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THE FIRST CHAPTER.
The Lion and the Lamb!

ki ERE comes Loder ¥
H “ Blow Leder !” said Harry
Wharton crossly.

It was games practice on
Little Side at Greviriars. 5 it was a
“gompulsory ¥ day, all the Rlzrnmﬂ had
turned wp. It was Harry Wharton's
duty, as cs:]aixm of the Form, fo sce
that they did, and he had done his
duty. Billy Bunter had been rooted out
of the tueckshop; Skinper & Co. out ::-I
the box-room, whither the j had retired
te smoke. cigarcites; Lord Mauleverer
off his study sofa; Fisher T, Fish from
his account-books. The rest of the
Eemove did not need rooting out; they
were all keen on the winter game. Now
tth 'n.-.-ere athered on the junior foot-
gmun ready to get going, when
Loder of the Sixth appeared in the
offing.

Harry Wharton glanced round ab
him, with knitted brows.

Like most Greyfriars fellows, he was
fed-up with Loder.

Lader was a bully st the best of
times. And just now Greyiriars was
gaing thrcugh the worst of times, with
“old Wingate ¥ away, and Loder reign-
ing in his place as head prefect and
captein of the school.

On the football field, at least, a
fellow had a right to expect to leep
clear of him.

But Loder, it seemed,
kept clear off.

With his c-ﬁ‘ma,‘l ashplant under his
arm—the ashplant he was exceedingly
keen on handling—be came striding—aor,
rather, swaggering—on the scene.

“1 say, you feilows——" began Billy
Bunter.

“Shut un, Bunter, and get into your
place 1"

ﬂ}u, really, Wharton—"
“Look here, Loder’s mnot going to
Tue Maigxer LisRary.—No. 1,382,
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barge in here !” said Bob Cherry. “We
get enough of him in the House I”

“Too much !” growled Johnny Bull.

“Ihe too-muchfulness is terrifie!”
alg‘hed Hurree Jamset Bam Singh,

“Give him a yell!” suggested the
Bounder.

“Give him the footer!” said Baob.
“Couldn’t we lamd it on his bokoe—by
accident, of course ™

“*Ha, ha, hal”

“Hold on!” said Harry Wharton
hastily. “'We don't want a row | Prout
alw ays, backs tha brute up, right or

wrong !
“Bother Prout!” ad  the
Bounder. “Who cares for Prout?”

“Oh, den’t be an ass, Smuthy ! We've
got to care for him, now that he's
carrying on in the Head's place,” said
Frank Nugent.

“We're not going to stand Loder
here, ~anyhow ! said Vernon-Smith.

“ And Tl 3-:-1]:..r well tell him so if he
buttz in !

“Let's get going 1” said Poter Todd.

“(h, wait for the brute to come up ¥
said }Iarr:i,' Wharton resignedly. * After
all, he's head of the games, now thet
that pompous old ass Prout has
appointed him captain of the school
If he waats to take the practice, we
can’t stap him.”
“Blow him i
“ Bother him ™

In his new position as head prefect
and captain of Greyfriars, Gerald
Loder, the biggest bully who ever
stepped in two shoes, is defer-
mined to make Harry Wharton
& Co., his old enemies in the
Remove, *‘sit up !’ Buf it’s
not so easy as it looks, as Loder
very scon realises !
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“ Bless him |* .

But those remarks were made .in Jow
tones as Loder of the Bixth drew near.
Loder was a power in the land these
days, and even the reckiess Bounder was
riot keen on trouble with him,

“Slacking about, as usual—what!”
said Loder, as he arrn'ed “Hanging
about with your hands in your pockets
instead of getting down to footer !”

The juniors made no answer to that.
They knew that Loder was aware that
they had seen him coming, and waited
for him to arrive. What Loder wanted
was a cheeky answer as a pretext for
handling the ashplant, so they did not
give him ona.

“I'm taking this practice,” went on
Loder, “and I can tell you, to begin
with, that you're not going to be
allowed to slack about, as you did n
Wingate's time [ Got that ™

“The otfulness i

terrific, my
esteemed Loder ! murmured IHurree
Jamzet Ram Singh.
“T—1 say, Loder,” wentured Billy

Bunter—* I—I say, 1'm not fecling very
well this afternoon.”

Loder looked at the fat Owl of the
Remove.

“Shut up, you fat dufler 1" breathed
Bob Cherry.

Bunter had alveady tried it on with
the captain of the liemove, in the hopo
of gotting off games practice. He was
not hkely to sueceed with Loder when
he had failed with Wharton. ~

Dut hope s=prings eternal in the
human breast. The remotest chance of
gotting out of anyfhing in the nature
of exertlon was good enough for
Bunter.

“1've Emu:l a pain!” went on Bunter
hopefully, “I've told Wharton so, and
he takes no notice, Loderl You being
head of the pames——"

“You've had a
Loder,

pain t”  repeatod
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“Yes. It's this damp weather, you
kaow,” explained Bunter. "“A touch of
pheumonia in my ankle——"

“Ha, ha, hal” yelled the f{eootballers.

E\-er_vbaé:; had been looking serious;
but semiousness vanished when the Owl
of the Remove announced that he was
suffering from the remarkable com-
plaint of pneumonia in the anklo!

“Blessed if I see anything to cackle
at [* said Billy Bunter warmly. “I can
tell you it's feacfully pasinful! And—
and it's looking like more rain, Loder,
snd—and rain’s bad for rheumatism—I
mean, preumonis—and—" :

“And you'd like to cut practice?”
asked Loder genially.

“¥Yes, pleass, Loder !

“¥You've reallv got a pain "

“¥es, awful!” said Bunter eagerly.

The fat Owl was far too obtuse to see
that Loder was simply playing with him
like a cat with a mouse.

“ls it anyth: like that?” asked
Loder, suddenly whipping the ashplant
from under his arm and taking a swipe
st the fat Ggpure that filled Bunter's
football garb almost to bursting.

“Yarcooh |” roared Bunter.

He hopped.

“Or liko that?" asked Toder, taking
another swipe.

"W hoo-hoooop I

“Ha, ha, ha "

“Pain gone now!" asked Loder.
“Op—"

“Ohl Ow! Yes! Quite!” gasped
Bunter. “0Oh lor" ¥

“Good ! Anybody else got any varn

out of games prac-
1 er, glancing round,
ashplant in hand.

ere was no reply. Billy Bunter
wriggled away disma{!}r‘, with a real
ﬁam i the place of an 1Mmaginary one.

o other elacker was obtuse enough to
“try it on * with Loder.

