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THE FIRST CHAPTER.

The Bounder's Rag!

T MEET ™
S Monsieur Char
; French master o

fairly barked,

Herbert Vernon-Smith did not heed.

Psrha.[;.:a he did not recognise
“Bmeet * as his name. At all events,
he did not appear to do so. He did
ot even turd his head,

“Bmeot ! hooted Mossao.

“B3mithy, you ass!" exclaimed Harry

harton. .

Still the Bounder did not heed.

The HRemove were in Class-room
No. 10, whers the French master was
taking them in French. Fellows were
rather accustomed to taking things easy
in the French class, and some of the
Removites were sitting on the desks
instead of the forms, and two or three
were loafing about with their hands in
their pockets, not sitting down at all,

But Emi&ﬂ_'g roceedings were really
the limit. He had clambered up to a
window, and was sitting on the wide
window-ledge, looking out into the
quadrangle.

He was walching a tall, angular
figure that had left the House, and was
walking down to tho gates.

It was that of Mr. Quelch, the master
of the Remove, : :
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Quelch: was going out while the
French master had his Form, and
Smithy was anxious to sce him safe
off the scene.

A “rag” in the French class was not
s wholly safe prﬂyitinn while Mr,
Quelch was in the House, and perhaps
within hearing of an uproar. And as
the reckless Bounder had planned a
rag that morning, he was interested to
gea his Form-master go.

“Bmeet ! squeaked Monsienr Char-
pentier, for the third fime.

“Come down, Smithy!™ ecalled out
Bob Cherry.

Smithy glanced round,

“Mind your own bizney !
pested.

“ Descendez ™ hooted Monsieur Char-
pentier. *Bmect! ZFat vou descend at
vunce, and take your place !

“Hhall T pull him down, sir?" asked
Bolsover major ecagerly.

ha sug-

—

A slacker, a loafer, and a black
sheep I Gerald Loder is all these
and then some. But the hully of
the Sixth makes the biggest mis-
take in his life when he sets out
to ride the high horse over Harry
Wharton & Co., the cheery chums
of the Remove !
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“TLet's all pull him down!” exclaimed
Skinner,
** Mo~non !

iy Zat you keep Four
places !

Monsienr Charpentier was
guffﬂ well aware that Bolsover and

kinner only wented a pretext to begin
B rigt. “Btay vere you vas! Smeet,
you take your place, ozzervise I vhack
¥ou viz ze pointer |

Vernon-Smith, looking frem the win-
dow, observed the angular figure of Mr.
Quelch disappear at the distant gate.

All was safe now.

He turned from the window, and
%‘ﬂ'ﬂl’lﬂd down cheerily at the little

rench gentleman, who was coming to-
wards him, pointer in hand.

“Did you spesk to me, sir?” he in-
quired politely.

“Mon Dieu! I speak to you not

vunce, but many times!” exclaimed
Monsienr Charpentier. “Zat you get
down nt vunce, Smeet. Qzrervise——
Mon Dieu! (Oh! Ah! Nom d'un
nom! Yaroooh I

Vernon-Smith c¢ame down—with a
jump. He landed on Monsieur Char-
pentier, clasping that little genflemen
round the neck, and hurling him back-
wards,

There was a heavy bump as Moseoo
landed on his back on tho floor, with
the Bounder sprawling over him,

“0h, my hat!” gasped Bob Cherry,

“Ha, ha, ha!®

“Man down !™ chirruped Skinner,

(Copyright In the Toited Etates of Amerloa. All rights reserved, and reprodustion withoud permisalon strictly forbiddsen.)



1
"
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“Ha, ha, ha!"” 1

“Ciel!  Zat vou get off ! shricked
Monsieur Charpentier. ™ Laissez-moi!l
Leave me to rizel DBMauvais garconl
Urergh 1™

Vernon-Smith rose.  He planted a
Enes on Monsieur Charpentier's waist-
cort, to heave himself to hiz feof.
There was a horribla gurgle from the
little Frenchman,

“Qooogh [

"“Ha, ha, ha I

“Borry, sir!” said Smithg.
an accident; I assura you, sir.
s!ip&md." :

"Wooogh ! gasped Mossoo. “Urrgh!
I em damage! 1 am vizout breff!
Mon Dien! rrrgh !

Harry Wharton and Johnny Bull ran
to help the breathless French master
up. F¥ive or six other fellowz rushed up
st the same time—not to help! Many
hands grasped DMonsieur warpentiet
all at once, . _

“Help him up!” exclaimed Skinner.

"(Give a fellow room to help ¥ shouted
Bolsover major,

“Idon't barge me over, Bolsover!™
roarcd Peter L'odd. *“Oh, my hat!”

Peter sprawled over Mossoo as he was
rizing, Hooring him again, Skinner
sprawled over Toddy, asnd Belsover
major over Skinner.

It was guite B mix-up.

“Hera! Wa must get Moszoo out of
that ! exclaimed the Bounder; and he

rabbed hold of Mossoo’s collar, to drag
gim from the heap. “Lend a hand,

" Quite
Ny foot

you men ¥ ;
“Coogh! Woooh!” came in a gurgle
from t hapless French master, as

Bmithy dragged him by the collar, and
somebody else by the legs. “Zat you
release me! Zat you let go at vunce!l
Ma foi! Yooop!”

“We're helping you, sie!”

*“Only hel mg you, sir!”

“Lend a gau , you fellows!™

“Ha, ha, ha!"

All the Fronch class were on their feet
now. Six or seven of the wildest epirits
were gathered round Monsicur Char-
pentier “helping ¥ him; but as they
were jerking him in different directions,

did not seem likely to get much
benefit from their hLelp.

“e, he, he!” cackled Billy Bunter.
1 say, you fellows, this 15 beiter than
Frenng! He, he, he!”

“Stop it, Smuthy ! shouted Harry
Wharton.

“Naots to vou ! retorted the Bounder.

“Chuek it, vou feilows!” exclaimed
Frank Nugent.

“Wa're helping Mossoo !V

*“Ha, ha, hat”

Harry Wharton frowned. He was
captain of the Remove, and head boy
8f the Form; and there was a limit.
Rags wera common endugh m the
French class, and Wharton—not being
quite a model and perfect character
himself—sometimes joined in them, to a
mild extent. Bui this was the maddest
rag that had ever hampened even in
Mossoo’s  class-room—far  outside the
limit. Even the reckloss Bounder
would never have ventured upon it had
Mr. Quelch been in the House.

Warming to the work, as it were,
the Bounder snatched an inkpot from a
desk, with the intention of up-ending it
over the sprawling Irench master.
‘That settled the matter for Wharton.
He jumped at the Bounder, grabbed at
the inkpot, and tore it away from his
hand.

“8top that!” he rapped.

You cheeky ass—"

“There's a limit, Bmithy, vou duffer!
Do you wani Quelch to hear this fearful
row, and barge in with a cane?”

“Quelchy’s gone out, vou ass!”

“0Oh! Al the same, there's a liprik!
Chuel it, I tell youl™

“Go and eat coke!”

Vernon-Smith, always made more
ohatinate h{ opposition, grabbed at the
inkpot in the hand of the captain of
tho Remove. There was a tussle, and
tha ink spurted out in a_ stream, catch-
ing Ilerbert Vernon-Bmith full in the
face.

‘The Bounder gava a yell as he stog-
gered back, streaming with ink.

And at that exciting moment the door
of Class-room No. 10 was thrown open,
and (ierald Loder of the Sixth Form
strode in.

[

THE SECOND CHAPTER.
Exit Loder!
LDI}ER of the Sixth stood staring

at the uproarious scine.
Hands that were grasping st
Mozzoo fell away from him as
if ho had suddenly hecome red-hot, at
the sight of the bully of the Sixth.
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Monsiour Charpentier sat up, gasping
for breath. 3

His free was crimson, bedewed with
Eiarspiraticam and covered with dust,

iz collar and tie were torn out. KHia

waisteoat had lost 5&}'&1‘&1 buttons. He
was o gasping, gurgling wreck.
All tho fellows were out of their

laces. The Bounder stood dabbing
ink from his face. Wharton stood with
the inkpot, still dripping, in his hand.
Gerald Loder eved the glminrs grimly.
Since Wingate of the Bixth had becn
away, Loder was head prefect of Greoy-
friars—a position in which he found
himself able to wreak, in many wavs, his
old grudge against Harry Wharton &
Co. of the Remove.
* This wes another chanee for Lader |
Rather too late the Bounder realised
that a!l was not so safe as he supposed
when Me. Quelch went out. Loder was
nof likely to lose this chance of “throw-
ing his weight sbout,” and impressing
upon the IRemove ithat he wos now
monarch of all he surveyed.
_ “Bo this 15 how you carry on in class,
18 it, you young sweeps?” demanded

3

Yoder, slipping his cane down into his
advanced mnto the room.

“0Oh erikey |” gasped Billy Bunter in
alarm.

The fat Owl of the Remove made a
rush for his place. :

But Loder did net even glance at him.
He was not after small game like Billy
Bunter.

“Wharton 1" he rapped. .

“Yes, Loder?” said Harry quietly.

“You ate the ringleader in this,
thiank."’

“You may think what you  like,”
answored the captain of the Remova
conteinptuously. ’

Loder’s eves glinted at him.

“I find you in the middle of the room,
throwing ink about from an inkpaot,” he
gaid, “That's rather the limit, I bhm!{,
even for you unruly young rascals, Did
vou buzz that ink st Vernon-Smith or
not ?_&" " .

“ ¥es, but—

“ Never mmg'l the “buts'"™ smiled
Loder. *You did—that's enovegh ! Bend
over that form.™ : :

Loder pointed to a form with bis
CEIE.

The juniors were ell quict enough now.
Nobody was afraid of Monsieur Char-
pentier. Even after such a tremendous
rag, it was improbable that Muossco
would have inflicied punishments.
Peace at any price was Moszoo's motio.
But the matter was very different with

or. Loder was keen on handling the
ashplant, and he had a very heavy hand
with it. And certainly he had plenty
of cause on the present oceasion for
handing out * wl::éppinlgs." Quelch, had
he come in instead of loder, would pro-
bably have caned the wholo Form. -

The Bounder grinned under the drip-

ing ink. He wondered whether Loder
E;mw that Wharton had been trying to
atﬂg the reg. If so, Loder gave no sign
of hiz knowledge.

“Do _you hear me, Wharton?” he
snapped.

“Yes, but——

“I've told you to bend over that
form ™ :

“ Az it happens,” said Harry quietly,
“I've not been regming, Loder, T was
trrving to stop the fellows ru%gmg." )

“1'in not_here to listen to lies [ said
Loder. “What I've scen is cnough foe
me ! DBend over that form [

“*Lies 1"  Wharton's eyes flashed.
“*You cheeky rotter——"

“Wha-a-0t?" Loder {fairly gasped.
That was rather a new mode of address
from a junior of the Lower Fourth to &
prefect of the Bixth Form—and head
prefect, too ! Certainly Wharton would
nover have dreamed of addressing
Wingate in such terms.

“You heard what I seid,” answered
Wharton coolly, though his heart was
beating fast. ““And you're not going to
cane me, Loder.™

“Will vou bend over
roarcd Loder.

“Na, I won't ™

“Pa vou want me fo take you to the
Head *"

“I den’t ses how you can take me to
the Head as he's away in a nursing-
haome,”" retorted Wharton.

“You don't need me to tell you that
Mr. Prout is Head in Dr. ke’s
absence, Wharton. I shall take you to
him—-"

::I"i;nu 1\'m:|‘t]![:;' ; ,

arry, o Clp———
Frank Nugent anxjously.

Wharton did not heed. g

He stood fecing the bully of the Sixth,
hiz hands clenched, his eyes ashing.

Loder made a step towards him and
paused,
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that form?ft"

whispered
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“Hold on, Loder I’ Tt was Vornon-
Bmith who spoke. The Bounder had
been angry encugh at Wharton's inter-
vention in the rag, but he wos not the
fellow to let another man take his gruel
for him, *“Wharton was trying to keep
order when I got this ink from him—
doing his jolly old duty as head boy of
the Removoe. If you want the ring-
leader, I'm the sportsman you want.”

G old Bmithy!" murmured
Redwing.

Loder glanced at the Bounder,
stepped towards him, and goave him a
cub across the shoulders with the cane.

The Bounder uttered a yell.

“[¥h, you rotten bully 1”

“Now heold your tongue, Vernon-
Smilh ' snapped Loder. Evidently the
bully of 'l'.ir-::{vrmm did not want to hear
anything tmn Wharton's faveur., “Whar-
ton, bend over that form at once, or I
shall take you to Mr. Prout|" :

“1 shill not bend over, and you will
not taks me to Mr, Prout,” answered
the captsin -of the Ebmove. “You
know perfectly well that I was not
ragging.”

“ That's enough!” -

Loder strode at him and grasped him
by the shoulder with his left hand.

harton's arm came up in & fash,
Imnni:inpi] hiz hand away with so sharp
a8 blow thet Loder gave a ?Ejf af pain.

The next moment the cane lardded om
the captein of the Remove with a ter-
rifiec swipe. In one moment more
Wharton closed with the. bully of the
Rixth, hooked his leg, and brought him
to the floor with & crash.

“Oh, my hat!” gasped Bob Chearry.

"Rick him outl” shouted the

under. ! :

“Mon Dien [” Flic-usmur Charpentier
etagpered to his fect, almost wringing

hiz_hands in his dismay and agitation.
“Mes garcons—zat you keep ze ordair—
keep zo ordair in ze clags——"'
obody heeded poor Mossoo, ‘
er was scrambling up, red with

rago. The Bounder, always utterly reck-
legs, barged him over as he rose, sending
him sprawling again. Harry Wharton
grabbed his cane and flung it to the end
of the class-room.
*HBack up!"” shouted Bob Cherry.
“The back-upfulness is the proper
caper ! exclaimed Hurree Jamzet Ram
Singh., “Kiek him out |"
ng._cnm-a Loder. again like & jack-in-
the-box. Thoe Famaus Five of the Re-
move closed on him as ome mign, the
Boynder lending an eager hglpmg_ﬁand.
Loder, in the grasp of six pairs of
hands, went rolling doorward.

He roared and struggled as he went.

But he had to go; six sturdy juniors
wero too much for the bully of the Sixth
—much too m ! In a sprawling hea
he rolled out of Clazs-room Ne. 10, an
rolled along the passage,

Bolsover major slammed the door shut
after him.

“Helas] Helas V' gasped Monsieur
Charpentier. * Mes garcons——"

! ? gum, you fellows have dope it
now ! said Bkinner. *Loder will go

straight to Prout—"

“Zat vou take ze placa™ shrieked
Monsieur Charpentier. * Zat you sit up
—zal is to say; sit down—viz you—"

“ho juniors ran to their places,

After what had happened even the
Bounder was not inclined for further
ragging. Moreaver, as it was absolutely
certain that Mr., Prout, the temporory
headmaster of Greyiriars, would come
barging in befors long, it behoved the
class to be on their good behaviour when
he barged.

All the juniors realiced that, and they
gat as quiet as mice, giving Monsieur
Charpentier a respectful attention, to
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which he was little accustomed froem a
junior class.

Indeed, they hung on Mossoo’s words
as if they loved French irregular vérbs—
which few of them did]! Not a
dropped, not a desk-lid banged, hardly
& boot shuffled—in fact, 2 sconc of almost
idyllic peace awaited Prous when he
arrived,

P e —

THE THIRD CHAPTER.
The Heavy Hand!

64 OMPOUS old assl” murmured
Coker of the Fifth,
“Bhurrup [” breathed Potter.
_ Coker grunted.

The Fifth Form of Greyfriars were in
class with Prout. Prout, though he had
taken Dr. Locke’s place as temporary
headmaster in tho Head’s absence, was
still Form-master of the Fifth. He atill

had the pleasure—or otherwise—of desl-
E: . with that bright youth Horace
gker,

But there was & new importance in
the manner of Mr. Paul Prout—a new
majesty in his majestic roll.

As the Gre-grfrmra fellows cxpressed it,
he “fancied ' himself as chief Beak—

and, indeed, he scemedeat times to be in 1.

danger of suffering the fate of the frog
in the fable, who swelled and swelled to
bursting-point.

Portly and pompous, genial in temper,
Prout was more genial than ever sinte
he had become temporary Head—so long
as his fur, so to speak, was stroked the
r:%ht WaY.

ut anyone who failed to rcalise apd
to  acknowledpe importance of
I'rout was booked for the marble efs
and the sharpest edge of Alr. Proul's
tongue. 1

Thie especisl morning, in, third school,
he had been talking to Cuoker, Coker
had, it seamed, been tolling Walker of
the Sixth what he thought of him.

What Coker thought of Walker was
not comphiméntary. Walker ‘was a pre-
fect, however, and he had reported
Coker’s cheek to Prout.

Hence the lecture, which had lasted
& good ten minutes, When Prout began
ta talk he ;i_ﬂm_!raﬂy went on talking.
The sound of kis rich, fruity voice was
musitto his own ears, if fo po others,

Which was why Coker whispered to
llh:s {rlends Potter an{lmﬁrﬁna that

ronh was a us old ass. Prout
hagd been talkm the respect due to
“my prefects.” The possessive pronoun
had charms for Prout,

“* My’ prefectal” grunted Coker to
Potter and Greene.  “They ain't his
F}ref&cts—they’_ra the ITead’s prefects!

ot that they're anything to be proud
of, anyhow.”

“Shurrup !" breathed Greene,

Prout’s eye turned on Horace Coker
balefully.

_ “Did you speak in class, Coker # he
mgquirad.

He knew that Coker had spokon, and
ha JI.IEEEBEI that the remark he had
niade’ was of a derogatory nature.
Prout was a whale on the subject of
his- dignity, and he was rather touchy
sbout it. If there was "anybody at
Greyfriars who did not fully understand
that Prout wes now the Great Panjan-
drum, so to speak, Prout was fully
prepared to fake measures to put him
wise |

It was rather fortnnate for Coker
that st that moment a knock camé at
the door snd Loder of the BSixth
entared.

Prout forgot all sbout Coker, az he
looked at his head prefect.

All the Fifth looked at Loder.

He was, in facét, worth looking at!

Beldom had a Greyfriars prefect been

seen in such a rufied, rompled, dis
hevelled, and dusty stata.

Loder looked as if he had been
scrapping and rolling about the pas-
sages collecting dust—as indeed he had |
_The Fiitk Formers smied. Mr.
Prout did not smile; he frowned.

“Loder I" he ejaculated. “What is
the meaning of thizi®

Loder gasped fdr breath,

“I thought I'd better call you, sir,?
be said. * There’s a rag—or, rather, »
rigt—gomg on in the French class.™

Mr. FProut gave s sniff. He might
ba a " fﬂmpnm old aszs,” as Horace
Coker declared, but he knew how to
maintain discipline in & Form. He bad
a Seep gcorn for s maester who could
0o

Monsieur Charpentier never ecould,

Often and often Prout had been tempted
to bar-ﬁ: in and manage his elass for
him. Barging in, and managing, were
weaknesses of Mr. Prout.
. In Dr. Locke’s time, however, such
intervention was not practicable. New
that Prout twaé Head it was not only
practicable, but hia duty! Prout was
prepared to “barge,"”

‘I heard the uproar, sir, and T
thought I'd go and see to it," said
oder. "I was thrown out of the class.
rcom by the rioters [

“Upon my word!” exclaimed Prout,
%at '];;-" shocked. *Is it possible,

2r

Loder’s aspect showed that it was nos
only possible, but the ectual fact!

“What clasa is Monsieur Charpentier
taking " asked Mpr. Prouk

“The Remave, sir, in No. 10.%

“'The Removal” ropeated Mr. Prout
“I am not surprised 8% disorder in ;gn
Form—I am not surprised’at sll| But
if & riot i3 going on in the Remove, why
has not Mr. Quelch intervenmed 7"

“I dom't know, str, umless he has

gone o, 'S

3nort Iromn Proubt! Quelch was the
raember of the staf who seemed most
reluctant of sll to admit the new great-
ness of the Fifth Form beak. rout
was already “fed’ with Quelch |

“1 found the Remove in a riot, air,
raggingﬂhlmuu,‘and Wharton throwin
ink about,” said Loder. “Whark
refused to be caned by me, ‘ifid-led an
attack on me, sir. I thought 1'd better
report it to youw, sir, as only the
anthority of their héndmaster will
restore order among them now.”

“Wharton refused to be caned by you
—my¥ head prefect ! exelaimed Prout.

“¥es, sir.”

I will deal 'with this!" said Mr.
Prout majestically. I will ifriquire
into the matter at once. I trust it will
not bs necessary for me to expel any
meinber of Mr. Quelch’s Form from
Greyiriars.™

Lader did not share that trust, He
would have been glad, from the botbem
of his heart, if Prout had gone to the
length of expulsions, in the case of his
old'enemies of the Remove.

Prout rolled out of the Fiffh Form
Room, leaving his Form in charge ol
his head boy, Blundell.

*Follow me, Loder ' he said.

Gerald Loder followed him.

He fully expected to hear & terrifid
uproar as he followed Prout down the
passage to the French class-room.

Contrary to expectation, thers was no
gound.

Frout was puzzled, too.

“Y hear nothing, Loder,” he
remarked. “It does not sonnd as if
nnj‘!tbing is amiss. However, we dhall
sed .

" Prout reached the door, thirew it open,
and marched mn'mtimlijr ih. Loder
entered in his wake.



There was nothing .in Class-room
Neo. 10 to displease the eye of the most
meticulous bealk.

All the juniors were in their places,

1ving deep and respectful attention to

nsieur Charpentier, who was diving
deff inte irregular verbas,

03300 lanced vrTound as Prout
entered. e bowed im his Gallio,

graceful way to the new headmaster
of GCreyiriars. Mossco, like other
members of the staff, was aware on
which side his bread was buttered, and
ha was elways very careful to ftreat
Frout with the respect he exacted.

Yery carefully indeed he concealed his
annoyance at the sight of “0ld
Pompous '’ barging into the class-room.
Prout glanced over the class. The
uniors rose respectfully to their fest at
is entrence. Prout was puzzled.

-
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Mr, Prout set his plump lips.
Wharton's words implied, to the touchy
dignified gentleman, that the captain of
the Hemove did not regard Loder as
“his " head prefect.

“Stand out before
Wharton I

Wharton came out of his place.

“Permittez, sair!” exclaimed Mon-
gsieur Charpentier anxiously. * Lodair
make vun mistake viz himself, sairl
Zere 15 a—vat you call 7—shindy, and
Vharton he try to stop zat shindy, and
Lodair zink—"

* Leave this matter in my hands, sir!”
boomed Prout.

“Mais, monsieur—"

“Kindly say no more!”

Monsienr {]{;arpeﬂt‘:er was silent.

“Wharton, you admit that

‘r ;- ..r!t'.-!-.:l;-:_.:ﬂ.j.
o
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“ Loder ! ** boomed Mr. Prout, waving a plump hand at the cards, cigareties and racing papers.
“ I—I've pever séeen them be u].lw

of this? *

fore ! ** panted Loder.

ke this must have brought the things with him ! **

"Loder mforms me, Monsieur Char-

ntier, that you are having trouble
ere, with Mr. Quelch’s Form—"" he
an.

Il:l'

*Mails, pour ccla, non, monsieur
answored the Frenck master. “ Fare
va?™ a lectle—vat you callt—a leetlo
effervescence. But he i3 nozings—
nozzings "

Whereat the Hemove smiled.

It had been the biggest reg on
recard, even for the French elass—and
Mossoo, on his usuzl system of peace
at any price, deseribed it as
"nozzings.”?

“Thera was a riot going on when I
came, sir!” said Loder, with a vicious
look &t the French master. *I was
attacked—assaulted—"

“Wharton !

"Yes, sir |

“You have refused to be caned by
my head prefect?”

