte his room,
Billy Bunter tottering in after him with
his lines. Wingate had net seen Loder's
action in dealing with the fwe juniors
along the passago.

“Ow, wow I mumbled Bob Cherry, as
he rubbed his head. “Oh, my napper!
I s:;rj;; old bean, you've got a jolly ]?:rd
nuk |

“Come on [* shouted Wharton.

Bob cut after him and caught him by
the arm,

“Hold on !” he exclsimed. “What the

dickens—"

- I'm going after Loder—"
Hold on! He's & prefect, you
know——-*"*

“I don't care if he was headmaster !
He's not going to bang my head and

itch me over like a sack of potatoes!

ome on, I tell you I” roared the captain
of the ove,

He jerked his arm loose and ran on to
Loder's door

“Oh, my hat!" ejaculated Bob.

He ran after his comrade. Tackling a
prefect of the Sixth Form was a serioua
matter—an awfully serious matter ! But
if Wharton was risking it, Bob was not
the fellow to hold back, He was at
Wharton's heels as the captain of the
Remove turned Loder’s door-handle and
hurled the study deor wide open.

Loder of the Bixth, in his study, was
sorting out & cigarette] to comfort hina-
self with a smoke. He supposed that he
had done with the two Removites,

That was a mistake on Loder’s part.
He had not finished with them—he had
only started !

Ho glared round as his door was
hurled open with a terrific erash. Tho
cigarette dropped from his fingers, and

he made a grab at the ashplant Iying on
the table, knocking over the box of
cigarettos,

" Wharton——" he began.

“You rotten bully I roared Wharton.

Then he charged aercss the study,
straight at the bully of the Sixth.

Loder's hand was on the ashplant
when Wharton reached him, and his
clenched fist struck, catching Loder on
the side of the jaw.

The senior staggered awav, collided
with his armechair, and sat in it quite
sucldeniy.

Never had Loder of the Sixth been so

astonished.
that, bully 1" yelled

“Take

Wharton.

B‘Lﬂh crumbs ! He's taken it 1” gasped
ob.

“By gad!” Toder leaped out of the
chair liﬁc B jﬂukvin-the-b:?:c. “Why, I'll
—ClIl—I'l—" He grabbed the ash-
plant with his right and the captain of
the Remove with his left. *“I’ll skin
youl I'll—I'1l—"

The cane came down with a terrifie
swips. Wharton yelled and struggled
ficrcely. Duf, sturdy as he was, he %md
no chatce in the hands of a burly senior,
and it would have fared badly with him
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had not Bob Cherry rushed to the
vezcue. But Bob rushed in promptly.

Ho graeped Loder round the neck and
dragged him over.

Tﬁa big Sixth Former went down on
his study carpet with a crash, Wharton
sprawling over him, in a sea of spilt

arettes.
he ashplant d:ﬂpjnﬁd from his hand.

“Pila in " gasped Bob.

“Give him socks ! panted Wharton.

Loder, amazed and enraged, strugeled
furiously. The bully of the Bixth was
asocustomed (o carrying matters with a
high hand, and the penalty at Grey-
friars for © punching a prefect ” was the
sack !

Both Wharton and Bob had rather
forgottenn that. 'I'hei_ were  punching

1

Loder, and punching him hord !
Thump, thump, thump, thump!
Loder struggled and roared. He

gtrove madly to tear himself loose and
get on his feet, But though he was a
aod deal more than a match for one
emove junior, the two of them were
able to handle him—and they did!
They thumped him right and left, heed-
tess of his struggles and yells and howls,
and of the important fact that he was a
Bixth Form prefect who, 1n theuerg at
Jeast, could not possibly be punched by
juniors |

The uproar in the study rang aleng

the Sixth Form passage—a very un-
accustomed wuproar in  those lofty
precinets.

er Sixth Form men cama out of
their reoms to stare 1n on the scene.
Gwynne and Morth and Sykes ctood
staring in st the deorway. Carne and
Walker followed them.

“Cireat pip 1” gasped Gwynne, and he
rushed in and dragged the juniorsz away
from Loder by main force. Faith, and
are ya mad ntirely i

“Let go!” shouted Wharton.

“¥You young ass ! El.sljjaed Gwynne.

“0Oh erikey 1" B'Iﬁ:y unter blinked
in at the door. “I say, you fellows, here
comes Wingate 1™ 3

Wingate eame striding down the pas-
sage. Tho other seniors made way for
him, and he came into the study.

Loder, breathless, crimson, furious,
was staggering to his feet, gurgling for
breath. Gwynne was holding back the
two Removites.

“ What's this row ? snapped the Grey-
friars captain. "“"What are you juniors
doing in Loder's study ¥

“Thrashing that rotten bully!®
snapped Wharton.

"“What 1” roared Wingate. ]

Loder leaned on the table panting.

“T'Il take them to the Head!” he
gasped.  “They shall be sacked for
this—kicked out of the school, by ﬁad ™

““Rats to you I retorted Bob Cherry.

“Hilence I rapped Wingate., “VYon
young rascals, do you mean to say that
vou've dared to enter a prefect’s study
and ﬂ)itch into him "

o you think we're going to let
Loder gm]g our heads together and
itch us about the floor?” roared

harton.
“Quict, please! Did youn do that,
Loder §°°

“Find out " snarled Loder. .

“I'm asking you, to find out,” said
Wingate quietly. “If vou did, you've
askerl for what yon got.”

Loder glared at him. g2

“Are you going to back up juniors in
attacking & Saxth Form prefeet?” he
bawled. “We'll zee what the Head
says about it.”

“Certainly, let’s soo what Dr. Locke
has to say about it 1" apreed Wingate.
“ Wharton, Cherry, follow me to the
Head's study; and you come, too,
Loder.”

“You can keep out of this, Wingate I

Tue Macrer Lasrary.—Neo. 1,380,
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snarled Loder.

vours

“I think it is, as I happen to be head

refect a3 well as captain of the school |

ollow mme, the lot of youl? saids
Wingate.

He wealked out of the stndy, and
Wharton and Bob Cherry followed him
at onece. Loder followed more slowly.
E’he rest of the seniors were left in a

L2,

Wingate strode on, heading direct for
Dr. Locke’s study, DBob Cherry made &
rucful grimace at* his chum as he fol-
lowed on. That Loder had asked for
what he had got was certain: but it was
not s¢ certain what view the headmaster
would take of the matter. Still, Win-
gate was there to sce feir play, and the
juniors hoped for the best.

Loder cams tramping after them with
a scowling brow,

His first thought wasz to get the
culprits before the Head, with a report
that they had attacked a prefect, for
which the sentence was, or ought to have
been, the “zack.™

But a little reflection showed ILoder
ihat the matter was not so entirely in
his hands. Banging the heads of Lower
BSehool boyes and flinging them along a
passago,.was nob by any means within
the fprlﬂleges of a prefect, Indeed, any
prefect who carried on in such a way
was not likely to retain his position after
it came -to tia knowledge of the head-
master.

Lader realised that, if Dr. Locke sat
in judgment on this matter, the outcome
might be worse for him than for the
juniors,

The Head's door was in sight when
Loder hurried on and tapped Wingate
ot the shoulder. The Greyiriars cap-
tain stared round at him.

“Yon can chuok it!” said the bully
of the Sixth, savagely. *1I don't want
tho matter to po before the Head ™

“And why not?” demanded Wingatc
contemptuously.

“"{ro and eat coke!” retorted Loder.
And he swung round and stamped
savagely away.

Bob Cherry winked at his comrade,
and Wharton smiled.

Wingate stood staring after Loder
for & moment or twoe. Then he turned
to the two juniors,

“Fou can cut!™ he said curtly.

And they promptly “eut.”

“It's nmo business of

FE—

*“{h, reallv, Skinner——>"

THE THIRD CHAPTER.
“ Rot 1! sald Herbert

Lucky for Loder!
HG AMMON 1 zaid Skinner.
Vernon-Smith.
“(Oh, really, Smithy——"

“Tell us another ome, do!” said
Souiff.

“T sav, vou fellows, it's true!™
howled J_{ill:l,r Bunter.

“Bow-wow ! said Peter Todd.
“I tell you I zaw it with my own

ir

B

“Not with anybody else’s?”  asked
Smithy.

“Ha, ha, ha!”’ :

“1 saw them punching Loder!”

roared Bunter. “1 ean jolly well tell
vou they blacked his eyes, and—and
broke his nose—"

“And cut his head off?"" asked
Yernon-Smith.

“Ha, ha, halt”

“No, yvou ass——" howled Bunter.

“They might as well, while they were
about  it!” yawned Frank Nugent.
“1)id they leave him dead, or only
dying ¥

“Ho was fearfully injured—he
couldn't stand when he got wp—*

“Cio it 1™ zaid Johony Bull, " Pile i%
ﬂn rr

“If vou fellows don’t believe me—""

“The believelulness is not terrifie [”
chuckled Hurree Jamset Ram Singh.

*“Ha, ha, hal" : y 2

Billy Bunter was telling his exciting
tale in the Rag. Most of the Remove
fellows were there after toa. .

Bunter had burst in full of exciimig
news! Punching a prefeck was 5o un-
heard of at Greviriars School, that tins
was really the news item of the ferm!

When Lower-School fellows punched
a high-and-mighty prefect of the Sixth
Form, in his own study, it was time
for the skies to fall. It was an event—
o sensation=—a tremendous happening |

S50 the fat Owl of the Remove
naturally expeeted an outburst of ox-
cited inferest.

Instead of which the fellows all
laughed., Bunter and his startling tales
were too well known for casy belief.

The fat junior blinked round him,
through his big spectacles, in great in-
dignation. Really it was rather hard
not to be belicved when ha was telling
the truth! That was not a thing that
often happened !

“1 say, you fellows—"

“Keep it up!”’ said Peter Todd en-
couragingly. *DHd they pick Loder up
by his ears and chuck him across the
study "

“No, you fathead———="

“Why not?”" asked Toddy.
not make it a good one, wh
about it 7

“Beast! T'm telling you exactly what
beppened!” roared the indignant Owl,
“Loder was in a fearful temper becauso
W:ingate chucked him out of his study,
an _._-__’l

“Oh, Wingate chucked him ont of his
study, did he?"’ chuckled the Bounder,
*This is getting better and betfer 1™

“He biffed into me and knocked me
spinning 1* said Bunter. “I shoved him
off, and said, ‘*Don't barpe into me,
::uuiyrut{ir! 3 T%'msu very words.”

" ¥es—] ecan hear vou saving that to
Loder 1* chueckled Smithy, e

“Then he sprang at Wharton and
Cherry like—a—a tigar! Hs left them
];'ini in the passage——*

“And now you're lying here[”
marked the Dounder,

“Ha, ha, ha "

“They rushed after him and mopped
him up in his study, and blacked both
his eyes——and—and——"

The door of the Rag opencd, and
Harry Wharton and Bob Cherry came
in. All eyes were upon them at onee,

“This way!"” called out Peter Todd.
“Come and listen to Bunter's latest,”

“T say, vou fellows—""

4 Nutl';ing in it, I suppose?” asked
Frank Nugent. Ie noticed that his
chums were looking rather flushed and
breathless, " Bunter's spinning us a
warn abont you fellows handling a Sixtl
Form Prefect—"

“It's the truth ! roared Bunter,

“Bhut up, Bunter!”

" Beast! I tell you—?"

“Wonderful to relate, Bunter's telling
the truth for onee!” chuckled Bob.
“We've been handling Loder.”

“You've blacked his eyesi™
Peter Todd.

“Oh! My hat!

. “Why
e you're

re-

veiled

Mot quite I"* gaspod
Bob. “We'va jolly well punéhed him,
though not so much as we wanted to.”'

“¥ou've punched Loder?” exclaimed
the Bounder.

“¥es, hard!” answered Wharton.

“ 1 say, yon fellows, I told you so—"'

“Bunter zavs Wingate chucked lum
out of hiz study—"

“He did "

“{Oh, great pip!™

“1 zay, you fellows, I told you—"



“Shut up, Dunter !” roarel a dozen
voloes.

Every fellow in the Rag gathered
round Wharton and Bob Cherry, eager
to hear what had happened. To Billy
Bunter's deep and intense indignation
ho was disregarded. There was a buzz
of excitement in the Rag, as the two
juniors told their tale.

“By gadl’” said Temple of the
Fourth, “ You fellows are for it now,
and no Fldd_‘r‘ crror.’’

“How's that, fathead?” demanded
Bob, “Loder dared not take it beforo
the Head. He climbed right down.”

“T wouldn't like to be in your shaes,
all the same " grinned Cecil Reginald
Temple. *Loder won't be long In
finding out a way to make you st up
for it. Sixth Form prefects are rather
dangerous animals to rag.”

“Oh, rather!” said Dabney of the
Fourth. ;

% 0Oh, blow Loder!” said Dob care-
lessly. “Loder can go and cat cﬂiﬂe.
Who cares for a rotter like Loder?

HWiWare prefects!” whispered Hazel
dene. ) )

The two juniors had left the door of
the Rag open when they came in. A
fizure appeared in the open doorway.

t was that of Loder of the Sixth,
with his official ashplant under his
ﬂrmr
A sudden ‘:hlﬁ% fell g the crghﬁ%egi.
juniors in the Rag. It was ewvi
ilhat ilm bully of the Sixth had heard
Bob's rather reckless words.

Temple winked at Fry and Dabney of
the Fourth. He had prophesied that
Loder would net be long in iimi-lnl'.tp; out
s way to make the Removites =~ sit up.
His prophetic words were soon verified !

Garal£ Loder strode into the Rag.

“YWhat was that you weére Ssaying,
Cherry ¥* he asked.

Bob looked at bim.

“Was I saying anything?” he ?._ﬂkeﬂ.

“1 heard every word you said! .

«J didn't know youn were listening
behind the door, Loder !” said Bob,

Toder set his lips, and slipped the
ashplant down into his hand. Hse
painted to a chair with 1it.

“ Juniors in this school are not
allowed to descriho prefects as rotiers,™
he remarked. “Bend over that chair,
Cherry !

Bu::l:nzr drew a deep breath.

There wns a pauge! Loder’s game,
ovidently, was to let the shindy in the
study drop, snd seck & new cause of
offence. And he had found one! Now
he was wielding his apthority as a
prefect, and certainly it was against all
the rules of Greviriars School for a
Lower hoy to speak of a prefect as Bob
had done. Loder waz, technically at
least, in tha right this time! Xe
swished his ashplant.

“Bend over !" he rapped.

Bob's eyes sparkled.
h';l*.?mt T:atttar!” he said. “You rotten

[F] b B S

“Are you bending over, or shall T
take you to your Form-master?"” asked
Loder with a savage grnn.

The juniors wers tensely silent.
Laoder was a bully and a “ rotter,”” there
was no doubt about that, Yet, on the
present occasion, he had ample pretext
for wielding the ashplant, and there
was no doubt that Mr. Quelch, the
master of the Bemove, would have
upheld him.

Bob Cherry realised that, and realised
that there was nothing doing! He
draw & deep. deep breath, and bent
over the chair,

Swish! Bwish! Swish!

The ¢ane came down hard ! Bob set
his teeth, and bore it in silence,

(Continued on nex! page.)
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Bwith! Bwish! Bwish]

HBix,M At Greg!narn' Bechool, meant
any number of * whops,” from one. to
six, Loder made it a full "“aix.”

And evefy one was & “swipe.”

Beb waa fairly wriggling by the tnne
that aixth stroke had fsllen, Loder

ut all his beef into the last one in the
ﬁnpa of eliciting a yell from his victim,
‘Et' was all that Bob could do'to keap 1t

aek. But he did do it, and not &
sournd came from him,

Loder tucked the ashplant under his
arm again. He see rather inclined
to po on, but even Loder bad®his limit.

“Mhat will ba & lesson to wyoul” he
remarked. . .

Bob rase to his feet, hiz face white
and furious. He did not speal.

“¥ou can take s tip from thaf, Whar-
ton ¥ added Loder, with a glance at
the captain of the Remove.

Wharton's eyes were gleaming, and
he found it difficult to control hiz anger
and resentment. But he did not
answer, He was well aware that the
bully of the Sixth was t.r‘i.'mg to “draw
him.” Even er had to have am
excuse for administering a “ whopping,”
and he was trying to make Wharton

ive him one. The captain of the

move declined to fall into s0 palpable
a trap. :

*Do you hear me, Wharton ?” rapped
Loder, in his most bullying tone.

“Y] hear you” answered WWharton
quietly. -

Even Loder could not find fault with
that reply. He gave a Q{’L&re. rather
like that of 8 wolf with the lamb out
of his reach, and stalked out of the

[E=o

THE FOURTH CHAPTER.

“Goall™
" CCIDENT& will happen ¥
eaid Bob Cherry.
“Um " murmured Whar-

ton aﬂ‘::m*l:st,fwu:ili+

“%udl it‘n getting dusky—"

[ 4] m

“Jolly rigky, that sort of accident!”
remarked Johnny Bull .

“The riskfulness is terrific I mur-
mured Hurres Jamset Ram Singh.

“ And Loder's rather dangerous, just
at present,” observed ¥rank Nugent,
* He's been like a bear with a sore head
ever cince Wingate p the list for
the Highcliffe match. He can’t get over
being Eaft out and a Fifth Form man
put 1n over his head.”

Bob Cherry enorted.

The reasoning of his chums was good,
but Bob was not in & mood for calm
reasoning. :

He was feeling deeply the effects of
that savage “six ” in the Rag.

The Famous Five were punting a
footer about in the quad when Loder of
the Bixth came out of the House.

The dusk was falling, and it was
close on time for lock-up, but the bell
had not yet rung. ;

er was now pacing on the path
that ran under the windows of Mastere’
Btudies, with his hands in his pockets
and & deep frown on hia face.

He did not seem to observe his_old
enemies of the Remove in the offing.

He w&:' t.};inl:i of nt&er, %ndhpmretn_n-
portan oes—yyingate an 15 set 1n
the Sixth Form.

All Greyfriars lmew how bitterly
Toder resented being left out of the
team that was going over to play the
Highcliffe first eleven on Wednesday.
He hardly made & seeret of his rage and
e in. And they knew it still more
indubitably since the story had gone
round of his “row ™ with Wingate, and
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of his forcible ejection from the eca
tain's study. Bi]fy Bunter had ﬂrﬂ&t};
told that startling tale far and wide.
r was thinking—and
wondering—how he could possibly “get
kis own back ™ on the captain of
school. At all events, he was so buried
in deep and bitter reflection that he
forgot his surroundings, snd did npot
seein to realize that he was displaving
& scowling and ill-tempered face to
every eye that glanced in s direction.
Mr. Quelch, the master of the
Remove, glancing from his window,
spotted that scowling face, and frowned.
hat, in Quelch’'sy opinion, was not the
sort of expression that s Sixth Form
refect should wear in dpen quad. And
ueloh eniffed as he went away from
]h:.!ﬂ window. Loder did not even see
1T},
Bob Cherry had the foothball at his
feet and his eyes on Loder, That footer

Perhaps

—an old one, used for punting at odd
moments—was & little soggy, and ver
damp and muddy. It had collecte

juicy mud from several puddles in the
quad. And Bob could not help think-
ing how rmg it would be if that
footer— accident, of course |—
happened to land in Loder’s mwlinﬁ
face. Accidents, as he had said, wi

happen i

“g?gﬂ it & misg, old man 1" counselled
Harry Wharton. "“That sort of acol-
dpnt-*ia & bit too palpabla. Let Loder
rip !’

“1 could cateh him right on the beko
from here——"

“ Bow-wow I said Johnny Bull, “Give
1t & miss, you ass] Yoo might miss
Loder and land’ it in & master's
window.”

B“b Miss your grandmother!” grunted
ob.

The portly form of the Fifth Form-
master could be discerned at his open
study window,

He was not looking ont, however. He
was standing with his back to the open
window, apparently addressing someone
in his study.

Glancing at him, the juniors had a
glimpse of Coker of the Fifth stand-
i the study with an unheppy expres-
sion on his rugged face. Coker, it
seemed, was getting a lecture from his
Form-master—not 8 new experience for
Coler, and not an enjoyable one. .

“The old asy isn't locking out,” said
Bob  “That's all right! yhow, old
Prout hasn't anything to de with us.”

“0Old Prout has something to do with
everybody and everything 1" said Frank,
laughing. " He never minds his own
business,”

“0h, blow Prout! Look ‘here, you
silly ass!” added Bob, M.J‘:‘h“‘g Bull,
to settle the argument, kicked the ball
away.

“Come on, Bob 1 called out Wharton.
“Punt the ball, old man, and never
mind Loder now.”

“Oh, rata!” snapped Bob, who was
not in his useal sunny temper.

However, ha followed hiz comrades,

snd they punted the ball about. Three
or four other fellows ;ained W mithy
and Toddy, and Field and Hazeldene

and Wibley. The ball ran from foot
to foot, and Bob, for the moment, at
least, forgot Loder of the Sixth.

But a kick from Vernon-8mith
dropped the muddy footer mgain, ten

or twelve feet from the prefect pacing
on the path by the mastors’ windows,
and Bob, chasing it, was the first to
reach it.

Heo was tempted—and he fell 1

It really was irresistible, and Bob did
not stop to think., His foot seemed
really ltu lift the footer of its own
BCCOT

N E{B shar for goal—goal being Loder’s
ead.
Bt Loder's luck was in,

He was passing Prout’s window when
Bob kicked. In smnother second the
footer would have c¢rashed on the side
of his head, knocking him over om
Prout’s window-sill,

. But in that second, by sheer ill-luck—
ilkluck from Dob's point of view, though
not from Loder's—Walker of tha Bixth
called to him from the quad, and Loder

stopped and turned his head.

hat did it!

The whirzi footer missed ];.ra-dﬂ."i
head, so closely that a spattering of
mud was left on his face, and shot on
itz appointed way, right in at the open
window of Mr. Prout's study.

That would not have mattered very
much if the study had been vacans
But it was not vmcant. FProut w
standing there, with his portly
to the window.

Bob Cherry stood trapsfixed.

It all bappened in little more than »
second, yet the hnl:lhlm junior had time
to realise the awfulness of it before the
whizzing football crashed on the back
of Prout’s plumap neck and hurled him

over.

Nover had a portly gentleman been
so astonished as Mr. Prout was at that
th;iﬂing moment. Life ia full of sur-
pr:sesil ;:1“ thisa was the greatest surpriss

&

that ever struck Mr. Prout,

Something—he did not know what—
banged on the back of his neck and
fupg him forward at Horace Coker,
who facing him.

Cioker, in his turn, was astonished.

Coker had often stood facing his
Form-master, receiving a lecture on the
errar of his ways. But never before had
Prout suddenly hurtled at him like =
cannon-hall a.n;';{i barged him over, as he
did now,

Prout crashed on Coker, and Coker,
taken quite by nurpi:iaa, staggered back
snd =at down with & bump. Pro
sprawled over him. The football rol
scross Prout's carpet, leaving a trail
of mud.

“Great pip!” sapluttered Coker.
“What the thump—— Oh, crumbal I
say, gerroff | I say— Oh, my hat[*

‘G-g-g-goodness gracious|” g
Mr. Prout. * What—what—what—-r

“1 say, you're sguasthing me I gasped
Coker. “ What the dooce——"

Prout staggered up. He rested »
kriee on Coker to raise himself, There
ueak from Coker, like the lask

Was &
note of an exhausted soda-siphon,
Prout's weight on his waistcoat was no
Izq;ht matter,

* Qoooooogh 1"

“ Bless soul ¥ gasped Prout.