“Well, pick wup sides, and get
?'-::-mg]” said the new captain of Grey-
riars, “And if there’s any slacking,
remember that I'm here to touch you

to spin for gettin
tice 7 asked L

upl! Get down to it ™
And the Remove footballers got down
to it, under the eye of Gerald Loder.

Under that watchful eve there was cer-
tainly not likely to be any slacking;
even Lord Mauleveror and Billy
Bunter exerted themseives, and Skinner
and Bnoop played up almost as if they
loved foothall

Which ought to have pleased Loder
as a dutiful head of the games, keen to
sea tho Lower School excel at Soccer.
But it did not pleass him in the least:
for, in point of fact, ha took no interest
whatever in junior football, and was
only there to bully and pay off scores
against his old enemies in the Remove.

S0 nobody was surprised when his
cane suddenly rang on Harry Wharton's
football shorts and elicited a wild yell
from him.

“Buck up there !

*Don't loaf about 1

“You rotten bully ! roared the cap-
tain of the Bemove. “Who's loafing,
vou lying toad?”

It was a case of the wolf and the
lamb over again, and the most lamb-
like of lambs could not have cscaped
that partioular wolf.

“YWhat'a that?"” roared Loder. “Is
that how you talk to & prefect, vou
young scoundrel ¥

"(Go and eat cols,
rotter I !

Loder raised his cane and pointed to
the distant House.

“Cut this, Wharton, and go to my
study and wait for e there |”

Harry Wharton paused, clenching hia
hands. It was sheer tyranny, and
nothing else. As captain of the Form,

said Loder.

vour bullying

he had fo be present at the Form prae-
tica, 8till, there was no doubt that the
head of the games had & right to order
himm off. Frank Nugent gave him an
anxious look. Loder was in the wrong,
but all the authority of the school was
behind him, both as head prefect and
captain of Greyiriars. Resistance, in
fact, was 1mpossible. And Harry
Wharton, after 2 brief hesitation, set
his teeth, threw on & coat, and walked
away towards the House.

e n

THE SECOND CHAPTER.
Just Like Loder!

EEE-A':iLD LODER smiled cheer-
ully.
He was rather enjoying this
junior practice.
A glacker of the first water, Loder
had no i1dea whatever of carryving out
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the dutiezs of the captain of the school

The privileges of the position were
enou for him, without the duties
attached.

Mr, Prout, the temporary headmaster,
had every confidence in Loder, who
knew how to pull lis portly leg.
MNobody olse had any.

Nothing would have induced Loder to
take any real trouble with the junior
EI&}'-:.*_:*E, as Wingate had always dene in

is time. He did not care two straws
whether the Bemove played
whether they played marbles.

But he did care, a good deal, for
“throwing his weight ” about, and mak-
ing himsell feared, and making fellows
he disliked “sit up.”

Which ha now procecded to do in full
MoASUTS,

At pantes practice there could be no
lack of pretexts. * Slacking ® was an
easy excise every time. der being
sole judge whether & fellow was slack-
;nﬁ, and there being no appeal from his
Judgment, he had the whole crowd just

Soccer, or

whera ha wanted them, so to speak.
The fact that he picked on the most
strenuons members of the Hemove, and
left the real slackers alone, was evident
to all, but that made no difference.

Whaek 1

Bob Cherry gave & roar.

“ What the tghum a3

“(Jet & move on [” said Loder coolly.
“Do you think I'm going to stand about
watching you foozle fumble 1"
“Oh, shut up ! roared Boh.

Whack !

Baob clenched his hends.

“T've had enough of your rotten
slacking, Cherry!” eaid Loder. “(Get
off tho field, and go and wait in my
study !

E"hl’m hare for games practice !” velled

LEL 8

“Do gz I tell you, and at once!”

Lika his Form captain, Bob hesitated.
But there was no help for it, and he
went, Loder smiled as ho caught the
oves of Frank Nugent, Johnny Bull, and
if[urrea Jamset %i’.a.m Singh fixed on

im,

He knew what those threa members
of the famous Co. were thinking and
fecling. And their turn was coming !

Lilly Bunter or Skinner would have
rejotced at being sent off. But,it was a
very different matter with the Famous
IMive., They took Boccer sericusly, and
they had the Higheliffe mateh to get
ready for, and they did not wantg io
cut a chtinm Which was why the
bully of Greyfriars was determined that
they should cut it.

“Wa're for it, you men!* whizspered
Herbert Vernon-Smith. “Loder's here
to muck it up. You can sep that”

“The unslpaaiv:ah!q rotter 1 breathed
Johnny Bull.

“We'ra all goin® to get Jt in turn.
Let's give him an excuse, as he's so
keen.”

“Food egg!” murmured Bob.

“Play up, there!” shouted Loder,
“Don’t hang about, whispering and
mumbling ! ou lazy, elacking, youn

swoeeps, get & mova on, or I'll come an
warm you up !

The four juniers got a move on—all
at oncel In & bunch they charged at
Gerald Loder!

That sudden charge was unexpeeted on
Loder's part, though really he might
have expected something of the sort
sooner or later. R

Four befty juniors ecrashed into him,
with an effect like that of a battering-
TAITL.

Loder flew!

Thers was s crash, as ho landed on
hiz back con the foothall field, and &
roar of laughter from the Remove.

“Man down !’ yelled Peter Todd.

“Ha, ha, ha!”

Nugent, Hurree Singh, Johnny Bull,
and the Bounder, all fell over Loder as
ha sprawled. They fell rather heavily.

“Oocoogh!” spluttered the new eap-
tain of Greyfriars. “ Wooogh! Gerroff [
I—I'll ekin you! Urrrggh!”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“ Will you get off 7" shrieked Loder.

The juniors got off—mot in a hurry!
The Bounder trod ¢n Loder’s face in
getting up, leaving there an improssion
of n muddy footbail boot! Johnny Bull
and Hurree Singh trampled on his legs,
Nugent rested & knee on his walsteoat,
It took them & full minute to get off
Loder—and the bully of the Bixth did
not enjoy one of those sixty seconds!

He sat up dizsily. .

He groped for his cane. But it had
vanished. The Bounder had gmhbrxd it
snd sent it whirling into the distance.

“Urerergh " gurgled Loder.

“Ha, ha, ha!"

Loder staggered to his feet,

Tre Migxer Lisnany.—No. 1,382
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“You wyeurg scoundrels—urrgh—you
young  Looligane—wurrgh—go to the
House at once! Wait in my study till
I come—urcgggh !

“Any old thing!® the
Bounder.

And the four juniors walked away.