“I have refused to be ecaned b
Loder, sir!” answered Harry. ’

relused to acknowledge the authority of
my head prefect?”

‘Loder was going to cane me for
ragging, sir,” smid Harry steadily. 1
was not ragging, but tried to stop the

IHF, as Monsieur Charpentier has just
told you."

“Yernon-3mith! There i3 ink on
your facel”

“Oh!l  ¥Yes, sir,” answered the
Bounder.

Most of the.ink had been transferred
to Smithy's handkerchief; but thera
were still very visible traces on  his
countenance.

“Did Wharton throw the ink

“Yes, sir.  But—"

“That will do! Wharton, you will
bend over a form at once, and Loder
will cane you—in my presence, sirl”
boomed Prout. “I "hardly think,
Wharton, that you will venture to die-
obey me.”

harton breathed hard.

*“1 have explained to you, sir, as I

have explained to Loder, that—2

* The—the young rasc

“Obey my command ™

Wharton did not stir.

Mr. Prout raised a plump forefinger.

“Tnderstand me, Wharton!  Either
you will obey my command on the spot
or I shall t’:xpcf, vou from the school!
At onea 1™

“Mais, monsicur!™ gasped tha dis-
mayed Mossoo.

* Bilence, pleasel” ;

“Wharton was not to blame, sir™
said the Bounder.

* HBilence 1™ .

There was a deep hush of silence in
the class-room. Every eye was fixed on
Harry Wharton, His face was a little
pale. Loder of the Bixth gave him &
gloating look. The pause was lo it
seemed endless to  the  breathless
Remove.

Mr. Prout broke the silenca.
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* What is the meaning
who has plastered oy study

Will you obey me, Wharfon ™
Wharton's face set obstinately.

“1've done nothing, sir!"

“Will you bend over that form for

Loder to administer a caning "
L ;lq'u (EH

The answer came short and sharp like
& bullet. There was a deep murmur in
the Remove, then silence sgam. Mr.

FProut stood for a moment as if trans-
fixed. It had probably mnot even
oceurred to his mind thet s Lower

Fourth junior would venture on direct
disobedience. He gasped.

“¥ou refuse, Wharton ?

“T will not ﬁ:? caned by Loder, sir 1™
well I

“Yery 2 Mr. Prout's voice
trembled with anger. “Very well!
You are expelled from this school,

Wharton! You will leave to-day! Go
to your dormitory, and pack your box
af onece! Leave this class-room I
FProut pointed to the door.
Wharton hesitated a moment, and
then, with & set face, walked out of the
Txe Maicwer Lispary.—No. 1,391,



6
room. Mr, Prout and Loder followed
him ouf. )
“Mon Dieu!” murmured Monsieur

Charpentier,

“Wharton—sacked " breathed Frank
Nugent. “Does that old ass think he
will get away with that?  What will
Quelch say 7 .

That was the most interesting quostion
io the Remove now, What would Mr,
Quelch say—and what would he dof

rTE—

THE FOURTH CHAPTER.
A Knock for Queleh!
HEER‘E SAMUEL QUELCH,

master of the Remove Form,
came in abt the gates, Third
school was over, and the guad-
ranglo was crowded with Greyfriars
fellows, .
Mr. Quelch’s face had a serious,
thoughtful expression as he came m.
The Remove master was not feeling
hﬂ%ﬁw these daya, ] i
& motor accident in which the Head
and three prefects of the Bixth bad
heen injured, had made a great deal of
diference in the school—a change very
much for the worse, in Mr. Quelch’s
opintoen.

Prout was Head in Dr. I..mlm’ldplm}&.

for the present. Loder was head pre-
fect in Wingate's place. uelch had
little admiration for *Qld wmpousa,”

and a deep distrust of soder. -Fhere
was only one gpol of silver lining to the
cloud. As Wingate would be away mest
of the term, it would be necessary to
hold a2 new election for a mew captain
of the school. Loder was too unpopular
ta have the remotest chance of gettin
in, If some reliable and decent Sixt
Form maen like Sykes, or Bancroft, be-
came captain of Greyfriars, it would
help to ]-I:E.Eﬁ things straight till normal
was restored.

Wingate had combined the posts of
head prefect and captain; but as the
captaincy depended on election, it was
certain that the two posta would be
separated now. That would be so much
to the d.

Queleh, who had the interests of the
school wery much at heart, was think-
ing of this gs he came back from_his
walk, end little dreaming of what had
occarred in his brief absence,

He was soon awara, however, that
gomething was “on”

Gaosling, the porter, as he touched his
ancient hat to the Remove master, had
quits an unusual expression on his face.
'That was the first hint that something

had happened.
Mr, Suelch goon  received further
hints,

Every fellow he passed looked at him
with & new interest and curiosity, Hao
realised that not only had something
happened, but that that “something.”
was connectad with himself.

Groups of fellows wera standing about
the quad talking eagerly.

Loder, Carne, and Walker stood
together, laughing over something they
were discussing. They, at least, seemed
to derive entertainment from the mys-
ter.ous gomething that had. happened.

Most of the fellows, however, looked
Very serious, Z

Remove men looked not only serious,
bt excited. At a distance Mr. Quelch
spotted a group of hiz Form all talki
logethear, some of them with red an
angry faces, Hea caught Bob Cherry's
powerful voice:

“It's a shame, I tell you, & rotten
shame [ 3 :

::?ha nham&ftﬂ:}ﬁf i3 teralﬂe-nii’l; "
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“That old ass, Prout—"
“That pompoua old asa—-"
My, Quelch passed on rather quickly,
affecting not to have heard. '%emple,
Dabney, and Fry of the Fourth wero
standing near the House: steps, and thei
broke off their conversation as Quele
came up, and glanced at him and at
onea another.
The Remove master stopped.
" Temple 1*
“Oh, y-yes, sir!” stammered Cecil
Reginald Temple.
_ "Thero appears to be soma excitement
im the scheol,” said Mr. Quelch. *“ Has
anything happened in my absence ¥
“0Oh! Yes, sic! I—1 think—*
“What has occurred, Temple 1
“It—it's Wharton, sir,
Form 2
“Wharten! What do you mean "
“Ha's sacked, sir["

Mr. Quelch jumped almost clear of the
quad.
“What did

“What?" he stuttered.
you say, Temple "

“1 mean bunked, sir—that is, ex-
pelled,” stammered Temple,

“Is this an absurd jest, Temple?”
thundered Mr, Quelch,

“Oh! No, sir! Frout—I mean, Mr.
Prout—has axyeiled Wharton, sir—"

* Nonsense !

*1t's true, sir I said Fry.

“Oh, rather ! said Dabney.

Mr. Queleh locked at them. Without
making any rejoinder he walked into
the House.

Templa & Co. exchanged glances,

“The old ccout’s fearfully ratiy,”
whisperad Temple,

“0Oh, rather !

“Bet you he’ll put & spoke in Prout's
wheel !” murmured Fry.

“Well, Prout’s Head now 1” remarked
Temple.

“Cheap imitation Head!” said Fry.
And the Fourth Formers griomed.

Mr, Quelch was not feeling like grin-
ning, however, as he went in. His face
was sot; he was almost pale with anger.
Seldom, indeed, had the Remove master
experienced so deep a sense of resent-
ment and indignation.

Even in Iir. Locke's time Prout had
been an interfering old ass, and had had
ta be curtly reminded that he was not
master of every Form at Greyiriars.
Since he had been in the Head's place
ha had assumed a headmaster’s un-
doabfed right of supervizion to an
almost intolerable extent, Quelch, like
tha other masters, bore it az patiently as
he’ could,

But this was the limit! No doubt the
new headmaster's powers extended to
expulsion! DBut fo expel a boy of
Qualch’s Formi—his head boy—that was
rot only the limit, but miles over the
outzida edge !

In the House, Coker of the Fifth was
talling in his usual loud tones:

“It's s bt thick, you men! Of
course, he's a cheeky tick—a dashed
cheeky young tick; but zacking him—
it's rather thiek !

Quelch passed on.

Ha reached hias own study, where he
sat down to think things over. Finally
he went to the window and locked out.
Most of the Remove were in the guad,
in the QOctober szunszhine. But Harrey
Wharton was not fo be seen among
themn. The thought occurred to Mr.

uelech’s mind that perhaps he was
already gone. AL that thought he had
a spasm of anger.

Several Remove men glanced at him,
at his window. He made a sign fo
Lord Mauleverer, who ‘was nearest, and
Mauly came ap.

" Where is Wharton, Mauleverer i he
asked,

“In the dorm, sir [*

yoar

“ Do you mean that he is packing 1™

“Prout told him to pack, sir, but—I
don’t think he's packin’,” eaid .Lord
Mauleverer. “I—S think he's waitin’
for you to come back, sir.”

Tell Loder I should be glad to see
him in my study, Mauleverer,”

“Certainly, sir!”

_Mr. Quelch sat down again. He de-
sired fo hear the facts from the head
prefect, and he had a strong suspicion
that Loder, personally, was concerned in
the affair.

Loder was not in & hurry to arrive,
after mmivinitha measage from Mauly,
He rather liked the idea of giving
Quelch a “knock *; but at the same
time it pleased hima to keep him wait
mg. Strong in the new Head's favour,
Loder had nathm{g to fear from & junior
Form-master, and the fact that he had
once been afraid of Quelch made him
anxious to be a: unpleasant to that
gentleman as he dared to be.

. When he srrived at last, he sauntered
mto the study in a eareless way, with
h1s hands in his pockets,

My, Quelch appeared neither to
observa the fact that Loder had kept
him waiting, nor the suppressed in-
solence of hig present manner. He
his girnlet eyes en Loder, with & stea
look that made the bully ef the Six
feel uncomfortable, with all his nerve.

Loder's hands came slowly out of his
pml:e_t‘s!

:: Did you want to speak to me, sir?”

“Yes, Eﬂd&l‘,“ said Mr. Quelch very
qu:etgf. I am amazed to hear that a
boy of my Form has been.sentenced to
expulsion during my brief abeence from
the school this morning. Doubtless.you
RIS uamted with circumstences,
ad head prefect,”

“Oh, %_l.]lf&, six I¥
“Kindly tell me what has happened.”

“Thera was a riot in the Freun% class,
led by Wharton,” said Loder coolly, “*1
intervened, as was, of courze, my duty.
Wharton refused to be caned by me, and
led an attack on me, In which he was
bhacked by half & dozen other Remove
boys., He has been expelled for it”

Mr. Quelch eompressed his lips hard.

iz guspicion h been well-founded,
that Loder had been concerned in the
afiair. And he had not the slightest
belief that Loder's deseription of the
OCCUTTence wWas accurate,

“Ia that all, Lodar #*

“That’s all, sir.”

"Very well. You ma{ go 1

Loder’s eyes: glinted. He did not like
being told that he might go, like =
fag. e was well aware that Mr.
Quelch would never have spoken to Win-
gate liks that. If Quelch did not under-
stand that Gerald Loder was now a
power 1n the land, it was high time that
he was made to understand !

"“Borry this has happened, gir!™
drawled Loder. “But ne doubt you
will agree that the school will be better
off without that riotous young rascal.”

“I have no such opinion, Loder, and
I refuse to hear my head boy described
in such terms! Leave my study.”

“Well, the young rascal’s going, at
any rate!” shot out Loder, as he went
to the door. “We shall soon see the
last of him, and——"

“Hold your tongue, sir!” barked Mr.
Queleh, rising to his feet. * How dare
you be insolent, Loder 1" )

“Perhaps vou would like to complain
of me to the Head, sir!” gneered Loder,

“I shall not complain of you te Mr,
Prout, Loder, but if you do not inetantly
leave my study, and without enother
word, I will box your ears!”

Loder fairly jumped.

Quelech was making a stride towards
him, his eyes glinting, eand Loder



realised that the Remove master wai
going to be as good as his word. :

He hopped out of the study quite
quickly.

Hiz face was red with rage as he wont
down the passage. But he went without
Enuthm‘ word, as Queleh had told him to

ol

Mr. Queleh breathed hard., e waited
a few momontz: to compose his ruffled
temper, and then went along to
Monsieur Charpentier’s study.

From the Freneh master he received
a rather more accurate aecount of the
huIFEenings in the French class.

en he repaired to the Head's study,
now occupied by Prout. And a dozen
fellows, wha saw him go, spread the

nows fast.

“1 say, vou fellows,” welled Billy
Bunter, in the guad. *“ Queleh has gone
to see old Pempous I*

“Now we shall see what we shall
see !’ declared Peter Todd, oracularly,

Which, at least, was indubitable—
though 1t still remained to be learned

what it was the Remaove would sce |

THE FIFTH CHAPTER.
Quelch Takes & Hand!
P ROUT was ready for battle, 50 to

speak !
He had seen Quelch come im,
from the Head's study window,
and he was expecting this call.

Pront did not expect the Remove
master to take with patience the zen-
tence of the “sack ™ on a member of his
Form.

He looked for remonstrances, argu-
ments, even angry recriminations. To
all of which Prout intended to turn a
deaf ocar!

Prout was the “goods ™ these days,
and in Prout's opinion, that fact could
nat be made too clear! Quelck was
gowng to learn exactly where he stood—
or, a3 Fisher T, Fizh of the Remove
would have expressed it, told where he
got off !

Like the impatient steed of war. as
the poet has remaerked, Prout sniffed
the battle from afarl

When he  heard Quelch’s  sharp
staccate footsteps in the passape, he
rose from the Head's chair, and took
up & commanding attitude on  the
hearthrug with a fold of his gown under
& ﬁlump arm.

from that coign of vantage, he .sure-
veyed Mr. Quelch, when that gentleman
knocked and entered, with Olympian
superiority.

“"Ah! I:':'Ir. Queleh 1 he said, *If vou
wished to see me—"

“1 do, sir I" barked Quelch.

“1 am afraid I have only a few
minutes ' said Prout. “1 have to go
to my lunch very soon. However, if
you are brigf—"*

“I am hers to speak of Wharton——""

Prout raized a plump hand.

“That iz not a matter for discussion,
Mr. Queleh! In that matter, I have
decided, and it is closed. In anv other
matter I am at your servica for any
useful discussion, as with other members
of my stafi! But with no member of
my staff can I discuzs & decision already
irrevoaahly made®

If this did not * flaor @ Quelsh, Prout
did not know what wounld!

In spile of the alsence of Dr. Locke,
and the fact that Prout was carrving
on in _his place, Mr. Quelch balked at
regarding him as headmaster. No
carthly inducement would have made
him admit that he was & momber of
Trout’s staff!

At that moment Quelch seemod to be
understudying Roderick Dhu, at the ex-
citing moment when dark lightnings
flashed from Roderick’™s eyol
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But he controlled his wrath with in-
dignation, His voice was calm, though
it had an edge like & fle, as he an-

swered :

“Dwr. Locke s now in a nursing-heme
and cannot ba appealed to, If wyou
decline to listen to me, Mr. Prout, I
have no choice, but to cogry the matter
before tho governors of the school, of
whom Wharton's uncle and guardian is
it piih

Mr. Prout started. In his character
of great Jove on high Olympus, he had
rather overlooked the existence of the
Governing Board of Greyfriars—greater
gods, so to speak, than himself!

“The--the governors!” he ejaculated.

“Certainly, sir! This injustice to-a
boy of my Form——"

“ Injustice, sir!” boomed Prout. * Are
you accusing me, sir, of injustice I"

7

“Injustico has been done!” said the
Remove master. * 1 have .no doubt that
vou have been deceived in the matter.
I have the explicit statement of
Monsieur Charpentier that my head
boy took no part 1o the riot in the third
schoal, but that he was endeavouring to
restore order, as was his duty, when
Loder entered, and supposed—or
affected to suppose—that he was leading
the outbreak.”

_"E have every confidence in Loder,
gir !’

have hooted Mr.,
Queleh.

“1

“Your opinion on the subject of my
refeets is Dheside the point! I abso-
lutely decline to discuss them with a
juntor master, sir!” boomed Prout,
“This iz futile, sir! A false, or at

(Centinued on next page.)

none, sir "
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least mistakan, report was made to x&u.
On that report you have expelled & boy
of my own Form! I request you, sir,
to reconsider the matter.”

Prout paused.

To every headmaster, the governing
body 13 & sort of bugbear on the hori-
zon. To a temporsry Head, carrying
on by the authority of the governing
board, it was a more troublesome bogy
than to & repularly appointed head-
master. Prout, certainly, did not want
trouble with the governors, and with
one of them, at,'least, Wharton's uncle,
he was booked for trouble, if Wharton
was turfed out of Greyiriars. No
doubt the other governors, too, would
think it a little odd, Tor expulsions to
begin within a few days of FProut
pssuming chief command] It might
even give them the impression at
Prout was not the man for the jobl

These unpleasant reflections came
rather late into Prout's pompous mind.

Thera waa a EcmE, long pause.

Quelch waited like a stone statue,

“You say that Monsieur Charpenticr
exonerates Wharton of any share in the
-~the riot?" said Prout at last.

" Entirely, sir 1™ .

“J think that he takes too lenient a
view ! However, I am bound to take
this into consideration! My desire, mir,
15 to deal out even-handed justicel”
said Prout with a great deal of dignity.

“I have no doubt of that, sir!" said
Mr. Quelch,

“1 am glad to hear you acknowledge
it, sir!"* said Mr. Prout with sarcasm.
“Very glad indeed] Nevertheless, the
fact remains that Wharton discbeyed a
direct order from me. I ordered him
te taka a caning from Loder, and he
distinetly refused to do so.’ )

“Tn view of the fact that the caning
was undeserved——"" began Mr. Quelch.

“ Let us understand one another, sir !
gaid Mr. Prout. *“Admitting the pos-
sibility that I was under a mistaken
impression, admitting the possibility
that the eaning was undeserved, do you
uﬁhald s member of your Form in dis-
obeying a direct order from his head-
mastoer ¥V

It was Quelch’s turn to pause.

“No, sir!” he answered at last.
“Right or wrong, Wharton should cer-
tainly have obeyed your order.” _

“] have expelled him for disobedi-
ence !” aaid Prout. “ Nevertheless, if
he should obey my order, as given, I
will rescind that sentence. I will allow
him to remain at Greyfriars in that
case. DBut this is only on the clearesé
possibla understanding that my com-
mand is obeyed.” ) 1

“1 will speak to Wharton, sir!” said
Mr. Quelch after another long pause.

“Do so!” said Mr. Prout. “1 am
far from willing to expel any Greyiriars
boy. But I cannot, sir, and will not,
allow my authority to be flouted.”

Mr. Quelch left the study. He had
won half s victory, and left Prout with
a sensa of being half-defeated! Both
wera deeply dissatisfied.

8till, Mr. Prout, who really was a
kind-hearted gentleman, with all his
little foibles, was rather pleased to think
that there need not be any expulsion
after all. Ha did not want to begin his
reign with such drastic measures.

Tes Remove master returned to his
study, and sent for his head boy.
Hgzrrvy Wharton was not long in arriv-
Ing.

His face was very grave as he cames
in. He had had time to reflect on the
pﬁitiun, and he did not find it agree-
able.

“This is a very unfortunate state of
affairs, Wharton,” eaid the Remove
master, *“I am aware, my boy, that



you were not to blame in tha disturb-
anca in the French class this morning ;
I have Monsieur Charpentier's assur-
ance on that point. Your refusal to be
caned by Loder in the circumstances I
can quite understand, But wvou will
surely realise, Wharton, that you should
nd% have disobeyed the master who
now stands in the place of Dr. Locke.

gl & done  nothing, sir!”  said
Wharton stubbornly.

“That 15 perfectly true, but does not
alter the case. But vou are too sensible
a lad, Wharton, to suppose that any
unior- bovr can be allowed to judpo for

imself whether a headmaster's orders
are to be obeyed or not.”

“Well, no, sir, I suppose not!” ad.
mitted Wharton,

“I have prevailed upon Mr. Prout,
who, of course only desires justice fo
be done, to rescind your sentence of
expulsion, Wharton, on condition that
you oboy his order.”

Wharton’s lips set.

“To be caned by Loder?” he asked.

11} ?’E—E-"

“ For nothing?"

“That point does not arise, Wharton'
The question is, whether you, a Lower
Fourth junior, will obey Mr. Prout or
not. In this matter, you must treat Mr.
Prout exactly as vou would treat Dr.,
-Locke himself.”

Wharton drew a deep breath,

“If you tell me to do so, sir, I will

go!” he saud. I dom’t think you
have ever found me dizohedient, sir.”

“Very well, Wharton; I do tell you
to do so ! said Mr. Que.ich

“I will do as you say, sir!”

“Veory well, you mav go and tell
Loder o, and this unpleasant matter
will close,” said the Remove master.

The captain of the Remove left the
study. DMr. Queleh was right, ha knew
that; but it was a bitter pill to swallow,

wever, he had given his word now,
and that was that. He went at once to
Loder's study in the Sixth.

Loder was not there; and he had to
loock for him. He found him in the

quadrangle with Walker and Carne.

“Loder——" [a came quictly vp to
the three Sixth Formers.

“Wellt" gnapped Loder.

“I'm ready to be caned.”

Loder laughed.

“0Oh, you're ready to be cancd, ars
vou?” he sneered. “Bo you've decided
to eclimb down, wyou cheeky younp
seoundrel, to crawl out of the sack,
what?"”

Wharton's eves fashed.

“I'm doing as my Form-master has
told me to do! Do you want me to go
te your study ?”

I've no time to deal with vou now!
Come to the prefects’ room. after tea,”
gaid Loder carelessly.

Wharton stood silent, looking at him.
Even with the danger of the sack loom-
ing over him he regretted now that he
had promised Queleh to chey, Any Erm
feet but Leder would have given him
“six ” and let the matter end. That
was not Gerald Loder’s way.

Loder was going to keep the whopping
hanging over him all day: and, when it
came off, make it & sort of public per-
formance! Having his knife in the
rebel, as it were, he was geing to give it
8 bwist,

Hot and angry words trembled on
Wheartor's lips, Leoder, grinning, waited
for him f{o uiter them. He was quite
keen to whop the ecaptain of the
Rernove; but much keener to sce him
bunlked.

But the junior restrained hiz anger.

“Very well!” hoe said quietly.

And he turned away and walked back
imto the House.
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THE SIXTH GHAPTER.
Going Through It !

EA in Study Na. 1 that afternoon
I was mot the usually cheery
function.

The Famous Five, as usual,
tea’d together in that celebrated study,
But their faces were not merry and
bright; and they were not talking foot-
boll or any other of the usual topies.
After tea, Wharton had te turn up In
the prefects’ room for hiz whopping ;
and the nearer the time came the more
fiercely inclined he was to rebel. His
comrades shared his feclings to the full.

They wers, in fact, on the verge of
mutiny. When Hill';;r Bunter blinked
into the study through his big spectacles
in search of & feed one blink at the five
clouded faces was enough for him, and
he rotled on in search of & more cheerful
study. Tea was over, when Herhkert
Vernon-S3mith came in—to be greeted by
rather grimm looks. Loder, it was true,
was at the root of the trouble, but it
was the Bounder's reckless ragging that
had I\Fwen him his chance.

“ Not feelin' merry an’ bright?" asked
Smithy rather sareastically.

“0h, den't be an ess!” eaid Wharton
gru%y.
“¥You're goin' to take your licking
Lodert

from

“I've told Quelch I will I answered
Hﬂr;f', with knitted brows.

“Hard nheese‘, old bean!” saild
Vernon-Smith, “If you'd sat it out
this mornin’ instead of bargin’ in on
the jolly old -:iut,gr stunt you wouldn't
have got landed.

“If you'd behaved yourself, you silly
ass—=" growled Jphnny Bull.

The Bounder shrugged his shoulders.

“Whoever behaves in the French
class?” he said. * I saw Quelch safe off
the premises, and I never thought of
tg;t;’::ad Lodor! It was s rippin' rag,

“Ripping for me—as it"s turned out !
ENAppe arton.
“You shouldn't have barged in!