He mﬁeﬁ the perpendicular. Hoe
roped at the back of hia neck, whe
the mysterious ing had uh-ua
him. Hiz plump fingers came away
wet with mud. Ha stared dizzily st
those muddy fingers, and then at the
footer on his carpet, and slowly he
understood. Olympisn wrath flushed
in the portly famce of the Filth Form-

master. Ha barged to the window.

“ A—~a—a foothall 1" he stuttered, “I
—1 have been struck—hurled ]!ﬂdlu%
by a—a—a—a footbull! I—]—
—who—"

He glared out.

At a little distance half a dozen
juniors  were fﬁazmg on in heorror.
Closer ot hand Loder of the Bixth, with
a mud-spattered face, was grasping Bob
Cherry by the collar. He had pounced
on him without delay. )

“Loder,”” gasped Mr. Prout, “did you
see who— . .

“It was Chezry, sir I'' said Loder. "1
caught him fairly in the act of kicking
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, Loder spun round, his feel forn from the ﬂﬁnr. Next instant he went flylng headlong through

the doorway, to land with a erash on Billy Bunter, sending him flying backwards. ** Ha, ha, ha 1" came from Bob Cherry
and Harry Wharton at the end of the passage.

the ball in at your window, sir! It
nmriﬂ hit me a3 it passed.”

i erry, you——

“I—1 never—"" gasped Bob. “I
never meant——"' ;

“That will do!” said Loder. “Io

you ﬂun{’ that you kicked the ball #*
ik HEI, l!t ¥

“Take him into the House, Loder!”
said Mr. Prout in a voice shaking with
wrath. _ “Take him to Mr. QuelcH's
study | T will repair there immediately |
Take the young ruffian to hiz Form.
master at once 1

" Certainly, sir 1" .

Loder marched Bob into the House.
Mr. Prout rolled past Coker and left the
rtuddi with a purple faca,

“Oh, my hat!” said Coker. “This i3
luck 1"

It was luck for Coker, at lenst. Prout
had guite forgotten his cxistence in the
thrilling excitement of this unexpected
happening.  The lecture had been eut

ort; the lines that would probably
have followed it had not beon imposed.

rout was gome—and Coker went, too,

with a cheery pgrin on his face. He
strolled back to his study in the Fifth
to tell Potter and Greenc about that
stroke of luck. herry, in his
Il"aimamnster‘a study, was not [eeling so
ucky.

THE FIFTH CHAPTER.
In the Darl !

(T OwW .
w Bob Cherry made that
remark at 11.15 p.m.

It was quite unusual for
Remove fellows to be making any ra-
marks at a quarter-past cleven at night.

Generally at that hour the Remove
were fast asleep in their dormitory.

Bob, a5 a rule, was a sound sleeper.
But circumstances alter cases. On this

particular night Bob found it diflieult to
woo slumber, 2 ;

Lightning, it is said, never strikes
twice in the same place. Unlike light-
ning, lickings do. Having had “six"
from Loder, Bob had collected another
six from Mr., Quelch—and two whop-
Em in one day, both of them severe,

ad a rather d:sturbmi effect on Bob.

~ The result was that he slept ill, wak-
ing up se'ral times to hear the dee
snore of Billy Bunter and the chimes o
the school clock,

“Wow! Ow! Wow!" remarked Bob,
twisting  uncomforiably in his bed.
“That rotter Loder! t sss Quelch!
Wow "

He sat u .

Evervbody else in the dormitory was
faet asleep. Greyfriara hud gone to
bed at that hour. DBoh could not sleep.

Y Anybody awske?" he rawned.

There was no answer.

He grunted and laid his head on his
pillow again.

But it was useless, he could not slee
Once more he sat up. Finally, he
crawled out of bed.

Loder of the Sixth was the cause of
that unusual sleeplessness on Bob's part.
And Loder, doubtless, was fast asleep
himself. Bob felt that to be rather
unfair. Tt secemed to him only fair play
that Loder's slumber also should be dis-
turbed. And he was going to disturh it,
A “rag" on the bully of the Bixth was
rather more entertsining than dismally
wooing the slumber thai would not
cofne.,

Harry Wharton came out of the land
of dreams with & jump as he was shaken
by the shoulder., He opened his eyes
and blinked in the dim starlight that
came in 8t the high windows of the Re-
move dormitory,

“Qoooogh! Wharrer marrer?” he
murmurcd.

“Wake up !” snid Bob.

“T'm awake, you ass! What's the
row ! House on fire !

“It's a 1frk—" .

“You fathead ! What's the time?"

“ About half-past eleven.” )

“You howling duffer, is that a time
for larks?” i

“Well, I'm going down to sce Loder!
I thought you might like to come.”

Harry Wharton sg¢ up in bed,. He
starcd at the dim figure by his bedside.

“You're going down to sce Loder?™
he ejnculated.

« Just that ™

“What on earth foc?"

“Ta wake him u I'm sure he'll
wake up when I biff a pillow on his
na.?aﬂr. Stands to reason he wilb!”

“Oh, my hat! Look here, give Loder
s mieg at this time of night snd go to
sleep |"" advised the captain crlg the
Eemove.

“That's the trouble—can’t sleep ! ox-
plained Bob. “ Loder's not going to
sleep, either! I shall feel better when
I've biffed him."

“You won't feel better when you got
flogged to-morrow for ragging & prefect
in the middle of the night, you ass.”

“That's all right. fcuder‘a not a cab
to see in the dark ! Anghow, I'm chenec-
ing ib'"’

And Bob proceceded to get into his
clothes.

* My eszteemed Bob——-" The whisper-
ing voices had awakened Hurree Jamset
Fam Einih. “The ragfulness at the
witching hour of midnight is not the
proper caper.”

“ Bow-wow 1"

“Well, you're an -ase,” said Harry.
“But if you're gpoing, I'm going I"' And
the captain of the Remove turned out.

Hurree Jamset Ram Singh fellowed
his example.

“No need to call the other fellows,™
said Bob.
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“The other fellows don"t need ealling,
fathead I" It was Johnny Bull's voice
this time. *“I'm coming.’

“Same herel” came Frank Nugent's
YOLC8,

“What’s up?” It was Skinner who

spoke.  Beveral more of the Remove
'h&-:% awakened now. *“I say, what's
u LE ]

“We are !"" answercd Bob. “ Feel like
coming down and lending a hand at
ragging Loder, Skinger ' ]

“ 11l watch it 1" chuckled Skinner.

“ Billy asses 1" said Snﬂup.

“Wash it nugﬁ‘ o men,” yawned Lord
Mauleverer. %mt’s the good of askin’
for irouble?”

“Loder's asked for it,” answered Bob.
“Why shouldn't he gel what he’s asked
for 7 He's going Lo, anylhow 1

There was a sound of ancther fellow

atting out of bed. It was Herbert
%Ernun-ﬁmith

“Tm on!" he said.

The Bounder was not to be left out
of o “rag "—especially such a reckless
and risky one as this. .

“ Better kebp clear, Bmithy,” advised
Wharton.  “We're going to Elu.:,' tha
Elddy ox because Bob's got s back up,

ut vou—"

“Rats! I'm comin

And the Bounder came. Six juniors,
half-dressed, ercpt quictly out of the
dormitory in their socks, leaving a good
many other fellows awake. T%Ef took
pillows under their arms.

Waking up & Sixth Form prefect with
a “pillowing " was undoubtediy a reck-
less procecding. No doubt Gerald Loder
had asked for it, but 1t was a risky busi-
ness to give him that for which he had
ssked, ‘

But Bob was determined, and his com-
rades were going to back him up; it was
a maxim of theEF&mnus Five to sink or
swim together, And the Bounder joined
in from sheer love of risk and excite-
ment. )

The House was silent and dark, buried
in slumber, as the six Removites crept
silently down the stairs.

They reached the Sixth Form passage.

The Sixth did not steep in dormitories
like the other Forms; they had beds in
aleoves in their smdies, Harry Whar-
ton & Co. crept along the pessage and

stopped at Loder’s door.
Bob Cherry

Softly and cautiously
turned the handle.  The door opened.

Inside was blackness.

The window was covercd by a blind ;
not a igleam of the stars penetrated into
Loder's room.

"Can't hear him snoring,
the Bounder.

T Q'Lli(:t 1

“Well, he must be asleep. He won't
spab us, anyhow; it's as black as the
mside of a hat!”  Smithy chuckled
softly., *“Jerk the bedclothes off him,
and when he jumps up all go for him
together,”

The juniors repressed a chuckle with
difficulty. It was not safe to chuckle.

They crept into Loder’s room.

Dark as it was, they picked their way
casily enough. They had been in
Loder's study often enough in the day-
time to know their way about. The
aleove where the bed was placed was
across the room, and without & sound
the Removites reached the bedside.

Bob grasped the bedeclothes, gave a
wrench, and brought them off the bed
in a heap. .

That was certaif to wake Loder, if
he was there, and cause him to jump up.
The next item was the pillowing.

But to the surprise of the juniors
there was no sound and no movement
following the jerking off of the blankets
and sheets.
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LRER)

L

whispered
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All was silent and still!

1f that had not awakened Loder, it
was evident that he must be in a very
deep slumber! But the despest slumber
was not likely to resist & swipe from a

pillow! Bob swept up his pillow and
swept il down !

Swipe!

It was quite a crash as the pillow
landed |

2till there was no sound from the bully
of the Sixth! There was no movement
m the boed!

“My hat!” ejaculated Bob involun-

tarily.
“What the thump!” gasped Nugent.
Baob.

“He's not there!?

“Not thera! repeated Wharton
blankly.

There was a sudden gleam as the
Bounder furned on & tiny electric torch.
E‘éﬁ; beam of light played over an emply

1

Loder was not thera! He was not in
the room at all—at half-past eleven
o’clock at night!

"Oh erikey!” pasped Johnny Bull

Smithy shut off the light and chuckled.

“What & jolly old frost!™ he mur-
mured. “Loder’s out of bounds, you
bet—he's not been to bed at all—bet
you he's at the Cross Keys, keeping it up
with Banks and his gang:

“"Oh erumbs !

“Hark !” breathed Wharton.

There was a faint sound in the
passage outside, It came [rom the
direction of the Sixth Form lobby, at
the end of the passage.

] '11']14: juniors’ hearts beat as they heard
1t ]

Loder was not there—but he was
coming! The blackguard of the Sixth
had been out of bounds at nighi; but
even & black sheep like Loder did not
“keep 1t up ™ after that hour! He was
coming in—and six BRemove fellows
were in the study, to be revealed when
he turned on the light! In that start-
ling moment it was the Bounder who
acted with promptness.

He whipped across to the door, closed
it without a sound, and turned the key
in the lock!

“Quiet ! he whispeored.

A few moments more and the door-

handle was turned from without. But
the door did not open.
THE S1XTH CHAFTER.
Shui Up!
ERALD LODER caught his
G. breath.
Guietly but savagely he

_ twisted the handle of the door.
Why it did not open he could not under-
stand. It seemed 1mpossible that it
should not open! What on ecarth could
be the matter with it? He twisted and
turned it, and pushed on the door!

But it was all in vain! The door
remained immovable. Loder ceased his
offorts at last, and stood in the dark
passage panting.

rcaking bounds at night was =
dangerous procceding at Greyfriars.
For a fellow in lLoder’s position as a
Sixth Form man and a prefect trusted
by tha Head, it meant immediate ox-
pulsion if he was discovered.

But Loder was careful and cautious:
and a3 a rule he ran little risk. Az a
Sixth Form man he had a2 room to him-
self, and there was no eye to witness his
goings and comings. he lehbhy at the
end of the passage was an easy way of
cgress and ingress. The fact that his
headmasier trusted him made his secret
rascality easy.

=till, there was always some danger;
and Loder, coming back from his
nocturnal excursions, was always wary

and walchful. A master sitiing up late
might have heard something—s more
dutiful prefect might have awakened
and spotted him! Wingate, he knew,
suspected his manners and customs—
more than sus them, and if there
had been proof, the head prefect would
undoubtedly have done his duty in re-

riing the matter to the Head! Loder

ad to be careful—and he was very
careful indeed.

But a h:{)pﬂning like this was one
that no follow oould have foroseen.
Onee, on sueh an ocecasicn, Loder had
slmost run inte Mr. Prout taking s
late wall in the quad. Another time,
Gwynne had been up, putting in some
In.tﬂt a;'r._td]rdmd Loder had h!ﬂi to ﬂl.'f&p
past hiz door omn tiptoe. ut such a
thing as this— y

What could be the matter with the
door? It had never jammed before!l
How could it have jammed? Vet it
would not open L

Loder felt the perspiration trickle
down his brow.

Ho had to get into his room.

He could not remain in the Sixth
Form passage all night—to be found
there in the morning.

Even if a mastor did not discover
him, the captain of Grevfriars certainly
would, and that was just as bad.

In sheer terror, Loder envisaged dis-
covery; the revelation of his secret
rascality ; and the sack to follow,

He gritted his teeth and tried the
door-handle again! But it was futile;
and it dawned updh hiz mind that the
door was locked—that it must be locked.
Obviously, if it was locked it must be
locked on the inside; and thst could
only mean that someone was in the
study. Was this some idiotic joke on
the part of his pals, Walker and Carne?
They were the only fellows in the Sixth
who knew that he was going out of
bounds that night

He stooped and whispered through
the keyhole.

“Wheo's there

3ix juniors inside the study were still
a5 rmige, ;

How this strange adventure was going
to end, Harry Wharton & Co. did not
know. But they knew that they were
not going to let Loder discover them in
his study! That meant a Head's Hog-
ging for breaking dormitory bounds
after lights out.

“*Are you there, Walker ?” came the

whisper through the keyhole. “Is that
yau m there, Jimmy "
There was no answer to Loder's

anxious whisper.

“Is it you, Carnal”

Silence.

“Open the door, you fool!™ hissed
Loder through the keyhole. “What
are you larkini for, you blockhead?
Lot me in, you bhithering 1ot !

“(h, my hat!” breathed Dob Cherry.

[ ¢ Ql.l'[f"*-["

“1 ean hear you'!™ Loder had not
heard the words, but he had caupht &

faint sound of & whisper., “Yon
dummies, are you both there? Let me
into my study, confoond you! Beppose

Wingaie should spot me out here at
thizs time of night!”
The juniors grinned in the darkness.
They were not deeply concerned about
Loder's danger of being spotied by
the captam of the school. 'izlu*ir oW
danger was enough for them to think

about.

“"Will you let me in ! breathed Loder.
But answer came there none!

Loder stood breathing rape and furv,
He bﬂ%a.n to realise that 1t could not
he Walker and Carne playing a trick
on lim. But he wes sure {hat someone
was 1o the study; he could have sworn
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that he had heard a sound of whisper-

Who could it be? Who could have
known that he was absent from his rocm
that night? Only Walker and Carne
kneaw, ot someons had got into the
study—and locked him out! Bomebody,
it was clear, was playing a trick oo
him! Loder had plenty of enemies—
the Lower School were against him
almost to & man! A too ljberal use of
his official ashplant did not make him

gpular ameong the juniors. And as
E.adar thought of the juniors, he remems-
bered the two Removites who had
“punched ¥ him in that very study tha
previous afterncomn.

“Cherry ! Wharton ! he breathed.

He stooped to the kerhole again.

“You young scoundrels! i know
you're there! Lot me in and I'll say
nothing about it!"

The Bounder chuckled silently. :

“Will you walk into my parlour, said
the spider to the fy!” he whispered.
“We can trust Loder—I don’t think!"

“No fear !” murmured Bob.

“ Do you hear me?” hissed Loder. “T'll
let you off, if you open this door
immediately, whoever you are! Let me
in,*

No answer, -

There was a long pause. The Juniors
wondered whether Loder would get out
of the House again and go round to the
window and try his luck there. I he
did, their way of escape was open, and
they would not bs long in escaping
from the study once they heard him at
the window, P

But Loder was not thinking of the
window. Ha was aware that he had leit
it festened on the inside so it was use-
less to think of it :

He stood in a state of mingled rage
and terror not knowing what to do. But
he had to do somothing. Bven that
whispering at the keyhele might have
been heard, in some study along the
pessage. Ho had to get in, and he had
to get in at onde.

' Ife pressed close to the door at last,
bracing his shoulder agaimst it .end
exerting all his strength. He had a
faint hope of forcing it open in spite of
the lock. The lock was not a partie-
ularly strong one; and Loder was a
fairly powerful fellow; and in his
prosent state of desperation he seemed
to have the strength of two fellows.

The door groaned under the strain.
The wood gave s cracking sound. That
eracking sound from the straining panels
scemed, to Loder's startled ears, as loud
as & pistol shot in the silence.

He desisted from the attempt, pani-
ing and gasping from his exerbions. For
a full minute, he stood listenin
anxiously, with bent ear, in ferror o
hearing Wingate's door open. But
‘there was no alarm, and he panted with
relief, .

He bent to the keyhole again,

“Will you open thiz door? I know
vou're there, I tell you?" he whispered.
"1 gan gucss who you are! I'll let you
off—word of honour !

Unfortunately for Gereld Loder his
word of honour was not regarded by
the juniors as an article of any great
value. In fact, they were perfectly well
aware that Loder, once on the safe side
of the door, would immediately forget
all about words of henour and' such
trifles, and think only of vengeance,

“QOpen the door!” breathed Loder
through the keyhole, almost
agony. “Turn back the key!
hear me?'”

Vernon-Smith silently groped on the
study table and picked up the inkpot
that steod there. He stepped to the
door, and gell:ehed the contents of the
inkpot at the kevhole!

in &an
Do wou

Loder's mouth, outside, was open for
another appeal! Baut he did not utter
it! Most of the ink was splashed over
the lock, but quite o stream went
through the keyhole, and it landed
fmrg in Loder’s open mouth !

“Gurrerggh!™

There was s wild, spluttering pgasp
from Loder of the Bixth! He stap-
gered back across the passage, stumbled,
and sat down with a heavy bump,
choking and gurgling and spluttering.

“Urrggh ! Qoooogh ! Qooo-ar !
Wurrrrggh! Grooooogh 1"

“Oh, vou uss, Smithv!"” gasped Bob.

* Gruonvunggggh 1

A door opened down the passage.
There was the flash of a light, which
penetrated under the door of Loder's
studv. Then o sharp voice called out:
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GREYFRIARS CARTOONS
By Harold Skinner,

17. WILLIAM GOSLING

No.

(The Greyfriars School Porter.)

When oid Qossy's not on duty
He takes little drops of ale,
Also port, desp red and fruity,
(8o, at least, P’vo heard the tale.)

Hea witli think that 1 nesd muzzling
After this, but all the same

1 believe thot WEILLIAM QUZZILING
Is old Qossy’s proper name.

Gosling recently reported Skinner to
M. %uelr:h for smoking in the wood-
shed. Hence this unkindly cartoon.

“What's that? Who's up? What's
that row? What———"

“Wingate!" breathed Wharton.

*h, crumbs !

A footstep sounded in the passapge.

Then Wingate's wvoice came again
sharply,
"Loder! What are you deing here ™

THE SEVENTH CHAFTER.
CGaught !

INGATE, with s coat thrown
W over his pyjamas, stood
staring down at Loder. Hae

had switched on the light in

the passapa when he came out of his
room, Gerald Loder, sitting on  the
floor, gobbling ink, was clearly ravealead,
For the moment Loder was so busy
with the ink that he forgot other and
more important things, even the serious

conseguences of discovery., He purgled
and gobbled.

Wingate's brows knitted, as ho stared
st him. Loder was fully dressed, aven
to his hat snd boots, and the latter had
fraces on them of the mud of Friardale
Lane. OQbviously Loder had been out
and had just come in. And it was
getting on for midnight !

“What's thiz game, Loder? asked
the captain of Greyiriars very guistly,

“Gurrgeh 1

Harvy Wharton & Co. in the locked
study waited breathlessly, It did not
scem likely that they would escape um-
detected now !

Still, they hoped for the hest! Hope
springs eternal in the human breast!
They were not going to give themselves
asway at all events! They remained as
quict a3 mice in the study.

“¥You've been out of bounds, Loder "

Those words recalled Loder to him-
sclf. He staggered to his feet and
dabrbed at his inky mouth with his
handkerchicf, blinking in the light.

“Will you tell me what's happened £*

Loder gritted his teeth.

“¥ou've no right to guestion me,
I“F':ii'lgﬁ.tf " e muttered. "I'm a prefect,
ﬂﬂ ___:J

“And I am head-prefect, and respon-
sible to the headmaster !” said Wingate
icily., “Will you answer me®"

“MNo ! said Loder between his teeth.

“Veary well, vou will zes Dr. Locke
in the morning, and I've no doubt
vou'll amrswer him!"" sald Wingate
dryly. And he turned away to go back
to his room.

“Hold on!” gasped Loder.

“Well#"' Wingate spoke over his
shoulder,

“You're going to report thiz to the
Head

“I've got to.”

“You could mind vour own business!™
satd Loder Eitterly.

“1f I did not make this my business,
Loder, I should resign my prefect-ship,
Iz that all you have to say?™

“No!” breathed Loder. “I—T've
naot been out, if you want to know.”

“You picked up that wet mud on
vour boots indoors?'" asked Wingate
with cool contempt.

Loder glanced down at his boots.

“I—I mean—"

“For goodness’ sake don’t stand there
lying, der!” Wingate's woice was
cutting in its seorn, " You shonld be
ashamed of it! Haven't vou any sensa
of deconcy? And you're the fellow who
kicked up a shindy about being loft out
of the football match to-morrow-—and
this is how you spend the might before
the match—breaking out of bounds,
getting in ot midnight—->""

“ Prove that I've been out of bounds !
snarled Loder. “I—I was unable to
sleep, and—and T've had & walk in the
guadrangle—ifor & few minutes——"

Ha broke off, under Wingate's con-
temptuous eyves.

“¥ou don't believe that®” he hissed.

[ 4 HD [H‘

Loder clenched his hands,

“ Believe it or not, as you hke! You
can't prove otherwise !

“ 1 shall not try to prove anvthing! 1
shall place the matter before Dr, Locke,
beeause that's my duty ! 1t i for him to
decide.”

“Yon'd like fo
rotter! You'd h
down on me!

“That's enough! You'd better dga to
bed !” said Wingate. “Where did you
pick up that ink on your face? Walk-
mm the guad *”

er did not answer that. Wingate's
glance turned to the study door, where
& gfreak of light was Sowing down [rom

t me sacked, vou
i to get the Head
?w_ll‘
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the keyhole. That, and the pool out-
ride the door, told whoere Loder had
picked up the ink. It was puzzling
enough to Wingate, who had no sus.
picion, so fa.r,nfhu.t. there were juniors
in the study. But it was clear that
gomeone was thers and that ink had
been squirted through the keyhole,

“What the thump does all thiz mean "’
demended Wipgate grufily.  “I heard
yvou fall over, and came out! Is there
somebody in your study?”

Loder did not speak. He knew that
somebody was in the study, but he did
not know how long that “somebody ™
had been there! i that * somchody ”
had been there a long time, he knew
that Loder had been absent for wn
equally long time, and was a witness to
tha fact that he had not simply gone
out to walk in the quad because he
could not sleep | :

Loder was wearning o pet s own
hands on the unknown oceupant of his
study, but he did not want Wingate to
guezstion him.