Loder stoad gasping for breath. He
had intended fto invent an excuse for
scnding them off, and telling them to
wait 1 his study till he came there to
Ewa themm “six” for slacking. But he

ad not expected to be saved the trouble
of inventing esn excuse in this drastic

drawled

¥iay,
“J'Buhier 1
“Oh! Tszay, Loder, I never—I didn'

—1I wasn't—" gaszped Billy Bunter, in
o oy
O an my cane !™

“Oh! Yee, Loder I”

Billy Bunter went in search of the
ashplant. He found it, and returned
with if, and handed it to Loder—whao
rowarded him with & lick round his {at
lege, which made him hop and yell,

er had been unpleazant before.
e was more unpleazant than ever now,
He was very, very careful not to get in
ithe way of a charge—he wae on his
guard m that direction. But 1t was
sufficient for any fellow to get within
hia reach for a hek from the cane to-be

administered. Which was probebly the

reason why Squiff of the Remove,
getting the ball at hia feet, shot an
unexpected gosl.  Sampson  Quincy

Jfey Field had had two or three licks
from the cane, and did not want an¥
NIOEe,

A rather damp and muddy footer few
from Squifi's foot, and there was a roar
from the juniors as it landed on Loder’s
ear.

*Gool M

" Ha, ha, hal"”

Loder sat down quite =uddenly.

“I say, vou fellows, Loder's got it!
e, he, hel”

“He, ha, ha IV

Loder bounced up.

“That was you, Field ¥ he roared,
and he made 3 rush at the junior from
New South Wales.

I‘ uiffi grinned, an:.? walked off the
-H:-. 4

“Go to my etudy and wait for me
ihere !”  roared oder after him.
" Todd "—he gave Peter a glare—

“what are yon laughmg at?”
“You, Loder ! answered Peter cheer-

fully.

ut En to my study—-—>=" ]

“ And wait for you there ! said Peter,
“Bpeecch moy be taken as read !

nd Toddy walked off.

‘The chief members of the Remove
football eleven were now off the ground,
which was no douht Loder's ebject, -No
more were sent off; but the ashplant
was kept merrily at vork.

By the time ihat practice waa over
thers was hardly & Romovite who was
not longing to lynch Leder of the Sixth.
But Loder, when he tucked tho ashplant
upnder his arm at last and walked off,
was feeling satisfied.

Probably he would not have felt =o
satishied had he been aware of what was
happening in his study,

— el

THE THIRD CHAPTER,
Desperaie Measures !

ARRY WHARTON tapped at
H the door ef the Head's study.

The deep, fruity volce of Mr,

Prout, master of the Fifth,

bade him enter. The temporary head-

maater of Greviriars was seated at .

¢a  writingstable, looking very
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plump and portly and important. All
Greyiriars knew that Prout rejoiced in
his temporary greatness, and * fancied **
himself pla.ging hesdmaster in  the
Head's study. Probably it never
gecurred to his majestic mind that he
was generally alluded to as “that old
as3, Frout!"

Outwardly, at least, the fellows had to
treat him with the respect due to e
headmaster, and the whole staff of
masters played up, making the best of
it, while they vearned for the return of
Dr, Logke. Only one member of the
staff had refused to bow the knee to
Bsaal, so to speak, and. that one, Mr,
Quelch, the Remove master, had had to
leave. Prout reigned supreme, and his
most trusted lpre ect was Loder of the
Bixth, whom he had appointed captain
of the gchool in Wingate’s absence.
That action slone would have convinced
the Greyfriars fellows, if they had
needed convincing, that Prout was the
world’s prize asa,

Mer. Prout frowned a little as Whar-
ton entered. Loder had his ear, in all
matters; and Loder did not give him

reports of the Remove. Prout was
vary dissatisfied with that Form.

“What is it, Whartoni” he azked,
rather sharply.

Wharton, as he locked at the 1al,
but obtuse countenance of FProut, felt
that it was not of much use to mske an
appeal to that gentlemap. However,
that was what he had come therg to do,
so ha got on with it

“1 have an appeal to make, =ir,” he
anawered.

Prout unhent considerably.

An appeal to the Head was quite in
order, and in making it the captain of
the :E’tramm'a was treating him as a
genuine headmaster—the real goods, as
it were |

“¥ou may proceed, Wharton |* Le
satd quite graciously.

“It's games practice for the Remove
this afternoon, siv,” said Harry., " Loder
of the Bixth has stepped in and—"

Prout raised his hand.

“Loder of

the SBixth is now
Head of the Games, Wharton,” he said.
“All such matters are under his
control.”

* YVes, sir; but—"

“Do you mean that Leder is taking
the ‘xgrmhm?"

“Yes; but—"

“Burely you have no complaint to
make of that, Wharton I exclaimed Mr.
Pront severely. “Loder has many
duties in his hands, and it iz kind of
him, and dutiful of him, to take a
junior practice.”

“Yes, sir; but—"

“Wingate did so very often, when he
was here,” said Mr. Prout. “But I
think I see what the trouble is. Win-
gate; I believe, was excessively easy-
going, while Loder is tightening things
up & little. I guite understand. But
this has my full approval, Wharton.”

“It's not that, sir,” said Harry.
“Toder makes cut that fellows slack.”

“Quite what 1 ex]:acted to hear!”
said Mr, Prout dryly. “You roust
really -not expect to be allowed to slack,
Wharton | am reslly surprised that
vou should desire to do eo. meamber,
my boy, that you belong to a great
sehool, with a great tradition in games,
and that it is your duty, snd should be
your pleasurs, to endeavour tp live up
to thiz great tradition and make your-
self worthy of 1t.” -3

If it had been permissible for =
Lower Fourth junior to call his haad-
master an a8ss, wharton would deoubt-
lets have done so at that moment.

“Mobody wanta to elack, sir,” =aid
Whartonr, as patiently os could,
*Loder has butted in o bully—"

“Wharton I®
_ " He has sent me off the field for slack-
ing, and told me to wait in his study.
For that reascn, sir, I appesl to you.
I have to be present as captain of the
Form, aopd—"

“1 am astonished, Wharton, that you
have the audacity tc make an appesl to
me when, on your own statement, you
bave been sent off the field for slack-
ing 1" soid Mr. Prout sternly.

M er was |ying, sir!” =na
Wharton. 5 s
S Wha-at 1" -
He knew I was not slacking. It

was only an excuse for bullying. I am
appealing to you, =if, to 'I:eap Loder
from interfering and mucking up our
footer.™

Prout rese to his feet in majestio
wrath.