Nobody asked you to.”

“0Oh, shut up!”

The Bounder laughed.

“You're ]ﬂli; polite!” he remarked.
“But I haven't come here for a row!
I hear that Loder is going to make a
regular show of it—all the prefects
present, to witness the whopping, and
all that!™

YWharton set his teeth,

“It's like him!” he said.

“And 1 ought to be gettin’ it, by
rights, as the jolly old ring-leader[”

rinned the Bounder. "But Loder’s

een on whopping you, and he doesn't

care two straws about me—and old
Prout iz & silly old ass, of course! But
if it's any comfort to you, I'm going to
get busy in the Sixth Form pasaagn
while Loder is busy with you in the
prefects’ room.”

“More of your rotten ragging?”
snapped the captain of the Remove.
“Tho less you do of that the better, I
think.”

“"Not exactly! You're not the only
man in the Remove with a sense of
duty ! said Vernon-Smith. “T'm
developin’ on the same lines—catchin'
it from you, perhaps."

“"What do vou mean, vou ass?™

“I mean that I'm goin’ to do a pain-
ful duty whila Loder's busy dein’ s,
and by the time wa'va both finished I
faney that Loder will wish he'd kopt an
eye ont his study instead of givin’ enter-
tainments in  the prefeets’ room. [
believe that old Prout will think a good
deal less of his faithful Loder after 1
get through”

With that, the Bounder walked away,
whistling.
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“Whet the thumgﬂi’a he up to nowl”
grunted Johnny Bo

“Only some of his rot!” said Harry.
“I'm fed up with him and his ragging.
It's all his silly fault—" He hmﬁ nﬁ.
“Well, it's no good grousing. Tha
question 1s, am I going through it or
not ¥

“You've promised Quelch, old man!”
said Nugent. “There's not much choice
about it mow.”

Wharton hesitated a few moments.
But he made up his mind and left the
study and went slowly downstairs,

His chums were left with glum faces.
Bob Cherry remarked that it was rotten ;
end Hurree Jamset Ram Singh agreed
that the rottenfulness was terrific. But
there was nﬂthin[ip to be done; Loder
had the upper hand, ond that was
tnat!

Meany curious glances were turned on
Harry Wharton as he made his way to
the prefects’ room.

All Greyiriars knew how matters stood
now ; that the M.Etain of the Remove,
affer declaring that he would not be
caned by Loder, had “climbed down
and was going to take his caning.

As the alternative was the sack, there
wera few fellows who blamed him for
changing his mind. But remarks were
mads about fellows who wuttered big
words and funked standing by them
when the test came. Wharton's checks
were crimson as he went; and he
clenched his hands as he cﬂugi:ut. B SOCeY-
ing prin on the face of Angel of the
Fourth. But it was not much use to
punch Aubrey Angel; and he woent
guietly on his way.

The door of the prefects’ room stood
wide open.

Loder, Carne, and Walker were there,
with six or seven more of the Sixth
Form. If Loder had wanted all the
Sixth to be present, as doubtless he did.
some of them, st least, had disrcgarded
his wishes.

But a number of juniors were gather.
ing outside the doorway, curious to see,
or heer, as much as they could of tha
proceadings.  Billy Bunter, of gourse,
was there: and Sammy Bunter of the
Second Form; 8kinner and Sncop and
Fisher T. Fish of the Remove; Angel
and Kenney of tha Fourth, and several
other fellows.

Wharton entered the room and closed
the door after him, nhutt-iug off the view.
Iodaer rose from his chair, and threw
the door wide open sgain.

Wharton's eyes Eimtad at him. ]

S0 vou're maki a show of this,
Lodor " he said, between his teeth.

“No cheek!™ said Loder warningly.
“I'm going to cane you in public az a
warning to other cheeky and rebellicus
voung rascals”

The captain of the Remove drew &
deep breath. He was tempted to walk
aut of the room agsin in defiance of
Loder and all authority, regardless of
the consequences. But he checked him-
self. He had told his Form-master that
he would take the caning; and that
was the end of if.

He waited in silence. . _

Loder picked up o cane, swished it,
and pointed to a chair.

Outside, tho fellows in the Igm&g&
stared on. Angel grinoed at Kennev,
who winked back to him, Skinner mado
g remark io Bnoop which was audible
in the prefects' room.

“How are the mighty fallen ™ sighed
Skinner.  “D'you  know, I almost
believed the chap meant it when he eaid
Loder shouldn't cane him. I think I'd
have stood by it, myself, if I'd gaid 1t."

“He, he, hel” from Bunter.

“Well, of course, it was only gasl”

said Bnoop.
THE anc!:r LieRARY.—INO. 1,301,



10

DON'T FORGET THE SHERIFF’'S THUMBPRINT RECORDING OUTFIT—

Wharton's cheeks burned as_he heard,

“Bend over that chair, Wharton!™
said Loder.

In bitter silence the captain of the
Remove bent over the chair, in full view
of the fellows in the passage. None of
his friends was thero; but fellows who
were not his friends had taken care to
bo present.

Loder was in no hurry to begin, He
gwished the cane several times while
the bapless junior remained in & bent
posture over the chair,  Evidently it was

der’s intention to prolong the humili-
sling scene to the utmost that he could.

But he started at last,

The cance camo down with a ringing
swigh that was heard at quite o distance
from the prefects’ room,

Bwizh, swish, swish |

Wharton made no movement and no
sound,

Every cut was hard and severe, and it
required all his self-control to keep
silent | But he set his teeth and uttered
no sound.

Swish, swish, swish !

E.rnder fairly put his beef into. the last
LI,

But he failed to wring a sound from
the captsin of the Remove, though
Wharton's face was very pale.

. “Hold on!” snarled Loder, as the
Junior made a movement to rise.
h_Whnrtﬂn’a cyes gleamed round at
im.

“That's six [ he gaid.

::I’m not finished yot 1™

here, der '™  muttered

Ff;!kﬂr uneasily., *Six is six! Chuck
1

“Who's  Lead refeet,  Jinun

Walker 1 P S

“¥ou are; but—->"
“Then don’t barge in [**
er swished the cane again. It was

clear that he was going on till he drew
a yell from his vietim, though “six ™
was, by immemorial tradition, the limit
of a hcking at Greyiriars,

But he had counted without Wharton,

The captain of the Remove twisted
away from the chair suddenly and
swiftly, and the cane, ¢coming "down,
crashed on the chair instead of the
junter. Loder, taken by surprise, let
1t slip from his hand, and it elattered
on the floor.

“Yeu cheeky young rascal!” reared
the bully of Greyfriars. “Hand me that
cane_and bend over that chair again!”

Wharton locked at him, with com-
presacd lips,

b | aha‘ifﬁdu neither the one nor the
other 1" he answered, very distinctly,
=1 told Queleh I'd take my licking, and
I've taken it! VYou are a coward and
a bully—*

“Wha-at 1"

A coward and a bully, and you shall
not touch me again ¥

"Oh crikey I ejaculated Billy Bunter.

The fellows in the passago stared on
breathlessly. This was defiance with a
vengeance,

Loder, for the moment, secemed petri-
fied with rage and astonishment. Then
he made a stride at the robel of the
Remaove.

Harry Wharton snalched up the chair
by its back and swung it above his head,
Loder jumped back with  almost
ludigrous suddenncss.

“Hands off, you bully I said Whar-
ton, between his testh. “T'll knock ydu
epinmng if you touch me |

‘:iFut down that chair!”

ar,

“Make me put i1t down " said Whar-
ton contemptuously.

., Loder made a forward movement, and
Ju%ﬁi back again just in time,
rton fung the chair down with a
Tee Muiagxer Lisrany,—No, 1,391,

roared

crash, and walked out of the prefects’
OO,

Heo closed the deoor after him with a
banﬁ- that rang through the House and
walked awav. And as he passed Angel
of the Fourth and Skinner of the Re-
move he caught those cheery youths by
their collars, and brought their heads
tﬂlii_lef_-h{!r with & resounding erack.

here was a eimultaneous yell from
Angel and Skinner, and Wharton
walked off the scepe and left them
yelling.

The “show ? in tha prefects’ room
was over!

GREYFRIARS CARTOONS
By Harold Skinner.

No. 18.—DICKY NUGENT.

(The scamp of the Second Form, and
author of the St. Sam's " shockers "' now
appearing in the * Greyfriars Herald.")

This week’s cartoon has created quite
a spot of bother. Nugent minor says that
Skinner can’t draw for nuts, and Skinner
says that Nugent minor can't write for
toffee | I leave my reader chums to form

their own opimons.—Ed.

Chesky young Dicky, so livaly and tricky,
Will never do well In exams
While spending his leisurs in writing for
pleasure
His hair-raising tales of St. Sam's.

He deals, In his Tolly, with Bright and
Jack Jolly
Inatead of equare roois, as he ought.

And yarns of that sort’ll cause many a
chartle,

But not irom the author—when caught|

LLELLES LR LA L] LEd LA LR IRy ed Pyl gd] L]

THE SEVENTH CHAPTER.
Smithy Gets Busy!

ERBERT VERNON - SMITH

H lanced round Loder's study
in the Bixth Form passage, an

grinned at what he saw. _

Smithy had told the chums of the
Hemove that he was going to be busy
in Loder's study while Loder was busy
iir the grefumts‘ roonm.

And he bad been busy—in a rather
peculiar way.

The drawer in Loder’s study table was
wide open. FEoder kept that drawer
carefully locked, for it contained things
that only his closest pals were ever
allowed to see.

Careful asz Loder was, there were
plenty of fellows who suspected his
manners and customs; and there was at
loast one whe knew—and that one was
the Bounder.

table drawer had been farced
open now, and its contents rooted out.
zo0 contents, had Dr. Locke beheld
them, would have caused Loder of the
Sixth to be “sacked ¥ on the spot, and
could havoa hardly have pmduceﬁ any
other effect had Mr. Prout seen them
now that he was in chief command,

No fellow at Greyfriars, especially »
prefect, was suppozed to be in posses-
sion of playing.cards, cigarcites, racing
papers, and such things |

ith the help of & bottle of pum the
Bounder had stuck ulE’ a whole pack of
cards on Loder's looking-glass over his
mantelpiece.

Fifty-twe ecards slmost covered the
glass from sight.

His next stéep was to detach the pages
af the * Rm::inft Tipster,” and gum
them on the walls round the study.

He turned the cigarettes out of their

es and srranged half of them in a
row on the mantelpiece and the other
half in a pile on the table.

Now he looked at his handiwork and
grinned.

“I think that will de!”
Smithy.

He opencd the study door wids,
Thero was no one to be seen in
Sixth Form passage.

Taking a screw and a screwdriver
from his pocket, the Bounder drove the
«crew into the floor, fo pin the door
wide open.

It was & long, thick, and strong
serew; and as it was left projecting in
tha way of the door, it was impossible
for the latter to be closed till the screw
wag withdrawn,

The prefects’ room was not the only
room et Greyiriars that afterncon—
whera & “show ¥ was arranged with the

oor openl

Slipping the screwdriver back into his
pmqimt} the Bounder walked out of the
study.

At the cornor of the Ogmm_r,ﬁ he came
on Temple, Dabney & Co. of the Fourth.
'}T‘I\u@::i'1 were discussing what was going on
in the prefects’ room; but they were
tao gntfci:i-natured to join the staring

Cra.

remarked

CrOWw :
“Loder still busy, you men 1 drawled
the Bounder. i
"Gmn‘f strong I answered Cecil
Rﬁg:;n??.}l TN!'IPI«!EL “Frightful cad—
What !

“The jolly old limit!™ agreed the
Bounder. “It was rather a mistake of
the Head's to get crocked in a motor
accident and loave Prout to carry on.
&till, if Prout should happen to look
into hlﬁn favourite prefect’s study just
Ty

““ Anythin' to see in Loder's study®”

“Trot along and take & squint 1" sug-
gested the Bounder.

He grinned and passed on. )

Temple & Co. stared after him,
Epm : then they walked up the

ixth Form passage to Loder’s study
and looked in.

“0Oh, great Christopher Columbus!™
yelled Temple, at the sight that met his

eyes.

“"Ha, ha, ha!” roared Fry. “Bmithy
is some lad ™

“ Oh, _rather I” chuckled Dabney.

The Fourth Formera stood chortling
outside the study. About a minute
later Hobson and Hosking of the Shell
came wp the passage, with Inquiring
logks.

“Smithy gays there's a sort of show on
here, you men,” said “Know

anything sbout it1”
Temple pointed into Loder’s study.
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The two Shell fellows looked in—and
roared.

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“Bmithy's  passin’ the  word!”
chuckled ;.'[‘empie, as Tubb, Paget, and
Bolzover minor of the Third Form ap-

a.n:rd in the offing. “Here come the

ags "

“What’'s on here?' asked Tubb.
;E-F'J.ithy 5845 Oh ¢rikey! Ha, ha,
a 2

“Is that man Loder mad?" gasped

Paget. " What has he stuck his rubbish
up all over hia study for?”
“New scheme of interior decors-

tion 1" chuckled Hobson. “0Oh erumbs,
what will happen if Prout rolls along "

“"Smithy says—" began Sammy
Bunter nyﬂlﬂ ceond Form, coming up
with Gatty and Myers.

“Ha, ha, ha "

Evidently, Vernon-Smith was passing
the word.

Fellows of all Forms were being told
that thers wea an interesting sight to,
be seen in Loder's study, and the

fellows, naturally, rolled up to see what
it was | And when they saw it, it mades
them wvell.

More and more fellows aé)peured in
the offing as the news spread.

Coker and Potter and Greene of the
Fifth Form came along, and after them
quite & mob—sentors and juniors.

Sykes of the Bixth, who was in his
study, came out to sea what the row was
about. He fairly jumped as he foreced
his wav !,hrm!g'h the buuinﬁ crowd and
stared at the *decorations ™ in Loder's
study.

“Who—who—who did this?? gasped
Syvkes,

" Echo
Temple.

“Eome rag!” chortled Hobson.

“Ha, ha, ha!”

Bvkes stared blankly,. He was a
E;rrefect, and had been a close friend of

ingate's, now away from the school.
Since Loder had become “top dog.”
Sykes had had many rubs with him.
Loder had made it obundantly clear
that he wes head prefect, and that
leszser mortals had to toe the line, Svykes,
of the Sixth, decided that the head
prefect could deal with this peculiar
rag on his own, and walked away,
laughing.

The roears of lauvghter in the Sixth
Form passage drew attention from all
directions. Such outhursis of hilarity
were vory infrequent in those sacred
precincts. Several masters, coming
away from Common-room, heard the
uproar and were attracted to the spot.
Among them, of course, was Mr, Prout,
who had a veritable genius for “barging
in,” even when he had no authority to
do so. Now, of course, ha had a head-
master's authority vested in his portly

rson, which greatly intensified his

arging propensities.

“What—what i1z all this?” boomed
Prout as he relled up. “What is this

answers, who!? grinned

disturbanee — this  disgraceful dis-
turbance—what—-"
The lasughter died away as Prout

srrived.

Tha ecrowd wondered, breathlessly,
what would Imlppf:n when the temporary
Iftiednd of Greviriars lscked into Loder's
study.

FProut looked!

He blinked!

He gasped!

“Bless my soul!” he ejaculated.

Ho rolled into the room. He stared
blankly at the playing-cards, the
cigarettes, the racing papers adorning
the walls. The doorway was crammed
with eager faces, watching him, What
was FProut going to do about this?
Everybody was fearfully keen to learn.

“Bless my soul!” repeated Prout.
* This—this—this—— Boys, disperse at
once—how dare you congregate in this
puasa]%'ar Potter 17

“Oht! Yes, sirl” gasped Potter of
the Fifth,

“Find Loder at once, and request bim
to come here.'’

“Yery well, sir!”

Potter, of the Fifth, hurried away to
the prefects’ room, A plare from Prout
drove the rest away from the door.

But they did not go far! They only
got out of Prout's sight. They were too
eager to see how this was poing to end
to clear off. At a safe distance from
Pruut,’ but within sight and hearing of
Loder's study, they waited in breathless
anticipation, for the arrival of the
bully of Greyfriars.

THE EIGHTH CHAPTER.
A Narrow Escape for Loder!

ODER of the Sixth, in the
I prefects’ room, was pale with
rage.

Ho stood staring at the door
that had banged after Harry Wharton,
his hands clenched, and his eyes

lazing.

Whartog had taken his licking. He
had gone through the bumiliation care-
fully planned for him by his old enemy
in the 8ixth. But fhe outcome had
been & good deal more humiliating for
Gerald Loder than for Harry Wharton.

In the sight of the juniors in lhe:
passage, and the seniors in the prefects
room, Loder had shrupk back from the
captain of the Kemove when he wielded
the chair—and shown the white feather
unmistakably. That was the bitterest
of all to Loder.

He made a stride towards the door, as
if te follow Wharton. Walker laid a
detaining hand on his arm,

“Chuck it, old chap!” he advised.

“Do you think I'm letting that cheeky
young scoundrel get awey with (hisi™
hissed Loder. i ]

“¥You've given him six—and a pratty
tough six, too! That's the limut, os
you jolly well know!l ¥You're only

utting yourself in the wrong by going
Fa.rt,har. Prout wouldn’t stand for it, if
he knew.” ]

“Yes, chuck it, Gerald!” advised
Carne. “ YVou've rather made a fool of
vourself, old man, and spoiled your own
game | Let it drop(”

“IIl skin him !* breathed Loder.

“0Oh, don't be such a beastly bully,
Loder I prowled Bancroft of the Sixth.
“You never know when to stop [”

“Mind your own business!’ snarled
Loder. )

There was a knock at_the door and it
opened. Potter of the Fifth looked in.

dead.

“Weiting for 3you, old bean!®
answered Potter, and be walked away
without giving Loder any furilier in-
formation.

Loder calmed himself,. He could not
interview Irout in & state of raging
fury. Also, he was rather uncasy at
the news that Prout was in his study.

There were a good many sccrets in

that study that it was necewzary for
Loder to keep wery sceret indeed. True,
they were under lock and key: and
Prout was not euspicious. Still, Loder
did not like it.

“My hat!” muttered Carne. " Frout
can't have got on to anything——"'

“ How could he?" snarled Loder.

"Well, it's odd for him to send for
vou to your own study—he slways sends
for & man to the Head’s study——"

*“(h, it's all right 1

Twoder's answer was more careless than
his feclings! He lefc the prefects’ room
and turned into the Sixth Form passage,
hurrving his steps. He was uneasy,
and a little anxious.

To his surprise and further uneasiness
quite o lot of fellows wera gathered
about the corners of the passage.

All of them looked eager; and some
were grinning. And they all stared at
Loder as he appeared.

“He's coming [ said Hobson.

“Here he i3!” chuckled Temple.

*Ha, hs, hal”

Loder glared round angrily, but he
did not stop to ask questions, Ho
hurried on to the doorway of his study.

Entering that apartment, he Btn‘i)ped
Indeed, he almost fell down
in his amazement and consternation.
His eyes bulged at the unexpected snd
startling eight that greeted them.

His secrets, which he had belioved
safe under lock and key, were not only
revealed, but plastered nil over the
study for every eye to sce!

Prout steod in the middle of the
study with & portentous expression on
hizs plump face. Prout had had the
shock of hiz life!

“Loder!”” boomed the Fifth Form
master, “Loder! What is the meaning
of this?” He waved a plump hand at
the cards, the cigarettes, and the racing
papers,

Loder's heart almost ccased to beat.

For long, terrible moments he felt
himself lost! There was evidence
enough displayed all over the study
to convict him a dozen times over! He
saw himself sacked and turncd out of
the school 1n disgrace—the %ntea closing
behind him on the scene where ho had
carried matters with so high & hand!
He staggered, with a feeling of physical
sichness,

(Continued on nexi page.)

Loder glared at
him, both puzzled
and annoyed by the
lurking grin on his
face.

#What the thump
do wyou want here,
Potteri”  he

aTe ba GIVENR
m:ppﬁd. AT
Message from
Prout!” answ Bend for detadls.
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Potter blandly. ™ He
wanfs to see you I
your study, Loder.”

“In my study!™
repeated Loder
blankly.

i Th&t'!- It-."

“What the thump
is Prout doing in
my study "
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Desperately he strove to pull him-
gelf together. He had to get out of this
samehow |

Who had done this he had not the
faintest idea. Obviously it was not
Wharton, who had been with him in
the prefects’ room taking his whopping.
Home pal of that young rascal's—

But 1t did not really matter mmuch who
had done 16! It had been done, that was
tha trouble! How was he going to
sguirme out of it? )

“Cards!'” boomed Prout. “Racing
apers! Cigarettes! Loder, haz my
Fﬁltll in you been misplaced? Answer!”

Plenty of fellows heard Prout's
hooming voice. Most of them could
have told Prout that his faith in Loder
was misplaced] And Loder himnself,
almost  dizzy with dismay and
apprehension, wondered frantically how
ha was to pull the wool over Prout's
eyes.

#[==I—I—" he staminered.

“Explain yvourself, Loder!” boomed
Prout. "I demand to know how these—-
these articles come to be in your
study I

¥ I—I—they—they—they
nune, sir I gasped Loder,

“Not yours!” boomed Prout.

“Certainly not, sir'® Loder re-
covered himeelf a little, “If—if T had
such things in my possession, sir, surely
you do not su;;ﬁwe that I should plaster
them al]l over the study for everybody to
B 12

“I imagine not!” boomed Prout.
“Obviously, some other boy has done
that! It 1s, I presume, what is called
& rag! That does mot alter the fact
that they are hore, Loder! If they are

not yourg——"*

“Oh, no, sir! Not mine! I—I've
never scen them before ! panted Loder.

The young raseal who has plastered
my study lika this must have brought
the things with him.”

" 0Oh, my hat!” murmured Temple, in
the Enssaga, “Hear that, you men 7

“What a neck ! murmured Dabney.

“Well, he can’t very well say any-
thing else,” grinned Hobson of the
Bhell. “It's the sack for him, if he
can’t pull Prout's leg, ™

Every car liﬂtEﬂEdg eagerly.

. There was a pause. Prout was look-
ing very searchin at Loder. But
the bully of Greyfriars was cool again
naw.

Ho realised that he neceded all his
coolness, all his nerve, to pull him
through this. Buppose Prout ordered a
search of the EH]E:S. as certainly Dr.
Lacke would have dome in the ¢ircum-
stances?

There were other secrats to be brought
ta light which, new under lock and key,
Loder could not possibly pretend did
not belong tg him, if they wers dis-
covered and revealed. He thought of a
note from Banks, the bookmaker, in his
desh—of a list of selected horses pinned
to it—of a pocket-book filled with cut-
pnis from racing ﬁapﬁ'rs, with notes
in his own hand. 13 brain reeled as
he thought of it. But he had t.a-keep
cool, All depended on pulling Prout's

., and evading a search of the study.
t was fortunate for Loder that Prout
was not suspicious, and that he was
rather an obluse gentleman. It was
fortunate for him, also, that Prout was
pompous end chstinate, and disinelined
to give up any opinion he had once
formed. Prout dicf not want to lose
his faith in Loder, because that would
be & proof that he, Prout, had made an
extremely serious mistake. He was not
acteally conscious of that as a motive;
but undoubtedly it infivenced him.
at long pause was sheer anguish to
THe Maaxer LmeieY.—No. 1,701,
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Loder. Ha felt his heart thumping
against his ribs. Beads of perspiration
trickled down his brow. rout” spoke
again at last.

You assure me, Loder, that you have
never scen these—these playing cards;
these cigareftes; these racing papers
before ¥

" Never, sir!” L .

“Ha's gettin® by with it,” whispered
Temple, In the passage.

“You had no knowledge that they
were here 7

" None, zir.”