The Greyiriars eaptain looked at him,
puzzled and perplexed. Then he stepped
to the door and turned the handle.

“The door's locked 1™ he =aid,

“Lo hon!™ murmured Bob Cherry in-
aundibly within, And there waz the
faintest of chuckles,

“You've got your key, Loder?”

“It's inside."

“Then someone 15 tnere?™

“I suppose so!™ grunted Loder sul-
lenly.

“Oh A light Lroke on Wingate.
“ ¥ou've bern locked out of your study,
and that’'s how you came to give your-
aclf away.”

He rapped on the daoor,

“Who's in here?” he called out,

Loder, still dabbine ink, breathed
hard with rage, There was no answer
from the locked study,

Wingate rapped again, more loudly
and sharply than bhefare,

“Dpen this door at onee, whoover you
are " he snapped.

Two doors ‘along the passage opened,
and Gwynne and Sykes looked out. They
blinked in the light, and stared at Loder
and Wingate.

“What's up ?" asked Bykes.

“NWhat's the gamei™
Gwynne,

“Can't make it out,” answered the
Groyiriars eaptain. Loder has beon
out, and somebody’s locked lumselfl n
the study while he was out, Goodness
knows who it is, unless it's some junior
Inrking. H3 gum, 1if 1t 15, I'll give him
gix, well laid on !

“0h, my hat!” murmured Nugent,

The juniors had been wondering
whether to give themselves up, now that
the captain of the school was on the
geonte.  DBut these words from Wingate
docided them in the negative. Nobody
in the party wanted *six "—least of all
Dob Cherry, who had not yet recovered
from a couple of “sixes.”

“This way I'” whispered the Bounder.

He tiptoed to the window,

Qlulr:tl:r. he drew the blind aside and
pushed back the catech. Harry Wharton
touched his arm.

“What's the good?” he whispered.
“There's no way into the House once
we're antside,”

“There’s a chanee! Yeave that to
me! There's no chance here. We can’t
stay in Loder's study all night, ean
we 1"

“Munne! But—"

“0h, come onl”

Vernon-8mith silently hed up the
rash and dropped out of the window.
He landed in the dark quad.

The Famous Fivo hesitated a moment
or two. 5till, it was useless to romain
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where they were.  Harry Wharton
dropped after the Bounder, and his
comrades followed. Bob, the last,
closing down the sash, The juniors
steod In a gproup under the window 1o
the glimmer of the stars.
H"lmk here, 8mithy, what—" began
AITY.
o Tﬂis way 1" said tha Bounder.
And the TFamous Five {followed
Herbert Vernon-Smith, scuttling round
the House in the deep shadows.

Meanwhile, Wingate of the Sixth was
rapping angrily on Loder’s study door.
Five or six of the Sixth Form had come
out now, hearing the din. Walker and

Carne woere among them: and they gave
Loder startled looks. He gave them a
Llack seowl in response. Loder, it was
clear, was caught:; and his pals were
deepf}' thankful that they had not been
caught along with him,

R&}J, rap, rap, rapl

“Will you open thia door?? shouted
Wingate angrily.

“Thera can't be anybody in the
stirdy 1" zrid Walker.

“The door’s locked instde ™

“Them who ths dooce—" said
Syvkes,

“1 don't know—but I'm gning to
know [¥ Wingate rapped again. “¥You
voung rascals open this door, or I'll
force it

There was no answer from the study—
vacant now. Wingate breathed hard
and deep.

“Wa can't leave it at this I he =aid.
“The lock will have to go ¥
Ho drow beck and drove his shoulder

ngeinst the door. TUnder that tre-
mendous shove the lock gave, and the
door flew open with a erash,

Wingate switched on the light within
and strede into the study, e stared
round him blankly,

“Nobody here!® he ejaculated.

“Wha-z-at 7" gasped Loder.

“There’s nobody here, but—"
gate strodo acroszs to the windaw,
window’s nnfastened.
unfastenced, Loder !”

“No " snarled Loder.

“Ho—or they—went out by the
window I said the Greyfriars captain.
“It must have been some juniors lavk-
ing—it can't have been anvthing else.
I =zuppose they knew that Loder was
out, and came down to rag hiz study—
his bedelothez ars all aver the shopl
Well, it won't take Jong to see whae's out
of his dermitory? Gwynne, North,
Svkes, come with me "

Wingate strode away, followed by the
three prefects. Loder was left to go
to bed, if he liked. The other Sixth
Formers went to their reoms—only
EF"&]I:M' and Carne lingering at Loder's

aOT.

“I say, did Wingate catech you outi™
whispered Carne,

Loder scowled and nodded,

*“That meana trouble with the Head
to-morrow ! muttered Walker.

Ancther nod and another zcowl!

“Look here, don’t let anything out

Win-
Tl
Did you leave it

about wyour pals when Fou come up
befora the beak, Gerald ¥ muttered
Carne,

“0Oh, go and eat coke!™ snarled

I.oder, and he shut his door on the
noses of his anxious friends—whose
anxiety was all on their own account.

Loder had a bed to make before he
could turn in. When he did turn in,
slﬁﬁ%nwas lmig in coming. Ha was
thinking of the morrow—not of the
football match at Higheliffa booked
for that day, but of a much lesz agree-
abla function—his interview with the
Head when Wingate made his report.
With that prospect before him, the
black sheep of Greyfriars was not likely
to sleep soundly that might.

TFEE EIGHTH CHAPTER.
A Narrow Eseape !

LINK 1
q “What the dickens——"
Clink, elink!

“"That's & stong—""

" At the window i

“What the thum !

Clink, clink, clink! ]

A dozen fellows were awake in the
Remova dormitory, waiting for Harry
Wharton & Co. to return, and wonder-
ing how they had fared. 1f the “pillow-
ing ¥ of Qerald Loder had taken place
according to programme, they expocted
the half-dozen raiders to come bolting
breathlesly back. But they did not
COme, m:tg the dormitory was too far
from the BSixth Form passage for tho
juniors to hear anything of what was

appening there. Somoe of the Re-
maovites dropped off to sleep againg but
there wera a good many still awake
when the clinking of pebbles was heard
at the window.

Tom Redwing jumped out of bed and
ran across to the window. He
clambered up, pushed up the sash, and
reered oub into the dimness of the stars,
Ie was the first to guesa what that
clinking at the window meant,

Far below, shadows in the gloom, eix
fipures could he dimly dizcerned. starin
upward. The Bounder was in the act o
tossing vp another pebble  when he
cnight sight of Hedwing’s face locking
ol

He waved his hand. .

Tom Hedwing waved back, and jumped
down frém the window. He cut seross
to Vernon-8mith’s box, opened it, and
hurrigdly groped inside. He koew
what he would find there. Although he
never shared in the escapades of his
wayward chum, he was well aware of
Smithy's mamners and customs.

£ gum, are th out of the
House 1 exclaimed eter Todd
“Chucking stones up to the window H

“Billy asses 1™ commented Skinner.
"That means that ﬂmqr"ru been spotted
at Leder’s study. [Floggings in the
mprmng, my beloved ‘earcrs |

"What are you up to, Bedwingi™
azked Bouiff.

Skinner chuckled.

“Bmithy keeps a rope in that hox!
He Eprka it inside a pullover, to delude
his kind teachers if they should happen
to squint into the box.”

“Ha, ha, hal®

Redwing dragged out the rope. He
uncoiled 1t &8s he ran back to the
window. It was knotted at intervais
through its length. This was not the
first time that the Bounder had wsed it
from the dormiutory window. Such =
climb needed nerve; but the Bounder
had never lacked ncrve,

Leaning out of the window, Redwin
lot the rope slither down. He fastenet
one end to the leg of the nearest bed,

Baraly had the rope slipped down the
ivy when the Bounder had grasped it
and started fo climb.

Harry Wharton & Co.
watched him.

They had never thought of that way
of escape from the scrape they were
landed in: and theyr were not wholly
pleased by if.

Certainly there was no harm in the
use to which Bmithy was now putting
the rope; but they hardly needed telling
why he had it in the dermitery, How-
ever, there was nothing else to he done
in the sircumstances, and, little as they
liked the waye of the scapegrace of the
Remove, they ware ]m:fm enough that
there was o way back to the Eemove
dormitory. . . .

Smithy negotiated the climb swift]
enough, and disappeared into the hi
window above. ob Cherry was tia

stood and
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The muddy football, kicked through the window with all Boh Cherry’s foree behind it smote the back of Mr. Proul's

neck with a mighty thump, sending him crashing inte Horace Coker.

next, and he was equally swift. Johnny
Bull followed; then Hurree Jamset
Ham Siogh, and then Frank Nugent.
Harry Wiarmn came last; and before
he climbed, he tied the six pillows in a
huﬁd&i; at the end of the rope, to be
up.

puThan EE clambered rapidly up the
knotted rope, and slid in at the window,
joining his waiting chums in the
dormitory. .

“Buck up with that rope!” breathed
the Bounder *Some nosey ass may be
barging in any minute |

“They don't know wo got out of the
House 1 seid Huqan{:.

“Fathead, they'll joll
I"l bet that Wingate
Loder’s study already 1

“0Oh, my hat! Buck up!” :

The rope whisked in at the window,
which was promptly closed. The
pillows wers untied, and thrown back
to the beds where they belonged. The
Famous Five turned in, and Vernon-
Amith rapidly coiled the rope, and
bﬂmﬂkﬂd it away at the boftom of his

X
“Good man, Reddy!” he chuckled.
"You've saved our bacon, old beant”
“HBuck up snd turn in, Smithy,” said
wing anxiously. “I cen hear some-
thing " :
The Bounder plunged into bad.
“(ientlemeon, chaps, and sportsmen,
remember that we're all fast asleep !
he whispered. :
There was & subdued chuckle. Ifoot-
steps were audible now, coming up the

pasiage. 5 =
Every head was laid on a I?ﬂln-w;
every eye was closed. BREilly Bunter’s
seore had not ceased; the fat Owl had
pot awakened at all. Steady breathing
of thirty fellows was added to Bunter's
Snore.
%Bi‘ bE Bd"t-nhd Wiagate
o 1i waa awitched on. inga
of the ‘Eiith locked in. Gwynope, North,

soon find out!
as shoved into

thump! Gerroff 1%
and Sykes had gone to the other junior
dormitories. hat the reiderz in

belonged to the Lower
School, the Greyiriars captain had no
doubt: but whether to the Shell, the
Fourth, the Remave, or the Thu:r], e
had yet to discover. Probably his sus-
?mjgnu were strongest of the Remove,
or it was to the Remove dormitory that
he directed his personal attention.

Threa minutes earlier, two minutes
earlier, he would have found pientﬁ of
confirmation of his suspicions, OV,
however, all he #gaw when he turned on
the light was a row of beds, containing
a row of innocent sleepers |

Mot an eye was open, not a head was
raised, nothing was out of its place, and
nothing unusual was to be seen. Win-
gate cast a sharp, searching glance up
and down the dormitory.

“All you fellows asleep?” he called
QL.

There was no answer.

Gwynne joined him at the doorway.

** Nobody out of the Fourth,” he eaid.

“I1t seems all right here,” said Win-
gate. “ Nobody’s mizsing.”

CGwynne glanced in and nodded.

The Greyiriars captain shut off the
light and nfﬂsed the door. The footstepa
of the two prefects were heard retreat-
inq‘. When they compered notes with
Sykes and North and found that nobody
was missing in the Bhell or the Third,
all four of them went alomg to the
Second. But nobody was oussing from
the Second Form dormitory.

“Can't have been a Fifth Form man,
surely ¥ said Gwynne.

“Hardly! But it was wmebﬂq%
said Wingate. *Let's give the Fifth
& look in, enyhow.”

They gave the Fifth s look in, but
nobody was missing in that Form. Then
they went back to their rooms. Who-
ever had been in Leoder's study and
escaped by the window had evidently

T.oder’s stud

5 TP
i

“ Great plp 1" spluttered Coker. ** What the

got back into the House somehow. Buk
who it was had to remain a mystery.

Which was not satiafactory to the duti-
ful Qgreiectm but very satisfactory
indeed to six members of the Remove.
They had had a narrow escape, but =
miss was as good as a mile |

THE NINTH CHAFTER.
Asking For More |

& ODER looks happy | murmured

E Bob Cherry.

The Co. grioned. i
Loder of the Sixth, walking

in the gquad in break the following
morning, looked anything but happy.

Most of the Greyiriars fellows were
thinking of the first eleven fixture that
was to take place that afternoon.
Many, observing Leder’s gloomy looks,
supposed that he was siill sulking over
his exclusion from the frst eleven.

But the Famous Five were aware thak
Loder had deeper reasons for disguied
than that. o .

Loder, in fact, was giving the High-
clife match wvery little thought now.
He had much more serious mattera to
think of. .

Wingate had not yet made his repord
to the Head. Dr. Locke was away In
London that morning, which was & great
relief to Loder.

The Head's absence unavoidably post-

ned the blow. He had left early, and
ﬂs not expected back fill the after-

noon. 1
In the afternoon Wingate would be at

Highcliffe with the footballers, so hia
raport could not be laid before the Head
till later. i “
It was & respite—but it was only a
respita | Wingate had to make his
Teport. L&dﬂrn\gnew that he had to—

Tae Migyer Liprirny.—No. 1,390,
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and that was that! It was for him to
wriggle out of the serape, if he could.

By dint of hard lying he hoped to be
sble to pull the wool over the Head's
eyes. But it waes a doubtin] prospect.

That day was likely to be a dismal
vne for Loder of the Bizxthl He was
glad of the respite, but he almost wizhed
that the Head had been at home, to get
it over. Btill, he hoped that there was
& chance—a faint -;.E:nce—ﬂf inducing
Wingate to bold his tongue. Loder was
willing to eat dirt to extent, to a
fellow he bitterly dishk if 1t would
save his skin. But he realised only too
nleur]‘};_that there was little hope.

As his eyes fell on the Famous Five
and he caught the grin on the five
faces, ha scowled blackly.

His suspicion was strong that they
wera the very fellowe who had been
in his study the previcus night and
caused thae dizaster,

As a matter of fact, though they had
been there, it was to the Bounder that
he owed his disaster, But he did not
even think of Smithy.,

He stopped in his walk snd fixed his
¢yes on the five smiling faces. Never
had they seen hia face so savage and
bitter,

“Which of you young scoundrels
buzzed that ink at me last night?” he
asked, in low, bitter tomes.

“Did anvbody buzz ink  at
Loder 7" asked Wharton, blandly,

“You know it well enough, you young
rascal | Was it you?”

“Not guilty, my lord !”

“The not-guiltiness is terrific, my
esteemed and absurd Loder I said the
%:Ia'iéuh of Bhanipur, shaking his dusky
ead.

“ It was one of you I" hissed Loder,

“Qff-zide, Loder !” said Bob Cherry.
*It wasn't!”

“I don't believe you I"

" ¥ou can believe any old thing you
like,” mnswered Bob disdainfully. “ Lot
I'care what you believa 1

“That's not the way to speak to a
prefect, you young liar ! eaid Loder.

“That's not the wa‘f to speak to a
'ﬁegmm man, you old liar ! retorted

ab.

Loder had an ashplant under his arm.
In his present mood he was simply
yvearning to exercise it on somebody.
He zlipped it down into his hand.

“Bend over, ﬂheg 1" he snarled.

" What for?” asked Bob coolly,

Becausa tell you, you wyoung
seoundrel | Sharp’s tha wur:f 1

“Go and eat coke!” retortad Bob.
“¥ou're not going to whop me, Loder,
prefeet or no prefect| Rats!™

Loder, with gleaming eyes, made a
stride at him. The Famous Five closed
up, shoulder to shoulder.

They faced the bully of the Sixth in
a determined row. It was thon that Mr.
Quelch, the master of the Remove,
taking a walk in_ the quad in break,
spotted the scene, and came up, with a

frowning brow.
Loder?” he aszked

“What i3 this,
quietly.

"I have told Cherry to bhend over,
sir, and he refuses to ohev,” said the
prefect. * Perhaps you wounld prefer to
deal with Jum ™

Mr. Queleh gave him a very sharp
logk, Like nearly everyhody clse at
Cireyfriars, he had noted that Loder’s
temper had been rather like that of &
bear with a sore head, for the last day
or bwao,

“Certainly, I will deal with him,
Loder,” he said. “Kindly inform me
of his offence.”

Loder paused a moment. ITe had
rather overlooked the faet that even a
prefect haa to have a pretext for
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*whopping ™ a junior. Generally, Loder
had his pretext all ready when he
indulged his Hu]li,;ing propensities, This
time his temper had led him into care-
lessnees.

“Cherry threw ink over me yester-
day, sir 1" he said at last.

* I did not, sie!” said Bob, at once,

“"You deny it, Cherry?" asked Mr.
Quelch.

“Certainly, I deo, sir! I never_did
&ﬂil]llng‘ of the kind !’ answered Bob.
" And Loder won't tell you that he saw
me do it, aither, for he knows he
didn’t.”

Mr. Quelch mmﬁlremﬂ his lips.

“Did you see Cherry do ss you state,
Loder i he asked.

“It was -after dark——"

“Did you zee himi™

“ No,” muttered Loder sullenly,

“Then on what grounds arc you so
positive that it was Cherry?”

“YI know it was—one of the young
rascals, at least !

Mr. Queleh’s expression grew quite
formidable.

“Loder, you were about to punish
Cherry, snd, on your own statement,
vou do oot even know that he committed
the act for which you were aboug to
cana him. Is this how you perform
your duties as a prefect?”

Loder began to wish that he had left
the Hemovites alene. Quelch was a
tart gentleman, and in the Remove
Form-room the juniors did not love his
society, But he was a whale on justice !

“It was one of them !” almest snarled
Laoder,

“You were going to cane Cherry
becausa he i3 one of five boys, any one
of whom may have dona the action you
mention? Without proof—witheut any
kind of evidence | Loder!”

“T jolly well know—-27"

“¥ou have already admitted that you
konow mnothmg ! barked the Remove
master. “Loder, yon shall most cer-
tainly not cane Cherry. On the other
hand, I shall report this incident to Dr.
Lgu:ke on his return, and acquaint hm
with my opinion—my very strong
opinign—that vou are not suitable to
carry out the duties of a prefect!”

“Mr. Quelch—~"

“That will do, Loder ! T am surprised
—shocked—disgusted |  Your conduct,
Loder, ia that of a bully, not of a pre-
fect with a sense of duty! I shall most
certainly place the matter before the
Head | Hﬁis} you may go ¥

Harr arton & Co. went.

r. GQuelch, with & glare at Loder of
the Sixth, stalked away to the House.

Loder trm‘:{}ﬂed on, with feelings too

ﬁnlﬂm for words. -

were were two reports walling for
Dr. Locke now, when he returned—
Wingate's report that he had been out
of bounds overnight, Quelch’s report
that he was a bullying and unjust pre-
fect. Tha two, added together, were
likely to have a cumulative effect. Hae
wight possibly have wriggled out of one
or the other, but he cnulg hardly wriggle
out of both |

“He, he, hel”

Lodor fairly glared round, as he heard
that fat cachinnation.

Billy Bunter scomed amused. He
hlinked at the bully of the Sixth
through hia big spectacles, grinning.
Evidently the Owl of the Hemove was
entertained by the way Quelch had
taken down the Sixth Form man.

Loder was at boiling point now! e
gave a swilt glance over his shoulder
and saw fthat Mr. Quelch’s back was
turned. Then he grasped DBilly Bunter
by the collar, spun him round, and
planted a heavy boot on tha tighiest
trousers at Greyiriars School.

“Yaroooooh 12

Bunter's bellow rang from one end
of Greyfriars to the other. He sprawled
on hiz fat hands and knees, out-doing
the best cfforts of the Bull of Bashan of
ancient times., Loder walked quickly
0T,
“"Loder ™ It was Mr, Queleh's voice.
“How dare you! 1 repeat, how dare
you treat a junior boy—a boy of my
Form—in that brutal manner 1**

Loder turned &nd stared at Quelch!
He wondered dizzily whether the
Remove master had eyes in the back of
his head.

“I—=I—" he gasped.

Queleh's gimlet eyes gleamed at him.

“1 shall report your brutslity to Dr.
Locke, Loder, immediately he arpives,
You may l‘ﬂff upon_ it tj:mt you will
not remain & prefect in this school after
to-day! Mot a word! Silence! Gol®

And Lodor went,

——

THE TENTH CHAFPTER.
Bunter Borrows a Bike !

£ SAY, vou fellows ™
E “Say on!” said Bob Cherry
cheertly.
_“Which of sou iz going to lend
me a bike 77

“The whichfulness i3 terrific!®
grinned Hurres Jameet Ram Singh,

It was after dinner, and the first eleven
were getting ready for the drive across
to Higheliffe Bchool.,

Plenty of other fellows were getling
ready to follow the motor charabane
which was to convey the footballers and
all their friends for whom room could be
found in the big vehicle,

The Famous Five were going over on
their bicyeles to watch the first eleven
match and to stop for tea afterwards
with their old friends at Highcliffe,
Courtenay and the Caterpillar,

The same idea, apparently, had
occurred to Billy Bunter.

But the fat junior was not going on
his own bike! Hiz own biks was in
its usual stete of disrepair. Bunter
wanted to borrow a machine. The fact
tha!:. the Famous Five were all using
their jiggers that afterncon did not
matter to Bunter., That was & trifle
light as air in the estimation of the
fat Owl.

" Well, which !’ asked Bunter, “I've
asked Smithy and he's refused! Selfish
Least, you know—he says he wants his
Jigger himself 1”

“I'm afraid we're all a5 selfish as
Smithy 1” chuckled Frank Nugent. “Wae
ha{:pen to want our jiggers ourselves,
old fat bean.”

“(Oh, really, Nugent—"

“What the thump do vou want to go
to Higheliffe for ?* asked Johnny Bull.
“You don't care twopence about & foot-
ball match.™

“Well, I'vo got friends there,” said
Bunter. “Courtenay will be glad to seo
me, and the old Caterpiller, you know.”

“What on carth’s put that idea into
your head

“Benst! Look here, one of you fellows
can stand out and lend me his jigger.”
said DBunter. " Don’t be zelfishl 1f
ithere's one thing I never could stand,
it's selfishness.”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“Blessed if I can see anything fo
cackle at. Look here, I ean't go over
on my own wmachine,'” =zaid PBunter
warmly. " Both the tyres are punctured
—vyou jolly well know I've asked you
to mend those punctures o dozen times
ptj}eash, Bob Cherry. You ncedn't deny

It
“Fathead {2
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‘With a despe

"And the chain’s loose, and one of
the pedals twisted, and a mudguard
broken,” ssid Bunter. “You cen see
that I can’t go over om that”

“Jolly likely to go over, 1 think, if
vou try to ride a jigger in that state 1**
chuckled Boh.

““Ha, ha, hal”

"Yau E]li}" ass, I mean—

* (Zood-bye, Bunter!”

“1 say, vou fellows, don't walk away
while I'm talking to you!” roared
Bunter. But the Famous Five did walk
away, and the Owl of the Remove was
left to waste hi: sweetness on the desert
air.

Bunter snorted angrily. He koew that
there would be tea in Courtenay’s study
in tha Fourth at Higheliffe when the
chums of the Remove went over. He
knew that it would be a ripping tea;
the Caterpillar, mpmﬂ.ﬁy, elways did
that kind of thing well. Bunter was
naturally not going to be left out if he
could help it. He was determined to go
over when the Greyfriars fellows went.
He did not want to ™ aver ™ in the
sense alluded to by Bob, for which his
own dilapidated jigger would certainly
have served him well. There was only
one thing to be done, and that was to
start befors the other fellows—on a
borrowed bike! If Bunter borrowed a
machine bafore the other fellows went
down to the bike-shed, and got away on
it, there could be no rotten arguments
about the matter.