“ ¥ou dere, Wharton, to make such an
accusation agsinst my head prefect,
whom I have appointed captain of the
school ¥ :

"CE[".‘E.P{I]II I do, &ir, and the other
fellows will tell you the same. Now
that our Form-master iz gone we have
no one to appeal to but you.”

"¥ou say that Loder has told you to
wait in his study. To be punished, I
presumse "

" Yes, sir™

“In that case,” said Prout, “1 shall
not cane you myself for your insolence,
Wharton, as otherwise I should certainly
do. Not another word. (o at onece io
Loder's study and wait for him there "

““But, sir—"

‘*{;Nﬁ't another word I boomed Prout.
o

Wharton set his lipe and went. He
had known that it wes useless, apnd now
thers was no doubt about that, All
Greyfriars knew that Loder led Prout
by the nose.

The captain of the Remove was
breathing hard as he mada his way,

slowly, to the BSixth Form passage.
Evidently, thera wss no help from
Proutl

There wos a buzz of veices in Loder’s
siudy when he arrived there.

deven fellows wera in the study, and
they all looked at Iim as he entered,

“¥You fellows zent in, too?” asked
Harry. '

“Loder's making a clean sweep!”
answered Bob Cherry.

“The cleen sweepfulness is termfic 1"

“I've been to Prout,” said Harry,

hiting his lip. " 'There's nothing duin%‘.
He backs up that cad and bully all
along the line.”

“Fat lot of good %uing to Prout "

rowled Johnny Bull.  * Everybedy
nows that Loder has his
pnocket,”

“Well, we can't stand too much of
this—though, goodness knows what is
going to ge done,” said the captain of
the Hemove. ]

“Footer practice mucked up ! said
Nugent, “ End hore we are, kicking our
heels and waitin b

“It's too jo thick I  remarked
Bquiff. “ We ghall have to find some
way of cutting Loder’s claws.”

T;:j]&ht so jolly easy,” grunted Peter

The Bounder did not speak. Ha was
wandering round Loder's etudy, with his
hands in his pockets, a thoughtin] look
on his face, and a rather unpleasant
glitter in his eyes.

Thersa was a tincture of avil in
Smithy's nature, and Loder’s tyranny
rou it. The other fellows wera angry
and indignant; but they simply did not
gee what could be done. Dut Herbert
Vernon-Smith was a fellow to stop =t
very little when he felt himself wronged.

I-fa stopped st Loder’'s table and
jerked at tf‘:j dr The drawer

him in

to be whopped.™

awer o it.



came bodily out and fell on the floor,
the contents scattering over the carpet.
All the other fellows looked round at
Smithy.

“Not much good ragging the studi:.
old man,” said Squiff. * That may only
make it & flogging, instead of a whop-

plﬁﬁ_.oder’a taking care, these days"
said the Bounder, glancing at the pens,

neils, papers, and other oddments that
ad fallen out of the table drawer. “ He
used to keep smokes and other things
in this drawer, snd keep it locked.
'Member how I got the things out last
week and plastered them all over the
study I*

" Loder isn't likely to let that happen
twice I said Wharlon, with a shrug of
the shoulders. * Even Prout was stag-

ered when he saw the things, and

oder had to do some hard lying to
pull through.” .

“A leopard doesa’t change his spots,
or an Kthiopian his skin,’ answered the
Bounder coolly. * Loder's taking more
care, but he's the same old Loder. I'll
bet there's plenty of things elsewhere
in this studg to get him the sack, 1f
Prout knew.

“Well, he's a frightful brute, but 1
don’t think I'd give him away to the

Beak I said Bob slowly. “That's
rather outside!"

“Is it?” said the Bounder un-
leasantly. *“Well, if you fancy that

'm going to have my footer mucked up
and take lickings out of kind considera-
tion for Loder you've got it wrong.
I'tn going to hit back, just as hard as
1 can, and if Loder gets knocked out
he can console himself by rememberin
that he asked for it, and begped an
prayed for it. There will be & lot of

dry eyes at Greyfriara if he gets
gacked.”
“Iots and lots,” agreed Nugent.
"Bth i

“1f there's anything here it's under
lock and key,” said Harry. *There's a
limit, S3mithy | YWash it out, old chap!”

“I'd rather wash Loder out,” said
the Bounder coolly. He stepped to the
study door and put his hand on the key.
“If vou fellows funk backin' me up,
get out, while the gein’s good. I'm
goin’ to do my level best to make Loder
understand that the Remove are danger-
ous game. You fellows can please your-
gelves™ .
“ Npbody here a3 going to funk,” said
Bob. “ But—"

_ The Bounder shut the door and locked

1t.

Harry Wharton & Co. watched him
rather uneasily. They shared, to the
full, his bitter resentment, and his lpath-
ing of Loder. But there was no doubt
that the Bounder, when his back was
up, was the fellow jo carry retaliation
rather far. 8till, no fellow thers was
inclined to get out and hunt safety.

Vernon-Smith tried Loder's desk. It
was, as he expected, locked., 1t waz &
rather strong ocak desk, standing in &
corner of the study, by the window.

“Logk here, you can't really break a
lack, old man!” urged Bob Cherry, as
the Bounder grasped the desk. “It's
rather too thick !” ]

“It might burst open of its own
accord ¥ remarked the Bounder.

“How could it, fathead?” .

“Well, this might help [* said Smithy,
and he sent the desk crashing over on
its side, with a terrific crash.

THE FOURTH CHAFPTER.
A Record Rag!

RASH!
C “Oh, my hat!”
“Mhly estcemed Smithy——"

" Smithy, you ass—
The Bounder did not heed.

EVERY SATURDAY

That crash, terrific as it was, did not
c.usa the desk to burst open. If it con-
tained any guilty sccreis of Loder of the
Sixth, it atiﬁ hid them from sight. But
Horbort Vernon-Smith was not finished
vot,

He picked a chair by the back,

u
.and crashed it Eﬂwn on tha fallen desk.

leg flew off the chair, and clattered
on Loder’s looking-glass, starring it in
the centre,

“¥You're breaking up the ha
home,” grinned BnI:E P e

“Ha, ha, ha!"

“Well, we're all in this,” said Harry
Wharton., "“We can’t let Smithy down;
and I suppose every fellow here would
like to rag Loder. Pile in, and wreck
the study. The blighter may be sorry
hoe sent us hera when he eees it.”

“Hear, hear!”

“Good egg !”

Without the reckdess Bounder's ex-
ample, it was probable that the juniors
would not have thought of that rather
wild proceeding, DBut thers was no
?Euht that it appealed keenly to all of

&,

“May as woll be hunﬁ for & sheep as
a lamb,” remarked Bob Cherry, as he
picked up Loder’s clock, and whizzed it
across the study.