“I will sdmit, Loder, that at the
sight of—of this, my faith in you was,
for the moment, shaken,” said Prout.

“Oh, sir I murmured Loder, :

“But, as you say, this iniquitous dis-
play is obviously the work of some mis-
chievous boy, end, that being the case,
it is very probable that these articles
hglﬂn% to the boy who has displayed
them here.”

“I've no doubt that they were
smuggled into the school, sir, for the
very purpgse of this rag,” said Loder.

“No dounbt—no doubt. It is an =ot
of umheard-of andacity, and the boy
who has bheen guilty of it will be
fogged ! gaid Prout. “Have you any
idea of hiz identity, Loder #*

“ At the moment, sir—no. But I will
find out——-"

“¥You will enlist tha help of all the
other Brefecta, Loder, in making the in-
quiry,” said Mr. Prout. “The offender
must be discovered! Yom will report
him to me when found. In the mean-
time, you will remove this iniguitous
display of disgraceful things and de-
stroy them. Take care that they are
2l destroyed !

“Certeinly, sir!"”

“I leave the matter in your hands,
for the present, Loder.”

Gerald Loder could searcely beliava
in hiz good luck, when thalportly Prout
rolled out of the study. If there had
been & search

Loder wiped his perspiring brow, and
grabbed the door to shut it, after the
Fifth Form master was gome. He
gritted his teeth as the door jammed
ggaimt the screw projecting from the

OoT.

He had no screwdriver handy; and
the fellows down tha passnio were enter-
inined for some minutes by the sound
of Loder hammering at that screw with
the study poker.

At length ho got the door shut.

Then ha threw himsclf into his arm-
chair, and consoled himself for the
-L::Il'dﬂ;! he had passed thmug}};] by light-
g one of the cigarettes that had so
horrified Prout. rout's faith in his
favourite, which had been shaken for
a moment, would have experienced
another shake, and s more severe one,
if he had looked into the study again
;tjlj‘sit then, Fortunately for Loder he

rdn't. ——

THE NINTH CHAPTER.
Who Shall Be Captain ?

i E wmn!” remarked the
Bﬂlﬂ]d&l‘-
Herbert Vernon - 8mith

made that remark in break
tha next day.

o had i}nc:unlafi the Famous Five in
the gquad when Loder of the Sixth ecame
out of the House with Wallker.

Loder glanced at the group of Re-
movites with a glint in his eyes, but
walked on without taking any ather
notice of them. .

And the Bounder grinned.

“Takin' it like milk I he said. *Thae
dear man iz discoverin® that the
Remove can hit back, though Wingate's
gone, and left him eock of the walk.”

It looked as if the Bounder was right.

After, the scene in the prefects' room,
Harry Wharton had fully ex ed to
be cadled to further sccount. But not a
word had come from Loder on the
subject.

It scemed thet Loder realizsed that he
had taken a stf‘:p too far, and he had
to be very careful indeed not to allow
Mr. Prout to see him in his true colours.
All Greyfriars called Prout & pompous
a8s; but they knew that he was a just
man, or, ot least, intended to be just.
Loder did not want him to hear all the
details of what had hap]];lenad in the
prefects’ room, and so he had no choics
but to let the matter end where it was.

. That was, ss the Bounder expressed
it, & win for the Hemove. And the
Bounder had made a win himzelf,

For Loder, though instructed by
FProut to fnd out the ragger in his
study, and very anxious personally to
make that ragger euffer for his sins,
had done nﬂthmg in that matter, either,

He had found out that Smithy was
the ragger. So many fellows knew that
1t was hardly possible for it to remain
& gecret,

But E:mt_igehad not been reported to
Prout; neither had Loder spoken =
word to him.

All the fellows knew why.

Lodor had “got away * with his ex-
planation that the ragger had brought
the cnri:; f}};a mgarefftes, tﬁnd the racin
Papers 18 st or the purpossa ¢
the rag. But Elllgﬁt.hy, if en before
Prout, would have stated explicitly just
where he had found them. ing care
easily enough to Loder. Still, it wes a
risky business, and he realized that the
least =aid was the sconecst mended.
Loder was anxious for that episode to
fall into complete oblivion as soon as
possible.

So it was, as Smithy said, s win,
though the juniors had no doubt that
Loder was only biding his time,

“The rotter will be trying to get back
on us, somchow ! said %oh Cherry.
“But we'll jolly well keep our end up.
And his claws will be cut, too, when
the election’s held for captain of the
?ehml. That can’t be put off much
ongar.™

Harry Wharton nodded thoughtfully,

“Wingate's been away a week or
more,” he said, “and it's certain now
that he won't be back #ill towards the
end of the term. Gwynne was vice-
captain ; but he was crocked, too, and
he's away. Bykes is pretly certain to
put up for election, and—*

“And he will bag ninetenths of the
votes,” said Nugent. “Whao'll vote for

er, I'd like to know

“Only Walker and Carne, I faney,”
chuckled Bob.

“Ha, ha, ha!”

" We'll jolly well take care that every
Remove man votes againsg Loder ! gaid
the Bounder. “He's sure to put up:
but it will be a wash-out, and it will
make him look & fool when the votes
are counfed. He won't bag fwenty.™

“It's a bit %ueer that nothing's been
done about the election, so far,” re-
marked Johnny Bull. “Prout's an old
ass! But T sup he knows that
GEF Ariars has to Eave a captain.™

[ say, you fellowg—"
Billy ﬁunter rolled up with an ex-
pansive grin on his fat face.

“ What’s up, Fatty 1"

* Caoker——" began Bunter.

The juniors grinned. The mere name
of Coker of the Fifth Form was enough
to make & grin dawn on any Greyfriars
follow's face,

Billy Bunter cackled.

“Ho's got a8 notice on the board ! he
announced,
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Lost to all prudence in his fury, Loder lashed out right and lefi with his cane. The next moment Mr, Queleh's study window

was flupg open, and from the opening two long legs
’ the window and landing in the

“Cheek I" said Bob., “Fifth Form
men have no nq}ht to stick up notices,
What's it about ?

“Captzin’s election.”

“That's not Bxed yet.”

“"Coker's g:el:t.m ready,” c-hnrl!ad
Bunter, “He's gnm? to put up.”

“*Oh, tha gilly ass! A Fifth Form
man can't be captain of 1:119 school; only
a man in the Sixth.”

“Coker thinks he can. He—"

Without waiting for further news
from Bunter, the juniors rushed away
to look at the notice-bhéard. They found
a crowd already gathered round it—
most of them laughing,

On the board was pinned a paper in
the well-known, scrawling hend, and
tha still better-known remarkable spell-
ing of Horace Coker of the Fifth Form.

*“NOTIS!
CAPTAIN'S ELEKTION!
VOAT FOR COKER "

“Good old Coker!™ chuckled the
Bounder. “Well, if there’s nobody
else, I'd rather vote for Coker than for
Loder.™ "

“Hear, hear!

And there was a buzz of assenk.
Coker of the Fifth was a priceless ass,
no doubt, but there were few fellows
at Gra:,rfrmrs who did not prefer him to
Gerald Loder

A swarm of fellows buzzed rpund the
board when Loder came in, and stepped
slong to sce what the excitement was
&hr:mi‘t.

He frowned as he saw Coker's pape
on the beard.

The juniors watched him curiously.

Loder glared at the paper, tore it
down, and tore it across and across.
He threw the fragments away, and
walked on, scowling.

projectad.
quaa'.l ““ Order 1
“Cheek I” breathed Johnny Bull.
“Hallo, hallo, hallo! Bra Comes

Coker ™

Coker of the Fifth came strolling up.
No doubt he guessed that his notice on
the board ha&gdruwn this erowd, for he
had a pleasad and gatisfied expression
on_his rugged face.

That expression, however, changed
when he saw that his paper was miss-
ing.

“Who's taken my mnotice down?¥
bawled Coker,

t A dozen voices supplied the informa-

Lan.

Horaca Coker's face was crimson
with wrath and indignation.

“The cheeky tick! T'II jolly well
show Loder whether he can tear u
my notices! I'll show him what I thin
of Bixth Form prefects, by gum 1”

Coker strode into the Rag, where
there were pens and paper. He came
back with a mew notice in his hand,
which he pinned to the middle of the
board. It ran:

“NOTIS!
CAPTAIN'S ELEKTION ¢
VOAT FOR COKER!
AND BAR SIXTH FORM EAD3S !

There was a roar of applause and
laughter. Coker Walkn& away, looking
pleased and satished aj.l:am He loft the

crowd before the notice-board yelling.
j grinned. Loder did not grin; he
seowled.

Loder was facing rather a problem.

THE TENTH CHAPTER.
Vote for Coker!

AMES WALKER winked ab
Arthur Carne, and both of them

*¢ Stop ! ** shouted the master of the Remove, jumping from
I will allow no riot ! Stop, 1 say I ™

Captain’s election could not be gxut off
much longer. Prout was expected to fix
the date very scon.

Ho long as there was & chance of
oither Wingate or Gwynne returning,
the matter was left open. But it was
known now. as a fact, that both Win-
gate and Gwynne would be away for
weaks, mtmbi for most of the term.
Ezigtnms- el&etmn had to take place.

ead prefect, and strong in fsvour

of the t.empnrar:f Head, Loder was a

grent man these days; but to securs his

sition he had to hag the ¢aptainey, in

eorge Wingate's place, as well as head-
prefectship.

The captain of the school was head of
the games, and in that department
Loder naturally did not want another -
man piut over him. He was keen to
show the school what he could do as
football eaptain, and especially as foot-
baller. Hardly a week before, Wingate
had contemptuﬂusi}* excluded him from
the first eleven. All that was going to
be changed—if Loder could manage it.
When the date was fixed he was going
to put up for eleciion as a matier of
COTITEE,

But there was, so to speal, a lion in
the path.

The Greviriars fellows sll had wvotes
in the ecaptain’s election. TFrom the
Sixth down to the smallest and inkiess
fag in the Second, every vote counted.

Loder, counting his chancea on a
;m ular vote, haa to admit that they
ced exneec{mg]#' slim. And such was
evidently the opinion ot his pals, Walker
and Carne!

On their own account they wounld have
been glad enough to see Loder captain
of the achool. But they did not believe

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

that he had the remotest chance of

pulling it off. )

“You can snigger!” said Loder
sourly. “But :Ef:E gome fellow like
Sykes butts into the captainey, you men
wont’t get much show in the games.”

“AMy dear man, I wish you luck!™
answered Walker. “ But there’s simply
nothing in i, a8 you i‘u]ly well know.
MNot a dozen fellows will vote for you.”

“Not half 2 dozen!” said Carne.

“You see, you've gone the wrong way
to work,” said Walker, apparently in
the role of candid friend. * As soon as
you were top dog ¥cu had to begin
throwing zour weight about. Yau
should have walked softly till after the
election.”

“You've set all the fellows against
you'!" said Carna, in the same stram.
*They're fed-up with you as head pre-
fect, mnd they won't have you as
skipper if they can possibly help it.”

“1 hear that a Iifth Form man s
poing to put up!” resumed Walkor.
“That's against the rules, of ecourse;
only the Sixth are eligible. Bot if it
went to the wveote I'll bet vou Coker
would win hands down.”

“The fool 1” grunted Loder.

“Yes, ho's a fool™ agreed Walker.
“But fellows lika him all right. And,
after all, it's never been positively fixed
that only a Bixth Form man can be
capiain of the school. It's only a
cusfom.”

“I don't see what Prout could do if
they elected Coker I" remarked Carne.
*“And the ass being in his Yorm, he
might favour the idea, too.”

Loder set his lips.
He realised the foree of Walker's

remarks; it would have paid him to
“walk softly"” until he hed gained his
point. But he had not been able to
resist the temptation to- exercizse his
new powers to the widest extent, and to
pay off old grudges against fellows he
disliked.

It was too late now, anvhow, to adopt
a zvstem of concilistion. TUnless he
npufd bully his wa.;{; through the elen-
tion, it was clear that he was going to
be left out in the cold.

“You see, you haven't made yourself
popular, old man I said Carne blandly.
“And an election depends on popu-
larity, ¥You'd be wise nob to put up at
all, I think  You'll only look a fool
when they count the votes.”

"“Yon fellows are going to stand by
me |* said Loder grimly. “¥You won't
find it pays to lét me down.”

“If two votes can get you in, vou'll
be skipper!” said Walker. “Rely on
w3, old chap. There's nobody else for
you to rely on™

“ Price of the Fifth will vote for me,”
éaid Loder. "I can make it worth his
while, and he's got friends—"

“Preciouz few I”

“Angel of the Fourth, too—'"

“The rest of the Fourth cut that
young outsider |

ler gave a snarl, ]

“Well, lock here, I'm getting in as
captain | That's that! It's a lot of rot
for fags to be allowed to vote at all:
but as they are allowed to they've got
to vole the right way. They can be
made to understand that every junior
wao does not vete for me wﬁ! get a
ewishing [

“Prout wouldn't stand for that ik
_“Bother  Prout!” said Loder
irritably,
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“1f he heard that— —" grinned Carne.

“(h, shut %&:" ]

“Hallo | at’s that row in the
quad?” yawned Walker.

And the three Sixth Formers loocked
out of the study-window.
Loud shouting awoke the echoes of the
Creyfriars quadrangle. At a little dis-
tance from the study windows there was
& procession of juniors. Nearly every
moember of the Remove was walking in
the procession, and over it floated a
banner, on which was inscribed, in large
capital letters:

“CAPTAIN'S ELECTION |
YOI'E FOR COKER'!M™

Walker and Carne grinped. Loder
scowled blackly. The Remove proces-
sion was led by the Bounder, followed
by the Famous Five. Hardly 8 man in
the Form was missing from it. :

If it was intended as a demonstration
of the opinion of the Hemove, it was an
overwhelming one. .

Loder gritted his teeth with rage.
That nobody in the Hemove wanted
Coker as captalax of Greyfnars, or
thought him fit to captain the sehool,
ho knew quite well The Remove
plumped for Coker, simply because they
were against Loder. ten candidate
a: he was, he was, at least, in their
opinion, & less rotten candidate than the
bully of the Sixth.

“There's thirty wvotes for Coker!”
remarked Carne. “Listen to the young
seoundrels ! They want you to hear,
Gerald.”

The junior procession spproached
within easy hearing of l.oder’s siudy.
Thera it halted, with the banner
wavring, and the Bounder, evidently the
leader, proceeded to make a speech.

Loder listened with his brow growing
blacker and blacker.

“{zentlemen of the Remove—""

“ Hear, hear !’ ) ]

“Captain’s election will take place this
week | Who wanis Loder 1

There was a deep groan.

Nobody, it was evident,
Loder ! )

“Any man here voting for Loder?®”

Groan !

“ Hands up for Coker of the Fifth '™

Every hand went 1;.:’?0! :
“Three cheers for Coket of the Fifth,

wanted

the pﬂgular candidate for the cap-
tainey 1” roared the Bounder.

“Hip, hip, hurrah!”

It was a terrific roar. Many of the

juniors were looking towards Loder's
window, where his scowling face was
visible to them. They were all grinning,

Loder turned {from the window,
grasped his ashplant from the table, and
strode out of the study.

“ Don’t play the goat, Loder!” Carne
called after him. “You can't interfere
with the young sweeps!”

Loder did not heed.

Whether he could, or could not, inter-
fere with the young sweeps, he was
certainly going to do so!

His face was white with rage as he
sitode out of the House, the ashplant
gripped in his hand.

THE ELEVENTH CHAPTER.
Good 01d Queleh!

& HI3 way!" said the Bounder.
E “Hold on, Smithy——-
“"Fathead ! March !
“Hetter keep away from the
masters’ windows, you assi” said Bob
Cherry.
“That's all vou koow !

Come on, I
tell you ™

Herbert Vernon-Smith led the way,
and the procession marched on, head-
ing for the windows of the masters’
studies,

There was rather less noise, but stil]
plenty of enthusiassm as the Remove
marched along the path under those
windows.

The rather grim countenance of Mr.
QJueleh could be seen, looking out: and
st other windows, appeared the faces of
Hacker and Capper and Wiggins and
Monsieur Charpentier.

Most of the junior: would have pre-
ferred to give that rather perilous
Eun.rter g wide borth. But the sagacious

ounder knew what he was about,

Iie had seen Loder's scowling face
dasa&p&ar,'and was aware that the bully
of Greyfriars was coming out on the
war-path.

Trouble was at hand, and when the
trouble started, Bmithy preferred it to
happen under the eye of authority.

With a school election at hand, the
juniors were quite within their rights
in holding a demonstration in the
quadrangle, and Henry Samuel Quelch

was the man to zee that their rights
were respecied.

“"Halt " sang out Vernon-SBmith,

Another balt was made—directly op-
posite Mr. Queleh’s study. BITY
Wharton and Bob Cherry held up the
waving banner with the rest of the
Remove grouped round them, and again
the Bounder addressed his followers.

“ Gentlemen, chaps, and sports-
mep——="

“ Hear, hear!"”

“Captain’s eclection may take place

any day now. Mr. Prout, whom we all
respect and admire so much——"

“Ha, ha, ha!"
 "——will fix the date, and as soon as
it is put on the board, thers won't be
much time for electioneering. We've
got to be ready.”

“The readyfulness will be terrific.”

“Coker’s our candidate—""

*“ Heoar, heoar "

“I'm not saying that he's much good—
sou all know he isn't—"

“Ha, ha, ha!"

“ But he's straight, snd he's decent.
and there may be a candidate who is
neither one nor the other——*

“¥es, rather!”

“Coker's our man!”

"Hurrsh for Coker ™

“I say, vou fellows, hers comes
Loder ! squeaked ly Bunter in
alarm., “I say, he's got his cane! I
say, I'm off 1V

And Billy Bunter departed promptly.

Not ancther fellow left the ranks,
however, They looked round at Loder,
and waited for him to come wvp, con-
scious that the gimlet-cye of Quelch was
on the scene from his study window.

Loder, in his rage, did not even re-
member the existence of Mr. Quelch,
He strode up to the crowd of Removites,
panting.

“You checky younpg he
roared.

“ Anvthing the matter, Loder 7' asked
the Bounder.

“Put that rag down at once !” roared
Loder, pointing with his cans to the

rascals ™

| ¥

election banner.

Wharton and Bob Cherry looked at
him grimly, but did not put down the
banner, Loder did not waste time. He
lashed out with his ashplant, and gave
the captein of the Remove a cut across
the shoulders.

“ Now put that down!" he shouted.

The banner came down with a erash
on Loder's head. Perhaps it was an
accident.] More probably it was not!
Anvhow, it laanded on the bully of the



Bixth, and Loder sat down in the quad
with a bump.

"Ha, ha, hal"

Loder sorambled to his feet.
been enraged alveady, and now
nearly foaming,

He hurled himself at the Removites,
ewiping right and left with his cane.

There was a slam, as Mr., Quelch's
study window was Iiunﬂ: wida open.
The Remove master lesned out, his
eyes sparkling with aoger.

*Loder 1* he shouted.

Loder did not even hear., There was
a roar of exeitement round him as his
cane whacked snd rang, and vells of
wrath and anguish. Bomebody hacked
his shins, somebody else barged him in
the back, the Bounder's fist caught him
on tha ear, while Wharton's landed on
the other.

Oneca mores Lader went down, and his

e had

he was
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vell rang far and wide as he hif the
quﬁdr&ugie. 3 i
e slaggered up, panting.

" Lﬂd&f!" bawled Mr. Quelch,

The bully of Greyiriars heard him
then, and stared across at him. Mr,
Queleh’s face was a picture of wrath.

“Loder! How dare you!” he bawled.

“Thesa cheeky young scoundrels——"
roared Loder,

“Hilence! How dare vyou, I say?
How dare vyou make such an un-

rovoked atiack on boys of my Form "
ooted Mr, Quelch, “ You will be called
fo account for this, Loder!™

“I've been knocked gover—""

“Do you cxpect my boys to submit to
& brutal and unprovoked attack? I
fully approve of the boys defending
themselves,™

Loder glared at him.

“¥You saw what they were doing—you

saw—"

17

“The boys are entitled to hold an

clection mecetiog in the guadrangle.
You know that as well as I do! ?pw‘rll
them to Be interfered with.”
here——"
_ “Stand back, Loder! You shall not
intervene hera! I order you lo stand
back and leave these boys of my Form
to themselves.™

“I ghall do ngthing of the kind, and
we'll seo what Mr, Prout says about it,”
howled Loder, lost to all prodence in
his fury, and to give point to his de-
fiance, he landed out with the cane,
catching Monty Newland on the neck,

“Collar him ! shouted the Bounder,

“Down with him [”

not allow

" Bag him!"'

"Rag him!"

“Btop " shouted Mr. Chueleh,
“Order! I will allow no riot! Stop.

(L

1 say .
{Continued on next page.)
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Our Socoor specialist ia at your service. If you want an axpeért opinion on a

ACCORDING TO RULES ]

ERHAPE it ia just as well that we
should get & shock [rom time to
time. These shocks have the
affact of keeping us from spending

most of our time asleep, anyway. One
of my readers got a shock the other day.
He wes due to play in a football match,
but, being delayed on the journey, he did
not arrive until the game in which he was
to play had been in progresa several
minutes.

Y am not prepared to admimster any
sort of caution this player for being
late, because I accept his story that the
circumsgtances were such that it was
imposzible for him to be there in time.

In passing, however, let e say
that an ¢fford on the part of every
member of a8 football fteam; no
satier in tohiat class of fooliball, Lo be
on the spol punciually, ond ready
to start of the arvanged time, s
worth while,

One of the rcasona why I like big
football matchos is that I know pro.
cisely the time when a game will start.
That measns I also know precisely what
time it will finish, snd can make
arrangements accordingly.  There 1
slways & heavy fine waiting the big Leagus
club which docs not start its gomes to the
minute. Last season, one of the clubs
waa fined beecsuse the players were late
for the start. The elub officials explained
that the train was late. The'authorities
eaid that allowances should be made for
the possibility of a train being late, and
that the players should have fravelled
by an earlier train.

Talldng about travel, I have gone &
long way before giving you the details of
that shoek which my young friend; who
wad lato for his game, had. He got dressed
in a burry, d on to th&n'{iﬂ]d WEE;
the game was in progress, o to
the referes Emg the ]JFIH.F im.
mediately, and o ing him back beyond
the touch-line. That was where the ghook
ccme in. The referee did more. He
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pswarded a free-kick against the gide of the
boy who had rushed on late to make up
the eleven.

My reader friond who tells me this st
pxpresses  considerable indignation wi
tho referce. He says he was quite under
the impression that a player who was late
was allowed to take part in & game when
he did turn up, rovided, of course, that
no  gubstitute player had been found.
Well, my good friend, you are wrong.
There is & [ootball rule now on the books
which says that no player cen come on
the field while a game is in progreas.
Even the late player must report his
presence to the referea when the ball
has gone ** dead,"” and only upon doing this
can he fake his place in the side.

CHOOSING A CAPTAIN !

E same rule, as explained above,
applies to the player wha has been
the field injured. Ha can't comae
back unless the ball is ** dead."
Moreover, if any player breaks this rule,
the referee is justified in awarding a free-
kick to the other side. So although my
friend recoived o shock when he was sent
back again, he had no cause for complaeint.
Thlgu reteree was acting in accord with the
rulea.

It very seldom heppens, of course, that
& player is late for a big game, but players
often turn up late for junior games, and
I hamhtiegwa them all warning that,
bafora y can take part in a match
which has started in their absence, they
must roport to the referee at a time when
tha ball 18 “ dead.”

That's that. Now for another question.
* We are worried about the captaincy
problem connected with our team,” o
Doncaster reader tells me. * We can't
quity decide among oureelves which of
our plai_?era is the best fitted for the post.”
I om afraid I can't help you, sither, with.
out knowing more about the gualifica.
tions of the various members of the tear.
If there is no ouistanding personality
in the eleven, no player with more know.
ledge of the game than his colleagues,

| pass on his tactieal ideas to his

then the centre-half is the player whe
should be given the responsibility of
captain.