So that was what Bunter decided to
do. And he rolled away to the bike-shed,
and inspected the machines there, 1o
moke his choice,

He had ssked fellows to lend him a
machine ! They had refuzed| Bunter
felt that he had done all that ecould be
expected of him |

Ha decided on Lord Mauleverer's

F ‘ =

o -i'fl'ﬂ.'l'“r

i ]I paiii ‘. Illlu h
i ﬂf o "H.."!!E ME

rate bound, Bunier landed on the saddle, drove at the lfndals,
brigand I** roared Lord Mauleverer, rushing afier him. Bur;har‘ﬁ ttle fat logs falrly whizzed on thu pedals as he put on
5pe
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bfke for good reasons. It was s hand-
some and expensive jigger; and Mauly
was the best-tempered fefluw in fhe
Remove and therefork least likely to
kick Bunter for his cheek!

Having decided, he wheeled that
handsome bike out, and got it into the
road. BSo far, so g::rnd'

But there was still a lion in the path,

za ta speak. Lord Mauleverer was whole
inchr:ﬂ. taller than the fat Owl of the
Remove, and his bike was too high for
Hunter to ride with comfort.

]l:ruttmg the saddle down as low as
pﬂsalb Bunter could have made it
fit, more or less. But this involved a

certain amount of work—not much, it
18 true, but some; and Bunter did not
like any work at all, He stood blinking
at the jigger through his big spectacles,
mns.ldﬂrmg' the matter, gsnd he was still
in 8 state of doubt, when Lord
Mauleverer came down the path to the
open gabe,
“Been my
" Bome ase
mistake.”
“Oh loct I

ﬁgﬂr " called out Mauly.
taken my jigger by

: ﬁuaped Bunier., _
He wished had got off wrthout
waiting to bother about the saddle. He
heawd A fat Ieg ‘WP behind the machine.

“ Oh, hy, you've got it!"

exclalmed Maulﬂwrer, staring at the
bike.

*“Oh, really, Mauly—"

“Bring that biko back, wyou fat
brigand 1"

“I—=I say, wvon can have mine!™
gasped Bunter. “It only wanis some
punctures mended, and the chain
tightening up, and the mudguard
repaired——"

“Bring that bike here!™

“Beast |7

Bunter ran the bike up the road and
c-f% about in an effort to mount it.
ou

fat «illsin!” roared Lord

and shot away. ** Bring my

t3

bike back, you [af

Mauleverer, t'::ﬂ: once excited out of his
i.iaix]lu.l l:a.lrlil.l. Gdﬂme ha.ckk’” 2
unter hopped on, making desperste
effiorts to heave his fn.l; person Dp:r the
bike that was too high
Mauleverer tuﬁhl}d after him.
It was neck or nothing now! With =
desperate bound, Bunter landed in the
saddla, drove at the pedsls, and shot

ﬂ-“’ﬂg
top 1"

[ F’?F‘ﬁt [JI

“I'l] scrag you I®

LE] f&h!n

Bunter put his beef into it. He zig-
zng‘ged across the road, and across

again., His short little fat legs hardly
reached the length, and onl
touched the pedals and the
whizzed round without even
touching them. Btill, he managed to
get some speed on enr:-ugh to beat a
fellow on foot! He careered away up
the road mcross Courtfield Comman.
Lord Mauleverer halted, panting.
“By gum, I'll—I'll burst him 1 gaspod
hiz lordship, and he walked back to
the gate, leaving Bunter in possession
of the bike. The fat junicr going strong,
disappeared towards Courtheld.

It was a tLuﬂrtEr of an hour later
that the coach started with the senior
footballers. Loder stood staring after
it with & glum and gleomy brow as it
went. Wingate did not even look at
him. HHa had forgotten Loder's
existence, having much more important
matters on his mind that afternoon,

A crowd of Greyfriars fellows followed
the coach, some of them on foot, some
of them on bicyeles. Among the latter
were the Famous Five, the Bounder,
and a crowd of the Remove., Lord
Mauleverer stood with his hands in his
pockets, wnl:q:;hms them off,. His bike

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

was gone, and his lazy lordship was
disinelined to walk it, s6 be stayed
behind.

In a merry crowd, the swarm of
cyclists shot away after that charabane,
looking forward to watching & good
ame and a Greyiriars vmtnrj on the
%ﬁghcliﬁ‘e ground ; and little dreaming
of what was destined to kappen on that
eventiul afterncon.

THE ELEVENTH CHAPTER.
All Bunter’s Fanit!

ONK! Honk!
H “Oh lor' "
Bunter.

4 He blinked
shoulder,
Hc was half-way to Courtfield when
the charabanc from Greyiriars came
roaring on behind him.

Honk! Honk! .

The fat junior’s antics on & machine
too high for him, with lis little fat
lags alternately diving et whizzing
pedals, caught the aftention of the
crowd of seniors in the charabanc,
and caused a %eneral grin.

The driver hooted and hooted omn
his horn. ) _

Bunter was zi mgfm sbout the
road in a way that Jooked dangerous
when thers were motors about.

Honk! Honk!

“ Beast "’ gasped Bunter.

He drove at the pedals and shot on,
and a velp of alarm escaped him as a
car came buzzing down the road from
Courtfield. :

Bunter recognised that car)

It was Dr. Locke’'s car, and the
Head of Greyfriars was sitting in it.
Bunter caught the gleam of his silver
hair under the shinirg silk hat.

The headmaster was on his way
back to the school, and & few seconds
Iater hiz car would have passed
the charabane on its wey to High-

gasped Billy

over A fat

chffe—had not Bunter. besn thera!
But Bunter, unfortunately, was
there !

The rond was not wide, and Bunter
was in the middle of it, careering

along on a bike he could hardly
nianage. .

With the big charabane roaring
and honking behind him, and the

Head’s ear coming straight at him, a9
it seemed to Bunter, tha fat Owl of
the Remove almost last hia head.

He made a desperate shove at a
pedal, to drive his bike to the zide of
the road, out of the way of both
vehicles,

But he missed the whizzing pedal,
which shot round under hiz foot, and
almost pitched over the handle-
bars a3 he did so.

The next second he was shooting
right at the Head's car, and for an
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awful instant it seemed that he was
heud{ngii'fnr a fearful smash.

The Head's cheuffeur did the only
thing that was possible. He fairly
Trenched the ecar  away, missing
Bunter by barely s foot es he shot
past him, shooting across to the wrong
side of the road. :

There was a sudden e¢lang and jam
of brakes on the charabane. Dub 1t
was too latel

Crash !

Crash! Sinash!

What happened next was
nightmare.

like a

unter, hardly conscious of This
narrow  escape, went carecering on
towards Gaurtﬁ’eli and vanished past

a turn of the road, hardly hearing the
crashing behind him, and wunconscious
of what had happened.

But nobody was heeding Bunter
now.

From the crowd of eyclista following
the charabane came a shout of alarm
and horror. They jammed on brakes
and ;Lumﬁed down.

“"The Head | yelled Bob Cherry,

“Good heavens!”

Harry Wharton dashed towards the
Head's car. It had caught s wheel on
the charabane, and had been hurled
right over, landing on its side on the

green common beside the road. The
charabane had rocked over and
crashed and its numerous passengers

were struggling and yelling in & con-
fused heap.
“Dr. Locke!” panted Wharton.
The Head's chauffeur, almost

miraculously, had jomped clear But
the old %leuﬂemun inside the car had
had no chance.

Wharton was the first to reach him,
and hiz face paled with horror at the

Ef%ﬂ.

r. Locke lay crumpled, insensible,
with a stream of red running down
under his silver hair.

“Help here!” panted Wharton.

The donr of the car was got open,
and many hands Jifted ocut the head-
master ﬁfy Greyfriars, and he was laid
in the grass.

He did not stir or speak.

. It was evident that he was severelw
wart.

“Wingate " shouted Harry Wharton.

“Wingate's hurt, I believe ' mut-
tered Nugent, his face white. “ A good
many of them have been hurt!”

“Look after the Head!” muttered
Wharton, and he ran to the chara-
bane. Many hands were helping the
passengers out.

All of them were soeverely shaken,
most of them bruised. Bome of them
had been more geverely damaped.

Threa of the Bixth—Wingate,
Gwynne, and North—lay senseless,
stenned. They lay like | in the

grass where they were placed.

Both the car and the charabane
were wrecked; neither could possibly
procead. But there were other cars on
the road, and some of the fellows
fiagged them as they came up. One of
them was 8ir Hilton Popper's car, from
Pu}?ﬁerdﬂaurt, and Wharton ran to it as
it halted.

“What has happened?” barked S8ir
Hilton, staring out at the captein of
the Remove.

“A collision—the Head's injured!!”
gasped Wharton. “ You'll take him on
to the school—"

“Gooa gad I

Bir Hilten Popper jumped out of the
car. With his own hands he helped to
place the insensible headmaster in the
car, and it raced on towards Greyfriars,

Sykes of the Sixth caught Wharton by
the shoulder.

“You've got your bike——"
“Wes.»

“Cut off to the school doctor, top
:ﬁgﬁ% B:-E?;L get him to Greyfriars for

l'-l"RiEht In

Wherton leaped on his machine and
shot away almost like s Hash of light-
ning.

_ There wera two or three more cars on
the scena by  this time. Wingate,

Gwynne, and North were placed in
them, and driven on to Courtfield to tha
hospital. BSome of the prefects wenk
with them.

A bhzzing ecrowd of excited fellows
waz left, gathered round the two
wrecked vehicles.

It was somo time before even the
footballers remembered that they wera
tdl:llle at Higheliffe School, and expected

are.

“The game's off now !" said Blundell
of the Fifth. “We shall bhave to let
them know at Highcliffe."

“One of these fags can cut across on
nis bike and tell them ¥ said Sykes of
the Sixth. “Here, you, Cherry!”

“"Right-he " said Bob.

And Bob pedalled on to Highcliffe ta
carry the news of the smash, and the
information that the fxture had to be
scratched.

It was a rather dismal crowd that
walked back to Greyfriars. That tragie
happening had come suddenly, unex-
pectedly, like a bolt from the blue, and
it elouded every face.

THE TWELFTH CHAPTER.
A Change of Fortone !

o HE pgame's wup!™ mauttered
Loder of the Bixth.
Walkar and Carne shrugged
their shoulders,

The three black sheep of Greyfriars
were gatimred in Loder's study. Walker
and Carne were smoking cigareites,

Cigarettes, however, seemed to hava
lost their - savour for Gerald Loder.
He stood at the open window, his hands
driven deep into his pockets, staring out
into the avtumn sunshine in tha
guadrangle.

His face was dark and gloomy.

Many and many s time had the black-

uard of Grayfriars sailed very near to
the wind; but his Iuck had always been
good—hitherto |

Now, at 1 last, it had failed him!

From his dear Is, Walker and
Carng he recerved l]l?t{it-]e tn the way of
sympathy or help.

Their chief concern was for them-
gelves,

They eould not help feeling afraid
that er when he was “up” beforo

the Head, and all was lost, might let
out something to their detriment.

They had been his chicf asoociates in
his reckless disregard of the lawsz of the
school; indeed, 1t was only by chance
thet they had not been out of bounds
with him the previous night, and caught
with him.

Loder turned from the window and
stared at them with & savage expres-
BioD.

“I tell you the game's up!™ he

repeaied. . :

*Well, you've fau‘? asked for itI"
sald Walker. "JY don't koow who
laved that trick on you last might;
ut it was some junior, and if you

hadn’t., made them loathe you ai you

'Ia_..

“Ho that's all you've got to eayl”
snarled Loder,

“ After all, Wingate's not a bad sort,
in his way |" said Carne. * You might



et him to keep it dark. He can't

ave said anything yet, as the Head's
not back.”

“ Do you think I'd ask him favoursi”

“Yes, I jolly well do, if you saw any
crance of getting them!” answered
Carne coolly. “If you haven't begged
for mmerey vet, it's because you know
there's nothing doing. Don't get on
the high horse, Loder 1*

Loder gave him a black and hbitter

look.
“Then there's Quelch,” went on
Carne. *“What did you want to get his

Just your rotten temper,
and nothing elsel Quelch has &8 pull
with the Head, and if you'd any sense
yﬁuu’d keep on his right side. Instead of
that——"

“h, shut up "

The fact that hie was himself to blama
for his misiortunes was no comfort to
T.oder; neither was it pleasant to have
that fact pointed out to him.

Carne and Walker exchanged a glance
as. the bully of the Sixth turned to the
window again and stared savagely out.

They were fed-up with Loder and his

back up for?
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misfortunes, and greatly inclined to clear
off and leave hitpgrtﬂ h:}:rnﬂ:elf.

Only one consideration deterred them
-—they were afraid of what might
]‘]ﬂ-?.]?ﬂﬂ when he was up before the Head
1f his back was up with them, Loder
knew enough about them to get them
gacked along with him if he chose to
give them away. For that rather urgent
reason they wanted to keep on the right
sido of Loder—till he was gone. It was
not casy, however, to be in Loder's
company without querrelling in his
present mood.

“Loock here, something's got to be
done !” growled Loder at last. “I'm
not going to be turfed out of Greyfriars
without a kick.”

“Well, what about going to Queleh "
asked Carne. “You can piteh him a
tale and apologise and all that. Words
cost nothing, You might bar him off
from gabbling to the Beak,”

Loder gritted lus teeth,

“Fat humble pie to that erosiy old
stick 1" he muttored,

“ Better than the boot!” said Walker,

"It wouldn't make any difference;

V7

runted

Queleh has never liked me,'"
“1 was on his right side once,

Loder.
but——"

“But you got him aqainsb you by
bullying,” said Walker. " If you weren't
such & rotten bully, Loder—"

“8Shut up!” roared Loder.

“Well, we'ro doing no pood here™
grunted James Walker; “we may as
well got out of thiz, Carne,™

“MNobody wants you here' snarled
Loder. *“ Get out, by all means! I dare
say I shall see you again when the Head
comes .’

Walker, who was going to the study
door, stopped dead.

“Does that mean that you're gomg to
give & man away, Loder, because you'ra
uvp for the sack yourself!” he asked,
between his teeth.

" You're as deep in the mud a5 I am
i the mire,” answered Loder sullenly,
“¥You seem to cara o fat lot whether [
get turfed out or not 1

1t T

“You've landed vourself in it!
got landed I shouldn't gabble about
you !" gaid Walker fierccly.

{Continued on néxt page.)
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WHO SCORED ?

OALS are the things which count
in football, Henea the way goals
are scored, and the fellows who
secore them, are always inter-

esting topics. Among my readers is one
who gﬂ]'ﬂ‘iﬂ’ﬂ- the goalecoring in big football
most closely, and ho has recently coms
across a little problem in this connection.

“ I alwcays lool: at the newspaper
reporis of football matches very
closely,'” he writes, ** and, taling
special interest in the goal-scorers,
¥ find that the rcports sometimes
differ concerning the aciusl scorers
in the same maich., Is there no
definite way of deciding these

intz 7

ggrhnp-a I should say, firet of all, that
I have noticed the same sort of thing.
Indeed, after many & match which I have
attonded I have been concerned in an
argument as to which player actually
scored & particular geal, On the very first
day of the present scason there waa
discussion, and differenco of opinion, as to
whether Dean or Britton scorcd o goal for
Everton against Tottenham Hotspur,
Some people seid Dean, othera said
Britton. :

From one point of view it may be im-
portant, later on, which of these playcrs
gcored that particular goal. Dean holda
the record for the number of goala ever
geored by one player during a season—
the total was sixty. Before the end of the
goason this player may be chasing his
own record, and consequently it may be-
come very important whether he scored
that goal at Tottenham or not !

The trouble with this scoring businees is,
of eourso, that, strictly -epeaking, it is
nobody's businees who actually scores so
long as the goals are scored. Even
reforees do not eoncern themselvos wwith
the names of the scorers. The only way

Houge, Farringdon Street, Londaon, E.C.4, and then
aor his reply in this weekly Teaturs.

te make sure, in case of doubt, is to ask
the players themselves, And even in thia
connection I can tell you a sirange story.
I once asked gome plavers which of them
had touched the baﬁjlnut ere it entered the
net., They weren't sure themselves.

There is another point about this goal.
scoring which leads to confusion. This
concerns those vases in which players are
said to score against their own side,

If a poalkeeper, tr}ring to stop a shot,
gets his hands to the ball and it then
twists out of his grasp and inte the net,
nobody ever suggests that he has scored
against hiz own side. But if a full-back,
trying desperately to make a clearance,
does the same thing—that is, turn the ball
into the net—he iz debited with scoring
against hiz own sids.

There has been something like an
epidernic of thia “ scoring againat his own
pide * husinesa in thia season's football.
I saw one mateh in which only four poals
wera seared, and three of those goals weore
recorded becsuse players put the ball
past their own goalkeeper.

SHOTS THAT SCORE!

While on this subject of goal-scoring,
I may as well answer a Portsmouth reader,
R, Glanville, who telizs me that although
ho often plays at centre-forward he is not
satisficd with his shooting. He doesn’t
get a3 much power behind the ball as he
would liko, and at times the direction s
not good. There must be many Macxer
readera playing football who sufier from
the same complaint, so I decided Lo put
in o hint or two this weelk.

Trouble number one—lack of power—
uwaually arises because the body iz mot
behind the ball when it iz kicked. "Too
many footballers teke their shots with
the body leaning back, away from the ball.
This means that thero is only the lcg
behind the shot : not the body,

The efiort should alweys be made to get
aver the ball when in the aect of shooting :
that s with the head about on the leval
with the hall. More power can be applied
by the player whoso body, na well ga the
boot, i8 behind it. Tho sceret of the hard-
hitting of & ball in any pame is timing,
with the body asll in nt the moment of
impaet. It is go in foothall.

Moreover, when the body is over the
ball, aa I have puf it, the dircetion is likely
to bo better, becauwse the bail will be
kicked wilth the instep rather than the toe,
Kicking with the instep menns o greater
| proportion of the boot coming in contact
withh the ball, and hcnee keeping the

direction more accurately.

Turning from the acoring of goala to the
laws of the game, another reader ia puzzled
concerning free-kicks from which goals
can, and can not, be ecored direct.
Following what might be celled ordinary
offences—such as tripping, handling, etc.,
goals can bo scored direct from the frep-
kick—that 15, without any other player
touching the ball

But there are cerfain offences
wwhich, though punished by free-
Eicks, cannot result in a goal being
scored direct from the free-kick.
Among theseis carrging by the goal-
heeper. If the goalliceper carvries
the ball more than four steps, he is
penalised, but o goal conunet be
scorcd dirvect.

GOOD FOR THE * GOALIE "I

In a provious talk I told you about some
ways of practising which are employed by
star players of various teams. The other
day F came across andther method which
interested me. I happened to be on the
Blackpool ground during mid-week, and
there saw  the goalkeeper, Wallace,
“doing hiz steff ' between the posts.
But the follow who was givin? him this
pracice wasn'lt using a football. Ie was
throwing a tennis ball at the goalkeeper
from wvarious angles, and the goalkeeper
waa doing his best to stop the ténnis ball.

was assured by t?rm manager of
Blackpool that this was o good iden. It
helped the goalkeoper to becomo mora
nimble on his feet—a valuable asset—nand
wag also better practice for the eye than
trying to stop a football. It stands to
reason that if a poalkeoper can stop a
inwn tennis ball, he should be able to
stop a football., Try it!

“LINESMAN."
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“Oh, chuck it1 Tf you were up before
the Head you'd say anything for the
barest chunce of crawling off [ sneered
Loder, ) i

“You ecan't give vour friends ﬂwn{,
Loder I said Carne, with a scared look.

* My friends had better try to help me
out of this scrape, then, instead of yelp-
ing at me that it's all my own fault [”

NValker sat down again. .

At that moment probably qﬂthmg
would have pleased der’'s "friends
better than to have seen the gates of
CGireyiriars close behind him for ever,
shutting him oui with all that he could
have told about them.

But that was still in the future—
though the near future—and for the pre-
sent they had to keep, if they eould, on
the zale sido of the sulky, resentiul bully
of Greyfriars.

There was o grim silence in the study
as Loder stood staring gloomily from the
window, and Walker and Carne sat star-
ing at his back with far from friendly
looks.

Loder’s eyes fell idly on a car that
turned in at the distant pates. He re-
cognised Bir Hilton Popper’s car, but
without taking any interest in it

“That old fool Popper |" he remarked.

“Old Fopper! He's & governor of
the school!" said Walker. He joined
Loder at the windew. “He's always
barging in, the old duffer | If he's come
to see the Head the old bear's out.”

“Hpllo| 3omething’s up! That's
Bancroft of the Sixth in the car with
him—and he's holding somebody | What
the thump—""

“Is that the Head "

“CGreat pip I

Carpe cume to the window. The three
Bixth Formers looked out, startled and
& littlo excited. Old Gosling had come
out of his lodge, and the startled ex-
pression on his face was clearly visible.
A dozen fellows wer>» running towards
the car. A buzz of voices came across
the quad,.

“Homething's bhappened I” exclaimed
Carne.

“I believe 1 spotted the Head in the
car,” said Walker. “Old Fopper's
given him a lift. But he was in his ewn
car, There must have been some acci-
dent-—-~"

Loder, catching his breath, ran across
to the door and cut out of the study;
hie heart was beating fast,

If it was an accident to the Head

Little concern was Loder feeling for
the old pentleman himself | An accident
to the Head meant the postponement, at
least, of the dreaded interview with him.
That was the thought in Loder's
barassed mind.

By the time he got out into the quad
the ear had stopped at the door of the
headmaster’s house.. The Head’s butler
and eeveral servants had come out, and
Loder as he approached saw Dr. Locke
lifted from the car and carried in. He
stood and watched, his heart thumping.

Bir Hilton Poppeér went into the
Head's housge. 8 Birth Form man
who had been in the car with the head-
master came slowly away with a grave,
distressed face. Loder hurried to hig.

“What's happened, Bancrofti"

*An acocident—"

“The Head—"*

“Hiy car crashed into a charabane.”™

“0h gad! Is he badly hurt?” TFor a
second Loder forgot himself and thought
of the still figure he had seen carried
into the house.

“A hard knock, I think,” said Ban-
croft. * He was stunned, I don’t beliave
thera's any danger, but it will be a bit
tough on him, I imagine, st his time of
life. He's still unconscious.”

Loder breathed guickly.
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" Anybody else hurt 1

fThree of the Sixth—Wingate,
Gwynne, and North. The Highcliffe
match iz off, of course,” said Bancroft.

He nodded to Loder and went on to
the House. )

Loder stood quite still, a strange
mingling of feelings in his breast.

To do him justice, he was sorry for
the Head—sorry that the old pontleman
had been hurt, He hoped sincerely
enough that the injury would prove not
to be serious.

But his chiof thought was of himself—-
of his escape. Wingate's report could
not be made now. Indeed, from what
Baneroft said, Wingate himself had been
hurt in the erash. The Higheliffe match
—the game from which Loder had been
excluded—was off. And Wingate was
knocked out.

Wingate knocked out! Az the next
scnior man on the list of prefects, Loder
would antomatically become head pre-
feet in Wingate's place if be was unable
to resume his dufies.