Crash! Bmash!

“Over with the bookease sald
Johnny Bull. * We shall get the lickin
of our lives for this, so we may as we
take it out of Loder while we've pot
the chance.”

“¥Yes, rather!™

“The ratherfulness is terrific!™
“Wa mayn't get the licking, either,
if this desk comes open by accident,”
said the DBounder coolly.” I fancy
there’s things in that deslk that Loder
doesn’t want even a blind old ass like
Pl:ﬂﬂ;h to sco ™

CIt won't como open by acei "
szid Squiff. ¥ ¥ “eeident,

‘I'm going to see that there's an

accident, old bean.  Get
that table '™ e B of

[
"

5

“Find out 1" ealled back the Bounder.

“COpen thiz door at once !

“(o and cat cokeo!” .

“I know your voice, Vernon-Smith !
Fil vwhop you for that!” shouted
Walker.

“Q0h, shut up!”

Crash, crash! Bang! :

“What on earth’s that thundering
row ™ It was Carne of the Sizth this
timo. “What 13 it, Jimmy?"

“Fags ragging in Loder's study”
answerad Walker,

Crash, crash, crash! No desk ever
designed was likely to stand such uzage
for long. Loder's desk began ta split
all over, under the hefty smites of the
table-leg wielded by the Bounder.

“Graat Scott! They seem to bo
smashing up the place!” exclaimed
Carne. He thumped on the door.
*Here, let us in, you voung rascals!”

“(Go round to the window if you want

some of Loder's smokes!™ answercd
Yernon-8mith, “I'll chuck some out
to youl”

“Oh, gad!" gasped Carne.

Crash! Bang! Crash! Smash!
Loder's desk lay almost in fragmoents,

and all sorts of things lay among tho
CLIETNE.

Among other things was a box of
cigareftes burst open, and shedding its
contents over the carpet, and tweo or

three numbers of the “ Racing Tipster,”

and a dice-box,

“Oh crumbs!” yelled Bob Cherry, as
he saw them. * Prout would jump if he
spotted that little lot.”

“He's going to spot them,” said the
Bounder mulfg'.

“Get on with the good work, old
beans ! said Squif. “This mecans a
flogging from Prout, so make it worth
while.”

Outside the study Walker and Carno
locked at one another. There was a
fresh series of bangs and erasles within,

Toder’s study, evidently, was being
wreclked.

(Conitnued on next poge.)

“0Oh crikey 1™
Loder’s stud
table was up-ended. |-
a Removites
wers  warming to
the work now, and
fairly letting thom-
selves go.
The legs,
some effort, were
wrenched off the
tabla, Smithy tock
one of them, and,
using it as a club, |
crashed at the desk.
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“Better foetch Prout,” muttered
YWalker,

“Don't 1  whispered Carne. “You
heard what that young scoundrel said—
thu:f"va rooted out old Gerald's amokes
and things, He doesi't want FProut to
sea them,”

_ #*I—I suppose not. What about call-
m% their new beak, Woose—that tame
rapbit whe camo in Quelch’s place?”

“Don’t get_any beak here, for good-
ness’ sake! He would tell Prouwt.”

“Hut we can't let this go on,” said
Walker.

“Looks as if we must,”

“Have the carpet up!” It was the
Bounder’s voice. “Drape it out of the
window.”

“¥You'll get a_crowd here, Smithy.”

"That's what I want.”

“But I say—"

“Fathead! The more the merrier!
f we get a crowd outside, I'll pelt
them with Loder's eigarcttes,”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“Oh, all right; go nhead!®

Waulker and Carne, outside, heard a
crashing of furniture, and a dragging
sound as the carpet was torn up. Then
they heard the window flung open.

They locked at one another with
scarcd faces,

“Thig s getling awlully thick,” mut-
tered Walker, “I—I say, it will be a
clear give-away for poor old Gerald!
Know where he 157V

“Haven't the foggiest ™

“Vell, I'll cut off and look for him.
Perhaps he will know how to handle
those yourng villains.”

James Walker cut off. Outside the
House he glanced round at Loder's
study windoew. It was wide open, and
a torn carpet was draped over the win-
dow-zill. Groyfriars  fellows wera
gathering there, to stare—Shell fellows
and Fourth Formers, fags of the Third
and Second. Coker of the Fifth came
up with Potter and Greene,

“Oh, my hat!” roaved Coker. “Look
at that ™

A handful of cigarettes whizzed out
of the study window, and scattered over
Horaco er's head.

Ha jumped.

* Wha-a-at’s that? he ejaculated.

“ Smokes |” gasped Potter.

Herbert Yernon-Smith looked out of
the window. Fifty pairs of eyes were
fixed on him from the quad.

“What's thiz game, Smithy " yelled
Templs of the Fourth.

Another handful of cigarettes {2l like
confetfr.

“Loder's smokes!” breathed Greene
of the Fifth. “My hat! If old Prout
cameg along now—-—>"

“We're clearing out Loder's study for
him 1" called out the Bounder from the
window., “He told us te wait for him
Irere, angd we're tryin’ to make gursclves
useful while wa wait. I suppose you
fellows know that prefects ain’t allowed
to have smokes in their studies——"

“Ha, ha, hal"

“Took out!” yelled Hobson of the
Shell. “Here comes Loder!”

“ILet him come ! gaid the Bounder
coolly.

Loder, on his way from the Remoye
practice, was mot h{,‘ Walker, wild with
exciternent. What Walker had to tell
him caused Loder to bresk mmto a
frantic rece.to the House.

He sighted the laughing erowd under
his study window, and came panting up
to the spot. His eyes almost bu
from his head at the sight of the cigar-
cites seattered on the ground. Another
handful, hurled by the Bounder, cauvght
ll;jm in the face, and dropped all round

im,



#* What—what—wha b

LE:E]H ha, ha!”
a, al

“Go i, Smithy !”

Loder bounded to the window. He
knew from VWalker that his study door
was locked inside, and that there was
no getting in -that woy. Buot he had to
stop these young rascals somehow.

¢ clambered furiously on the sill.
A lash from his ashplant drove the
Bounder back, and Loder plunged mn
headlong. .

“Collar him!” roared Vernon-Smith.

Loder landed in the study—and in tha
grasp of the Famous Fivel He rolled
on the floor, struggling with the chums
of the Remove.