A plager who oceupies this posi-
tion should be a good footballer in
the all-round zense. Moveover, he
ix the piayer above oll others who is
af the heart of football operations,
and the plager whe can the most
easily give instructions fo his col-
leagues.

I know a lot of first.clasa teama have a
captain who is not the centre-half of the
team, But in this connection top-class
sides are different. The eaptain of most
of the big teams iz little more than a
figurehead. Hae tosses for choice of ends,
but is not allowed to dictatd the taoctics
of the toam onceo the game is started. Thosa
tactica are decided upon before the gams
atarta, and if any alteration is conaidered
desirable, the manager, from his plage in
tho stand, sends down a message to the
playera via the trainer. To put.ﬂ:‘:ﬁ matter
briefly, the managera of the big teams are
really the captains, and I think it is good
that this should be so.

KEEPING IN TOUCH !

8 an oxample of what I mean,
A take the case of Southend
United, and their new manager,
Dravid Jeck. He thinks it is so
absolutaly essential for him to be able to
p]ﬂ.}rﬁl'ﬁ
while & game is in progress that ho haa
arranged for telophonic communication
between himeelf and the trainer. The
manager has n‘Fhﬂn-u at hand in hia place
in the’stand. This is connected to a phone
near the trainer down on the field insida
the raila. When the manager thinkas that
the tactics of the Scuthend {eam should
be chanpged, ho telephones a message to the
treiner, and the trainer pasees it on to the
playcra.

1 expect somebody will ask a wvery
natural question. If the managers of the
big feama think ik is so necessary to keep
in fouch with the players, why don't they
themselves take wup their places near the
touch-line ?

Tha answer is thotl they are nol
agliowed {o do go. Only the frainer
ia permitted by the authorities to
be inside the rails.

One of thoese days I shall expect to sae
the manfpger of o big football team glvﬁ:ﬁ
instructions to his men on how they &
play through a megephone. But the idea,
which I hand out ires, would probably be
put down very guickly.

* LINESMAN."
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“ Hold on, Smithy !" gasped Wharton.

Reluctantly, the juniors stopped at the
pommeand of  their Form-master.
Whazton dragged the Bounder back.

Loder gave another lash, and there
was & howl from Wibley, who captured

What happened next was a surprising
wight at Greyfriars. Trom Mr.
Quelch's study wigpdow two long
projected !

guélch jumped out ! ‘

ever before had a Grevfriars master
been scen to

legs

erform such remarkable
ymnastics!| DBut there was no time for

im to go round by the door. He
jumped out, landed in the quad, and
strode on the scone.

Loder, with his arm upraised fo
another swipe, had his arm gresped in
fingers that seemed made of steel. He
gave a howl of pain as his bones almost
cracked in that vice-like grip. He gave
8 sevage wrench at his arm, but he
could no more have nnloosened Queléh’s
grasp than-the eluteh of a blacksmith’s
vice.

The gimlet-eves gleamed ab ham,

“Hands off 1" panted Loder.

*I ghall not allow you, Loder, tohully
and ill-use boys of my Form!™ barked
‘Mr., §1121c11+ “1 .shall take you back to
the House, Loder!”

" You—yop - you—" stuttered Loder.

“Come I

“I=I won’t!. I—"

‘_.fII think wou will!™
grimly.

Anti Loder did?

With that grip on his aching arm, he
could not resist.  Mr. Quelch marched
him_awey, leaving the crowd of juniors
staring and grinning,

Crowds of fellows of other Forms
stared and grinned, too, at the unusaak
ni&’ht of 8 Sixth Form prefect marched
off with a Form-master's grip on his
arm, like & naughty fag.

“Oh, gad!” gasped Temple of the
Fourth, “ Look, you men!”

“He, ha, hal!”

“Good old Quelch!” chortled Hobson

for

gsaid Quelch

of the Bhell. “He's got his rag out,
what? Watch Loder's phiz !

“Ha, he, ha!”

“PBehold, he blushes!?® chuckled
Greens of the Fifth,

“Ha, ha, ha!”

YToder's face was crimson with rage
and mortification. Ila was rather glad
when he got into the House, out of sight
of staring eyes. There Mr. Quelch re-
leased him, with a contemptuous glare.

“{io to vour study ! he snapped,

Loder gasped.

that!

!’E I'll . please myself
*“{3o, before I box your ears!” barked
Quelch.
Loder went !

about

e r—

THE TWELFTH CHAPTER.
The Lid en Coker!

ORACE COEKER of the Fifth
H Form sat at his study table,
with & pen in his hand, =&
scribbled sheet of paper before

him, and & smear of ink on his noze.

It was the hour of preparation, and
his study-mates, Potter and Greene,
wera at prep.

Coker, however, had no time for prep.

Coker was busy on more important
matters. s ; .

The shect before him contained o list
of names of fellows in all the Forms at
g_rﬁ riara excepting the Sixth and the

1 .

“It's sll right, you men!” announced
Coker, looking up. "I can tell you, it
will ba simply & walk-over.”

Tee Maigrer Liprnary.—No. 1,591,

Potter and Greene did not answer.

Captain's election might ba very 1m-
portant, especially in view of the fact
that =0 great & men &3 Horace Coker
was standing. Still, prep was prep, and
there was Prout in the Form-room to be
considered, )

Coker glared at the tops of their bent
heads.

“Deal #” he hooted. :

“"Look here! Prep—" szaid Potter.

" Blow prep ! :

“All very well for you, Coker!” said
Greene warmly. “You'll be in a row
with Prout in the morning, anyhow.
You always put up howlers, whether
you've Prepur&d or not! But--——’:

“Don't be a cheeky ass, Greene!”

“Look here! Don't jaw till after
prep M sugpested Potter,

“Non't be a cheeky fool, Potter

Cloker, it was clear, was gowng to
“jaw.” It was one of Coker'a weak-
nesses, Nothing short of lockjaw could
have kept Coker silent for long.

“MNow, about the election,” he went
on, ruthlessly regardless of prep. “That
old ass, Prout, hasn’t put up the notica
yob, goodness knows why; but he can’t
keep it beek: much longer, I'm stand-
ing! That man W:{;g}?m made a pratty
good eaptsin of the school, but I fancy 1
could name s better one”

“Rot!” said Potter. “Wingate was
the pick of the SBixth, and it's simply a
disaster to the school for him to be
crocked like this!”

[a
[}

“The pick of the Sixth, if you like,”
conceded Coker. “DBut that isn’t saying
a lot! T'm thinking of the pick of the

Fifth [*

“Blundell 7 asked Potter innocently.

Coker frowned,

“MNo! Not Blundell ' he snapped.

“You don't mean Hilton 7"

“No! I don’t mean Hilton ! growled
Coker, " You know jolly well whom I
mean, (George Potter! No need to look
farther than this study for a good
man.”

“¥ou flatter me, old chap!” mur-
mured Potter. .

Coker stared at him. .

“¥ou blithering idiot!" he =said, in
measured tonmez. “Do you think for a
moment that I mean you?" .

“Oh, Greene?” asked Potter, still
misunderstanding. “Well, Greeney's a
good chap, but I don’t know about cap-
taining l.’.'?rnyfrin.rs——”

“] don't mean Greene!” roared
Coker. “I mean the only chap in this
study who's got any brains to speak of
I don't want any of your funny businees,
George Potter! I'm stending for elec-
tion as captain of the school, and
expect vou two fellows to back me up.
Some of the Fifth don't seem to cotion
to the idea, but I expect support 1o m
own stu!%‘g! I shall jolly well pun
your heads if you don’t vote for me, and
that's that!”

Coker paused, but not for a re‘glr,
Replies were not much use to Coker.
He felt himsslf equal to sll the talking
that was required on any subject.

“‘That rotten hulljr,]:l iaigder, hl?a been
going round smong the fags,” he went
on, g"I-!v.zn's letting them know that if
they don’t vote for him they'll uﬁt
wh-‘.‘ered. Just like that beastly bully,
what " .

Potter and Greene smiled. .

As Coker had just anuounced his
intention of punching their heads If they
did not vote for him, bis criticism of
Joder's meihods struck them as having
its comio side. ]
“I don’t see anything to gr
gaid Coker gruffly. “Just like you
fellows, grinning like & pair of Cheshire
cheaaau—-r!it mean, Cheshire cats—at o
gerious time like this! Talk about
Julius Cmsar fiddling while Carthage

in at!"”

was burning! Look here! Loder may
seare some of the Becond and Third into
voting for him. DBut I've got a lList of
men in the Removs, Fourth, and Shell
who are standing by me. 1've got the
Remove almost to & man.”

Coker referred to his list, .

“Every man in the Form, exceptin
Bunter,” he said, “I'll tip some o
them to kick Bunter till he ‘joins up. I
dare say the fat voung ass 18 afraid of

Lode llying brote, you know, scar-
ing the fagsa! But a kicking or two
will bring him reund! I wish you silly

asses wouldn't keep on grinning at every-
thing a fellow says. 1t's really flatter-
ing, vou kpow, the way the Lower
School are rallving round me.”

“Is 167" murmured Potter.

“Well, look at it!” argued Coker,
“I've a short way with fags, and 1
never stand any nonsense from them.
I've often whopped them for their own
gﬁod Ounly the other day I had to
thrash Wharton and his gang, though
the cheeky young rascals, believe,
made out that got the thrashing.
Well, now they’'re all rallying round me,
backing mé up like anything. They've
all agreed to roll up on election day
and vote for me.”

i | ftng they’d roll up snd vote for
(Gosling, the porter, or the house-dame’s
cat, rather than vote for Loder!”
grinned Fotter,

“Don't be an ass, Potler! Of course,

they don't like Loder—rotten bully!
Euti ’thnt isn't why they're supporting
me !*
“Ien’t it?" gasped Greene. )
“Certainly not They recognise the
fact that a pood man is necded for the

job, and they've liot sense encugh to
now whera to look for a good man!”
said Coker, with & great deal of dignily,

“Oh crikey ! ]

“Buppose 1 get the footer into my
hande [ went on Coker. “Look what
a change that means! Wingate left me
out—fatheaded sort of ass, you know,
at picking a team, though he had his
good points in other ways. And he put
you in, Potter.” Coker shook his head.
“Well, football comes before frmndahtr,
end I shouldn’t be able to play you, old
Ehﬂ.‘{.'}." .

(xeorge Iotter gazed at him,

; ;‘![}r vou, Greepey !™ eaid Coker regret-
ully.

Greene gazed at him. ;

“3iill, never mind that now,” said
Coker. *“What we've got to think of
now is getting me in as captain, and I
expect you two fellows to put all other
thinge aside, and put &ll your beef into
i, ghat? I hope you'll strain cvery
nerve !J?

Potter and Greene could only gaze.

Coker, if he got in a3 captam, was
going to bar them hoth out of football!
And they were to put all their beef into

tting him in as captain! Hea hoped
5‘:& would strain every nerve! It was
evident that Coker had a hopeful
nature.

‘There was & tap at the study door at
this juncture, and it opened and
admitted Billy Bunter of the Remove.

The fat Owl blinked at Coker through
his big spectacles. L

Coker's hand strayed to s Latin dic-
tionary. But he remembered at once,
and withdrew it. This was no time for
buzzing dictionaries at fage! Coker
was not a reflectivea follow, but even
Coker reslised that it would be wiser
not to buzz a dictionary at sny voter
till after the election |

“I say, you fellows—"" began
Bunter. . .

Coker picked up his pen instead of
the dictionary.

“Want me to put your name downi*
he asked.
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Loder rolled headlong and bumped 1o the botiom of the stair, while Mr. Quelch staggered against the banisters,

"That's what I've come to speak to
you about, Coher,” said the fat Owl
cautiously. “1 say, the word's going
round that every Lower Scheol man who
dogsn't vote for Loder 1z going to be
whopped by the prefects.”

“Rotten bully I said Colker.

"(f course, a fellow doesn’t want to
be whopped I said Bunter.

“That's sll right,” said Coker re-
assuringly, *“Get the right man in as
captain, that's the important point!
Seo? Never mind the whopping 1"

“Dh! gasped Bunter, and Potter and
Greene grinned.

Coker was looking at the matter
entirely from the point of view of Horace
James Coker! But it was very probable
that Bunter was thinking mere of the
whopping than of getting Coker in as
captain.

“I'll put your name dewn, Bunter”
said Coker, turning te his list. “I've
got tho rest of your Form here”

“Hold on a minute,” said DBunter
hastily., “The—the fact i3, I—I'm not
sfraid of a whopping, of course! I'm
gretl;,? tough ! ardy, in fact! But—

ut Lhere's something else. was
g:pmtiﬁg s postal order this morn-

ng—

-il'Ehill.l'

“1t never camel’ eaid Bunter.

T What

“It was going o be for five shillings.”

Coker stared at him.

“What about 1t, you young asa?” ha
demanded. "“That's got nothing ta da
with me, that I know of”

“What I mean is, will vyon lend ma
the Gve bob and take the postal order

when it comes?” asked Bunter, blinking
at bim.

— T HTE

“Certainly not! I don't believe in
lending monmey to faga.™

“ It will bo here to-morrow,” explained
Bunter. “It's from one of my titled
relations, you know. Ope good turn
deserves another, Coker! If I'm going
to vote for you—m>"

Horaca Coker was not quick on the
uptake! But he understood at lasi!
This valuable voter was out for bribery
and corruption!

He laid down his pen again and picked
up the Latin dictionary!

Bunter, blinking at him anxiously
for his answer, got it—in the form of
Dr. Smith's Smaller Latin Dactionary,
It was rather fortunate for Bunter that
it was not Dr. Bmith's Larger Latin
Dictionary.

Crash! Bump!
~ There was a cearful yell as the Owl of
the Remove sat down on the floor of
Coker's atudff.-'.

“Yaroooh !

Coker rose to his feet, Apparently he
was poing to follow up the dictionary
with his boot !

Bunter did not wait for the booctl
The dictionary was enough for him!

He squirmed out of the study in great
hasta, Coker’s foot barely mssing him
as ho Hew through the doorway.

There was a patter of Hying feet in
the Fifth Form passage.

Bunter was gone!

“Fat woung scoundrel |” said Coker
wrathfully, “I'd go after him, and kick
him back to the Remove, but as he’s
gaing to vote for me—"

“Yeou—vyou think he's gpoing to vole
for you?” gasped Potter.

“Hao'd batter I said Coker. *1I know
I'll jolly well kick him into the middle
of next week if he doesn’t! I'm nos

]

]
! g i

for

dis-
Mr. Prout bhad arrived

gasping
breath. Af that ihriliing moment, an elephantine iread was heard, and a deep volce boomed : ** What—what Is 5115
graceful scene ? What does this mean? Upon my 1a|r+:rfl;1-£:lﬁ1 I an!ramdanteﬁwunpamﬂalad 18
on SCene

going to have Loder bullying fags into
voting for him-——"

“"Oh, my hat!"

“May as well put his name down on
m{' list,” said Cloker. *That will make
all the Remove on my side! If that old .
ass Prout would only buck up and fix
the date of the election——"

¥ Bhut up, Coker!” gasped Greene in
horror, as a portly figure appeared in
the open doorway of the study.

Coker, having hiz back to the door,
did not see that portly figure. Ha saw,
therefore, no reason for shutting up!
Begidea, shutting up_was not in Coker's
line! He seldom shut up.

“Don’t be an ass, Greene! The sconer
we get the election the better—strike
the 1ren while it's hot, you Enow! [f
old Prout doesn’t fix the date soonm,
somebody will have te remind him of
it] The old bean may have forgotten
all about it—he's a bit of an abasent-

minded ass——"

The growing horror in the faces of
Fotter and Greene caused oven Horaco
Colker to realisd that something was
amiss,

Their stony, petrified gaze was fixed
on the doorway; and Ceker turned his
head in that direction.

He met the gaze of Mr. Proutl

Coker's jaw dropped!

He gazed at Prout!

Prout gazed at him!

The temporary headmaster of Grey-
friars scemed bereft of speech! But
he broke tho awful silence at last

“Coleer 17

“0h erumbs!” gasped Coker,

“I camo here,” said Prout, “becanse
I had heard, Coker, that you intended

Tue Maicgxer LIBRARY.—NO. 1,391,
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to stand as a candidate in the captain’s
election——"

“Oh erikey ! .

“I came to tell you that, in accord-
ance with immemorial custom, only
candidates from the Sixth Forra will be
allowed to stand for election. And I
hear you——"

1] Dh lur" !"

“I hear you—"

“Dh jimny ! ] .

“I hear you referring fo me in such
terms—such terms——" Prout's voice
was & decpening rosr. I hear you
referring to me, Coker——"

Coker gasped. 2

“1 shall not cane you,” said Prout,
“that would not be consistent with my
own dignity, or with the dignity of the
ﬁeﬂiﬂrlf'nrm of which I am master.”

Coker was glad, at least, that Prout
was & whale on dignity. i

“You will take =& thousand lines,
E:::E:er !:‘"

Prout wheeled and rolled away.

Cokor stood gazing at the empty door-
way. Pottar and CGreene exchanged a
wink, and resumed prep. .

Coker dropped inte his chair. He
did mot speak. Ile just sat and g
Coker, it was clear, was not gﬂmghl:n
be captain of Greyfriars! Prout had
put the lid on Ceker!

THE THIRTEENTH CHAPTER.
Next Man In!

i ONE " said Bob Cherry. :
“The donefulness is
terrific!™
“ Loder,
Nugent.

“No doubt about thet!” remarked
Johany Bull, “He pulls old Frout's
leg just as much as he likes.”

%iarr Wharton laughed,

“Well, it was rather steep, the idea
of that ass Coker becoming captain of
the school " ho remarked.

B“l.:}-eltnr than Loder !” growled Johnny

EldL.

“0Oh, wes! But we couldn't expect
Prout to see that!”

# Anyhow, we're done!”

“Done right in the eve!™
captain of the Eemove,

t was the following day; and the
news was  all over Greyfriars that
Horace Coker's candidature had becn
washed out.

His "nptis®” had been taken down
from the board hy Prout's own plump
and portly hand; aefter which even
Coker could not venture to replace it.

Few fellows doubted that Loder was
at the bottom of 1t. His inflyence was
strong with the new Head.

True, it would have been unusual, at
least, for s Fifth Form man to become
captain of the school. Still, there was
no actual law 1§amat it; snd FProut, as
master of the ¥ifth, right have been
expected tg view such an innovation
with & _favourable eye. !

But Loder was pulling the strings. Ha
was high in Prout's confidonce and
esteem; and there was no doubt that
Prout desired to see him olected captain
of Greyfriars.

Coker's candidature had been more or

of course!” said

agrecd the

less of a joke: though it was certain, all

the same, that he would have becn
elected in opposition te the unpopular
tvrant of the school. MNow it was
washed out; and so far, no other
opponent of Loder had come forward.

Lots of men in the Sixth ! said Bob
Cherry. “Any man would be better
than Loder—even Walker or Carnel
Sykes 18 the best of the bunch—he was
B {ml of old Wingste's.”
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“Is he standing, though?” asked
Nugent. “It looks to be as if Prout's
let the Sixth know that he wants Loder
in.”

“He's no right to barge inte a school
gloction 1 excloimed Bob  Cherry
warmly. :

“Ho mnever worriex aboub rights,
before he barges! And the date sn't
given out yet, either.” ,

“Prout will hsve to be told that it
can't be !{egt hanging about like this!”
growled Johnny Bull

“Who is going to tell him1”

“Um t*

“ SyRas has jolly well got to stand ™
gaid Harry Wharton, * Every man ak
Greyiriars knows that he's the man for

the job. If Prout doesn't know, it's
time he found out. Let's go and sea
Sykes.”

Sykes of the Sixth was in the quad,
and the Famous Five looked for him
and found him. He stared at the
juniors as they camo up.

""i'i;hn; may y'{j}u ags happen to
want? he ingquired. .

“We want youl” explained Bob
Cherry. N

* What do you mean, you young ass’
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“Captain of Greyiriarg—-"

Sykes grunted, and shook his head.

"%'m not standing '™ ho said curtly.

“And why not? demanded PEob.
“TLook here, Sykes, you know jolly well
that you ought to stand. We'd rather
have Coker then lLoder:; but if you'd
anid a word, nobody would have thought
of Coker1”

“Well, I haven't said a word, and
I'm not going tolZ said Sykes gruffly.
“’Hnw ¢ut ﬂ'ﬂ :u

“That jolly well means that Prout
has given you a hint to keep clear!”
exclaimed Johnny Bull.

“*No bizney of yours, if he has!”
snapped Sykes, and he walked away.

e juniors exchanged glances.

“That old ass, Frout, 12 barging into
what doesn't concern him, as usuaal!”
said Bob Cherry, with & deep breath.
“Vou can see that Sykes feels sore
about it, He'd jolly well like to keep
Wingate's plice warm for him fill he
comes back. Look hers, Frout's ne
right to butt in, and it’s _u;; to the Re-
move to tell him so! We'll jolly well
make Sykes put up, whether he wanis
to or not.”

“1 gay, vou fellows—"

“0Oh, buzz off, Bunter "

“The date's up!”

of Gh!”

“I say, you fellows. I saw DProunf put
tho paper on the board I eaid Bunter.
“The election’s on Saturday ™

“Good! Time the old ass made up
his mind ! said Jobhony Bull, *Lots of
time before Saturday to make old Sykes
toe the line”

*“He's jolly well got to 1" declared Bob
Cherry. “We'll all jolly well vote for
him, whether he puts up or not!”

“i':[enn hear !

In the Remove, as in other Forms at
Greyfriars, there was a fixed opinion
that, who ever filled the vacant cap-
tainey, it should not be Gerald Loder!
Almost every follew was going to bar
Loder—if he could !

In the absence of a rival ecandidata,
that presented difficulties. But it was
said of old, that difficulties were only
made to be overcome! The Grayiriars
fellows were going to overcome them,
somehow.

And so it came to pads that, after
clasy that day, there was another pro-
cession in the quad. It carried the
same banner as before, but on the
banner was & new inseription.

“VOTE FOR SYKES!”

Ug and down and round about the
quad paraded the Remove, in marching
order, carrying that banner,

That the Remove were not alome in
their opinion was soon proved. Temple,
Dabney & Co. of the Fourth joined the
g’rﬂ-ﬂaﬁ;l?ﬂ, Hobson and a crowd of the

hell gl ined up. Fags of the Third and
Second came In SWArms. Even some
stalwart Fifth Form men towered over
the smaller fry. That alone proved how
deep was the hostility to Loder. Fifth
Form men, as & rule, would nct have
been found dead in the same street with
the fags! WNow men like Potter and
Greene and Fitzgerald marched in pro-
cession with them.

More than half Greyfriars, in faot,
followed the Remove banner; and
nearly all the rest cheered it.

Quite an army came to & halt under
the 3ixth Form study windows. er
glared out; but thiz fime he did not
cmerge with his cane! Hae did not want
another argument with Quelch on this
subject |

“Bykes!” roared & hundred voices,
L1 E ']':EE l.lj

vkes was known to be in his study.
But he did not appear.

His position was a rather difficult one.

Prout had made £ known in the Sixth
that he desired the head prefect of the
gchool to boe captain also, as in Win-

ate's time. There was a great deal to

a said for such an arrangement, hsd
the pre anybody but
Gerald Lodar! It was a diffcnlt matter

for a Bixth Form man to set humself up
in opposition to the koown wishes of
the headmaster—evon a temporary head-
master, Sykes was sore—but silent.

“Bykes!” bawled the mob outside,
¢ Bvkes! Sykes! BSykes!”

Loder leaned out.

“Stop that row, and clear off ¥ he
roared.

Nobody heeded Loder.

“Bykes! Sykesl Bykes!” came the
TORT,

Svkes threw open hiz window at last.