His eyes gleamed,

Instead of being re
by Wingate, he would step into the shoes
of the. capigin of the school and wield
chief authority in his place,

It was & chango of fortune, with =
vengeance |

In the circumstances, perhaps, Loder
could hardly be expected to feel sorry
that George Wingate was knocked out.
At all events, he did not feel sorry!
His éyas danced as ho walked back to
the House.

THE THIRTEENTH CHAPTER.
Top Dog!

HERE were grave faces in Grey-
friars School the following day,
From the Sixth to the nd
there was hardly a face that did
not look clouded.

Even Bob Cherry's exuberant spirits
were rather dashed; even Billy Bunter
did not devote his whole thuugﬁta solcly
to meal-times.

The Highcliffe match, important Bx-
ture as it was, was aimust- forgotten.
Footbhall for the moment was quite in
the background.

In Common-room the masters were, ss
Bkinner described i, like a lot of
moulting owls.

The ﬁead was respected by all his
staff, liked by most of them.
them felt deeply the blow that had
fellen on him.

Mr. Prout, master of the Fiith, was
genmnely sorry, like the rest, bub pro-
ably he [ound & little comfort in the
reflection that while the Head was on
the sick list it would fall to him, as
senior master, to carry on.

Frout had “carried on ** before 1 the
absence of the Head, and he undoubtedly
fancied himself in the role of chisf,

In Common-room, even while Prout
was decorously grave and concerned, a
keen observer might have detected a new
ﬁ!&am in his eye, & new importance in

15 majestic roll.

Such a keen observer might have de-
tected, too, that some of the other
masters paid & rather new deference to
Prout.

Gencrally he was regarded as a bore,
and the other beaks ware accustomed to
dodging his lengthy chats—which were
all shout Prout.

Now some of them hung on his words
and listened to his views az to the voice
of an oracle. If Prout was going to
wield supreme power even for s short
time, Prout was & man to be treated
with tact, )

It was n general relief to learn that
the Head’s injury was not grave, Bub

rted for the sack

All of b

it was seriopus enough to make it neces-
gary for him to be removed to a nursing-
home, where it was understood that
would remain for some weeks at least,

That left Prout top dog, as the
Bounder irreverently expressed it
Curious eyes noted that in this new and
important position, Prout, like the
;mu_nq lady at the tea-party, “swelled
wisthiy. ¥

‘The Head was taken away in the
morning. In the afterncon, Mr. Prout
abandoned his own study snd moved
into the Head's.

That was a signal to all Greyfriars
that the Fifth Form master was now
menarch of all he surveyed.

Prout was a good-tempered and
genial man, portly and pompous, easy
to get on with, so long a8 he had his
due allowance of flattery. So most of
the staff did not wotry much over the
change of authority, Mr. Quelch liked
it least of all.

He was most deeply concerned for
the Head, being a personal friend of
that gentleman, us well as a member of
his staff. And he was the last man in
the world to flatter anybody. He anticis
pated troubls with Prout, and while de-
termining to be patient and tactful, he
also meant to make it clear that =
jumior master had his rights, which had
to be respected.

At the first masters’ meeting called
by Prout, Queloch sat rather like a
stone image, and pDever opened his
mouth at all.

These matters were rather high over
the heads of most of the Greyfriars
fellows, ﬂspeciaiifr the juniors, to whom

masters and senior masters wera

5:;-“ men sfar, like the gods om
Iympus.
he school was more closely con-

cerned by the fact that thrpe of the
most popular fellows of the Sixth were
alzo on the sick st

Wingate, captain of the school
Gwynne and North, were in Courtfield
hospital, and it was known that as soon
as they could be moved, they were going
home, to remain sway at least hnﬁ"othﬂ
term, erhaﬁs longer,

Ta the school ingate of the Sixth
was a3 much a fixture as the Head
himself, or Gosling, the mncient porter,
or the fountain in the quad, or the grey
old tower that jutted to the sky. He
was & part of Greyfriars. Even inky
fags of the Third and Second missed
1.
As head prefect he had held the
scales of justice with & firm and fair
hand, as all the Lower Bchool knew,
and as Loder of the Sixth had only too
much reazon to know,

Now Loder was head prefect in his
place |

It was a change with a vengea
g.::d few fellows anticipated mng Im
it.

“The football will go t¢ pot witheout
:Wiggnte 1" Bykes of the Sixth remarked
in the Prefects’-room.

Loder glanced at him, smiling.

“Will 167" he said.

* Not much doubt sbout that!® said
Bancroft.

“I'va a few ideas on the subject!™
drawled Loder. “I'm even entertaining
a faint hopa that we may be able to
carry on, somehow, without Wingate [

T.oder, at loast, was greatly bucked.

Walker and Carne shared his satis-
faction. Only a day before they had
been wishing that the school gates would
ghut behind er, and chut guick | Buk
all that waz altered now [

Loder's danger was past! The Head
was in & nursing-home, Wingate in the
hw&itnl awaiting removal. There was
no “report*’ to be feared now! That
matter ocould hardly be revived when



they came back weeks later—periaps
not till the following term. der’s
luck, aftey all, had held good, and he
was saved!

And now he was reigning in Wingate’s
lace ! Loder's friendship was worth
aving ! Walker and Carne had it, such
a8 it was, and rejoiced in it! With the
blackest sheep at Greyfriars head of the
Hixth, the lines of the other black sheep
looked like falling in pleasant places!
Flenty of fellows who had rather given
Loder the cold shoulder were very civil
to him now. And Loder’s idea was that
the rest had better learn to be civil, or
it would be the worse for them [

Least of all did the heroes of the
Remove like the change that had so
suddenly, and zo unexpectedly, taken
place in the situation at Greviriars.

With their cld enemy, Loder, as “top
dog,”” they lcoked for a troubled form,
though they little dreamed to the preo-
portions that the trouble was poing to
assume !

At tea in Study No. 1 that day they
discussed the matter with rather glum
faces. Lwven Bob Cherry conld not see
a8 eilver lining to the cloud-—which
showed that the cloud was very dark
indeed,

“It's rotten all round!” said Harry
Wharton, * That old aszz, Prout, in the
Head's place—and that rotten bully,
Loder, in Wingate's place |

“The rottenfulness iz terrific ! agroed
Hurrce Jamset BEam Singh,

“We'll keop ovr end up against
Loder somchow ! growled Johnny Bull,

Billy Bunter blinked in at the door-
may.

“1 say, yvou fellows—

“Oh, get out!” rapped five voices in
unison. The chums of the Remove were
fed-up with Bunter. If the fat Owl was
not exactly the cause of tho present
dizastrous state of affairs, at least Lo
had coutributed to it.

“Oh, really, you fellows ! said Bunter.
“1 say, that beast BSmithy kicked
oig——>"

“Good ¥

“Even Mauly's kicked me!™
Bunter sorrawfully.

"Good old Mauly!™

“He makes out that I had something
to do with the Head's accident?!™ said
Bunter. “8Bo did 8mithy| 8¢ do the
rest | Me, vou know! Lven Inspector
Grimes at Courthield wanted to sce me
about it, and made out that I had some-
thing to do with it] As if I could help
two bad drivers barf:ing inte  ono
another on the road! The lucky thing
was that ﬂm% didn't barge into me!
Suppose that had happened 7™

“ No such luck ¥

“Beast! I never got any tea at High-
cliffe, either,” said Bunier. “ 1 had all
the trouble of a ride over there for
nothing, and I can tell you I didr's
enjoy 1t on Mauly's rotten jigger! I
think you fellows might have come on.
You might have guessed I wanted vou
thera to sco me through! But you
always were selfish.”’

“*“Chuck over that loaf!™ said Dob.

“Mauly makes out that I've damaged
hia jigger,” went on Bunter. " He says
there’s a pedal twisted! The heastly
thing fell over, you know! Not that it
was damaged while I had it! The
pedal was twisted before I started. I
told Mauly so! And I gave him my
]l.rnrd that it was all right when I teck
it back to the shed, too! He didn't
believe me! Fancy that!”

Whiz |

Bump! :

The [iuaf flew—and, az it landed on
Bunter's chest, Bunter flew |

He sat down in the passage outside
Study No. 1 with a bump and a roar.

said

EVERY SATURDAY

“Owl Wow | Beast ! bellowed
Bunter.

“"Goal I?

“Ha, ha, hg!t"

" Yow-ow-ow-ow | Wow ™ roarcd
Bunter, "I say—varococh! I won't

come to tea with vou mow—wow, wow [V

“What's this row '’ It was the voice
of Loder of the Sixth,

“Oh, my hat!” murmured Bob.

Wharton knitted lLis brows,

“That cur's got an cyve on thiz study,
now 1" he muttered.

Loder appeared in the deorway., FHis
cans was under his arm, and a lurking
grin was on his face.

“Someons hera threw something at
Bunter and knocked him over ! he said.
“Who threw thet loaf i

“1 did !"* snapped Bob Cherrry.

“Bullying,” eaid Loder, “is a thing
that I'm determined to put down now
that I am head prefect.”

“Wha-g-a-t? The chums of
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Remove stared at Loder. That atate-
ment, from the bully of the Bixth, was
rather startling.

“Whe's  bullying ¥ Lob
Cherry, red with anger,

“Don’t raise your voice fo me,
Cherry! Get up, and bend over your
chair! ' I'm going to give you six for
bullying Bunter.'

Bob Cherry rose to his feet. Ie gave
Loder of the Sixih a long, long lock,
and paused. But there was no help for
it, and he bent over the chair and took
his “six."

TLaoder tucked his ashplant vnder his
arm, and walked away smiling.

e was tasting the swects of power
now, and he had made up s mind to
give that study in the Remove his very
particular attention.

* Ard to think,” said Bob, with a deep
breath, “that that rotter would have
hoon sacked by now 1f the Head hadn't
got knocked out!™

But it was uselesa to think of thatl
The Head was knocked out, and Loder

roarcd

19

was notl sacked, ar likely to be! Loder
was top dog now, and there was going
to be trouble—lots and lots of itl

——

THE FOURTEENTH CHAPTER.
Trouble !

“ HAT old ass, Prout—"
“Chuck it, Smithy ¥ mut-

tered Redwing uneasily.
“Rats! Isn't Prout en old
az357" demanded the Bounder.

“1 wouldn't tell him s0!" grinned
Skinner. *Not in thoe present jolly old
circumstances,”

But the Bounder was in ono of his
reckless moods. Another day had
passed, and Greyfriars School was
settling down to the new statc of affairs,
with Mr. Prout in the Head’s place, and
Gervald Loder in Wingate's. Voery few
were pleased by that state of affairs,
but ag it could not be helped, everybody
had to make up his mind to it

In the quad after class Herberd
Vernon-S8mith was airing his  views.
Smithy had his good qualities, plenty
of them; but he was as full of cheek
as an et?gi is of meat. That had not
cndeared him to Mr. Prout when that
pentleman wes merely master of the
Fifth, More than once Prout had
rolled inta Queleh’s study with somo
complaint against the Bounder: and it
had to be adimitted that his complainta
were often well-founded. Now that ho
reigned supreme Prout was less likely
bhﬂ.nkm'er to let Bmithy get sway with
cheek,

True, he was a genial man, not
given to remembering grudges; and he
wns far foo important to remember the
existence of a mere Lower Nourth
junior, unless 1t was recalled to his
}_:lin@. But B8mithy was tho man to ask
or 1t.

“That fat old chump,” went on
smithy, in a loud veice. lle did not
seem to care wha heard him.

“1 puess I'd can it, bo!” remarked
Fisher T. IFish. “ The old iujr wouldn't
like to hear what you think of him.™

“Would any beak hike to know what
fellows think of him 7 grinned Skinner.

*Hardly [ chuckled Snoop.

“But what's the old bean done this
time, Smithy " asked Bolzover major.

““He's given me lines!™ growled the
Bounder.

“Prout can’t give a Ilemove man
lines,” said Peter Todd.

*He thinks he can now he's in the
Head's place !

“Oh! That makes a difference, of
course—1 suppose he can, now ! said
Toddy doubtfully. "Queleh won't like

it; but T suppose he can do as ho likes.™

“Well, ho can't!” snapped the
Bounder. *I know 1'm not going to do
the lines. Ilo can leave ug to our own
bealk, ™

“Prout always barges in!” seid Dob

Cherry. “Ha will i?ar%;a in meore than
ever now! What did he give you the
lines forf"

“ Just to throw his weight about.”

“Oh rot!"” said Harry Wharton.
“Prout’s s pompous as3s, but he's not
unjust! Draw it mild, Smithy!”

“Smithy wasn't dol any harm
said Skinner. “Wo all know Smithy—
he never dees any harm!  Baby-like
innocence is his long swit.”

Thers was a chuckle frem the juniors.

“Well, I was sliding down the
banisters,” said the Dounder.

“Mhat’'s epainst the rules!” said Bob.

“A thing you never do!” snecrcd the
EBounder.

“Lots of times—but I expect to geb
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linca Uf & Deuk me at it,” said
Bob Cherry. “No good grousing,

Smithy, 1t's all in the game.”

“If that old ass thinks I'm going to
do lines for him, he's mistaken [* said
the Bounder angrily. *That pompous
eld ass Prowt—" '

*¥Yernon-Smith [

It was Loder's voico.

Nobody had seen Loder coming. He
appeared from among the clms, un-
observed till he was on the spot.

The DBounder bit hiz lip hard., Fea
was angry and reckless; é)ut na would
hardly have spoken as ho had dono
had he been saware that a prefect was
within hearing.

And his resentment was deop and
hitter, for ho knew that Loder had
deliberately skulkoed smong the trees to
hear what was not intended for his ears.
That was not a prefect's duty by any
mMeans.

“What did you say, Vernon-Smith?”

“ MNothin' !" snap{:ud the Boundar.

“You werc speaking of Mr. Prout?”

“How do you know " sneered Vernon-
Smith.

“IL heard vou!"

“1 didn’t know you were listenin'!”
said the Bounder deliberately. “If I
had, I'd have mentioned what I think

of eavesdroppars.”

“Bmithy!” breathed Redwing
anxiously. “Bhut up, for goodness’
sake,”

Loder's face crimsoned. He had beon
aavesdropping ; that was the truth, But
though he was not ashamed of his
action he was ashamed to hear it
described in plain English. e set his
lips hard.

“I shall not canc you mysclf, Vernon-
dmith 1" he zaid, “I shall take you to
Mr, Prout.”

“You can take me to my Form-
master, if you want to take me fto any-

body !” said the Bounder. *I won't go
to Prout.”

“Won't you!" said Lader grimly. and
he prabbed hold of the Bounder's

collar and jerked him out of the group
of Remove fellows, “Now come witi
me, you chweky yvoung scoundrel!™

“Let go, vou bully!” roared the
Bounder.

He struggled savagely, lost to all
prudence now.

But Leder did not let go, snd the
Bounder had little chancr in the grasp
of a Baxth Form man. e was whirled
away towards tho Housc.

“ Queleh’s looking out of the window I
murmured Bol Cherry,

“Quelch can't barge in!" said
Skinner. " Prout’s king-pippin now !'"

“Bet vou he will, all the same ! said
Peter Todd.

Peter was right. As Loder reached
the doorway with the Bounder wriggling
fiercely in Ris grip he was met by the
Remove master, who had come out of
his study to intercept him.

Mr. Quelch raised his hand.

“Btop!¥ he rapped.

* Please do not interfere, =zir!™ said

Loder, with an outward show of respeet
that was belied by the mocking gleam
in his eyes. “I am taking Vernon:
Smith to the headmasicer, sir!”
_ Loder knew, by a sort of instinet, that
it would annoy Mr. Quelech to hear
Prout spoken of as headmastor. A
couple of days ago Loder had been
afraid of Quelch; but he was not afraid
of him now.

He caught the gleam of angry an-
noyance in Quelch’s cyes, and grinned.
Dut he had to stop az Quelech was
standing directly in hiz way.

“Why are you taking Vernon-Smith
to Mr. Prout, Loder!"” asked the
Bemove mastar vory quiectly.
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“IIs has spoken insolently of the
headmaster, sir.”

“In that case, you should report him
te me, Loder™

“Asz the mabtler concemns the head.-
master, sir, I think I had better report
it to him!” answered Loder coolly.’

The Bounder, in his Form-master’s
presence, ceased fo resist. But Loder's
grip was still very tight on his collar.

“¥Yeou are in error, Loder ' said Mr.
Lueleh, in the same quict tone. “Any
offence of a boy in my Form should ba
reported (o me. ou may bring
Vernon-Smith to my study,”

“ ¥ou will excuse me, sir, but I Emfer
to take him to the headmaster I gaid
the new head prefect of Grayfriars.

The gimlet _s,'yas glinted,

" Roleasa ernon-3mith  at
Lodear 1*

* Really, sir——"

“Do vou hear me?”

Even Loder's cool impudence failed
him under Quelch’s raised wveice and
glinting eyes. He let po thé Bounder's
collar, breathing hard.

“MNow, Loder, vou may state what is
Yernon-Smith's offence, and T will deal
with 18! said Mr. Quelch.

Loder breathed hard.

“l shall report this matter to the
headmaster, . sir, and leave it to his
judgment " he retorfed.

“If you have nothing to say——"

“Not to you, sir!"

“"Very well; you may go, Vornan-
Smith, as Loder has no complaint ta
make of you!" said Mr. Quelch.

“Thank you, sir!" said the Bounder
demnurely, and he went.

Mr. ueleh walked away without
another gllhﬂﬂ at Gerald Loder. The
new head prefect of Greyfriars cast a
venomous glanee after him, and walked
away also—te the Head's study! If
Mr. Quelch fancied that the matter was
at an end he was quite deceived. It
was only at the beginning !

Do,

THE FIFTEENTH CHAPTER.
Prout Puts His Foot Down [
R. PROUT sat in the Hoad's
M armchair in the Head's study,
feeling like a headmaster. He
wae filling Dr. Locke's place,
and felt that he Alled it wall.

It did not occur to Prout's pompous
wi#nd, for a moment, that he was rather
like the dwarf who dressed in the
giant's robe !

Authority was dear to Prout; and now
he had his fill of it! The staff treated
him with a mew respeot! He did not
realise that this was becanse in his new
{msitmn he could make things uncom-
artable for them if he liked.

There was only one fiy in the oint-
ment.  That rathor erusty gentleman
Quelch, the master of the Remove, did
not seem to realise his ympian great-
ness, buf treatell him exactly as if he
were still simply & Form-master. That
was rather annoying; and Frout felt
that it would not do. He did not want
te be unpleasant to Cuelch, of course:
But the man had to understand that

&;;n_zn:f 8 temporary headmaster was his
chief.

“lomo in,” said Prout, in his deep
and fruity velce as thero was a tap at
the study door.

Loder of the Sixth entered.

Prout gave him a plance of approvin
weleomme. He had, perhaps, wondere
& little how the prefects would take the
new commeand, They were an important
body in the school and could -have given
him & lot of trouble, if they had liked.
But so far as the new head prefect was
concerned, Prout had been more than
reassuted.

Loder treated him with the deepest
respect, hanging on  his words, asking
his sage advice, listening to him as to
an oracle,

Only in the privacy of his own study
did l.oder menlion to Walker and
Carne that Prout was the world’s prize
asg, and that, hke other asses, he would
follow a carrot held to his nose. The
carrot, in this case, was flattery, which
Prout hiked in chunks. Loder contrived
to make 1t clear, in his manner to
Prout, that he regarded the change in
the headmastership as & change very
much for the better, which was indead
Prout's own opinion. And his bound-
less respect, his anxious desire to hear
Prout’s advice and act on it, pleased
“0Old Pompous ” very much indeed.

“Pray be scated, Loder!™ said Mr,
Prout graciously. “What i3 it,
Tader #¥

Loder apprared to hositate,

“Speak quite frankly!™ said Prout.
with & wave of a large, plump hand.
“1 desire the wutmost frankness and
confidence from my prefects.”

I‘qur. almmtsrntlﬁd those f‘.*an:.u*a:lﬂ on

g tongue, eaking of “my -
fects ¥ was toa Prout 31‘wrhat, chmulﬂtt:-
eream was to [3illy Bunter.

“Well, sir,” said Loder, “you'vae
been kind enough to advise me several
bimaos, sir——"

“My advice,” said Prout, “is always
at the service of my prefects, Loder.
I like them to come to me for counsel.”

“"You're very king, sir. The position
becomes a little difficult when & pre-
feet 35 opposed by a member of your
staff, sir, in carrying out his duties.”

opeaking of the Greyiriars staff to
Prout as “your staff,” was really a
stroke of genius. Prout almost purred.

“I trust, Lm:]r_-r= that there has been
no disagreement,” said Prout.  *“You
may rely upon me to judgoe the matter,
and to uphold the prefects in all their
rights and privilepea.  What iz thae
trouble " '

TA Remove boy, sir, spoke of vou.
in my hesring, with such reckless in-
solence and disrespect that 1 could not
possibly pass the matter over.”

FProut frowned.

“His name?"

“ Vernon-Smith, sir.”

“An impertinent boy,"” said Prout.
“1 had oceasion to give him lines to-
dav. I remember. His words, Loder?”

“He declared, sir, in the presence of
a crowd of boys, that he would not do
lines imrﬂsﬂd by you. As far the
epithets ho applied to you, sir, ¥ can-
not repoat them in your presence,”

Prout's brow was like thunder.

“Why did you not bring this boy to
me, Loder? You should Eam brought
him te me at once.”

“I was in the act of doing so, sin,
when Mr., Quelch interfered——>

“Mr. Quelch interfered?’ boomed
Prout.

“Ho sent Vernon-S8mith away, sir,
Hiz view is that be slone has authority
over Remove boys, and that you have
o rij:_q:ht—-”

“ What—what ¥
"IMNo right to deal with his Form,
sir." .

“Upon my word ¥ pasped Prout.

“T only desire to know, sir, where I
stand,” said Loder, with an air of grest
ecarnestness. “If you desire your pre-
fects, sir, to be under the direction of
a junior Form-master, I, of course, can
only bow to vour decision. I am sure,
air. that vou will do me the justice to
believe that my only desire 15 to carry
out your wishes.”

rtainly, Loder! I have every
faith in you,” said Mr. Prout. ™I
am surprised—indeed astounded—that



Quelch should take it upon himself to
interfere with my prefects.” Prout
rOES I&ur&z t{mI ‘kHead’s a;m-:hai:l:: loaking
B goo cal like a turkey-cook prepar-
ing for battle. “I will see Quelch at
unm—-;mmedmte}{?! In the meantime,
you will fetch Vernon-Smith to thia
study, and wait with him hera till I
return. We shall see,” boomed Prout,
“whether Mr. Quelch will intervens a
poacond time 1™

And the temporary headmaster of
Greyiriars rolled out of the study.
Loder’s face was grave and eomposcd
till he was ne. Then Loder winked
st his reflection in the Head's looking-

lass, and departed in quest of Herbert

ernon-Smith,

Mr. Prout arrived at the Remove
master's study. He rapped on the door
and marched in, without waiting to be
wvited to do szo.

Mr. Queleh rose to his feet. His look
was cold and calm—rather & contrast to
Prout’s turkei(-mck aspect,

“I have called, sir,” sgid Prout, with
aruching dignity, “to speak a fow
words.”

Mr. Quelch did not say “the fewer
the better,” He only thaught it.

“"Loder informs me,” contipued Mr.
Prout, “that you intervened when he
wae taking a Lower Fourth junior to
my study, to report him to me for in-
solent expressions referring to myself.”