Walker and Carne came panting u
to the window. The Bounder slamm
it in their faccs and fastencd the cateh.
Loder, inside the study, was out of
the reach of help—which he nceded
badly.

stutterea

THE FIFTH CHAPTER.
Bend Over, Loder!

F AC him!" roared the Bounder.
B “Wa've got tho brute!”
“8it on him *’

“Ha, ha, ha!"

All thought of possible consequences
was banished now. The eight Jumors in

the study piled on Gerald Loder and
dealt with him faithfully.
Loder sprawled, and yelled, and

struggled.

Qutside the window, Walker and
Carno peered in through the glass,
wondering what on earth was gomng to
be the outeome of this amazing scene.
Fifty or sixty fellows, gathe round
them, roared with laughter. Removites
had now joined the crowd befors the
gtudy window, in a state of great
hilarity when they learned what was
q:ing on in the study. In great glee,
they shouted to the fellows inside to
“go it.” But the fellows inside did mot
need encouragement. They were going
strong |

Loder, breathless, enraged, gasping,

urgling, was fairly overwhelmed. Tho
act that he was head prefect, that he
was captain of the school, waas quite
forgotten. IE was unimaginable that
“old Wingate™ could ever have_been
handled in this way. But Gerald Loder

was handled in the most thoroughgoing
manmnér.

In e gurgling, breathless heap, he lay
at the mercy of the Femovites, end the
Bounder sat on his chest to keep him
down, ) .

“Hand me that duster " said Smithy.

Bob threw him the duster, and he
twitted it round Loder's wrists, and
knotted it _

Then the bully of Greviriars was re-
e re juni ting for breath

¢ juniors, panting for breath,
geul:huzrr:dJ roand E:m, a3 he sat up,
gurgling. He wrenched savagely at the
uster, but S3mithy had knotted 1t tight
and hard, and he had no chance of
getting his hands loose.

There was a tap at tho locked door,
end the startled squeak of Monsicur
Charpentier, the French master of Grey-
friars, was heard.

“Mais, gu'est-que-c’est, tout cela?”

* Jolly old Mossoo I”? said Bob. * Shall
we let him in to see Loder ™"

“Yat is it zat go off—zat 15 to say,
go on!” squeaked Mossoo, outside the
study door. “Vat you do viz yourselves,
hein 3

Loder opened his mouth to shout for
help.

But he did not shout.

EVERY SATURDAY

Prout, had he arrived, would cer-
taiply have deslt with the rebels of
the Remove in the most drastic way.
But how would he have dealt with
Loderi

All the guilty secrets of the black-
guard of Grevfriars had been brought
to d]ight, and were scattered over the
study,

Eigurettes_, plnying—mrda. racing
papers, racing lists, dotted the floor—
a startling sight to meet any head-
master’s eyes.

On & previous occasion when the
Bounder had brought such things to
light, Loder had barely pulled the wool
over Prout’s eyes by hard lying.

But hard lying would noi have saved
hima now | Fairly under his nose, as he
sat gasping with fied hands, was a st
of racchorses written in his own hand,
with notes on form, age, and prices!

That precious scrap of paper was
more than enough to open Prous's eyes
wide as to his true character, and io
carn him the order of the boot from
the school.

It was the “long jump ** for Loder if
Prout came to the study now.

He did not shout! He gasped with
mingled rage and apprehonsiont He
waz at the mercy of the Removites in
every -way,

“5hall we open the door, Loder?t”
grinned the Bounder.

If loaks could have killed, the reckless
carcer of the Bounder of (Greviriars
would probably have come to a sudden
termination at that moment! For-
tunately, looks couldn’t!

::Hna 1" gasped Loder.

“Better open it, I think,” said Smithy,
with a chuckle. “Mossoo would be
fnghtfu!'l:u! interested, and he would call

rouf——"

“Ha, hs, ha!*

Bob Cherry stepped towards the door
and put his hand on the key. Loder's
faco, red with fury, went almost white
with terror.

*Don’t I” ha ‘rantedi

" Mais, repondez done!” came Mossoo's
volee. “d4s 3t zat ze roof fall in, or vat

is it zet happen to make so mooch noeiso
viz itsclf in zat study"
breathed

“Keep the door shut!™
Loder, palpitating with apprchension.

“EKeop that door shut, you young
ecoundre] 1

“But Mossoo wantz to  know !
grinned Bob,

“Go awar!” called out Loder des-
perately,

“Comment? Vat vou sav

“It's all right! Go away 1™

“Mon Dieut" ejaculated Monszieur
Ehar&)entier, nlnd the;: his footsteps were
Gar ing along the passnge, greatl
to Lﬁdfﬁ‘s feiief. v RS ¥
. The bully of Greyfriars gave the
Juniors a glare of concentrated fury,

“Will you let my hands loose?” he
issed.

“NoI™
coolly.

“Wao're not done with ¥vou vet, old
bean!” grinned the Bounder. “It was

your turn on the footer ground. It's
oura now.”

“What-ho " chortled Squiff.
“I’1l skin you—I'll eut the skin from

answered Harry Wharton

7

ﬁoing to get loose wyet] We're not
nished—in fagt, we've hardly begun |
drawled the Bounder. He picked up
Loder's cune.  * Bend over, Loder I

“Who-a-a-t ¥’ gasped Loder.

" Bend over |” : .

“Ha, ha, ha!” shrieked the juniors,
alinost convulsed at the idea of making
Loder himself bend over. “Geood egg,
Semithy. ™

“You young villain!" shricked Loder,

“Bend him over, you men !*

" ¥es, rather !™

“The bendinlness over is she proper
caper, my csicemed and idiotic Loder |'
chortled the Nobob of Bhanipur.

“Ha, ha, hal"

Hands grasped Loder and bent him
over, and the Bounder swished the cane,

Whack |

“Ow 1" howled Loder. "Waow I
“Hg, ha, hal'"

“Oh, pad!” pasped Walker of the

Bixth, hts face pressed to the window
outside. *I—TI say, Carne, they—thev're
caning him 1"

Whaek! Whaek !

Loder roared wildly.

Often and often d)ird he administer
swipes with the ashplant himself, Hut
a swipmng with an ashplant was one of
thoso things which it 13 more blessed to
give than to receive. Now that he was
the recipient thereof, Gerald Loder
found it far from enjovable.

Whack! Whackt

“Ow Wow! You young demon—
Waw I

HHn= hﬁ-]_ hﬁ 1:1

Whaelk |

“Yaroocoooop!” roared Loder, and
his roar of anguish was heard in the
?Ilﬂ.d. and elicited shricks of laughter
rom the erowd there.

“That's =six!” chuekled Nugent.
“Want any more, Loder?”