“Shut up, vou fags!” he hooted.

“"We want you—="

“(lear off 1

“Ara vou standing for electioni? de.
manded Herry Wharton.

*NoI" roared Sylkes, ]

“Look here, Sykes, you've jolly well
got to put up1” exclaimed Potter of the



Fifth. * You know as well as we do thaf
g]ua;CIF games will go to pot, with Loder
m

“ And the school, too 1™ gaid Greene.

“Say ves, Sykes, old bean!” This
eame from Bancroft, & Sixth Form man.
Even some of the high-and-mighty Sixth
were in the crowd now.

“Vote for Sykes!” shouted the
Bounder.

wgarTah  cking Sykes !

'We're 1 o U es ™

“ Hear, hear 1” g S

Sykes of the Sixth stared out over the
crowd. Obviously, the whole school was
for him, if he stood for election. The
voting in his favour was certain to be
at least fen to one. He seemed fo

hesitate.
“ Bpeech !” shouted Bob Cherry.
“(Go it, Bykes !

“Lock here, I'll think about it, any-
how ! said Sykes, and ha step}:ued back.
“Now stop that fearful row !’

He closad his window.

“Three cheers for Evkesil captain - of
Greyfriars |“ roared Bob Cherry.

“Hip, hip, hurrhah ("

It waz o tremendous roar. It reached
My. Prout, in the Head's study, and
made him start. It woke every echo.
Then the procession marched off, well
satisfied. The opinion of Greviriars
had been made clear; and there was
good ‘hope that Sykes of the BSixth,
strong in public support, would stand
up ageinst the “barging in ¥ pf Prout!
In which case “ ];mis;lE * would be put to
Loder; a prospect that made every-
body rejoice.

THE FOURTEENTH CHAPTER.

Hand to Hand!
i SAY. you fellows!2
E “"Too late!” grinned Bob
Cherry. *“We've fimished tea "

*Oh, really, Cherry—"

“And so the poor dog had none!®
satd Bob sadly.

“Hs, ha, hal”

Tea was over in Study No 1 in the
Bemove, when the fat face and big
Eﬁeﬂac!eu of Billy Bunter looked in at
the door.

But Bunter, for once, had not come in
gearch of a spread. y

“1 say, you fellows, I've tea’d with
Mauly,” he zatd. “Think I want your
nmnsl;.r tea in thizs study? Byt I say,
Loder’s coming |V

And the fat junicr departed from the
doorway, as & heavy tread was heard in
the Hemove passage. ]

The Famous Five rose to their feet at
onee.

Loder's coming up to thelr guarters
spelled trouble, )

That the bully of the Sixth was not
pleased with them, the cheery chums of
the Remove did not need telling. They
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wers well aware that the smallest pre-
text would be sufficient for Loder to
wield the ashplant. They only wondered
what pretext he had found now.

Loder strode into the study. He had
his cane under his arm,

*Oh, you're all here!” he remarked
grimly.

“¥ez, Loder ! said Bob, very meekly.
o E‘:vm;,ry we've finighed, if you've come to
tea l

Loder slipped the cane down into his
and.

“¥ou five were the ringleaders in that
riot 1n the quad after class,” he said,
“Bend over; the lot of you!”

"What riot?” assked Harry Wharton
very quictly.

“I'm not here to argue! I'm here to
whop youl” sald Loder venomously,
*Bend over—you first, Wharton !”

The captain of the HRemove did not
stir. Loder’s little pame was plain now.
He had not ventured to intervene whilo
the riot, as he was pleased to call it, was
going on in the quad. He dared not,
under the gimlet eye of bMMr. Quelch. Hea
did not want to be marched inte the
House a second time, with a grip "of
steel on his arm, and a crowd of fellows
grinning at him. So he had let it stand
over—till now! Now he wasz poing to
make it clear, beyond a2 shadow of a
doubt, what any fellow had to expect
who opposed hiz election as captain of
tho school.

:‘%rﬁ you bending over, Wharton ¥V

t.l.'ﬂ ‘J?‘

There was another step 1n the passage.
It was a welcome footstep to the ears
of tha chums of the Remove—that of
their Form-master, .

Mr. Quelch appeared in the doorway.

Loder of the Sixth stared round at
hirm, setting his lips. Quelch glanced at
him, and then at the juniors, then at
Loder again.

"Why are wyou here, Loder?” he
asked coldly. *1 saw vyou coming up
to this passage, and considered it ad-
visable to ascertain the reason.'’

“IF that means, sir, that you do not
frust mo to carry out my duties as a
prefect in dealing with your Form—"

“It means precisely that, Loder,” sard
Mr. Quelch grimly, “and I have already
informed Mr. Prout of the fact! Now
I require to know why you have come
to & Remove study ™

“I'm here to give each of these juniors
six ' snid Loder savagely. ** And if you
interfere, sir, I shall complain to the
headmaster.”

“Whether I interfere or not, Loder,
depends upon what reason you are able
to give me!” said Mr. Quelch. “1 am
walting.”

“I'm not answerable to youn, but to
the headmaster!” said Loder sullenly.

“In matters affecting my Form,
Lader, you will answer to mal Will
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you stale your reason for coming hera
to 'punmh ese juniors?™

2 in the
quadrangle.””

For Lkicking up a shindy

“If you are referring to the election
affair, I waz & witness of it from my
study window, as on the previous occa-
sion, and I find no fault with it.”

Well, T do!” said Loder,

“That,” said Mr. Queleh, “is im-
material! Please leave this study ad
once, and do not return to it"

Loder set his teeth,

“I shall do nothing of the sort,” he
said deliberately, “and I defy you to
interfera with me in carrying out my
duties as a prefect.”

The juniors almaest gasped as they
heard that. Mr. Quelch's steely eves
elittered.

“Leave this study, Loder |”

I won't]"

"1 warn yon, Loder, that if you defy
my suthority, in my own Form, I shall
deal with you severely.!” rumbled
Quelch,

“Lay a finger on me, and you will
answer for it to the headmaster 1** hissed
Lader.

“Shall we turn him out, sir? asked
Bob Cherry.

“¥Fou will kindiv be silent, Cherryi*

“Oh! Yes, sicl”
“Will you go, Loder "
!‘H‘:‘ !J!

“Then,” satd Quelch, T shall remove
you! I om sorry to be forced to use
such measures, Loder, but you leave me
no cholee,™
. He ndvanced grimly on Loder, the
juniors looking on breathlessly. (Gerald
Loder gripped his cane convulsively,
evidently tempted to lash out with it
But he did not venture to do that.

Mr. nglch’s hand dropped on his
shoulder., * This time, however, Loder
did not submit to the grasp of thoze
steely fingers.

With a blaze of rage in his eyves, he
struck the Form-master's hand awary,
and Mr. Queleh vilered & sharp ejacn-
lation of surprise snd pain.

The next moment both his<hends were
on Loder!

The bully of the Bixth was whirled
out of the study and into the passage,
spinning like a humming-top.

“Wow,” zaid Mr, Quelch in a deep
voica, “(Gal"’

“WNa, yvou old fool I'" roared Loder.

H’Wi'il vou Eﬂ'?"

“MNo!" yelled Loder.

“1 shall remove you, then.”

A staring crowd in the IRemove pas-
sage watched the bully of Greyvfriars
marched foreibly along to the staircase.
Twice Loder strove savagely to resist,
but ho was forced onward.

“Oh, my hat!” breathed the Bounder.
“Greyfriars iz eomin’ to somethin'—a
beak scrappin’' with & prefect [

“YWhat larks!” pgrinned Skinner.
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“The larkfulness is not terrific, my
esteemed Skinner,” said Hurree Jamset
BRam Singh. "“This iz & preposterously
serious matter.”

*“Let go!" came Loder’s savage roar
a3 he reached the stairs. Grimly,
Quelch marched him down the Remove
staircase.

A crowd of the Remove followed
breathlessly. Half-way down the stairs,
Loder clutched at the banisters, clung
on, end refused to budge.

From above, a crowd of fellows
watched the amazing scene; from below
another crowd gathered and watched.

Loder was torn away from his hold
and whirled away to the next landing.
There he rallied again, with another
clutch at the lower banisters, and held
on with savage obstinacy.

“My hat!” breathed Bob Cherry.
“That rotter is hupni‘i;{_that Prout will
bl;lrge in! He would like Prout to see
t is!ﬂ

“1 wish Quelch would let us lend him
a hand !” muttered Johnny Bull.

“The wishfulness is terrific!”

*“ Hallg, hallo, halle! There he goos !

Loder was jerked away from his hold
again. Under a swarm of amazed
staring eyes, he struggled with Mr.
Quelch on the landing, resisting with all
his strength. He was whirled away fo
the lower stairs, lost his footing, and
went tumbling down. As he went, he
clutched at Mr. Quelch's scholastic
gown, and dragged the Remove master
after him.

“0Oh cnkey!™

“T sav, vou fellows—he, he, he!®

i mk IJ?

“Great pip :

Loder rolled down the lower stairs,
dragging Mr. Quelch after him. There
was & loud rending sound as the gown
tore under the strain. Loder rolled
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headlong, and bumFe-d ta the bottom of
the stair. Mr. Quelch staggered against
the banisters, gasping for breath, And
at that thrlrhng moment, an elephan-
tine tread was heard, and a deep voico
boomed : ’

“What? What i3 this disgracceful
scene ? What does this mean? Upon
my word ] Unprecedented—un-
paralleled—" ;

Mr, Prout had arrived on the scene.

THE FIFTEENTH CHAPTER.
Prout Puis His Foot Down!

R. PROUT gazed at Loder,
M sitting at the bottom of the
stairs, spluttering, with o rent
fragment of a Master of Arte
gown in hiz hand! He gazed at Mr,
Quelch, staggering on the stairs. His
eves almost bulged. He had never
liked Quelch, and since he had been
temporary Head of Greyiriars, he had
found that gentleman a thorn in his
side. INow he was really, sincerely
shocked st him!

“Loder 1" he gasped.

" Grocogh ! gpurgled Loder,

“Mr. Quelch ! ‘

The Remove master was orimson.
Right as he was in his action, absclutely
right in dealing drastically with an im-
pudent fellow who disregarded his
authority, this was very unfortunate.

His very ears burned! BSuch a scene
was unheard of! It justified Mr.
Prout’s favourife word, “unparalleled 1”

A Form-master engaged in a sl;rugpﬁu
with a Sixth Form prefect—pitching the
latter downstairs, staggefing breathless
with rent gown—what would Dr. Locke
have thought? What could ansbody
think?
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It flashed upon Queleh’s mind that he
had, so to speak, delivered himself
bound hand and foot to his enemy!l

" Mr. Quelch!™ repeated Prout.

“8-sir I" stammered Quelch.

“IDo I Bnd you, sir, ecngaged in fsti-
cufls with a Greyfriars boy?!” boomed
Prout., That was putting 1F as un-
pleasantly ss he could.

Quelch righted himself on. the stairs.
He calmed down and descended., His
gimlet-eye gleamed at Prout. :

“You fnd nothing of the sort, sir, as
you are perfectly well aware!™ he

snapped.
“lﬁn ueleh 1M
“Mr, Proutt™

“If you refuss to explain, sir, I will
guestion Loder! Loder, wheat ie the
cause of this outrageous disturbance?’’

Loder was on his feet again now. His

face gave no sign of his inward
tnumy | But his view was that Quelch
was "done for™

“I arma gsorry, sir, very sorry indeed,”
he said as smoothly as his breathless
state would allow., “But—but I could
not help Mr, Quolch throwing me down-
stairs, sir! T did not feel that I could
strike a member your etaff, sir,
whatever the provocation, so I had no
defence.”

“Very right, very right and proper,
Loder ' boomed Prout. “ But the faet,
Mr, Quelch, that a sense of propriety
kept Loder from defending himself,
ghould havwe prevented you——"

“ Monsense, sir!™

" Wha-a-at?™ gasped Prout. * D-d-did

O did!"" barked Quealch. * How dare
vou, sir, assume for one moment that I
should zo forpet the dignity of my posi-
tion, sir, and of my wears, as to enter
into & struggle with Loder? How dare
you, sir?" ¥

“Are vou addressing me, Mr.
Queleh E“E}E’d FProut. ]

“I am, sir!” hooted Quelch. “I will
explain, sir, since you do not seem to
possess sufficient intelligence to sec for
vourself how matters stand. Loder, sir,
attempted to bully boys in my Form—
to bully them, sir, in the most unjusti-
fiabla manner—and refused to leave a
Remove study at my order, sir! I,
therefore, compelled hit to do so, sir,
and, in the same eircumstances, should
assuredly act in the same manner
agan.”

you §-3-88y m-nonsense, siei”

“Mr. Queleh chooses fo call it bully-
ing, sir, 1f & prefect punishes any boy
in his Form," ssid Loder, “You, sir,
entrust certain powers {0 me as my
hepdmaster, and I refused, siv, to place
Mr. Quelch’s suthority before yours."”

“1 should imegine sol” hoomed
Prout, “I should cortainly imagine so!
Am I to understand Mr. Quelch, that
vou interfered when Loder was about
to infliot punishment on cortain Remove

boys B i
- "“¥You are to understand precisely
that, sir!™

“And dees my authority count for
nothing, sir? Do you, sir, undertake
to prevent my prefects from exercising
the powers F ﬁmm vestad in them 1"
boomed the temperary Head of Grey-
friars.

“If you uphold Loder in bullying,
Bir\_‘"‘

“MNothing of the kind, sir. I have
confidence in Loder, if you have not;
and it is my opinion that counts, aa
haadmaster. I will, however, Inguire
of Loder why he intended to punizh
the boys—" ]

“For & riot in the quad, sir,"
answered Leder. “You sir, nush
surely have heard the uproar in yout
study while it was going on, even if



Ow 1 ** roared Loder frantically.

sou did not hear the insulting expres-
slons some of the jumiors applied to you,
Bir.

Prout beeame purple.

"I was certainly disturbed by a loud
uproar,” ha exolaimed, “and I won-
dered st the time why my prefects did
not suppress it! I fully endorse your

1 in punishing the ringleaders,
Loder.”

“The boys wer: acting fully within
their rights,” said Mr. Quelch. * At
the time of a school election corlain
allowanees are made——"

“That 1z for ms to juldge,
boonted FProut.

Mr. Quelch bit his lip hard. There
was no doubt that FProut was right
there, stapding as he did in the place
of the Head !

In the momentary paus that fol-
lowed, a fab squeak was heard [rom
upstairs:

“I say, you fecllows, what a lark!
D1d Prout and old Quelch going for one
anaother hike a couple of hehting-cocks !
He, he, he!”

Prout jumped, and Quelch starfed!
Both of them realised, with swdden
clearness, that thiz acens waz forming
something in the nature of an enter-
taimment for a crowd of Greyfriars
fellows.

“Ha, ha, ha!” came a yell of laugh-
ter, following Billy Bunter's remark.

Prout ga.s,:Pcd.

“8ilence 1 he boomed.  “Silence!
Boya, disperse! Go to your studies!
Every boy remalning out of his study
will g-u caned "’

“0Oh, my hat ™

“Hook it, you men I

" Bunlk ™

“Ha, ha, ha!”

Thera was a rush of scampering
feet. The crowd vanithed.

“Now, Mr., Quelch,”

gir "

said Prout,

** Stoppit !
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You old ruffan ! Yaroooh ! **
shouider held him fast

breathing hard, “we had betier come
to 4 plam understanding! This will
nob do, sirl™

“T am well aware of it, sir!”

“¥ou assume a right, sir, to rescind
authority I have placed in the hands of
my prefects! Now, sir, in  your

resence  and  hearing, I  authorize

oder to carry out the punishmoent of
the boys he mtended to punish when
you, sir, wntervened. I command him
to do so!”

“I shall cbey wou, sir, naturally "
sald Loder: and he could not quite
restrain a vaunbting look at the Bemove
master.

Mr, Quelech turned almest pale.

“Tf vou mean that, Mr. Prout—"

“1 mean every word of it, sir! I
mean every syllable of it, sic!®
 Then, sir,” said Mr. Quelch, “it i3
obviously 1mpossible for me to carry on
my duties at Greyfriars until the return
of Dr. Locke. I eannct allow anyone
to interfere between me and my Form.
Unless, sir, you order Loder to regpard
my anthority over the Remove, T have
no recourse but to leave the school and
remain absent until Pr. Locke returns.™

“That, sir. is what I was about to
sugpest, Indeed, 1 see no other
recourse, as yon express it. Certainly,
I shall never sllow you, sir, to disre-
gard my authority as headmaster| 1
repeat that I fully uphold Loder”

‘“Then I repeat, sir, that 1 shall go,
and nothing more need be gaid!™
an%lped Mr. Quelch.

ith which the Hemove master
turned and whisked away. Prout cast
an angry glare afte: him, and stalked
away to the Head’s study.

der, a3 he wemt, winked aft his
portly sack. Loder, at least, was
pleasad.

It was warth while, being handled by
Queleh, to bring about this| It was 4
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Mr. Quelch grasﬁeﬂ the bully of the Sixih with his lefi hand and wielded Loder’s own cane with his right, “Ow ! Wow !
He struggled madly, but the grip on his

heavy blow to Quelch, and it was very
perturbing to Mr. Prout; but to Loder
it wes sheer satisfaction. Quelch was
going—and his departure would be a
“tip” for any other beak who _mig]];t
think of trying to put the brake on the
bully of Greviriars!

Gerald Loder hummed a tune az he
walked away.

THE SIXTEENTH CHAPTER.
guelch’s Farewell !

e UELCH'S going|”
“{h, my hat!™
"“1Tha boot for %ualnh-——"
all,

“Well, after he was
rather a beast |” sald Billy Bunter.
“Wick him!Y
“¥arcooop 1"
Nobody in the Temove was allowed

to say a word against Queleh now !
Fl‘b{rably there wero 'ﬂ%ﬁ!r'fﬂﬂﬁwﬂ in
the Form who' shared” BiHy . Buantér's
opinton of him. But that was forgot-
ten mow. Queleh Wwas “their champion
arainst Prout, and against Loder,” and
uwalch was going! It was &~ hea
blow to the Remove. It was f&r stand-
ing up for the righte of the Remove
that Quelch was going, ‘That turned
him into a sort of here in the eyes of
fellows who had often, like the fat
Owl, regarded him as more or lesa
of & “beast.”
“It's rottén "' groaned Bob Cherry.
“The rottenfulness 1= terrific!¥
“I'd rather have taken that licking
from Loder!' said Frank Nugent.
" ¥es, rather ™
“It was bound to come, econer or
later !” the Bounder remarked sa%ehu
*“ Prout’s got too big for his boots these
days, and Quelch hu.l-ainll}r old, caold,
sercastio eye that makes  him feol
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smalll They've been near it before—
and now it's comae 1"

THE MAGNET—~EVERY SATURDAY

Mr. Quelch’s irem face twitched a
little, He was not & maen to betray his

No doubt the Bonnder was right! It emotions; but he was feeling this
had been inevitahle. Quele had deeply.
never beeg gquite able to treat Prout as * Good-bya, sirl"” called out a dozen
a reol eﬂeaﬂma&tﬁr. Prout exacted wvoices.
twice -43 much respect as a8 real head-  Mr, Quelch paused.
master | So it had been bound to come.  “uod-bye, my boys!™ he said, I

Loder had only hastened it.

Biat it was a heavy blow for the
Remove! Even fellows whe did not
like Quelch valued him as a defender
ageinst Loder. Now he was going!

And he was going &t once!

shall see wyou all again before long, I
trust 1 During my absence I hope that
von will remember that 1 shall expect
to hear & good account of you when I
return. Good-bye, good-bye ¥

X . “ Wharton [¥ rapped- out Loder,

No doubt, as he was going, it was Tt was like the El:l“j* of the Bixth to
wisﬁr on his part nﬁtltﬂ I;ng‘i:r lb-hnut. “rub in " his trinmph ¢

8till, it gave the whole school rather a T

shook wi%‘un a taxi arrived after break- ‘thnrttml_ Stand away from that

; : : tax |
fagt in the morning, and (Gosling and : -
Hrolmt Bisin ~te fe mit W The captain of the Remove gave no

; : ; heed. He was holding the door open
Quelch’s belongings to pils on it [ ' ;
A erowd of fellows gathered f;;lcha? Q“Eéﬁh' and he did not even
watch. 2

: 1 “Shut up, Loder * called out a voice
Lader of the Sixth came strolling by, at the back of the crowd.
ashplant under arm, and he gave the  Loder stared round angrily.
waiting taxi a grinming glance. “Who gaid that?” he hooted,
Remove fellows gase him expressive  “[ind out!™ came another voice.
locks: but they did niot vénture to utter

0 A R e F o “Wharton, come here at oneoe [
what they ought. CT Was moroe + . : ,
than over “top dog,” now that Quelch Loder slipped his ashplant into his

hand. He was going to show the Re-
WES FOINg. movites, and the Remove master before
“Hallo, hallo, halle! Here comoes

he went, that the power was in his
Queleh " murmured Bob Cherry. hands,

Mre. Quelch, dressed for travelling, Wharton still ignored his existence.
came out to the texi.

But Mr, Quelch tapped him kindly on
All the jumiors capped him with the

1 the shoulder,
decpest respect. Harry Wharton held  ““You must obey 8 prefect, Wharton !
open the cab deor for him.

Ga at oneel”

to
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" Very well, sir,” said Harry, breath-

ing hard.
Wharton ! roared Loder.
“Good-bye, Wharton!" zsid Mr.

Quelch, shaking Rands with his head

boy.
.gmi Wharton slowly went towards
Loder.

“HBend over, {?ﬂu cheeky voung
rascal ! smapped der, swishing the
cane

Wharton looked at him steadily.

*You rotten bully ! hoe answered.

Loder’'s hand wes om his collar the
noxt moment. The cane im his right,
swished and rang.

Mr. Quelch, stepping inta the taxi,
paused, and turned his head. A flush
came into his checks, a glitter into his
gimlet eyes.

He turned from the taxi and strode
hack.

“ Loder, release that boy at once ! he
thundered.

“ Mind your own business ! retorted
Loder. You're mnot s Greyfriars
master now, Mr. Quelch, and T'll thank
you not to buts in 1™

Swizh !

The cane came down on Wharton
again under Quelch’s very nose.

ef was onjoying thia, It was his
hour of triumph. But he cessed to
cnﬂ:'iujr 1t next moment.

e. Quelch stroda at kim, grasped

him, and wrenched Cane BWAY,
Lodor glared at him in astonishment
and rage.

“@Give me that cane !” he bawled.

Mr, Q}:::e!ch proceeded to “give it to
him,” though not in the =ense that
hﬂ?rlr?ﬁim'd 4

Adis left hand grasped the bully of the
Sixth, and twiatedpii.m aver ?'i'i'iﬁl a
foree that Loder could not resist. His
right wielded Loder's own cana!

Whack, whack, whack!

5 Oh crikey ! gasped Bob Chorry.

‘Hea, ha, ha!”

Whack, whack !

“Go at!” lé'allr:d the Bounder,
¢xuberant delight.,

Wik, ehnalit

n

“Ow! Wow! Ow!” roared Loder
frantically. “Stoppit! Stoppit, you
old ruffian! Varoooh "

He struggled madly. But -the gri
on his c-uﬁar held him fast. Andgthg
cane came down in a shower of terrifio
whacks, 'This was Mr. Quelch’s fare-
well—an emphatic one.

“Whoop! Help! TLeggo!" shrieked
Loder, writhing and wriggling under
the castigation. * Yow-ow-ow-ow-ow [®

“Ha, ha, ha!”

Whack, whack, whack, whack!

The last terrific swipe elicited &
fiendish yell from Leder. Mr. Quelch
tossed the cane away on one side, Loder
on the other. The yelling, howling
bully of the Sixth sprawled.