“HBuch an coffence, sir, should Te-

rted to & boy's Form-master,” s=aid

r. Quelch coldly, “That has always
been the rule and custom at Greyfriars,
pir.”

“A prefect, sir, has the right to make
a report direet to the headmaster if he
chooses 5o to do!” boomed Prout.

A slightly  sarcastic  expression
flickered for a moment on Mr. Quelchia
face at the montion of the word “ head-
master. ™

Prout, not usually an observant
gentleman, observed it.  He could be
obgervant on malters touching his per-
sonal dignity, which was really Prout’s
most precious possession.

His plump face, already flushed, be-
¢ame almost purple.

“Mr. Quelch, I have assumed the
headmastership, at the request of the
governors of the school—

“Tempararily, sir !

“Quite, sir—quite. But as head-
master, sir, I exact obedience, sir, and
respect, sir, from the members of my
stadl | boomed Prout. “If you asre not
satisfied to serve under me loyally, sir,
your way is open. I am prepared, sir,
to receive your resignation, 1}' Jou care
te place it in my hands.™

¥. Quelch bit his lip hard.

“Otherwise, sir, kindly understand
that I decline—I absclutely decline—to
allow my prefects to be checked and
ordercd and directed by s junior Form-

master——"’

“1 will speak ?lﬂiﬂlﬁ": Mr. Prout.
Loder is not a prefect in whom I have
any confidence. I have found him out
to be a bully, and it was my intention
to report this to Dr. Locke, and to re-
quest that he might be degraded from
the rank of prefect. 1 will cxplain the
clrcumstanegs to you, EBIr, a4s you now
etand in Dr. Locke’s place”

Prout reised a plump hand.

“1 decline to hsten, sir! I have no
doubt—no doubt, sir—that any dis-
cipline applied to so unruly s Form as

Remove will appear in your eyes as
what you are pleased to term bullying.
I, sir, have every faith in Loder.
tedst him absolutely.” -

“Really, sir—"

- "I have instructed him,” boomed
Prout, “to take the boy, Vernon-Smith,
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to my study. T trust, sir, that you will
not think of interfermg sgain,”

“1f ,you have given a direct order

“I repeat that I have done so, sir.”

“In that case, I have no choice but
to bow to the authority invested in
you by the governors during the Head's
ahsence. ™

“I a.mglae!, sir, that you understand
that,” said Prout victoricusly; and he
rolled out of the. study, and
banged the door after him.

Five minutes later Quelch, standin
at his window, had & view of Loder o
the Sixth, marching Herbert Vernon-
Smith towards the House with a grip
of iron ¢n his collar, followed by a star-
m{fcrnwd of juniors,

Me. Quelch looked, and turned away
with a brow of thunder.

But there was nothing he could do.

This time Loder marched his prisoner
to the Head's study, undeterred by
Quelch, The loud swishing of a cane
was goon heard in that study. Smithy
was poing through if, at Prout’s hands,
as no doubt he deserved. And Mre,
Quelch, with the bitterest pill of his life
to swallow, had to get it down somehow.

glmost

2

would be asked for, and if it had nof
been written, there would be more
tr.'-fli-hlﬂﬂ 1

ouble, however, did not ala the
reckless Eounder. i']e secmed tuu:ilirii'a
on trouble, as a rule.

Anyhow, he had made up his obstinate
mind, and that was that, After toa in
the Rag he announced, in reply to many
inguiries, that he hadn’t done the lines
for Prout—that he wasn’t going to do
thern, and that Prout could go and eat
coke.

“You're an ass, old chap!” said Red-
wing. “Quelch can’t stand by you in
this. Prout's Head now——>"

“Prout's an old ass!”

“Mind Loder isn’t listening Lehind
the door!” grinned Skinner.

“Hga, ha, hal”

. Harry Wharton came inte the Rag.
Ha glanced round, and came over to
the Houndef

“Done your lines, S3mithy ¥ he ashed,

“Fifteen I said BSmithy.

“Eh? What the ump do  you
meaan 1%

“You're the FfAfteenth chap that's
szked me thoat fool question. f’m said

‘no’ fourteon times already.”
(Continued on next page.)

THE SIXTEENTH
CHAPTER.

Nerve !

T ONE  your
D lines,
Smithy ¥

i N'D .[I-l
" Better get them

dong, old chap !
“Rats "

BOYS!

(=) A little Instrument fits in the
month out of sight, uwsed with
above for Bird Calls, ete. Any-
s ona can use it.

¥ full course book on Ven-

THROW YOUR VOICE

into a trunk, under the bed or
anywhere. Lota of fun fooling
teacher, policeman or friends.

THE VENTRILO

i
3

Q!

Neover fails, A

.

A !lci:ing from
Prout in the Head's

study, did not seem

to have made the
Bounder more
amenable.

After  ten  that

day several fellows
ssked Smithy if he
had done his lines
They had to bhe
handed in to Prout
before prep.

He bhad not
written them, and
did not apparently

intend to do s50.
And while a good
many of the Re-

move admired his
nerve, and wished
him lock, the more

thoughtful  fellows
shook their heads
over 1it.

Bmithy persisted
in his view that the
Fifth Form “beak ¥
had no right to give
a HRemove man
lines, which was
certainly true. But
as Proubt was now
headmaster, as well
azs IFMfth Form
beal, Smithy’s
position  was ob-
vipuely  untenable.
It was as head-
master, not Aas
master of the Fifth,
that Prout had
given out thocae
linez. And  after
whet had already
aceurred, it was
cortain that Prout
would not forget
that impot It

triloquism, together with
the Ventrilo, all for 1/- plos postage 2d.
Englich stamps may be sent.
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CATALOGUE OF NOVELTIES SENT FREE
Wrils nama and address plainly.

ELLIBDON & SON (F) 125, HICH HOLEORN, LONDON, W.C.1

o

TELL FATHE

abhout the worderinl times you and your chums pr= ===
can hava 4t bhome with a Riloy Billiard Table, 32 i
8)- down brings dellvery oo 7 daye’ fres trial. | -
Ealance menthly. Writs for art lst. ! Fres
. 4. RILEY, LTD. BHsalmont lg||||."||

______ Works, ACCRINGTON, Trab
R e B i jTablas, §

or Dept. 88 147, jSendfor 1
&Mnlﬂkfgut. sdatalls, I

JERSEYS

Full Bize, Stripes, Plaln Shades, Aston Villa, 12/0

and United desigus. Post Pald. Per dor,

Buperior qualities 15/8, 21)- per dos.
SPECIAL OFFER.

HIDE FOOTBALLS {13 panels}, Complete

with beat Bladder, Post Pald.

5/6
JAMES GROSE, Ltd.

579~8%E1, Euston Boad. London, N.W.1,

Balit ke a Plane with the
Power of an Organ

- o

I
B

A remarkable opportunity to obtsin a
Real Piane Astordion at 4 greatly re-
ducad price. Triple chord plang setion.
14-fold bellows. 21 piano keys and &
bagses. Black polished. Complete with
shoulder gtrap, Scend only 3/- deposit.
Balance Ef- monthly until &6/- is
paid. Illusirated Iist Fres.

J.A DAVIS ¢ CO. XD

Q3-104 DENMARK HILL LONDON S E 5
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COME INTO
THE OFFICE, BOYS!

Always glad o hear from gou,
chums, so drop me o HMTGI
Fits)

the jfollowing address:
Editor, The * Magnet ** Libirary,
The Amalgomoted Press, Lid.,
The Flecctway House, Farringdon

Streel, Lendon, E.C.4. A
astamped, oaddressed envelope
will ensure a reply.

ELL, now you've got the first
W fwo free gifts] And aren't
they ripping? But, remem-
ber, thése only form the
beginning of our Sheriff’s Outfit—there
are thres more gifts on é#heir way to
you, and until you've got thesa others
as well, your outfit won't be complete.
The illustrations on page § can only
give you & rough“idea of what these
splendid gifts are reslly like, Wail
till Fyouw've actually got them, and if you
don't then wvote the Maogkir Sherifl's
Qutfit the finest gift-series ever pre-
sented with any paper, I'll—well, I'll
eat my Aunt Jemima's Bunday hat, red
cherries and all |

“S0LD OUTI™

MNow that other fellows have scen the
first of ocur gei:a, however, they'll all
be making a

:-line for the newsagents'
shops to snap up their ocopies of the
Magxer. Some of them, I'm afraid,
will probably be -disappointed, through
not ordering their MAGHET in advanco.
But they won't be caught twice; next
week they'll bo aleng at the newsagent's
first thing 8aturday morning, and f
you're not careful it will be YOU who
15 told, “Borry, sold out 1"

There’s only one way to avoid that—
ask your newsagent to-day to reserve
you & copy of tha Magxer repularly
every week. You won't have to pay
lmsrt ing for this simple method of
safeguarding yourself, so do it NOW !

As announced on page 5, next week's
gift is a novel six-shooter. This ripping
gift offers its lucky possessors any
amount of fun, and while it looks like
the real thing, it i3 perfectly harmless.
And the ammunition given with tha six-
shooter can bp used over and over
again |

have repared an extira-special
number of the gﬂ[nuh‘ﬂ to celebrate noxt
week's great free-gift offor.

In Frank Richards’ long complote
atory, entitled :

“THE HIGH HAND!"™

von will read how Gerald Loder sets
about gotting hiz own-bocl on Harry
Wherton & Co.,, and how nearly he
comes to success in his “war V' against
the chumms of Greyfriars,

Morton Pike, whom you have alresdy
met through the opening chapters of
our new serial, " Captain Crimson,” in
this present issue, is again on the tap
of hiz form. No author knows betier
than he how to recall the adventures of
sticring times in the past, and next
week’s instalment reveals him at his

best, " Linesman's * Soceer hints, an
extra-good edition of “The Greyirviars
Herald,” snd the rost of qur usual

weekly {€oatures, completa the bumper
issue.

I must thank those readers who have
made supgestions for future yarns, and
I mssure them that these suggestions
will be handed to Frank Richards, who
will do his best to carry them out.

HE EDITOR.

THE MAGNET

“Well, Quelch has just spoken to me,"
gaidd the eaptain of the Remove dryly.
“He's heard of this, I fancy. Anybow,
he has }iuﬂt told me, az head boy, to
Iet the Form know that all orders from
Prout are to be obeyed, just az if they
came from Dr, Locke.”

The Boundar sneered.

“Bo Quelch is kow-towing to that fat
aas i he spid. ]

“I don't see that he's got any choice.
Anyvhow, that's that! It's an order
from Quelch now, and you'd better toe
the line. Look here, Smithy, don't be
an  ass,”™  said Wharion earnestly.
“There's going to be plenty of trouble
this term. Any fool can see that. And
if we get landed in rows we don't want
to be in the wrong.”

“That's common semse,” said Johony
Bull, with a nod.

“ Anvhow, now it's an order from
Quelch that washes out Prout, Smithy,”
gaid Redwjng. “Get the lines done,
old c¢hap. It's only fifty, and you can
sit down here and do them.”

The DBounder looked sullen
obstinate.

That messape from Quelch eut thae

round from under his feet, as 1t were.
'o continue to refuse to write the lines
was now to admit that he was out for
trouble, and merely mutinous. Still,
he was disinclined to give in.

Dut a sudden gleam came into his
eves as he thought the matter over. He
went to the tn%ha and sat down, and
dipped o pen into the ink. Redwing,
in great relief at secing his chum
in & more amenable mood, as he sup-
posed, brought bim & sheaf of impot

aper.

& ther fellows, however, catching that
peculiar glimmer in the Bounder’s eye,
watched him curiously, guessing that
something was “up.”

“ (o it, old chap!” said Redwing.

“I'm going it,” said Vernon-Smith,
“Prout gave me fifty lines. I'm goin’
to write fifty lines. I suppose any old
lines will do.”

“I'll get you your Virgil—"

“ I'rout mever said lines from Virgil
I'mm going to write lnm some lines from
Shakespeare.”

“That's not the rule, old chap—"

“Prout's makin' new rules. Why
shouldn't I? If he meant Latin lines
he should have said Latin lines.”

* But he meant—"

“TI'm not supposed to be able to guess
what he meant, if he didn’t say it. I'm
givin' him English lines.”

And the Bounder began to write. All
the fellows in the Rag gathered round,
watching him. It was clear that Smith
was planning some jest on Prout, thoug
no one could guess what it was, so far.
But they guessed, fast enough, when
they saw the lines that ran from the
Boundear's pen:

and

“Man, vain man,
Dressed in a little brief authority,
Plays such fantastic tricks before high
heaven
As make the angels weep ™

The juniors stared blankly., Then
there was a ripple of laughter in the
Rag. TEven the fellows who were
alarmed at the Dounder's temerity
conld not help laughing.

Those lines, in fact, described Prout
wilth such deadly accuracy that Lhey
might slmost ava supposed that
William Shakespesre had Prout in
mind when he wrote them., N

Prout was “dreszsed in a little brief
authority.” And his portly, pempous
imporiance was—in the opinion of the
Remove, at least—calculated to make

the an waep

“Ha, ha, ha I* yelled Skinner. “Good
old Bmithy ¥

“Ha, ha, hal”

“amithy |Y gasped BRedwing, “You
can’t take that to Prout—"

“Can’t 17" grinned the Bounder.

It will make him frightfully wild.”

" Go hon 1Y i

“It will mean an awiul row, Smithy,"
said Harry Wharton.

“Let it 1™

“You may
Squiff. :

* For dng:t!g

get & fHopging,” sald
g2 I'm told, hke 8 good
boy ¥ asked the Bounder, raising his
evebrows. “I don't see it "

“Ha, has, ha!”

In the midst of a grinning crowd, the
Dounder wrote these lines over and
over again, till the total was complete.

Then he rose from the table and
looked at his watch.

“* Just time to catch Prout in Common-
room | he remarked. *“ He will be a%
tea with the beaks now.”

Hand-

There was s shriek in the Bag.
ing those lines to Prout at a.lf; was an
action of which only the reckless
Bounder was capable.  But hand them
to him in the presence of the whole
staff was the climax. What the other
beaks thought of the pompous Prouk
the juniers could gpuess mora accurately
than Prout ever dreamed of guessing.
This would be “pie ™ to the other beaka
—gall and wormwood to Pront|

“Look here, Smithy, it's too jelly
risky I urped Redwing, anxious for his

chum. “Besides, lines are never taken
to the beaks at tea.”

“I'm startin’® new  customs—lika
Prout.”

% Hﬂ, hﬂ, h&I“

“1 say, you fellows! He, he, hel"
game from Billy Bunter. “JI sav, old

Prout will be as mad as a hatter! Hae,

had, he " ;
‘Bat you S3mithy won't have the nerve
to pull Prout's leg like that, before all

the other besks!” said Bolsover major.

‘T'he Bounder gave him a steely look.
" You can follow me, and see, if you
like,” he spid.

And ?emuﬁ-ﬂmit.h walked out of the
BRag with his precious impot in his
hand. Not only Bolsover major, but
nearly all the Remove, followed him,
many fellows doubting whether he
E‘n_uLd have the nerve to carry on to the

L.

But those who doubted him did not
know the Bounder. Nothing would have
induced him to back out now.

He marched direct to Masters' Com-
mon-room, with a crowd of excited
juniors at his heels, He tapped on the
door and opened 1t, sand marched in;
and the other fellows crowded outsids
the door, breathless with exzocitement.

THE SEVENTEENTH CHAPTER.
Painful For Prout !

M R. PROUT was enjoying _life.
Common-reom, and the new
headmaster of Greviriars was

standing on the hearthrug—portly,

All the stalf were there, with one
exception. Quelech, for reasons best
known to himself, was teaing in his own

Some of the beaks were atandin‘s
round Prout, in attitudes of respectf
attention. A few were gitting at the

Only Hacker, the master of the Shbhell,

wad atill consuming provender, having

come 1n a little late,

Tea was over in Masters
plump, mporlent.
sludy.
table, but looking towards Prout.
FProut was holding forth.



l"qrmar?i,a when Brout held forth, the
otbher be remembered engagements
and slid off the sceno one by one, or in
twos. FProut, though he did not know
it, was a pratantmu: bora.

Everything that Prout had to say he

gald, not once, but many times.

For years past [I;rqut."n conversational
powers had been limited to sayin

d over again ihings he ha
said too often. )

He had s little stock of stories Irom
his Oxford days, which he had told
ﬁr fhrgqufntlj that everybody konew them

art.

It was only necessary for Preut to
begin, *I remember, when I was up st
Oxford,” for a. sound of scraping chair-
legs to be heard, snd a rustle of gowns,
as his hearers retreated.

Now, however, all was changed.

A Head—even a temporary H -
was Head | FProut was now in the i-
tion of Jove on high Olympus, and the
lesser gods could only sit up and take
notica when it pleased Jove to spesk.

Prout had never known that he was
n bore. He was not likely to discover
it now, with the other beaks all hang-
ing oo his words, as if they were
precious drops distilled from the fount
of wisdom.

“] remember when I was up at
Oxford—" said Prout.

It was the same old formula—the same
old geme. But there was no retreat
now. The whole staff made up their
minds to endure it hercically. = Mr.
Eﬁper suppressed a sigh. Mr. Wiggins

OVET
ready

a groan, Mp, Hacker, still
d hiz fork viciously into
wishing that Prout
was & sardine, an {;.hha;ble. sa to speak.
1t was then that Vernon-3mith tapped
door end walked in, his lines in
hand. ;

Prout, interrupted, glared at him.

“What do vou want?” he snapped.
lines, sirl” said ala Bounder

eating, jab
% sardine, perha

Le )
IIIE-'E]{I’{;‘

o t—~what!? You should not come
bere with your lines, Vernon-Smith,”
sadd Mr. Prout crossly. )

"ﬂmrﬂ, sir! As I had to bring them

ou before prep, sir, and you were
:lqi:rtrin your study——" murmured the
Bounder.

He came towards Prout with the
lines, t-a.kin% care that the other beaks
would be able to see them as he held
them out on wview.

There was a sudden gasp from Mr.
Twigg, the master of the Second. Hae
was thoe first to epot the lines on tha
Bounder's paper.

Twigg stared at that paper with such
& mesmerised stare that the other beaks
;tp:{:ding round Prout all stared at i,

Fivao or six pairs of masters’ eyes saw
that precious 1mpot before the Bounder
resched Prout.

Prout held out a plump hand for it.
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"You may give ma your lines,
Yernon-Smith 1 hae said. “But do not
bring impositions to this room again”

“"Yeary well, sir [

Prout took the lines. He did not Bound

look at them immediately, howevér, as
ha was surpri the extraordinery
expressions on the faces round him,

lanced round the circle. Grins
were dawning on those faces—grins re-
pressed with great difficulty.

Capper turned away his face to hide
his emotions. Twi ‘5 gurgled. Wig-
gins barely sumee«:? in changing a
chuckle into a cough I time. Monsieur
Charpentier ejaculated *“Mon Dieu!
Co garson| on Dieu I”

Prout stared.

Why this sudden it of merriment had
seized on the masters he did not know.
However, he was soon to know |

He started. His eyes almost bulged
from his plump face a3 he read:

. “Man, vain man,
Dressed in a littla brief authority,

Plays such fantastic tricks betore
high heaven,

As make the angels weep I?

For some seconds Prout stood

thunderstruck, gazing et those lines.
Bmithy, having hdnded them over, was
retreating to the door. He had almost
reir:lted it when Prout's woice boomed
out :

*“Yernon-Smith [

" Yes, sir ™

“Come here1”

The Bounder came back. He was
Ecrfe-:t]f:.? cool under the sea of eyes
xed on him. Prout's face was purple.
He held the hnes in his left hand
and tapped them with the forefinger of
his right, his glare almost boring into
the Bounder.

" Vernon-Smith ! What — what 13
this 1" ] )

“1 gave gnu fifty lines of Latin—"
“¥Yaou did not say Latin, sir. Some-
times we are given lines in English,
sir, in the Remove!” =aid Vernon-
Bmith meekly. “As you did not
say—=""

“How dnre_v}'ml be

rtinenca, ernon - Smith 1*
rout.

“Impertinenca, sirl” repeated
Bounder, with a blank expression.

Thera was & sound of a suppressed
chuckle outside the door.

ilty of this im-
ga3pe

tha

“These insolent lines!” boomed
Prout.
“Oh, sir] I did not make up those

linea, sir! They are from Shakespeare,
sir. Perhaps you heve forgotten vour
Shakespeare, sirl Shall fetch the
book, siri”

“This is intended as an act of in-
solence I roared Mr. Prout.

“0Oh, sir!” The Bounder tried to
look as if hutter would not melt in his
mouth. “I—I hope you don’t imagine,
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#lr, that the lines reter to you in any
way, sir.”

“Vernon-Bmith 1*

“How could they, sir??” asked the
er. “You werent born when
Shekespeare wrote thom, sir—at least, I
:u;;zgm you weren't, sir.”

< ilence i* roared Proul.

i Yeu, gir! Ma:l;tr Igo Htl:‘-u\l:f Mri}"
You may go to my s . Vernon-
Bmith! I shall futlufr ;mujrthere'! 1
shall ﬂugP;r,fnu for this insolence, gir 1"
boomed Prout. He pitched the lines
into the Common-room fire. “Go ¥

“But, sir—"*

“Go 1" roared Prout.

Vernon-Bmith went.

Prout glanced round at a circle of
faces vainly striving to keep grave. Ha
strode from the room after Vernon-
Smith.

He was hardly outside when & sound
of irrepressible merriment followed him
from the Common-room. The beaks
could contain themselves no lomgez.
Even the sour Hacker was laughing
over his sardines.

Prout's cars burned as he went. He
glared at a crowd of Remova fellows
m the paszage.

“What are yvou juniors doing here!”
he thundered,” “ (3o to your Form-room

at once, all of you—and write a hundred
lines each ™

i s LS

rout strode on. o disappeared
after the Bounder. The I{eﬁgtita:
locked at one another, grinning.

A bhundred lines each!™ said Bob
Cl:‘terr;u'. “Well, it was worth it
-nhl;-:{[giﬂd ﬁ-nrthfu}nes:a \;tua éerri_f!lit: 5

@ urrce Jamset Bam Singh,
“Ha, ha, ha |” ,
LEchoes of laughter reached Prout’s

burning ears as he rolled on to the
Head's study after Vernon-Smith. Al
the n_mst,e:ﬁ uﬁd a!lt the Hm:éuva Were
cnjoyin e Bounder’s im jest;
he itnew that. it
The Removites chuckled and chortled
as they went to their Form-room to do
their lines. They felt that the jest was
worth it, as Bob Cherry declared.
the Bounder, perhaps, doubted a little
whether it was worth it—when Prout

d was done with him1

THE EIGHTEENTH CHAFTER,
Sacked !

: OB CHERRY jumped.
B “ Oh, my hsat ¥ he breathed.
here was a footstep at the
door of Loder's study in the
Sixth,

That, of course, would not have
mattered to Bob—but for the rather un-
fortunate circumstance that he was
mside that particular study |

Bob was standing in the bed alcove.
In his hands was a grimy sack—empty !
It had contained soot |

(Continued on next page.)
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The soof was now nicely g‘[ucen_i in
the middle of Loder's bed, nicely
covered up by the bedelothes, all ready
for Loder to slip into when he went to
bed that night !

B0 far all was well! But it was at
that point that Bob's luck failed him.
He wes turning away from the bed
having got on with the good work an
finished 1t, when he heard Loder's step
at the door.