“Yow-ow-ow! I'll skin you! I'll—
Wow! Wow !

o Hﬂ., hﬂ-, ha !:u

“You're getting some of your own

ruel, you rotten bully!” said Harry

Vharton, “Chuck it at that, Smithy—
six is enough [

Smithy nedded and shoved the cane
down Loder's back.,. The bully of the
Sixth wrenched eand wrenched at the
duster knotter round s wrists,

“Hallo, bhallo, halla!” exclaimed Bob
Cherry. *“Here comes Prout!™

There was s heavy, ponderous tread
in the Sixth Form passage. Prout was
a portly, ponderous gentleman, and 1t
vas alwavs known when he was coming !
Either Prout or an cscaped elephant was

approaching the study! It was im-
probable that it was an escaped
elephant! Bo it was Proutl

The juniors breathed rather quickly.

It had becn e record rag—e glorious
rag—a reteliation on the bully of Grey-
frinrs that he richly deserved! Bet that
did not alter the fact that it was the
sack for handling & prefect; and this
particular ;ref&ﬁt was captain of the
school, and prime favourite of Mr.
Prout. But the Bounder was as cool a3
oo, :

The heavy tread approached the door.

Prout, evidently, had learned that
somcthing, was “up? in the Bixth:

{Continued on nexl page.)
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indeed, he wounld have had to be deaf to
have remained upaware of it. Now he
was coming to investigate. Nothing
could have pleased.Loder better, had he
been the decent and dutiful prefect that
Prout belicved him to be—had he had
no guilty secrets to be revealed to the
temporary headmaster's horrified eyes.
Hsa gave s last desperate wrench st the
knotted duster—in vainl DPerhaps, at
that awiul moment, Loder repented that
he had not left the Remove footballers
alone | But.it was too late to think of
that! The elephantine tread stopped at
his door, ;

“MNow for the jolly old fireworks|™
breathed Bob Cherry.

The Bounder grinned. .

“Y.eave it to Loder,” he whispered.

The dosr-handle turned; then came &
heavy knock. The juniors, breathlees,
were silent, Following the knock came
Prout's fruity voice:

“Loder! Ara you there, Loder "

T S

THE SIXTH CHAPTER.
Leaving Kt to Loder!

ODER ga.s;;ed.

Néever had & hapless bully and
blackguard been placed m #o
parlous & position. He was glad

from the bottom of his heart that the
door was locked. He only dreaded that
one of the juniors might unlock it and
let Prout’s eyes fall upon what was to
be seen in the study. .

He was not thinking now of getting
them flogged or sacked for handling
him and wrecking his study; he was
only thinkin& desperately of saving his
own wretched skin,

Loder was too thoroughly a bully to
imsseas much in the way of real courage.
ie gave Vernon-Smith an implerin
look as the Bounder reached out towards

the door as if to open it .

“ Loder 1" came Prout’s voice again.

Loder had to answer.

* ¥es, sir?” he gasped.

“What is cecurring here, Loder ¥’

“ N-n-nothing, sir " gaspad Loder.

“1 heard a noise, a din—in fact, an
unparalleled uproar!” boomed Prout.
*1 understand that it proceeded [rom
this study.”

“(Oh, no, not at all!” gasped Loder.

“Why do you not open your door,
Loder? Why is your door locked? 1
fail to understand this, Leoder! TYor

what reason, Loder, are vou keeping
our door locked when your headmaster
15 here "

Thera was & hint of rising wrath in
Prout's boom.

# [~=]=—=]—"" stuttered Loder.

Ha did not know what to say. He
dared not open the door. He was ready
to go on his knees to the juniors he had

erzeouted and bullied to keep them

rom crpemn% it. The open door meant
tha “sack " for Loder of the Sizth—the
sack short and sharp |

N s

—'va  lost  my—my ov,
gasq{rd Loder.

"What? If von have lost your door-
koy, Loder, it must be in your study, as
the door iz locked! What do vou
moean §"

. "II—I mean it—it's becn taken away,
gip 1™
“Your key has heen taken away 7

“Youpeps, sic "

“Does that mean that some mischioy-
ous boy has locked you in vour study,
Loder i exclaimed Mr. Prout.

“Oh, yes, sir!l” gasped Loder.
“Exactly, zsir! Some—some fag, Eir,

ut the key on the outside and—and
ocked the door efter I came in, sirl

Tee Macner Lipary.—No. 1,382,

gir 1"
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I—1 suppose he has cut off with—with
the key I

Harry Wherton & Co. looked at one
another. \

Wharton's lip curled with contempt;
the Bounder ah:ugged hiz shoulders;
Peter Todd grinned, )

Loder was fairly landed in liez now.
He had to give Prout some explanation
why the door remained locked. That
was the only explanation available,
placed him absolutely st the mercy of
the juniors in the study. They had only
to let Prout know that they were there
and unlock the door. T

Still, as that meant a terrifio licking
for wrecking the study Loder felt fairly
safe in that guarter.

It was their cue to Keop guiet and let
the storm pass by—and on that Loder
counted for their silence, at least.

“Extraordinary I” boomed Frout.

“Unprecedented ! The offender chall ba P

severely punished—most severely | Have
you any idea of his identity, Loder 1"

“N-n-no, sir! I—I did not see him|
I—I only heard the—the slam of the—
the door!” stammered the wretched
Loder.

“Was it one of the boys you sent to
your study for pumishment, do you
think, Loder1*’

Loder would have been glad to reply
in the afirmative, but he dared not.

“MNo, sir, I—I think nof, sirl I—1
have no idea—"
“1 will find- out 1" boomed Prout. "1

will have the %ﬁ-uﬂg rascal searched for
immediately. But what, Loder, was the
cause of the uproar that reached my
ears & short time agoe 1"

“I—1 don't know, sir.”

“HHas nothing ocourred
study 1"

“MN-n-ne, sirl”

The DBounder winked at the other
fetlows, who grinned.

After that statement to Prout, Loder
could secarcely report tho study-wreckers
to the headmaster.

For his own szke he had to keep dark
the fact that there had been a tremend-
ous rag in his study at all.

The Bounder's scheme was warki:g
out remarkably successfully. Loder h
had six, instead of the juniors gettin
gix each, and here he wos making =
safo for them.

“I certainly heard a very great dis-
turbance,” said Prout. “I fancied that
the boys you sent to your study for
punishment, Loder, might have done
some damage. 'That is not the case?”’

“Na, sir " almost groaned Loder.

“Monsieur Charpentier was under the
impression that the disturbance was in
vour study, Loder.” _

* He—he—he was mistaken, sir.”