With a heightened colour, breathing
rather hard after his exertions, Mr.
Quelch walked back to the taxi, and
stepped in,

It rolled away with him.

Lodar ﬁtﬂg?ered up.

A swarm of fellows were roaring with
laughter. But Loder was in no state
to deal with them, or to carry on with
his whopping of Wharton. He was
breathless, dishevelled, aching from his
thrashing, wriggling with anguish. Ha
tottered inte the House =and dis-
eppeared.

“Ha, ha, ha!”

A roar of laughter followed him in.
ggelch’a departure was a blow to the

move; but his farewell to Loder had
bucked them tremendously.

(Continued on page 28.)



THE CHRONICLES OF ‘‘CAPTAIN CRIMSON.”

THE MYSTERY B

By
MORTON PIKE.

A Stirring Story of the Good Old

Days when Masked Highwaymen

stalked the Broad Highway

roping in the guineas at the
pistol’s point !

The Callers at ithe Inn!

HREOUGH the gathering dusk,

I her uare sails telling like

black blots against the band of

amber light low down slong the
westérn  horizon, & brig forged up-
stream on the flood tide.

There was something stealthy in the
way she hugged the north bank of the
wide river, keeping always to the course
of the deep channel there; until, when
abreast of tha creck’s mc:-uth“w}hmi:l a
chapce comer might so easily have
missed altogether, a man in the fore-
chajns caught the iron ring in the
mmrinq;huny with one thrust of his

o

boathook, secured the ehackle, and
mada her fast.

Thera was no splash, scarcely the
rattle of a chain: g‘ut the brig’s stern

now swung slowly round until her bow
pointed seawards, and she lay at rest
with the air of a craft that knew how
to find her way home, and had done so.

For a while there was no sign of
movement abosrd, cven the figure of
the steeraman remaining motionless,
leaning on the tiller. But after a short
time another fgure came down from
aloft, which was the gignal for half a
dozen men to get busy, speaking in sub-
dued voices as they passed several heav
cases inte & bost fyfug under the brig's
counier.

They were long cases, not unlike
coffima in chapa, and there must have
been quits tw*y of them. They wera
quietly ferried ashore and piled above
high-water mark.

ftar ecarefully reconnoitri the
sitent country beyond the bank top, one

the men produced & dim lantern
from under his cloak, and, leading the
way into & winding '}1ane, the rest fol-
!u\gad, cu.rryinﬁ thresa of thozs mys-
teripus cases that were so much like
coffina between them.

Boven times they came and went,
but they did not return after the last
journey, and the solitary watchmamr on
the veasel was loft to his own devices,
with nothiog to keep him company but
a big blatk hound with red eyes, the
suck of the tide on the mud-bank, and
thé bubble of the swift current against
the brig's bluff bows.

L] - B = &

‘Master Jack Lennard, son of Dr.
Lennard, an old Afmav sargeon, strode
dgwn the hill that led from the upper
town of Widewater to the cluster ot
whito houses by the riverside, slung
his heavy satchel of hated books into
the -peasage, with a sigh of relief, and
went across the road to his favourite
Eﬂﬂt—thﬂ stablos of the old Black

ar,

“Hallo, Jack, here wo are again, like
the bad haifpmng that's always turn-
ing up " laughec Billy JePp. Jack’s
hmumpn!m:dthaw;;u the inn-
hﬁﬁﬁ:: “Got any newsi”

“Only that Parslow’s given me five
hundred lines for what he calls inatten.
tion |? prunted Jack.

“I shouldn't eall that news when it
happens every other day!” grinned
Billy, "“But what do you think I've
heard? Jake says the brig’s moored oif
Barbary Creck again.”

“That vessel’s as much a mystery as
our highwayman, * Captain Crimson,”
returped Jack, “And this makes the
third time she’s put in. I wonder what
her game 1572

“You may go on wondering, old
fellow, when even two smugglers like
Tom Roke and Quy can’t fell us any-
thing about her. Always comes in the
dark, and no one has seen her sail.
She's no Emuggte-r, either, for all our
‘frec traders’ are hamnd-and-glove on
this river, and what one doésn’'t know
the next one does. I wish Tom hadn't
left for Antwerp yesterday. He vowed
he'd get to the bottom of the busincss
next time she lay yonder.”

Jack Lennard put on & puzzled frown,
giving. the -subject more attention than
he had bestowad on Cesar’s Campaign
againgt the Gauls et the grammar
schoal.

“I wonder if Captain Crimson has
m%-ﬁmg to do with that brig 7 he said.
“Lhey both turned wp about the same
time, Billy."”

“I should hardly think that likely,”
replied the innkeeper’s son, after a

ause, “Even though the highwayman

a5 been roping in the guineas to a
pretty tune of late, ho wouldn't want a
vy to carr swag away, would
ha? Nol at about Christopher
Trunch, who they say i3 & retired
pirata’ The lane from the creek pasces

i3 housa, you know.*

"Never thought of him But hers
comes the sgquira I

The two chums brightened up as a
gef[lﬂmuaﬂ in a boftle-groen coat, with

uttons of gold baskét-work on his

RIG OF BARBARY CREEK !

| Wiih a blood-curdling howl,
S a8 black hound sprang at
1 Hickerman, the Excise officer !

a5

square cuffs, rode in under the archway.
pulling up at the stable door.

“Ha, young skin-s-my-links, how's
the world treating you, Jacki” ashed
Mr. Lancelot Dashwood, dismounting.

he newcomer was as handsome a
gentleman ss conld be found in tha
:;hﬂlﬁ coutitry, and ma reckless a ane,

.

“Just tie her up to the ring here,
Billy, and leave the girth alone. I'm
only going insida for a tankard hefore
I ride on to see old Trunch at Barbary

Creek.”
. Dashwood's cocked hat was set
jauntily on the brown hair, which he
wore unpowdered, clubbed in a black
ribbon at the nape of his neck, and the
lace of his wrists was fine as gossamer.
Liveryone liked the hard-riding, hard-
drinking, cock-fightin uwire, who was
a hero to Jack and Billy, end folk
turned to look after him when he
passed, with a brace of red setters ever
at his heels, for_he was dashing by
nature as he was Dashwood by nama.

_ Only Dr. Lennard, a very staunch

King’s man, as all the world knew,
would sometimes shake a wise head, for
once, after the squire had ridden by the
house, ho had said to his wifo: *“Thera
i3 only one bone in Dashwood's bady I
have not been called upon to set—his
neck ! But I greatly fear that one of
these days the headsman may have to

ive that his attention!  Master

ancelot makes little secret that he ia
8 Jacobits, and grows ever more care-
less when he ig in his cups.”

“Why is he S-eiug to Barbarg Creck,
Billy 1" gueried Jack, when the squire
had crossed the yard to the inn. “And
do you ses he hasn’s got his dogs with
him to-day "

“That doesn’t surprise me when you
remember Trunch's thres bloodhounds,

TEe Micxe? LBEARY.~—No0. 1,391,
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the sav brutes1* said Billy Jepp.
“But tis rather odd, if you come: bo
think of it; Kit Trunch and Mr. Dash-
wood cannot have anything in common,
andI the brig only coming in last night,
too {*

The squire, however, did not give
them much time to discuss his affairs,
for he came out again at the end of fiva
minutes, to find Jack fondling the
beautiful roan hack, with envious eyes.

“Heard anything mora of that

allows bird who calls  himself

aptain Crimson?” inquired Mr, Dash-
wood, with his toe in a stirrup.

“Na, sir. 'Tis thres days now since
he robbed the London stage at Ingate-
stone,” replied Billy. “Maybe he has
made this part too hot, and is leaving
us

“Nay, I hope not I” laughed the reck-
legs gentleman, gathering u,?: his reina.
“I could wish for nothing better than
to head the hue-and-cry in broad day-
light1 I warrant me we would not lose
sighf} ﬂfkh‘i‘i};n until we ran him to earth—
eh, Jao

ith a wave of his ridimg-switch Mr.
Dashwood took the way for Barbary
Creck, which was four miles down the
rivcg and nearly five by the winding
road.

Some half-hour or so after the squire
hed pone, the little gate that led on to
the marsh opened, end two seafaring
men' came into the yard, strangers to
Widewater from the way they looked
about them.

Both had icoat breeches and
buckled shoes, and wore pgold ear-rings,
and each carriad & heavy bludgeon.

“Cood-evening 1” said one of them.
“And how far might it be to Duash.
wood Hall, avuqu man 1"

Billy told him, pointing out the
direction the two etrangers must take.

The man nodded curtly and the pair
entered the Black DBoar. :

5 E"unu% look beauties, eh 1™ said
Jack, “If they hadrp't been in such o
hurry I was ing to tell them the
squire is not at home., I'll swear they're
two of the brig's company, and they
must have come along the bank, What
do vou make of it‘_, Billy 7

“If the new Exeise oflicer happens to
ke in the parlour he'll be guessing, too,”’
answered Billy, "“Those tellows look as
though they might have sailed with Kit
Trunch, if the old man ever was a
pirate, as folk gay.”

Jack nodded, and remembering Lthose
five hundred lines that must be done
before morning, reluctantly left Billy
to hiz own devices.

The two strangers were coming out cf
the inm as hes od, one of them
wiping his mouth on the back of a
horny hand.

“If you are wanting to see Squire
Dashwood—" began Jack, thinking
to save the men a fruitless walk of
more than a mile.

The other man pulled him up short,

“Who we be wanting to sce 13 our
business,” he grunted uneivilly. “I'll
trouble you to mind your own.':

The two men then passced on,

For an hour or more Jack struggled
with his task; fingers inky, hair ruffled,
longing that anything might hapdpen
as an excuse to put it aside. And oddly
enough, something did happen,
when his head secmmed at
point.

“Please, ma'am, the doctor's wanted.™
gald the maid, entering the room and
addressing Mrs. Lennard,

Jack jumped up.

*“I'll tell him, mother, he's over the

Just
bursting

THE MAGNET

road,” he eried, d&rtiu_? out and making
for the snug parlour of the Black Boar,
whera Dr. Lennard always took his
evening glass.

Jack reached it in double-quick time,
and was opening the door, when a very
dusty gentleman opencd the other.
The boy paused as the newcomer cast
a quick look round the reom and
rapped out o disappointed oath.

“Zounds! My luck is out to-night!”
ha eried, “They told me at the Hall
I should be bound to find my brother-
in-law here! Good-evening, doctor, can
you put me on Lance's trail, by any
chance 12

“Odde life!¥ said Jack's father,
shaking the gentlernan heartily by the
hand. “*Tis Harry Wortley—what one
may seo of him for dust! And what
brings you here in such haste, pray?”

Agein the newcomer looked round the
room, sceing only Winnows, a miller,
old Mr. Falcon, an KEast India merchant,
and Dan Hickerman, the new riding
officer of the Excise there.

“Fact 13, doctor,” he said, slightly
lowering his voice, "I've unh&lf)plly
slain & man in & deel 1n Hyde Park,
and they're after me, MNearly caught
me, too, but I gave them the slip on
Danbury Common. Lancelot has a rare
hiding-hole at the Hull, I know, but how
am I to find him i o
“I can tell you where the squire is,
Mr. Waortley,” cried Jack, coming round
the end of the high séttle and forgetting
the real object of his being there in the
excitement of the moment.

“Gad's life, Jack, I'll remember you
in my will, if I have anything to leave,
which is more than doubtiul [¥ ex-
claimed Mr. Harry Wortley, laying a
leather valise on tho table, which, in
spite of its small size, séemed to be
weighty.

“Ho has gona to Barbary Creek,”
said the boy.

Mr. Wortley started.

“Gad!l That is mighty add!” he ex-
claimed. “Have you heard any whisper
iﬂ aI; c%raft lving off the creek's mouth
ately ¢'?

Jack saw the Excize officer look fur-
tively meross the room at the spesker,
and he made a warning sign unseen by
IHickerman.

“If you ure in haste to see the squire,
Billy and I could teke vou to Trunch’s
house,” he said, with & look of sppeal
ta the doctor. “Ji's rather a daork
night, and you might pever find the
place without a guide.”

“The tide should be on the turn about
now,” spid Dr, Lennard. " You and
Billy take the boat, and put DMer.
Wortley ashore at Barbary Beacon. It
will mean a stiff pull back, but it's
safer than the rosd, what with the
pursuit asbroad, and that raseal
Crimzon.'”

Jack made & long face, having had
joyous visions of the saddle, but his
father’s word was law. He bolted off
thmﬁh the kitchen in search of Billy.

“Who is the burly man in the bine
cloak 1" queried Mr. Wortley, sz the
Excize officer emptied his glass and left
the parlour.

“That 15 Dan Hickerman, but lately
come among ui, with six riding officors
and a troop of dragoons to help him
harry our smugglmg fraternity,” said
the doctor, - with a smile. “A very
resolute fellow, though so far he has
not met with much success.”™

The stout miller and the elderiy

merchant chuckled, thowing in which
direction their gympathies lay.

High Treason!

HE falling tide ran out guickly
I that nigEt. with the wind behind
it. The brig had slewed round

at her mooring, and it was too
dark to make out the word Gannet
painted across the high, earved stern as
the twoa chums, with their nger,
pulled beneath it for the shelving hﬁﬁﬂh
“Bhe shows ne light, I wonder if
there's anyone aboardi” whispered
Billy over his shoulder,
As if m reply, ean angry sparl came
from the low waist.
The Black hound with the red cyes
had heard their approach long before

they were in sight, and there was
something weird in that npote of
warning,

Running the skiff's nose into the
mud e¢lose to another boat lying
there, the party scrambled up to the
hank above, and were glad of the dim
lantern Billy had brought, for the path
along the cdge of the ¢reek was not
easy going after dark.

“Have o cara, sir,” said Billy, as they
came fo a gate in a high hedge. “0Old
Trunch lives by himeeli in a rare lonely
place, and keeps some big dogs for
company, I'd better let him know
somecne is here.”’

He whistled several timesz without
result, although o narrow strenk of Light
through a closed shutter told that the
house was occupied,

“1 zmell rum 1" said Jack suddenly,
and they all jumped round as a har:zh
voice behind said :

“And you smell aright, young man,.
Who are ye, and what are ye hera for#*

Ah!:m:igh the newcomer was g0 closce,
they had not heard hiz approach, nor
could they see his face, which wus
pa{hnps as well, for it was passing
uglv.

The moment Harry Wortley used the
squire’s name and his own, however,
the man’s menner changed.

“Bink me! We were ot thinking to
see you befora to-morrow,” heo said.
“Come round to the back of tha house.

keep my front door bolted these days.”

~ “Will you be returning with us, sir?
inquired Billy Jepp. *“In any case we
shall not start back until the ebb
slackenz a bit—shall wo wait?

" No, don't wait,” grunted Christopher
Trunch out of ihe darkness, as he turned
along the hedge., “The sconer Tou take
yourselves off, the better for ye.”

There was almost & threat wrapped
up in the uncouth words.

A thousand thanks to vou both™
said Mr. Wortley. as he followed his
strange gulde, * When I can get at my
fob, the squire shall have a guinea to
give vou."

Alti"n:rugh‘ neither of the bovs spoke
for some distance as they retraced their
steps, the same thought was in their
minds. ] )

“There's something mighty HAshy
about this business,” whispered Jack,
when they reached the edge of the river
agein,

“Bo fishy, Jack, that T think we'll
pull our boat lower down, and sea if
there’s anything to be scen,” replied
his companion. “Beems to my thick
head that it's more serious than honest
smuggling [

Candles lighted up the low.pitched
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reom i Trunch’s guarters, the
windows of which were shuitered.

On a table, & bowl of hot rum-punch
added its pungent reek to an atmosphere
overcharged with tobacco smoke, and
round the table sat three men.

The squire’'s face was flushed, for he
had been drinking heavily. Harry
Wortley's teemed pale, and still bore
the traces and fatigue of his exciting
journiey. Tha battered visage of Chris-
topher Trunch might easily have given
rise to the rumour that he had sailed
under the skull and ecrossbones in his
time, It had never been & handzome
face: the high cheekbones and enormous
jowl told that at a glance. And not
enly had his nose been smashed fat by
& blow from the butt end of a mushet,
but & hideous scar, inflicted by a cut-
lags slash, had left a deep purple
cicatrix geaming it from temple to chin,
It was & face that would hare hanged
the man on sight.

“If this wind holds, you'll be well
clear of the river before sunrize, Mr.
Waortley,” the ex-pirate was saying in
his deep, rasping voice. “ And vou may
tell the ]?rim:a that those twenty-cne
cages of French muskets are hid szafely
in the cave underneath the arbour
vonder, where it would take Masier

ickerman half s lifetime to ferret "em
out, for all his cunning, the rat!?

Ha sgpat out the name of the Excise
officer with such extracrdinary venom
that both men looked at him.

“Hickerman has been stationed at
Widewater searce s month,= said the
equire, “How has he managed to get
r0 deeply into your bad bocks, Trunch,
in g0 chort a time "

“A monthl Hal! Mine is a hatred
more than ten years old I snarled the
man, banging his fist on the table and
making the glasses ring. " He was mate
eboard a king's ship in those days; one
we foolishly engaged as we ran out of
e fog-bank alongside her not recking
what ghe was. It was Hickerman gave
me this1? He laid a Gnger on the scar.
“But wait! He does not know who I
gm, and one night he will be found
missing—Kit Trunch never forgeis!™

Mr. Wortley shuddered, and the
wiuire changed the subject.

“Then vour story of the duel was sall
bunkum, Harry !¥ he said, helping him-
self from the punch-bowl. .

* Abgolutely; but the pursuit 15 true
enough—too much go for my liking”
said %‘i"ﬂrﬂa . glancing nervously at the
window. "“If I am capght I shall die
on Tower Hill, or Tyburn Tree. From
the moment I left my Lord Triming-
ham's house with the jewels, they were
sn my track, and it is little more than
ten miles bebwixt this and Danbury.”

“Tut, tut, Harry, they will never find
you here,” 1augheci the squire, pushing
the bowl towards him. feep 13 what
vou mre needing, and some of this good
‘Dutch courape,’ man.  But what of
these jewels? _ i

The Jacobite ogent lifted his valise
on to the table.

“They are the Trimingham heir-
looms, and will raise £10,660, in
France,” he said. “Money for the ex-
pedition is what the prince stands most
m need of—loak 1™ _

He opened the wallet, and took from
it at random one of & number of zmall
bags of chamois leather, the contents of
which he emptied out.

Diamonds and rebies, a great chain
of enormous emeralds, and s rope of
pearls glittered in the candle-light-

“These I am to deliver to Mr. Ruti-
ledge, the banker, at Dunkirk, who will
deal with them,” saild Waortley, replac-
ing tho treasures, and =etting the valise
beside his chair, " Here's your healih;
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Trunch, and & blessing on that stout
bf"ﬂ of vours that has come in the very
mick of time for me [2

He had barely swallowed a mouthful,
when there came a sudden, stern voice
from tha lane outsido:

“ Halg 12

“Just powers! They have
eried the Jacobite agent.
Trunch, or I am a dead man

U Silence ™ za1d the ex-pirate sharply,
and not without a slight curl of con-
tempt about his mouth. “M% gate is
fastened. But what is thia?® He
turned to the opposite end of the long
room where someone was tapping im-
patiently on the window. “iStand you
over there, in cass I be wrong, though
it sounds more like friend than fce.”

He unpbarred the shutter cautiously,
to see two blurred, white faces sgainst
the glass. Wiping away the steam with
hiz' ouff, he recognised Jack and Dilly,
and opened the cazement without noise.

“The dragoons are riding down the
lane ! announced Jack, in a breathless
whisper. “Hickerman's boat is off
Oyster Ridge—we can tell it by the way
the rowers are pulling, and they're
making for the creek ! :

Christopher Trunch drew his breath
and locked up at the sky.

ot me *
ide me,

]?‘J
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““¥ou lads have found your way
here 1 he said quickly, hending over the
low sill. “You must take this gentle-
man back with you at once, and put
him aboard vonder brig. "I'will be ten
minutes before Hickerman draws along-
side, for he'll have to thread the outer
channel, and the Gannet will be under
way by then. Say,—* The Old Man's
rmessage is  “east off I They'll
know., DBut beware of the dog when
you reach the ship. My thres were
poisoned last night | Now, sirl”

He pomted inte the darkness and
Harry Wortley climbed out.

“Stap my vitals 1 gasgr-d Dashwood,
taking refuge in another bumper of that
powerful punch, “ How have they found
him "

“How will they lose him iz maors to
the point!” snarled Trunch. * Thoso
boxs are sharp-witted and Lknow the
water well. 3r. Waortley may thank his

Tucky stars they thought to bring us

warning. Sit ye quiet, squire; I ma
have to let the redeoats f:r:I, but ‘tis nn{
you they are wanfing, rememberl I
can hear them surrounding the house
now !

Stooping low as they ran, the friendly
wind earrying all sound away over the
marsh at the back of the lonely dwell-
ing, Jack and Billy, blissfully innocent
that they were aiding the tsnaﬁ-u of ona
of the king's enemies, brought Harry
"-"'l]-"_?trtle:,r to the bank down which they
],
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It was a business alter their own
hearts, and, as if 1o make things easier,
a sulky moon chose that moment to rise
through the ragged clouds across the
LIVEF.

It showed them the brig, forty yards
out, and also the ship’s boat was no
longer on the beach where they had
first seen it. As they shoved off, a whirl
of sparks from & pipo on the Gannet’s
deck told them the crew must be aboard,
and that their own coming would be
known,

“Bhip your car, Billy ! whispered
Jack, as the skiff ran under the Erig'a
counter, and he grasped the gunwale to
bring her close in,

No gsooner did he do so, hewever, than
& heavy hand fell on his own, and a man
who had erouched there thrust the
muzzle of a pistol against his breast,

“What do you want here? he de-
manded. Then he recognised the boy,

Oh, it's you, Master Curiasity, is it7”
This gentleman i3 coming aboard,
The 0ld Man sends yeou the word to
‘east off,” * replied Jack,

The seaman started,

“So, 'tis that way, is it?” he cried,
blowing one shott note on a silver
whistle, which brought several others
tumbling out of the cabin, headed by a
huge black hound.

Billy helped the fugitive on board.

As Harry Wortley threw one leg over
the starboard gunwale, & stern voice
boomed out: *“In the King's name!”
and the square shoulders of Dan Hicker-
man appeared on the opposite side of
the brig against the moonlight |

The bold man had already found his
footing on the gunwale, and, pistol in
hand, was about to jump down on to

the brig’'s deck, when & low voice
sounded from the bows:
“ Brutus 1"

. Tha next moment, with a blood-cord-
ling howl, s black hound sprang at
Hickerman’s throat,

The animal missed by an inch, for the
Excise officer had recoiled before the
unexpected attack, and the watchers
heard the snap of the powerful jaws.
But Hickerman had lest his balance
beyond recovery, and, with a pair of
wildly waving arms and a terrific cath,
fell backwards out of sight.

From the darkness below came a
clamour of startled vaices, followed by &
g.ul;ﬁhty splash, and the boys let go their

Old.

“Odds life! Hickey’s chosen s cold
night for a swim !” grinned Billy Jepp,
as the current swept the uk'g aWAY
down-stream. *“They've cut their moor-
nag rope, too, and the brig’s moving |
What’s that thu{ra shouting from the
Excise boat? They've got Elickay, but
it won't be easy to haul him in.”

The angry words were carried away
on the wind, and before the two chums
had drifted fifty yards, the Gannet had
shaken out her topsails, turned round in
obedience to the steersman's tiller, and
waa gliding silently past them on her
way to the open sea.

A guarter of a mile helow the creek
the ribs of a sunk barge lay on the mud
at low water mark, and the boye pulled
under the lee of the wreckage, which
gerved a double purpose.