Escape was impossible! There was
only one thing Bob could do—and that
was to draw the bed curtazin shut to
sereen him off from the study.

He was serecned from view when
Gerald Loder walked in and switched
on the Light.

Bop hardly breathed. :

If Loder discovered him there, with
the, sooty sack in his possession, the
result of that jape on the bully of the
Sixth was likely to be more painful for
Bob than for Loder.

Loder, however, seemed to have no
guspicion that anyone was in_ the study.
He threw tha door shut, and sat down
in his armechair, and the next moment
the seent of a cigarctie reached Bob in
his hiding-place.

Mr. Prout probably would have lost
some of hia faith in timt dutiful prefect
could he have seen Loder smdking in

Ins study !

The cigarette was followed by
another, and another! There was a
rustle of & Baoh Cherry peered

o s ;
out cautiously ween the curtains that
sereened the alecove. Loder, sitting in
his chair, had his back to him; the top
of hia head visible over the chair back.
Bob could see the #itle of the paper he
was reading—the “ Racing Tipster.”

The new head prefeet of Greyiriars
Bchool was desply engrossed in that
enthralling periodieal.

Bob shook a fist at the back of Loder's
unconscious head |

Loder evidently had come to stay!

Bob could see Loder's clock on the
mentelpiece, and it indicated twenty-
five minutes past nine, Five minutes
more and the Remove had to be at their
dormitory !

“Oh crikey !" breathed Bob inaudibly.

He rather wished now that he had not
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thought of that jape on Gerald Loder,
or, alternatively, as the lawyers say,
that he had left it till & safer ocecasion.

It was rather too late to think of that of

now |

Two more minutes passed, but Gerald
Loder was still & fixture! And Carne
of the Bixth, whoe was seeing lights out
for the Remove that might, would miss
Bob from their ranks in three minutes
maorea |

Bob breathed hard !

He was getting desperate now! To
steal silently from the room was impos-
sible—Loder would hear him, and turn
his head ! And if he saw him—-

Silently, Bob Cherry stepped through
the opening betweon the bed-curtains,
behin, r's chair. 'The grimy sack
wasd in his hands—the open end down-
ward |

On tiptoe, he steizped closer to the
new head prefect of Greyfriars till he
was standing behind his chair!

Cautious as he was, some faint sound
must have reached Loder, for he laid the
F?per on his knecs and began to turn
1is head.

Even as he started turning it, the
open end of the sack descended om 1t,
from the

engulfing Loder !
as
fga.ir v bounded.

There was a stardled
huilf' of the Bixth! He

As ho JHMEIE:E], Bob dragged the sack
lower over him, and Loder's arms were
imprisonad inside. Thers was a cord
round the neck of the sack, and with a
jerk Bob drew it taut, and knotted it
while Loder lurched snd swayed and
gurgled within the sooty sack.

“Urrrggh " came in choking accents
from the sack. “Wurrgegh! Grugggh!”

Bob did not stay to listen.

One bound carried him to the door—
another into the passage—and in a
flecting second he was round the nearest
COrner.

“Oh, hers you are!” exclaimed Harry
Wharton, in great relief, as the breath-
less junior joined the Remove at the
foot of the big stairease,

“Here we are, here we are, here we
are ﬁg‘?m 1" chuekled Bob.

“Did you——" began Nugen

" Hnr]'fl” € R

“0Oh, my- hat!”

What the thump—-=>"
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“Urrrggh! Gurrgggh! Help! Wur-
rrgggghh I came a sound of horrible
gurgling and gasping, from the direction

the Hixth Form studies.

Thera was a rush in that direction.
From Loder's doorway s strange
ﬁ%rc came staggering.

rom the top of the head as far down
as the knees it was clad in an inverted
sack, from which o cloud of soot rose, as
the hidden figure within struggled.

“Whot What! Which#" gusped the
Boundef®

“Who the dickens——"

“What the thump—="

“Urrrggh! Gurrggh!” Loder stag-
gered urlld]‘;i along the passage. *Let
me out! et me lopze! I'm chook-

chook-chook-choking ! Gruuuugh !
“Ha, ha, ha!”
“It's Loder!” roared Verpoon-E2mith,
“Ha, ha, ha!”
“Gurrrggh! Wurrrggh! I'm siff-aoff-

suffocating! Wurrggh! Will you get
this thing off! Yuuwurrrggh !
“Ha, ha, ha!”

Loder struggled and wriggled, and
wrestled frantically in the sack, But
with the cord tied round the neck of it,
st his knees, he had no chance of
getting out! Half Greyiriars swarmed
on the scene, yelling with laughter,

MNobody seemed in_a hurry to help
Loder, His own pals, Carne and Walker,
were yelling like the rést. Mr., Quelch
came out of his study and stared on
with grim dImchmmL Mr. Prout rolled
up and regarded the strange object with
bulﬁlng eyes,

“What—what—what 13 this?” gasped
Prout.

“Ha, ha, ha!"

“Eilence! What—" ’

“Urrrggh! QGurrggh! Let mo out!
I'm chick - chack - chook - choking!
Gurrggh! TYou silly fools, land me »
hand ! Wurrggh ¥
_ "It—it—# is Loder!” gasped Prout,
mm amazement., * Loder, are you out of
vour senses? Iz this suitable conduct
for a head prefect? Why have wyou
played this absurd prank, Leder *

“Ha, ha, hal”

“Gurrggh! Qocoogh! Ooo-er |

*“Ha, ha, ha!” yelled the juniors,

Prout gave them a thunderous glare.

“Go to your dormitory ! DMr. Queleh,
why are not vour boys in their dormi-
tory? Walker — Bykes — Bancroft—
release Loder from that—that ridiculous
%us:tmn! He shall explain this to mel

2 zhall explain——"

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“Go!” roared Prout.

The Removites went roaring. If was
quite & long fime before eves clesed in
the Remove dormifery that mnight!
bﬂ?&mklea and choriles ran from to

No doubt Loder succeeded in explain-
ing to Prout that it was not an “ absird
prank  on his part, as that rather
obtuse gentleman had at first supposed,
for the next day he wos as high in
favour with the new headmaster of Grey-
friars as ever! He had been the victim
of & jape, as the juniors called it; of an
unheard-of, unexampled, uuprcumie.ntud,
unparallelod outrage, outside Lhe Re-
move, and the Remove kept their own
couhsel on the subject. It was going to
be a troubled ferm for the Famous Five,
but there was no doubt that Loder was
going to get some of the trouble!

THE END,
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STIHHING OLD-TIME STORY OF HIGHWAYMEN AND SMUGGLERS !

CHAPTERS
OF OUR
GREAT NEW
ADVENTURE

STORY.

THE FIRST CHAPTER.
The Genial Mr. Jones !

o EARD the news, Jack? The
highwayman's been up to his
pranks again, Eased our

parson of fifteen guincas and
his gold seals last night. What do you
think of that?”

Jack Lennard, havi
the harness-room nl:.n&
whistled softly.

“Phew! Where did this happen®

“On Windyway Heath, Getting pretty
close, isn’t it? And the sixth robbery
within the week,” said Billy Jepp.

just come into
¢ Black Boar,

“Too close for my liking, Billy. Our
folk are honest smugglers here, not
gallows birds. Any cluet Can the

parson deseribe him 7

“Yes, It was the fellow they call
‘Captain  Crimson' sgain—he Trecog-
nisecdd him from the colour of the velvet
mask he wears,” said the innkecper's
son. “‘I must give Mr. Jones warning,
for he talks of leaving us to-morrow,
and he carries a fat purse in his
brecches pocket.”

Jack Lennard seated himself on a
wooden cornbin, and frowned thought-
fully.

“I wonder if Mr. Peter Jones has
anything to do with this Captain
Crimson?™ he said. *“He's been a it of
& mystery, you know, and they bath
turned up at the same time. Jones has
stayed at the Boar ten days now; the
first highway robbery took place the
very night aiter he came, and there's
been one nearly every nmight since !

Billy Je%p laughed as he hung up
the bridle he had been cleaning.

“What's put that maggot into
head, Jack? There's no mystery about
the man. He makes no secret that he
is expecting & friend from across the
water—and now he tells my father that
he can wait no longer, but must go
back to London unless Ben Quy should
chancoe to run in to-night and bring his
friend with him. Mr. Jones is the
Fleaﬂantest and best customer we've had
or long enough.”

“That's pood hearing, Billy, and I
than't forget it when I go.”

The words were spoken in a deep,
bass voice, and Jack’s ears grew scarlet
as he turned ito see Mr. Peter Jones
filling up the doorway with his square-
shouldered frame.

Ha zaw a large man, with a frank,
cpen face, tanned by the weather,
though rather pockmarked, as were &

Gur

His

reat many faces in those days.
wir, whitech he wore unpowdered, was

Very groy, althmuih he could not have
been much more than fifty.

For a moment Jack wondered how
much he had overheard of their com-
versation, but Mr. Peter Jones’ next
remark soon put him at ease.

“1 want to bespeak a chaise and pair
for to-morrow afterncon, Billy,” he said.
“Unless, that is, Ben Quy should come
i with his lugger in the meantime,
I've waited so long for vour bold
smuggler that there seems as much
chance of meeting him in the flosh as
there s of zeeing the wonderful Hicker-
man they talk about every night over
there,” and he jerked his lmag in the
direction of the inn across the yard.
“Any news of cither of them

Billy Jepp laughed,

“MNone of Mr. Hickerman, sir, thai's
a sure thing, 'Tis over & month sines
we heard he was coming to take charge
of the Excize at Widowater and going
to do such great things. As for Ben
Quy, the smuggler, we never know when
he s here until we see him. But if you
go to-morrow, siv, I warn you to have
a care upon the road. There is a
rascally highwayman recently come
about these paris where none have been
seent for five years and more.”

“I thank you, Billy, but I have a
liitle persuader which I never travel
without. Nay, I have a brace of thom,”
and he drew a silver-mounted pistol half
out of his skirg tﬁﬂﬂk&t. letting it drop
back again, with a confident chuckle.
“The chalzse for threm o'clock, remem-
ber, and now to see whether they have
browed that bowl of punch.”

Jack Lonnard pulled a wry face as
Mr. Peter Jones crossed the cobbled
yvard to the door of the inn parlour
which was under the archway.

“Good %nh he wasn't half a minute
sooner ! never heard im coming,™
he grinned.

“MNor I, but all things happen for the
best, as father’s so fond of saying,”
answercd Billy., “I hope old Ben does
bring the gentleman before he goes.
How iz the tide?”

The two boys walked to the window.
Through the diamond panes the seiting

sun gleamed on the winding reaches of
the wide tidal river flowing lazily sea-
ward, past the flat Essex marshes where
cattle grazed, and where tall, tuftoed
elms flung long lines of shadow across
the water-meadows.

There were patches of gold und purple
on the wet mudhanks, and some white-
winged gulls ecireled about the big
channel posts standing like silent
sentinels marking the fairway.,

Everything seemed so still and peace-
ful that a stranger might have thonght
Widewater the very end of tho earth,
where nothing ever happened. But
strangers do not know everything, and
that 3u1ét little town was a veritable
hotbed of smuggling, with old Ben Quy,
and voung Tom Roke, the most daring
of them all.

“Free trade,” they called it when
George II was king, and for long
cnough after, and that winding Essex
river with its countless hiding-places in
the ereeks was a rare place for “free
trade !

They were all in it, in those davs,
from the parson to the postboy, the
squire  inecluded.  Even worthy Dr.
Lennard, when he found a small ecask
of Nantz brandy hi;]rd{rn in the garden
of his white gabled house, asked no
questions, but rolled the keg inte his
cellar—when it was dark !

“Low-tide in another hour. Ben
wont't be here much short of midmight,
and it's & merey that Hickerman has
not shown his ugly noee, after all, for
it'll be full moon at eleven o'clock,”
said Billy,

“But what about the dragoons?™
queried Jack in a whisper, having had
a lesson m caution.

Billy Jepp laughed scornfully,

“Not much fear of them, old fellow:
they'll be all abed and the half of them
drunk by that time. Tom's made
friecnds with the troop, and when our
Exciee Officer does arrive at last the
redeoats wan’t be over keen to help him
with his job, I warrant you!”

The Message !

HE parlour at the Black Boar
E struck snug and warm as Mr.

Peter Jones entered it.  The
candles wers already lit, and a

wood fire erackled on the hearth.
“Heigh-ho, gentlemen! Dut I shall
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be right sorry to leave this place and
vour pleasant company,” said the
brawny Jones with o smile and & sigh
as ho looked round the low-beamed
room. On the high setile, ot right
angles to the chimney corner, sat a
dragoon officer, hiz scarlet coat and
vellow facings making a bright spot of
colour as he lolled, with his jack.
booted legs stretched out to the blaze.

“ And wo shall miss you also, sir, for
I have come to regard our game at chess
as a thing to look forward to,” said
Dr. Lennard heartily from his accus-
tomed place, where, every evening
found him seated, with a lighted taper
beside the leng churchwarden with his
name written on the bowl, and a
tankard fortheoming  without any
necessity for him to order it. .

So far, on that particalar evening,
all the talk had run on the m{]sh:-rmua
highwayman who had disturbed the
district of late, but the eniry of Fetcr
Jones struck a new note.

“Do you seriously mean fo go to-
morrow, sir}!” said Mr. Falcon, the
retired East India merchant who lived
at the Abbey, half a mile up the river
bank.

“Unlesz my friend comes to-night I
have no alternative,” nodded Mer. Jones.

There was an odd little twinkle in
the dector’s eves as he relit his pipe.

Jack's father had been an Army
surgeon during the rebellion of 1715, and
he iad a shrewd suspicion at the back
of his mind that Peter Jones' belated
friend might be s Jacobite agent; for
those gentry sometimes availed them-
selves of the smuggler's lugpers, and
rumour had it that the Young Pretender
WBS prc?aring an adventure against the
peace of the realm.

It waz so far all hearsay, but the
doctor, being & very loyal subject of
King Genr%e, had made seversl
attempts to draw Mr. Jones, and the
closer that gentleman proved abeut his
" own private affairs, the more convineed
was Dr. Lennord that his suspictons
were correet.

Still, he liked the man, and he played
a strong game of chess, and his regret
at the impending departure was per-
fectly genuine, o

Just then a delicious odour of hot
punch and lemons wafted across the
parlour, and the landlord, in ample
white shirt, and long, flapped waist-
coat, bmugﬁn in the steaming bowl and
got it on the table,

“Ha! Jopp, my good friend, not the
worst of the memories I shall carry
away with me will be the fragrance of
vour wonderful brew 1" cried Mr. Jones,
smacking his lips. “ Anoither glass for
Mr. Falecon, Jep‘fg and let Nancy bring
the chessmen. The doctor and I must
hava a last frial of strength before 1

" With all my heart!"” eried the doctor.
Then, as pretty MNancy laid the chess-
board beside the blue bowl, he began to
place the pieces in position,

They were well matched players, and
a5 they settled down te their game
nobody spoke.

Mr. ¥Faleon, hizs hands resting on the
silver knob of his ebony walking-stalf,
watched thoe board with keon interect,
while honest Joe Jepp stood looking on,
his pipe in full blast.

“Check 1 sand the doctor, breaking
the silenco.

As Dr. Lennard spoke the door
opened and Tom Roke, the smuggler,
entered. In his short blue jacket and
white potticoat breeches, he was a good-
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fooking young man, wearing geld rings
in his ears, and at sight of him pretty
Nancy's face brightened.

* Good evening, gentlemen,” said Tom
Roke. “News of sorts for you, Mr.
Jones. Ben Quy's lyving off Bradwell
Point at last.™

The chess-plaver gripped the arms
of his chair. Ilc was cbviously exeited.

“Oh, there's no hurry, sir,” smiled
Tem. *The wind's blowing dead in his
teeth, and he'll wait for the tide to
‘make ' before he starts to beat n
apainst it. He won't reach the Islan
this side o' three hours, so you'll finish
your game, and to spare.’

“It looks asz though it will be done
long before that,” said the chess-
player, countering the doctor’s strong
attack, with a broath of relief. *“ What,
never neaving us so early, Mr, FFalcon "

“¥Yes. I am afraid I must,” said the
elderly merchant, rising. “ But before 1
go, I wonder would you grant me a
very special faveur, To-morrow you will
pass very close to the East India House,
in Leadenhall Street, and if you would
take charge of a packet for ma I should
count myself your debtor. Is it asking
oo much of our short acquaintance,
Mr. Jones?"

“My good sir, I shall be delighted. 1
am honoured by your confidence, Mr.
Faleon,” cried Jones, clasping the old
gentleman’s outstretched han warmly.
“I promise you nced have no fear that
the rascally highwayman will ease me
of your packet, for I carry a coupla of
pills which would do lhe rogue mora
good than any the deocltor ever com-
{Juundud 1" and he ta;lz'l.pnd his pocket, a
ittle boastiully, perhaps.

“The packet I will send over by my
servant in the morning.” said Mr.
Faleon, rising stiffly by the aid of his
walking-staff, for he was slightly lame.
“*When next you come into these parts 1
trust vou may sec this Caplain Crimson
hanging on his gibbet.™

* Amen to that, and good night te
vou, sir,” laughed DMr. Peter Joncs,
adling more punch into the glasses,
and resuming his survey of the chess-
board.

Bevond the red ecurtain above the
wainscot partition dividing the parlour
from the common-room, farmhands,
satlormen, end dragoons were drinking
and talking. Tom Roke drow the end
of the eurtain aside, making a =ign to
one of the sailors, who eaught his eye
and nodded.

It was only a lift of the brow, but the
man understood and passed a silent
\\‘illﬂ%ﬂr round that there would be work
for them that night,

Then the young smuggler, after a
quick glance at the dragoon officer, re-
tired to a corner with his mug, until,
on the stroke of eight, he walked across
the sanded floor to the stable ward.
There he stood for a moment looking up
at the sky.

The wind had freshened, and great
clouds were struggling for mastery with
the full moon, 1i$}1i¢h sometimes shone
out with extracrdinary brilliance and
was obscured the next moment.

“MNot the best o' nights for ‘free
traders,” ” he muttered, " but we must
do what we can,” and he smiled con-
fidently as he crossed the vard towards
the light shining ihr-n::ugi': the stable

O,

Jack was admiring o bay mare which
old man Jepp, the landlord, had
recently bought for his own riding
while Billy ﬁr:-.ld s horn lantern, the

Letter to show off her points when Tom
Roke joined them.

“"Ben Quy's off Bradwell Point,” he
gaid in a low voice. * How are we going
to pass the word to Betty Loop's without
?Imﬁﬁ infernal soldiers getting wind of
it ?

“I'l go!” pulped Jack, suddenly
hoarse with excitement, “Let me havo
the mare, Billy, and I can be back
instdo an hour "

“You could have the mare right
enough, old man, but what about ﬁ-i!
high-toby fellow? BSuppose vou meet
Captain Crimson; how then '

“Well, I suppose I should meet him,
that's all. He wouldn't stop me when he
found I wasn't worth robbing. What

do you say, Tom?”

“You're & good plucked 'un, Master
Jack, there's no denying it, but the
doctor's a J.F. and he’d have something
to say if it came out that you'd hcen
helping the free traders!” replied Roke.
“1 should have tipped the wink to one
of the post-boys, but they're all over
vonder, mixed up with the dragoons.”

“The more reason why I should stare
before the redcoats finish their liguor
and think of turning in,” urged the
cager boy, “I ean slip out by the little
door on to the marsh, and not a soul
the wiser!"

“I think maybe he's right,” said the
smuggler, glancing cautiously round, I
don't know where Ben means to run in,
but if Betty Loop tells the lads to
bring the horses as far as Burnt Mill
by eleven of the clock we shall know
by then and show ’em a light. What
do you say, Billy?%

“I'd go with him myself, only someone
might smell a rat if they found nobady
in the stables,” replied Rillv. But Jack
had already darted into the harness-
room, and mn five minnfes he was off
and away !

A Timely Warning!

HF door in the old brick wall of
the stable closed gently behind
him as Jack Lennard walked hia
mount over the spongy ground,

When he had passed the last
straggling cottage and opened & gate
on to the highway, there would be six
miles between him and Buckthorpe, but
ho knew every inch of the lonely road.
As he checked the mare, his heart
bounded with the joy of that unexpected
night ride.

“Steady. little lads!” he whizpered,
hending down to slip the link of chain
from the gate-staple. '

Then he put the horse into a canter
zlong the grassy verge of the lane, the
strong wind blowing in his face, and
lifting the brown hair about his ears,

Away to the left, & light twinkled here
and there in the town of idewater
strung out along the crest of a hill above
the river; but he was striking inland,
end the feathery eims bordering the lane
soon hid all sign of human habitation,

For a considerable distance the great
tree-trunks made an avenuoe of the road:
a ﬁlﬂﬂ-my tunnel, stabbed by shafts of
light every time the moon sailed clear
of the clouds.

Jack was glad of the moon's help
when he reached Windyway Heath, for
it showed him the wide stretch of deso-
late country, overgrown with gorse, and
bracken. The lane forked there, one
branch crossing the heath to the London
road, the other—which he must follow—
becoming little more than a sandy track
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The chess-players looked np from their
game a5 Tom Hoke entered the room.
“*News for you, sir,”* said the young

smuggler. * Ben ©Quy’s logger, with
cargo of contraband, is lying oft Bradwell
Point 1 **

along a high hedge of nut bushes lead-
mg to Buckthorpe.

As he came out of the gloom of the
lane and into the full glare of the moon-
shine Jack could not keep back a gasp
of relief to see nothing stirring in front
of him, and the top of Buckthorpe
steeple peeping above the ridge, only a
mile and o half away now,

Nevertheless, the sound of his own
voice was company as he cried *Hi,
hoop, my beauty " and pressed the
bay mars inte a hand gallop.

A clump of silver %irﬂhea showed
ahead, near Lthe entrance te a disused
sandEIt. and it was there that Jack Len-

nard’s back suddenly went all goose-
flezh,
“3tand I came a stern command,

accompanied by a cuarious glint that
could only have been the moon on a
polished pistel barrel.

Ag Jack pulled the bay up in her own
length, he saw a mounted figure barring
the way in the shadow of the trees.

He was no coward, but all the zama
there was a tremulous quaver in his
volca &5 he blurted cut the first words
that oceurred to him,

“It’s no good staying me, sir, for I
haven't & penny in my pockets ! he
cried,

The other lowered his weapon,

“I do not waste my time easing
youngsters of their pence, Master Len-
nard,” he laughed, and the voice was
Strangely refined, if not friemdly. “I
Wwant & word with you, young fellow-my-
lad, to which you will do well to listen,”

Jack remembered the reports that had
passed through the town about the
strange highwayman; how he was said
to speak like & man of education, and

sd even quoted Latin while he took

e parzon’s purse, He felt his courage
Teturning.

"“Now,"” zaid the highwayman, “if I
might hazard & guess, you are on vour
way to a certain alehounse kept by one
Bﬂﬂl‘g‘ Loop, and your business concerns
the Free Traders, of Widewater., Am
I rightt"

“"¥ou are, indeed, sir=but how yon
should know beats me "

“A pgood deal will beat wou, baoy,
hefore you ere my age!™ laughed the
highwayman sgain, “ And not the least
surprise of your short life will be the
thing I am going to tell you now., When
you return home, take this message to

iur smuggler friends from * Captain
srimeon.’  Tell them that Mr, Poeter
Jones is the redoubtable Dan Hicker-
nian, the Revenus Officer, they are
rxpecting, after all, and that fore-
warned 12 forearmed! Yes, T thought
wou would start, and the sconer you are
at -Betiy Loop’s, the better. So good-
night to you, Master Lennard, and see
you make good use of your knowledge !