“This will give us shelter from the
wind, and no chance of being dis-
covered,” said Jack. “We'll be snugger
here than poor old Hickerman's feeling
ust now, and we mustn't shoew our noszca

efore the tide makes.”

(Jack and Billy have done the aguire
a good turn, if nothing else! KFook out
for more hairraising thrills in next
week's gripping  edvénture storv by
Maorton Mike.)
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THE BHIGH HAND!
(Continged from page 29
THE SEVENTEENTH CHAPTER.
The High Hand !

& L'RE going to Wit !
“You ber.)”
“It'e a dead cort”
“The deadfulue-z: of 1he
cteemed cert.” said HMurreee Jatuset
Pam Singh, "1z woly terribe X
-1t was Selurdav—the day fved for
the captain’: eleetion. Seldom or never
Lhad even @ captain's ¢hoction cnused
such exeitement at Grexfriars.
Tie whole school buzzed with ir.
Electioncering  wonz  havdly Hluh A.
It was known that thers was going 1o
bee not only a majorite, bhut a tremend-
ok majority for Svkes of the Bixth
“Phe only doubtful  point Imd by
-u.‘I-u Aier Svkes wonld “put up ¥ or not,
Tharswas settldd now.  Svke. had oot
Lo abile to restst “the argings of i-
friends, and the cmphatically expressed

ol itriol of all Greviriars, v

Prout’ eortainly’ had piven him a
strome hint  that <lies r.]lgl not  desjro
Tnfh:-l = eleetion (o he dpposed. It was

r"’ﬂl‘ﬁr a delieite matter ta disvregard a
31:1.-:};5;; h|||{ from the hﬂH'l!‘ll:J'lzl.-rlm =11l
plenty of felldws pointed out, it was
If.r naines: of Prout’s,
CAnyhow, " Svkes was
ghaeral satisfaction.
The cléction Mattsbeen fixed for four
o'cleck in Big Hall, + Felléws who weht
out of gited webd warned not to fall
ta turn dff time! Iuge as the jiros-
pective majorify was, it was to be made

“up " to the
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az overwhelming as possible, if only te
show Loder what the school thought uf
hjm—and Prout, too, for that maiter!

As it was &  half-heliday, Harr
Wharton & Co. walked aver to {,IL%
House fo sec ""-Imy:n'm & Uo. there. But
they Liad to resist an invitation to stay to
tea. A three-thirty the doors of Dig
Hall were to be open; and al exactly
Lalf-past thiree they meant fo be on the
}'H:rf so it was a few minules before
the half-heuwr when the Famous Five
strolled back cheerfully in ot the gates
UF [.:lll.;"'u Iiu'l_"h

They expeeled to seo an ar my converg-
g on Big Hall, Instead of which, they
Lehield groups of fellows in the quad, all
talicing cxeitedly and not o glanes turned
towards Big Iiall.

Y Eomethiig’s up ! said ITavey Whae-
ton.

Bt whal ——

1

“Iallo, hallo, hallo! Bunter, what's

upt’” ronred Bob Cherry.
‘“The clection—->""

“Whar about it

“It's off 1"

O roared the Famous Five, with
one voice.

il say, you fellows, it's a rotien
sitame ! caid Bunter, “Loder's eaptain

of the solgol——=*
B ‘thlt adr
*Preul's
board——""
Without waiting to hear more, tho
Famons Five raced for the HHouse.
There was a crowd before the big
notlce- hnard A notice was pinned up
there, in fhe hand of Mr. Prout,
temporary.  headmaster. They - saw
Sykes of the Sixth come along, stare at

it up & notice on  the

thal nebiee, shreag -bis shoulders, and
walk awayv., They shoved through the
erowd, with a plentiful use of elbows
and shoulders, and got a view of tho
document that had astonished and
exasperated -all Greyfriars.

It ran

“In  wview of the fact that the

absence of (. Wingate, coptain of the
school. iz only temporary, it has bhoen
decided n?t te hold an election to replace
him, (3. Loder, Sixth Form, is
appointed mptum of Greyfriars npro
tennt.
“Zigned. P, Provr,
* Headnaster.”
Havey Wharten & Co. ga:c{i at “ihat
precious announcement | specchlossly!
It  was the high' hau —with a
voengoanes?
Wharton found hiz volee at last.
“No clection—Laoder appointed ecap-
Ilun 1 he stubtered.
“Bhame!” roared Dol Cler Lr,
“The shamefuliness 12 torrilie™
“ Down with Loder ! shouted Jolnny

Bull.

" Dawn Dront [V yelled
TRounder.

Greyfriars was :-'~:.~-t'l'hi'u%1 with mdigna-
tion from end to end. Even Lodér, as
ke listencd in his study to the voar from

the quad, was dismayed.
THE EXD.

(Werk Gerald Loder az cupiuin of
frreyfrigrs, Harry Wharton & Co. ave
booked “for & wery warm (ime, whati
Don't miss:  YITHE GREYFRIARS
STORM-TROOPI ! cawluch will appear
in next wéek's BUMDER FREE GIFT
NUMBER-of the MAGRETy eltums )
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fﬂ': course book on Ven-
Ti
the Ventrilo, all for 1
English atampﬂ ma_f.r be sent,

Write name and address plainly.

ELLISDON & 80N (F) 125, HIGH HOLBORN, LONDON, W.C.1

into a trunk, under the hed or
anywhere. Lots of fun fooling
teacher, poaliceman or friends, ete.

“THE VENTRILO

oquism, together with

j= plus postage 2d.

1

OF NOVELTIES SENT FREE

= Paid
GEORGE GROSE, " it

LUDGATE GIRCUS

The " SOUTHERN
ISLES ™

#
ﬂI:fn'#age with very little practice with the aid of
Paid onr Yree Lightning Tutor.

Finger Board;

BO'*YS ~MAKE MONEY

o

CHRISTMAS CLUB AT HOME!

pesteard now for large
caloured Catalogue and Members' Cards to AUSTIN DAVIS, “ The
ACE of all Christmas Clubs,” ant 21, Reaont St.,

starting

No cash.or expericnce needed.  Send

VALUE for 1179,
~of these “ Bouthern

address.  If entire

Write for Fully Illustirated Muosical Ligt.

UKULELE Bﬁﬂ&ﬁ

You ¢an play this delightful instrument

swaet, mellow
aolidly built; highly ?lehm:l finish, 30f-

Banjos upon rmeilpt
vou send 1/8 on receipt and 1/~ fort-

nightly until 44 /9 iz paid.
arder ar halance within 7 days 10/8 only.

94.-

Erass Fretied
tone

will send you one
Isles ** real Ukulela
of your namo and
to yoitr satisfaction

Full cash with

104 DENMARK HILL.LONDON, §.E.5

Sheffield 1.

Al i1 Conrse,

BE TALL

YT .'l-ilf :gnr Incrcascid in 14 asys or Money l.hr:k

§1-
tree bunk —STEBBING SYSTEM, 28, Doan
Road, LONDON, N.W.2,

Semd XTAME NOW for

T

Fam |

in.r5 Froo.-

STAMMER]NG !

Curae :.r-u-!ﬂrsu-li‘ a
-FRANKE. H
EDUTHAHPT{?I{-.

5 1 clid. E"art.mu

2

]
sk
A5
[

PR
3]

] (138 LI B
15 ‘-'-“: fram Sic *5-I

INGREASED

Parieulapy 2090 57Lu o—In Bipss,

LL

na, . "Tllg a1t in gl
r ;|.| ¥
is Ganuine, I:nr'.'-] and Watzh Tuumgnli‘.' Grow ! Feo B2 2x.
- eplin Apecaalic, BT upk,

RBaoas érg.r gEeTm

Barbados, ©
]}LPLIU ATE STAMP ALBUM, 57 diffcrent
ﬂl.mn]}ﬂ, Pl RFIDR ATION GAUGE, Ulraine
Pigt.,
stemp - :ilu:atm!:fd dgpmhqg Piceard’s rocond-
I:rmalung 1J,ai|lc-|:rn, and many surcharged issuea,

OUTFIT & BALLOON PKT. FREE

Cubn, "Cuiana, and Jamaica.

Sots; ann:I BTAMP HIXGES. The large

Send:Bd. phetage requedting approvals,

'LISBUH& TOWNSEND: (M), Liverpool.

13-10-34



JOIN THE N.U.L.0O.!

As Founder and President, I
appeal to you to join this grand new
society. App]y {with the Editor’s
compliments) to GERALD LODER,
The National Union of Loathsome
QOutsiders, Sixth Form,

i No. 106 {(New Series).
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DORM. LIZARDS AND BED
LOVERS!

Here's the pillow you've been waiting
for! Its luxurious embrace sends you to
sleep as soon as you put your head on it.
Can also be used as a bludgeon, in case of
attack, when- it will be found to send
attackera to eleep equally well I—Apply
D. OGILVY, Study No. 3, Remove.

INKY'S BIRTHDAY
GUIDE

This week: HAROLD SKINNER

To those of my csteomed and ridiculous
readers who lock on the honoured Skinner
as merely & gaylul dog, the surprizefulness
of hearing that he was born under a star
that may mean something entirely different
will be terrific. Yet such, my chumful pals,
is the honoured fact !

An untutored student of astrology might
think that the esteemed Harold contradicted
his horoscope. But the books of my learned
soothzayers of DBhampur explain the matter
clear-upfully. The fact is that his inclina-
tions have gravitated downwarda trendfully.
What ghould be cleverness has become
cunning, and what should be eaution has
become esteemed and reprehensible funk-
fulness |

It would be a wheezy good idea for Skinner
to pal up with honoured and virtuous chaps
lika the eateemed Redwing and Brown and
Russell. Such honoured and preposterous
influences could changefully alter him to what
he should rightlfully be. As the esteemed
English proverb has it, the stitch.in-timeful-
ness saves tha pitcher that goes longest to
tha well and the never-too-late-to.mond-
{ulneas ia positively certain !

The etarful signa are that this changefulness
will not take place in his tenderful vears.
Skinner will continue te be an esteemed
1aecal for many & longlul day. DBut the good
is there, waiting to be fetchiully brought out,
and, one time, sormething may happen to
hriu% it out with o rushfulness that will be
simply terrific.

As soon a8 I have finished writing this
learned and idiotie article I am gowng to

unch his estecemed nose for teaching an
wnoured Second Form infant to play penny

nAap.
B-e.ﬂmps that will do it

HAPPIEST DAYS
of YOUR LIFE
By Major Cherry

Yes, there's no doubt about it, boys, your
schooldays are the happiest days of your life.
What wouldn't I give to have mine back
egain ! Gad! Those were the daya!

How we used to shiver when rising.bell
(at five-thirty in those days!) bade ua jump
out op to tho ice-cold floor of the unheated
dormitory | Enjoyable, what 1

How wo used to long for someéthing to
relieve the gnawing pangas of hunger when
cur two doorsieps of bread and one cup of
r::]i:-a.nd-water were served up ! Great stuff,
e

How our heads used to eche as we sat in
the chilly, dustladen eclass-room, grinding
out Latin, hour after hour, until it scemed
:;hf:i we should pever stop! That was the

How we used to yell when the Head's birch
rose and foll on usl Floggings averaged out
two per week per boy in those days, and
didn’t they lay it on! Grand old times, what ?

Dr. BIRCHEMALL’S

PRIZE

By DICKY

“ The problem is, how to pay
out our old eéennemy, Toadey,
of the Sixth,” said Merry, of ihe
Fourth Form at 8t. Sam's.
“ Can you think of anything,
Jack 1°

Jack Jolly’s eyes gleemed as
they followed the figger of
Toadey, who was just coming
acress tho quad towarda them.
Ho was feeling particularly
aggreeved with Toadey just then,
for the sneek of the Sixth had
resently got him into’ a record
row by reporting that he had
called Dr. Birchemall, the Head
of 8t. Sam’s, a * footling old
fromp.” Thia allegation was

uite untrew; what Jolly
had ealled the Head, as a matter
of fact, was a * fmunpish old
footler.” Pointing out this fact,
however, scemed to do nothing
to mollyfly Dr. Birchemall's
feclings, and Jolly had suffercd
in consckwenee. Now, he was
feeling just in the mood to pay
Toadey back, if possibul.

“71 think I know a wheere,”
he said, sotto vocey, as Toodey
rolled up on tha seen. ' You
fellows back up what I gay and
pretend to ignore Toadey. 1
think it's the 1.'&1‘}_.' tiing the
Head should go in for,” he-eon.
clooded, in a loud wveice, for
Toadey's bennyfit, as the speak
dresw level with them.

“Yeas, rather!’™ corussed
Merry end Bright, though they

e

Engagements Wanted

Feliows running study sproes:
dorm. " do’a™ and CUommon-
roorn  eoncerts are atrongly

advised to get in touch with
Mark Linley, who specialises
in clog end step dancing, Small
fee charged, s thia is hig SOLE
means of support |

FOTO!
NUGENT

hadn't the phoggiest notion
what their loader meant.

* His distingwished fizz ought
to win the prize with ease,” Jack
Jolly went on. * Someone cught
to put him up to it. I would
myself, only feal & bit too
bashful about it.*

“What's thizs you're talking
about ? " asked Toadey, falling
into the trap just =as
ag ted him to do.

ack Jolly pretended to start
vialently.

* Oh, is that vou, Toadey 1"

:lﬂl'-i':":i..' : a8

he cried. “ Why, 1 was only
talking about the *Muggleton
Gazette ' Male PBewty Com-
petition. To.morrow's the closing
date, and all fotos have to be
in by the firet post in the
meining.”

“ My hat! I'll tgh Dr. Birche-
mall ahout thia ! " said Toadey.
“ He's boynd to give me. s pat
on the back for putting him up
to b’

Toadey then hurried away,

leaving Jack Jolly grinning, and

e
= = =
o

Johnny Bull has taken up iavelin-
throwing, though at present his
gim is not too gZoo When
Bunter shori-gightedly wandered
in the way he parrowly missed
ntnp&ing Johnny's javelin with
his fat form. The javelin wag in
full flight—and 30 was Bunter &
moment lafer |

of speed on the wing, and rarely
meets 8 delender ;
cannot show his heels. Playing
against Redclyfe, he reduced the
imposing Iull-back

- B

Fisher T. Fish acquired sz astro- Horace 3
nomical telascops end affered t -.when Elondell refnsed - him a

te whom hs

ack to impotency
ard swarved i on goal to ¥oore
three -times,

Jolly 1

Merry and Bright {swning

in perplecksity
‘P\{E)pt good mw that jming to
do 1" asked Merry. :

“ Keep your ?‘Eﬁ m];:::

and wyou'll seel'h
ﬂﬁiﬁﬂ mpl:r.

little later D Bhiohemsil
himself came rouwnd tm; Jack
Jolly & Co.’s studyt:  Béw -cimed
to be prately eggsited.

“ I belesve vou have arznmers,
Jolly, my dear by, ka said
ingratiatingly. “I wofhder if
I could prevail en geu t take a
foto of my disl and rush a
print through in tme i»-catch
the Iast post to-nite. I ll pay
you for it later ot of 1ipostal
order I am o cting alartly.’!

“With easurg,  8ir," said
Joack Jolly.

He prodewced thm cemws and
took eevveral fotom f Dr.
Birchemall’s fizz, then pruseeded
to the skool dark-r- ga An
hour or so leter, e  viversd
sovveral copies of hik foto-
graphic efforta to the Head'’s
study. Dr. Birchemall was de-
lited with them.

"' Thess are simply
or, 88 the wvulgar weuld:put it,
eggeellent,” he eadd. Y will
choose the best one for theprivit

iffing—

urpuss I have in mind., Now,
uzz off, Jolly 1"
Quite o crowd of juniors

assembled at the gatesiab the
ond of the week, whm the
newrpaper hoy brought :along
the "' Muggleton Gazetf¥ Thy
Hend rushed up on twe secon;
as8 he appeared, and fairly
snatched a copy from ‘E“n lad:

“ Hoorah | " he tyel. Yiafter
a first eaper glarness:'ap ik
* Congratulate mel boyrf 1
have won the Bewlty Pnm! !

* Gammon, ae ! ™

“Tact!” grioned the Head.
“ Cast your optiea aver thim
if you don't beleeve man 1

e furrished the *"Gizette

im front of the ecrowd, ind the
juniors saw that an enlarggment
of one of Jack Joll¥'s Lows,

let ** BEemovites " *' siar=gam
sHer * lights oot "—ai sixpes

; 2, Was
printed on’ the front ps=g".
“Bai Jovel Haved. you

 Honnerable Guy.

made o Eelite mistake, sir?™
asked the Honnerable Guy de
Vere, as he glarneed at the folo
through hig mennocle. ** 1t's
not & Bewty Competition, alter

all1™

“Eh 1" gasped the Head.
“ Made a mistake ! What are
you talking about, boy t Are you
dait, or just meerly jullus?
Exp]nin yvourseli, this minnit !

“If you'll read what it enys
at the top, deah boy—I mean,
gir—you'll see that 1t's =&
competition for the Ugliest Face
—and the prize ia a freo course
of bewty treatment !’ said the
“ Just have
a look for yourself, sir! ™

Dr. Birchemall turned the
paper; round and looked at it
again. His eyes almost popped
out of their sockeizs when he saw
that the Honnerable Guy was
right, and he flushed to the rools
ol hia beard.

“M-m-my hat ! " he gasped at
last. *“ Why, it's scandalous!
Disgusting! Never in my life
have I been so insulted! To
think that I should win an
Ugliest Fizz contest ! I'll slaw-
ter thetn | I'llee—""

Buddenly bhe pawsed, and his
eggapresaion became  simply
terrifick.

“ Bo this is the competition
that grate lout Toadey advised
me to enter, is i+ 7" he ecried.
“This is Toadey's idea of a
joak, iz it * Why, I'll birch
him black and blew, bust me
if Lwon't ! "

Stuffing the newspaper into
hia trowsis pocket, Dr. Birche.-
mall made a razh for the Skool
House.

The crowd followed him,
larfing fit to buat. When they
arrived in the House and found
him belabering the unpopular
Toadey as though intent on
flaying him alive, they larfed
louder still,

* Well, I fansy wo've had our
own back on Toadey now!"
chuckled Jack Jolly, as he led
the way back to their study.

And Merry and Bright fully
agreed !

Character From Thumbprints

JAPE THAT MISFIRED

When Coker eaw the advance
supply of MaoweET Free Gift
Thumbprint Recorders which
reached Greyfriors early this
weely, he promptly conceived a

fearfully funny wheezo.

There's & pleasurs fair on
Courtfield Common this week,
and m;te of the fiideshﬂwfal iIE_l o
“* psychic " pentleman ing
hifnge]f Prufggﬂur Pierce, who
reade character from thumb-
prints. It occurred to Coker,

that if he secured the thumb.

prints of a couple of ecrooks
and got Potter and Greene to
submit them for & ' reading "’
under the impression that they
were iheir own, the results
would be really humorous.

S0 Coker secured four of the
Free Gift Thumbprint recorders.
On two of them he obtained
good clear prints of the thumb
markings of Potter and Greene.
On the otherd, with the co.
operation of & railway porter at
Courtfield who was acquamted
with several undesirable char.
acters in the town, ho obtaimed
impressions of the thumbs of
two of tho worat rascals for
miles around.

Having dons this, Coker
took his pals to the fair, and,
almost bureting with suppressed
laughter, piloted them along
to Professor Pierce’s tent where
he suggested that they should
submit their own prints as he
had taken them on the MaoxeT
Thumbprint Recorder.

Paotter and Greene, looking as
guilelesa as lambs, accepted
their begus thumbprints from
him and marched in. In a
couple of shakes, the professor
was examining Potter's priot
in a somewhat puzzled manner.

*Ia this your own thumb-
print, young gentleman ! " he
asked.

descendsd on
like & ** Bery comet * |

Coker was

i‘ yiaca in the Filth Form Footer
KL to mest the Sixth. The Fifth,
a lock ! His ¢ gtarry ** ambitiany a8 was nafural, wero narrowly
were¢ nipped in the bud
Quelch, who

Mr, dafeated
“erowad,” till 8
showed him that b

very indignant

— whereat Colkar ]
“ragzing ** missin
# wa3 oot

“epgek ¥ ol the Form |

When Billy Bunter turnzd ap on
Littla Side, in focler gach, and
spid he was going to show the
Removites something, there was
general langhter, Bonter ** showed
them something*' all right—
an open goal and falling
head-first in & pool of mnd |

himsell,

William Wihley is 1
ested in anyihing theatrical, and
he gave 8 thrilling render
“ Rabin Hood "' with marionetto
fizures consiructed and worked by
Mr. Quelch looked in—
and stayed to congrafulate the
¢ prodacer.”

“Bo he says” answered
Potter, with a nod in the
ﬁrinuin Coker's direction.

Anﬂging wrong with it ?

“The only thing wrong
that it doesn’t look like the
rest of you at all, sir. Let me
tale a fresh impression.”

" No, go nhead on that, old
bean,” paid Potter.

“Just as wyou like; but I
can’t think this is you,” eaid
the character-reading gent., I
don't mind telling wyou, sir,
that this thumbprint indicates
a particularly block-headed and
brainless youth—so block-
headed and brainlesa, in fact,
that he strilkes me as hardly
human at all." g

* Really 7 " said Potter, while

THUNE » Py
Wi sl

—

n yell of laughter went up from
Colker.

“1 should 2ay fhat he's a
complets fool at school worl,"
went on  Professor Pierce.
“ Moreover, he's intolerably
conceited and suffors from the
mistzken impression that he's
tremendously mmportant. Pro-
bably he boasts a lobt and has
carned a good deal of dislike
on account of it.”

“ Ha, ha, ha ! " howled Cokor.

“ Finally, it's & downright
certainty that he's one of the
biggest bores you could meot
in & day's march,” said the
professor. ™ That's really all
I can say about him—and
looking at your face, sir, I feel

pretty sure that this iz npob
your thumbprint.*

Coker's laughter came to &
gudden stop as he heard Fotter
gay : ' You'reright; it'anct!™
Hud Potter guessed what he
had done 1

*“What do wou mean by
saying it i mot your thumb-
print, Potter1™ he asked.
"Didn’t I give you your cwn
thumbprint just now ™

Potter smiled.

“You may have. I can’t
say whose it was you gave me.

It docsn't matter, anyway
for I didn’t use it | * ’
“Ha, ha, hal Then you

made ocertain yourself that it
was your own genuine thumb.
print ! ' roarad Coker. * That
makes it funnier atill {
“Wrong again, old chap!
eaitdd Potter, still smiling, “1I
thought 1 wouldn’t use my own,
so that I could put thiz merchant

al

to the tost. So I used someone
else’s I man to get yos-
terday—and FProfessor Fierce

has come out of the test with
flying colours ! ™

A very peculiar expression
appeared on Coker's faca,

"Would you mind tellimg
me whaose thumbprint it was
that vou used, then ™ heo asked.

‘* Pleasurs, old bean | "' Potter
grinned. ' It was yours!"”

* Wha-a-at | "' hooted Coker.

Potter and Greens ran for it.
They didn’t quite like the lool
in Coker'as eyes. Coker is still
searching for them—and Potter
and Greene are still on the run
wnd laughing as though they'll
never stop 1

Let's ‘““Scap” He's
“Butter ¥ Now!

A correspondent aska us
whether Loder was annoyed
when hia fag d aoft soop on
his bread instead of butter.

We shounld jolly well think he
wa3. Why, for an hour alterwards
he was foaming at the mouth,

noticeable.

STARTLING SWORD:-
SWALLOWING SEQUEL

The aftermath of Kipps' recent demon.
strations of sword-swallowing has been very

Half the gwords in the school armoury hove
disappeared—and half the Remove are suffer-

ing from indigestion !

keenly inter- =

ndering of

Bolsover says ha's
in little piecea umumig the Remove passcie.
If ho carries out his threat, Bunter will

completely ** broken up 2 about it |

HELP!

oing to strew Bunter