Too amazed to ind words, Jack stared
'Etll?ﬁnim““t}md. at the speaker, who,
slipping his pistol into ils holster again,
waved a hand in farewell as he struck
across the heath at a quick trot.

The last thmf: the boy saw was the
gleam of the black horse’s white heels
in the moonlight. Then the gorse bushes
hid them, and his own brain began to
work 1E|"E|{.!pl1||:|l31 . )

“Egad, this i3 mighty sericus!” he
thnugﬁlt. “1 wish Billy Jepp were here,
for I don't know what to do for the best,
and Ben Quy's running into danger
gvery minute,”

Urging his :nare ioto a gallop, Jack
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was not long in reaching Betty Loop's
alehouse. etty’s nephew, Dick, met
him at the door.

“1 have come from Tom Roke”™
said Jack, and he gave the message,
adding on his own account: “Re-
member, the men must not stir from
Burnt Mill without word. There may
ba danger to-night. Also, Ben Quy’s
cargo ought to be a heavy one, so bring
plenty of helpers.™

“ Rest easy on that seore, Master Jack,
I'll zee to that; but surely vou'll breathe
tha mare beforc you go back? There's
time and to spare.”

“Not for me,” said Jack *I am re-
turning now—rood-night ™

And he left Dick anp staring after
him with a puzzled look on his cunning
face.

The bay was in_a- white lather when
Jack flung himself out of the zaddle in
the shadow of the stable wall in Wide-
water, opened the door, and led her in,
after cauticusly reconnoitring through
the big keyhole beforehand.

“¥You're soon back,” said Billy, as he

and Roke came from the harness-room
at the sound of hoofs. *“What's hap-
pened

Jack delivered the highwayman’s mes-
sage mn & thrilling whisper, and con-
sternation was mirrored in their faces.

“"Lud! The dirty dog!” ecried Tom
Roke. “We must show the warning
stgnal to Ben Quy at once, and Jake
Wooderaft shall pull down stream to
warn him should he run up this side of

the izsland.”

"Wait!" said Jack, catching Tom
Roke by the sleeve. ™1 have o better
plen than that. It ell came to me on
the ride back,” and, as he poured out
his scheme, their expression of blank
dismay pave place to one of admiration
and delight.

“(dzocks, 'tis worth the tryving, with
the * porters’ already on their way to

Burnt Mill!” said Roke thoarsely.
“Always supposing, though, that he
takes the baitt™®

“"He'll swallow 1t! Leave that to

me |
standing here,” whispered Jack. “ Set
the warning light for Ben, and I'll lead
Hickerman off on a false scent.”

Off went the trio to the harness-room
to light a lantern. Then they passed
to the other end of the long stable,

That end of the building faced directly
down-stream, and in the middle of the

But we're wasting precious time

g

_red-brick 5&5}1& Was & NArrow opening.

_ Billy set the lantern inside the open-
ing as he had done many a fime and
oft, knowing that, while sharp eves on
the water would see and understand,
it would be invisible from the marsh.
“Hallo!” cried Tom Roke. “We're
only lest in time, for yonder be Ben's
blue light showing off the tail of the
island !*
Then three times he hid the ecandle
flame with his hand, repeating the pro-
cess again and again, unt.ﬁ i was
answered from the approaching lugger,
whose hFhL turned from blue to white.
“They've seen us, and he’ll run up
thiz side of the island. That means
he'll drop his hock in the mud off Decoy
Point in less than an hour!" chuckled
Tom, excitedly. *Now, Master Jack,
all rests with you, If you fail, Ben
uy runs a good chance of Chelmsford
acl to-night 1"

Jack's Ruse!
Dr,

&4 HECK-MATE "™  ¢ried
q Lennard suddenly, and not
without a deep breath of
relief, for the game had
been a long one and the struggle hard.

“"Egad! You have me on the hip,
doctor I” sald Mr. Peter Jones, az he
pushed back his chair.

As he did so he caught sight of some-
thing moving in the shadow between
the end of the high settle and the swrect
door, and saw Jack Lennard beckoning
him with every sign of impatience.

Mr. Peter Jones rose slowly and
stretched out his arms with a yawn,

“Let me have my reckoning, Jepp,
when I return in a minute,” he said as
ha went. out.
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Jack was waiting lov han,

Do you koow  who ' Caplain
Crinson - may be, s10Y"7 was the boy's

unexpected gqueation.

¥ 0des Yife, ol have vou brousht me
out hwere to a:k that, Jack? Dever
heard the roguc's mame tHl I came to
Widewater, What—have vou seen the
fghwayman? Can we lay hands on
fiam ™

“He stoppod me on the raad, siv, and
gave me a message,’” replied Jack, wath
a perfectly strabght face. ™ DBen Guy's
lugEer runs a cargo  to-meht, and
Munden Creck 13 oveoe wouder, AMre
Hfrﬂ.'r ran "

"Houndz!  What does thiz mean!
How come vou by my name, boy?"
The man's hand fell heavily on Jaelk's
shoulder.

“ifaptain Crimson” gave it me,
with the message. siv—and  Manden
Creek i3 o good live miles by the river
bank !

The large man seermned suddenly to
swell apd grow larger with :mpurtanae

"Not u word to_n living soul!™ he
eried in a husky whizper, * (overnment
will not forget vou, bor, nor shall I
And, lifting the latc‘r he went back to
the parlour again in three strides, where
e =hook the sleeping drageoon afficer,

“Get your men nio the saddle
soon ms possible ! he commanded,

The licutenant, being a rather superior
person in his own estimation, and rudely
roused at that, looked uwp  at  him,
ruffled.

“1 take no orders from AMr.
Jones,” he replied haughtily.

“No, but yvou take 'em from Dan
Hickerman, and that's my narme!"
thundered the Excise Dfﬁter, ta the

s

Peter
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astonishment of the roem. “In  ten
minutes we must be on the road, =0 lock
to at 1™

Jack, lurking under the archwav.
rubhed his hands with silent glee as he
watched the bustle at the big barn op-
}r}tﬁlte the stables where the dragoons
ad their quarters. As scon as Hicker-
man and lus party rode off, Jack

joined
Billy once more at the owl-hole 1

L] [} * [ -

“That you, Tom "

“That’s me, Ben.” Hoke deftly canght
the coil of rope tossed to himt in the
darkness as old DBen Quy brought the
Grey Gull alongside Decoy Point within

a vard of the spot he had intended.
“Auch aboard, Ben?"”
“Av, lad, were loaded a’most to

Funw ‘ale mp, an' I hope vou've brought
plenty o help, Te's brandy and tes for
the most part, and I den’t trust yon
OO, th-:}ugh she's hid Ler face this
last hour, Coast clear?"”
iﬂm laughed.
“Clear cnongh for a bit.
news'll keep,™
A low whistle from Roke brought the
hanktop alive with watting men, and
behind them came the muffled trampling
of many horses,
Everyone scemed to Lkpnow exactly
what to do, though it was very dark.
With surprisingly little noise the ankers

of brandy were passed from hand to
hand and zlung on the horses,

Then came the tin cases of tea. None
Epﬁkﬁd harder unloading than Jack and

ily.

At last the fnal load was handled,
and the string of horses melted away

But the

by half-n-guinea and a dollop of tea for
hiz night’s work. Last of all, the Grey
Gull was towed to her moorings fifty
vards {rom the back of the inn.

‘Ten minutes later, Tom Roke and
Ben Quy, a wizened old man with ane
cye, were the only occupants of tho
Grey Gull's parlour when the door was
Hung noisily open, and an angry booted
figure strode in with an oath.

“My name's Dantel Hickerman I he
annauneed with a growl like thunder,

“Mine's Quy, and plu:asu_-d to mako
vour honour's acquaintance,”” said the

‘old man, placidly pufling at hiz Dutch

pipe.

“¥ou'll not be so pleased one of thesa
days. I suppose those are the masts of
your lugger over the top of the wall
!her{r, ung it's about as much use scarch-
ing her now as trying to lay hands on
vour accomplice, this ‘Captain Crimson,’
who lured me on a false scent, the artful
scoundrel] I'd give the ears from my
head to meet him face to face !

Old man Quy's mahogany
weinkled into a quiet smile,

“When vou da may you have betier
luck than :,-:m ve had to-ni ht, Mr.
Hickerman,” he said, a twinkle in that
ong eye of his. *We Eszex calves tnay
he a hit slaw, in & manner o' speakin’,
but you'll find we're a mort quicker
than vour dragoons—alter dark 1"

VISAHe

(IWho 13 this mystérious highwayman,
“Caplogin Crimggn V7 And for what
recegn hae ke befriended the amugglers
of Widewater? Youw'll learn lofts more
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By DICKY NUGENT

“*Yow.ow-ow ! Yaroooooo!™

The doleful cries came from the lips of
Jack Jolly as he staggered into his study in
the Fourth passidge at St. Sam’s. Jack
Jolly’s chums, Merry and Bright and Frank
Fearless, looked up sirmmperthetically,

“Has the Head been wacking you, old

cha‘p 1 ** asked Frank Fearless.

“Ow! Yes!™ %3 ed Jack Jolly. * He
birched me nearly b MBE and blew-—and calmly
told me it was becawse he had just recesved &

summons for his income-tacks and felt like

taking it out of someone 1 M
* Grate pip ! 7 cried Merry and Bright.
Frank Fearless' handsum dial darkened.

“ He ought to be made to zet up for playing
such s cnddish trick 1" he declared ; then,
with & sudden grin: *“ My hat! I beleavs
I know how we can make him sit up, too !
You know how keen the Hend is on playing
laa?imgg : Jige

" He can never resist joining in a game, I
know," said Jack Jolly, as he tenderly rubbed
]_"::ﬂI .i.njured anatiermy. *“ But what about
¥

“ Just this,”* said Frank Fearless, ** MMy
pater is dew to arrive here in about ten
minnits time and the Head is awfully keen on
impressing him faverably because he's so
welthy, If the pater catches the Head
playing leap-frogg, the Head will never for-
give himself |

* But how are we to get the Head to play

]Eap-f?‘:ﬂg%' " asked Merry,
* Bimply by playing leap-fmg% ourselves
under his winder,” grinned Fearless, ** He

duzzent know the pater's coming, and he'll
never guspect weo're having him on a bit of
ﬂﬂﬂ%. 3 sgon a@ he sees us playing, he'll
fall for it like & lamb—and won't he feel
sheepish when my pater turns up | 2

“ Ha, ha, ha |

“Not a bad wheeze,” acknollidged Jack
Jolly, with a rye smile. *I'd like to see
the old hunks caught playing leap-frogg by a
atern martinett like your pater, But 1 don't
feel like playing myself.”?

* All sereen, old chap! You can stand by
and walch the fun! Let's trot down and see
how the skeemn werks ! "

The chuma of the Fourth went down out
of the Skool House, grinning all over their
dials. While Jack Jolly stood by, watching,
the rest started a viggerous game of lzap-
frogg under the Head's winder.

n less than & minnit, the winder waa flung
:ll:en and Dr., Birchemall's skollerly fizz

m&ﬂl itgelf, ; i

*“I ses vou're playing leap-frogg, boys!™
he ;::ﬂ.lle:d out. " Any obj Br:tiEn t{:g]gnj' joining
in 1)

* Not the slitest, sir ! " shouted back Frank
Fearless, with & wink at the others. * You'ro
a8 weleome as the flowers in May 1 ™

“Good egg!” prinned the Hoad.
be down in half.a.jiffy-—possibly socner }

Dr. Birchemall was as good as lis word.
In half.n-jiffy he was down in ihe quad,
Joming in the game with a zest. The guad.
was doon wringing to his merry quips and harty
larfter.

“ Tuck in your tuppenies, boys!
back there, Fearless !
Bright |

AMake a
Keep in your clbows,

Jugt when
the fun was at
its  hite, there

was a clattering
and a banging
up the carridge-
drive, and &
powerful Rolls-

Rice auddenly
swept into
view, From
out of the

corner of his :
eye, Frank Fearless reckernised the stern

fizz of his respected pater, Mr. Ferdinand
Fearlesz ; but he didao't say & word to the

Head.

|~ The Rolls-Rice, with a last deffoning oge-
splosion, cameo to & stop. A moment later,
to hia dumbfounded horror, the Head herd
the culehered tones of Mr. Ferdinand IFearless.

* Dr. Birchemall—sir ! hat is the mean.
i“E of this hera 1
‘Grate pip! It's 3Mr. Fearlesa!"™ cried
the Head, hastily ceasing his horseplay.

For a moment he was agarst, and Jack
Jolly & Co, nearly bust themselves larfing
a.t'ﬁ;a comical eggepression of dismay on his
dial.

But that was only for a moment. The Head
was not often caught naning for long, and
it wasn’t long before ho found a way out of
hia difficulty on this occasion.

Going up to Fearless® pater he shook him
warmly by the hand.

“ Welcome to St. Sam's, Mr. Fesrless!'”
he cried. * Thank hevven you have come,
gir ! Youare just in time to break the spell |

“May I ask what the thump you are
talking about, sir " inkwired Mr, Fearless,
in his dignified way. * If I mite say so, Dr.
Birchemall, I am simply disgusted to find vou
playing a juvenilse game with my son and his
friends. If that is the spell you refer to—-—-"

It is, sir,” broke in the Head eagerly.
* As I ey, you were just in time to break it,
The fact is, Mr, Feavless, I have been hip-
notiged ! **

“ What ¥ "

“ That yung villan, Jolly, whom you see
there," said the Head, jerking his thumb in

(Continued on next colunmn.)

WOULD YOU BELIEVE IT?
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Playing for the Remove against
the Upper Fourth, Bolsover
major Jogt his femper and hacked
Templa

When young Jack Wingate was
“ bomped ** in the

Inky’s Birthday Guide:

This Week : CECIL REGINALD TEMPLE

The first pointful fealure {hat emerges
comea-gutfully from the starful he @
of tho esteemed Temple is hia fearful ahd
preposterous vainfulness, The pridefulndse,

of the honoured and fatheaded pemcock g}

fieabitefully small compared with that of
Temple !

The life of an honoured and idictic male
mannegquin would be‘the estecomed nnd.pn:g:

is destined to cherish the blisaful illusion
that he iz a brainfully powerful Intellectual.
tAlsa ! The brainfulness, 1 fear, is not sc
texyifio as the esteemed and fatheaded Temple
formd[ully imagines |

The esteemed Temple may, at any rate,
rely on o happy future. He will always be

st no-endfully pleased with himself and every-

thing he doés, regardlesa of otherful opiniona.
Furthermorefully, apart from hias footling

caper for our poshfd chum, I famcy,
the stars have ordered differently, fer Temple

i prilefulness, he i8 an estecemed and quite
capable fellow, and diefully straight.,

(Continued from previous column.)

the direction of the kaptin of the Fourth,
* ja an accomplished hipnotist, who, when he
catthes a man unawares, can compel him
to do hiz cvery bidding ! ™ ;

“ My hat ! " said Mr. Fearless ip astonish
ment, **Is that a fact ¥ 7

“ Honner bright 1 ™ seid the Head serionushy,
“ Natcherally, as the revered and raajestiou
headmaester of a grate skool like 5t Sam’s.
I wouldn't dream of playing leap-fmg% of
my own free will. But there are times w
any man is liable to fall under the spell of a
hipnotist, This is one of them 1"

* Grate pip 1 ™

* Now that the spell is broken,” grinned
Dr. Birchemall, “1 am a free agent agsin
and can give the disrespect{ul y raskal
the thrashing he so richly deserves, whick I
shall do immejatoly you go, In the meantirhe,
dear Mr. Fearless, T hope you will azxept my
eggsplanation of the unforchunit position
in which you find me and wipe out theinzsident
complotely from your memory 1’ "

““ With plezzurs, my dear sir ! ' cried Mz
Tearless, frowning wvery severely upon Jachk
Jolly. * Pray conduct me into the House,
I will see you later, Frank ! "

‘* This way, sir !  grinned Dr, Birchernall

And he linked arms with {the honnered
guest and led him away, poking out his Lang
at the crestisllen juniors as he did so.

Once apgain in the face of unpresidented
odds, Dr. Birchemall had suxxeeded ir

Jﬂmﬁng Away With It !

S. Q. I. Field writes :

MY PUNNIEST STORY

L “WHARTON -nuisanee ! ™ eried the young
WALKER from the bunshop, as a
BULSTRODE across the FIELD towards
her, ** Ishail have to SNOOP along carefully.
H on’t mind so long aa he KIPFS his distance,
I shall simply hate it if he BOLSOVER

| the hedge before I got across.”

And she walked on as though she'd s
TODER trouble on her mind, for she was a
nervoud lady, and the mers sight of a BULL
was sufficient to TURNER GREENE,

But whenthe BULL started to TROTTER-
long more quickly, she was too seared TRE-
M:gIHE any longer and began to HOP HI
up s trea. A moment later, the beast ¢
go hard that he made the TRELUCE.

“I CARNE put up with thial ™ cried the
lndy, who was frichtened she’'d fall DOONE.,
“This is MORGAN I can endurs | **

Just then, a NUGENT named Gerald
Tomlin saw her plight from the read and,
with a BLAND smile, got out of his CARR.

He runs t¢ the rescus, with a CHERRY
smile on his face, HAMMERSLEY BULL
with & epsoner and makes it BOLTER-

WaY.

“IEUEEEEU’ BINGH out he and the
lady together, and they soon FPOFPPER. cross
the FIELD to safety once more.

R8¢ the LASCELLES buns in the bunshop

still, while, as for her rescuer, she groatly
ad-MYERS him |

MY TEST OF THE
‘“ MAGNET” SIX-SHOOTER

W Vi v%%@;f*‘“—“}l

By tha courtesy of the Editor of the MagNET
I have just been privileped to inapeet the six-
shooter which is being presented to every
readser next week, He asked for my expert
opinion on it, and I may say at once that he
could not have submitted it to a man more
iuuhﬁed to express an opinion than myself.

s one who hos shot grizziies in 'the Rockies,
rabbits in Friardale Woods, and clay pipes
at the fair on Courtfield Common, I make
bold to say that what I don’t know about
firearms isnot worth knowing !

Lot me say at onee that the Maswrr Six-
shooter fills me with the greatest admiration
for its inventor, and for those who are intro-
ducing it to the public.

If it were proposed to distribute real six.-
shooters in this indiscriminate fashion, I
should set my face sternly against it, A six.
Shooter in the hands of a man like myself
présents no danger to the publis. When 1
fire at o partrid%a, I am not 1n the least likely
to hit any of the spectators, providing they
atand at the back of me,

But there is no deanger whatover in the
Maoner Six-Shooter-—yet, at the same time,
it provides the youih of this country with an
opportunity of practising marksmenship.

I bhave watched Wharton and one or two
ether Romove boys at practice with the six.
shooter, and already they appear to have
become quite accomplished shots,

And now, 1 will take this opportunity of
indulging in & few reminiscences concerning
my hunting days in the Rockies,

{Sorry, sir, but all space is booked up for
tho reat of the Term —Ed.).

i

bt .
Alonzo Todd i3 an extremely
cauntious fellow, and he has

uad by ;
already begun gargling o lkeep
His co

for

adly on ths gshin. smoking ind the woodshed, awavy the ‘fio.
Hartry Wharton called a halt— QGeorge Wingatez of the Bixth, Peiter Todd, mnever troub
while the rest of the Remove pasged cloge, but affectad to pee trouble il trouble tronkles
team ** frog’s-marched ** Bolsover nothing, ingate ig very lond him—and he has =
ronnd the field. Remove then of his rather wayward * minor * %ew  troubles—excepting,
résumod with men—apd —but be does mot believe in course, bis dy-make,
won | favouritism | Bunter |

When the Hemove played the
village team rnn by Dick Tromper

When Tom Redwing
swimmer in troahlo in Pegg Bav,

=i
i

Persaverants gained & seholar-
thip for Mark Linley, and the

BAW A

on - Courtfleld Common they he dived in, withoot hesitation, Lancashire lad has the happy
foumd the pifch considerably and socceeded in dregging the knack of carrying his persoverancs
bompier than Liltle Bide! swimmer ashore, where he to the football field. When
a gettled down swifily, revived Thim with artificial QGreyfriars had only nipe men
however, and Nugent headed the respiration, Redwing modesily lelt through eg, Linley
deciding goal. Roogh luck for hastened back to Greyiriars, helped to hold the fort, and

's men—but & gallsnt refnsing to be regarded as & scored the winning goal two

win for the Bemove | hera, minutes from bime |

" THE PHANTOM
UKULELE

By H. VERNON-SMITH

You all know what the music of the
ukulele sounda like. Thera's & sort of divine
quality about its duleet, throbbing, plainiive
f notes. There's something about its mur-
muring melody that bn a lump into
your throat and makes you think of home
and mother. And all that sort of thing.

At least, that's what Dick Rake would
have you believe. He brought back a uke
from his summer hols. and he hosn't stopped
strumming on it sinces—until last night.

Last night I asked him to stap into my

study.

“dilawﬂ you ever heard of the Phantom

:.ll'kulela 1" 1 asked him, having closed the
OOr.

Y No, but I'd love to,” Rake said eagerly.
“I'ra rother keen on ukuloles since a cousin
of mine gave me my one during the vac.
Poszsibly you've heard me playing it 1"

“1 fancy I have at times,” I said, sup-
pressing, with a mighty effort, an inclination
to bash him on the napper with the study
clock. * But I can't think that your efforts
bring ouf anything like the heavenly strains
I hear every evening on this Phantom
Ukulelo, Listen! It's playing now ! ™

There it was ! The faint but unmistakable
throbbing of & uke !

Hale listened in absolute wonderment.

“* Why, it's—it's marvellous ! * he breathed.
“ Whoever's playing it is a genius at it!
What music ! What melody ! ¥

“ Great, isn't it ¥ How'd you like to be
able to play like that 1™

“1'd give almost anything,” Rake said.

Y Bot who i8 it ! It seems to be coming

from outside the House,”

“* It ia. I'll open the window and you'll sce.”

And I opened the window and Raeke leaned
outr and looked upwards in the direclion
from which the sounds were coming.

And—would you believe it t—when he
resppeared, all his enthusinsm for ukulele
mugie seemed suddenly to have oozed oub
of him.

The discovery that the TFhantom Ukulels
was only the noise of a wireless acrial caught
up in l.ii} guttering end plonking against &

nail in the wind secmed to have put him off
hisa stroke completely I

Somehow, I don't think we shall hear much
more of Rake's ukuleole,

Extraordinary, that a chap’s passion for
musie can be go easily wiped out, isn't it ?

KEEP OUT OF THE RUINS—

Around midnight next Monday! I, the
Ghost of Greyiriars, will be taking my ﬁlmstly
W{nﬂl".then-——aud woe betide anyone who sees
LI

{Ignore this ad., chaps! We bolieve Loder
has eent it in just to catch you out of
bounds —Ed.)

UP, THE REBELS!

No mere injustical Down with tyranny!
Reoll up in your thousands to Georgo Tubb's
great robel mepting in the Third Forme-room
on Tuesday evening at 7.45, when plans will
be discuesed for o viclent revolution !

N.B—I1f you see any preiects or masters
about, the meecting’s off,