“You ara sure
sccuarred 77

“{Oh, quite, sir

“Very welll I am very glad to hear
it, Loder. I will now call the prefects
and institute an inguiry for the key of
yonr deor.”

“T-t-thank vou, sir."”

Prout rolled ponderously away. Loder
fairly panted with relief as he heard

him vﬁ‘a,

*“Well, of all the lying rotters, I think
Loder takes the cake!l” remarked
Johnny Bull contemptuously.

“The eakefulness is terrific.”

“We win !"” grinned the Bounder.

;Imka like it1" chui;*:kled Hepuiff.
“Are wyou going to whop us now,
Loder !F’

“ Like us to call Prout back I chortled
Peter.

Toder gritted his teeth.

“Tot me loose and pet out of my
study | I'll let you off; you ecan cut!
Take this duster off my wrista”

in your

1!1‘

that mnothing has f§

“ Not, g]g:-ing to whop us, old bean?”
chuckled Bob,

“No " hissed Loder. “Get out "

“Take & _tip from me snd leave the
Riemove alone after this,” s=aid the
Bounder. “We could have pot you jolly
well sacked if we'd liked—and you know
it. You'll have to let this drop after
the ocean of lies you've told Frout.
Lat it go at that, and don't begin again.

A

It Beel

Loder gave him an almost homicidal
look, but he did not speak.

His look showed how very unlikely he
wa3 to leave the Bemove alone after
what had happened. But for the presens
his claws were cut. He was faverishly
anxious for the juniors to and to got
the proofs of his secret blackguardism
out of sight.

Vernon-8mith unlocked the door.

He glanced owt into the passage.
rout was gone.

“ All elear I" grinned the Bounder.

Hea strolled out of the study, and the
other fellows followed him.

“"Let me looss, one of you!l"” Loder
panted. "1 say—""

Bob Cherry, always good-natured,
turned back and untied the duster,

Loder, as soon as his hands were free,
clenched them furiously.

Bob grinned at him.

“Prout's not far off,"” he remarked.
“Want him called i

“ Get out "' snarled Loder,

Bob followed his friends.

Loder shut and locked the door after
them; then he opened the window ond
draﬁed in the carpet. He glared out
at the grinning crowd rather like a
tiger from a cage.

“Clear off, the lot of vou 1" Le snarled.

“Tf I ht:.:.re to come out to you with a
AT E—

“Ha, ha, ha 1"

The crowd cleared off. Walker  and
Carne ¢came round to the door of Loder's
study, and he let them in. They had
Ttherﬁd up the cigarettea scattered in
the quad, and now they helped Loder to

ather up those scattered over the study

aor,

“My hat! They've made a prett
wreck of your room, Gerald P sai
Carne, glancing round at the sceme of
havoe. . ]

Loder gritted his teeth.

“T'll make them sorry for it befora
long I" he said. ‘By gad, T'll make
every one of the young scoundrels wish
that he had never been borm 1™

“Better let them alone!” muggested
Walker, “Those Remove kids are
rather dangerous animals.”

“(h, shut up I*

Harry Wharton & Co. gathered to
tea in Study No. 1 in tha Remove in
great spirits. Loder had “mucked up *
footer practice; but Loder had suffered
or hig sins, and thers was no doubt fhat
he had got back s harder knock than
he had given |

In tha “war” between the bully of
Greyfriars and the herces of the
Remove, the latter weore keeping their
end up, and rather moto than keeping
it up. Which was a source of great
satisfaction to those cheery youths,

While Loder of the Sixth, tired snd
dusty and gasping with rage, was
striving to restora his wrecked study to
something like order, the Removites
chuckled gleefully over their triumph.

ut whether it was going to last was
another matter |

THE SEVENTH CHAPTER.
Late !
£ QOSEY’'8S late!® remarked
w Bhkinner.
“ Better late theo never I

said the Bounder.
It was a rather dim October morning,
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* You've really got a pain, Bunter ? ** asked Loder.
lKe this? ** asked Loder, suddenly whipping the ashplani from under his arm,
“* Yaroooh ! ** roared Bunter, hopplng.

with a drizzling rain in the quad. The
Remove had gathered at their Form-

roora door, waiting for their Form-
master to come along. :
In Mr. Quelch’s time, puncfuality had

been invariable. But Quelch was gone
nﬂl:: Ef:d thiE mbﬂtimtudmgjﬁ‘l&gi Whﬁ! had
taken his pla Anga. r. r'rout,
was oot m!:mi?hkagﬂﬁglnh.

Mr. Woose waszs a quiet, mild-man-
nered little pgentleman, who rod
rather like an owl from large glasses,
way often late, made many mistakes,
and did not succeed in Impressing
Rerovae the least little bit.

a Greyfriars Remove were a rather
unruly Form, and perhaps they prided
themselves on it a little. They needed,
at all events, a frmm hand; and Mr.
Woose's hand was feeble.

Thoughtful fellows, like Wharton, the
head boy, end Mark i;l.ﬂ].ﬂj’ made thi
as easy &s they could for the new beak.
But plenty of the fellows wera thought-
less, and some of them were mischievous,
and a fow, like 8kinner, even malicicus.
Sc Woose was not having the best of
times in Quelch’s place.

The Bounder, an irrepressible ragg&r.

ave him many of the sttentions he had
n accustomed to reserve for the
French master. A “rag”™ In the

Ramove-room was undreamt of in
Queleh’s time. But it was guite a
common occurrence under Mr, Woose, A
master who was often late for elass, who
forgot fellows' names, and sometimes
even asked one fellow for linea he had
imlposrad on another, was not likely to be
able to handls the Greyfriars Hemove
Yery s ully.

_Woose weas late again on this par-
ticular marning. Other Forms were all
in their Form-rooms; while the Remove
still clustered round their door, waiting
for Woose.

Thizs ecertainl

did not displease the
Remove. Bob

bherey and several other

exuberant fellows played ]aag-fmg in
the passage. They were of the happy
age when leapirog appealed to them

more than Latin. : :

Billy Bunter, leaning against the
Form-room door, was negotiating a
acket of toffes, which he had lickily

ound in ﬂg{!lﬂ'j’ﬂ study. Ogilvy,
happily unaware that it was his tofles
that Bunter was negotiating, was join-
ing in the leap-frog. Skinner and
Snoop were dizcussing the respective
marits of Bonny Boy and Snocker’s
Pride for tha Welshem Stakes; Skinner
declarit;% that he knew for a fact that
Loder of the Sixth was backing Bonny
Boy. He had heard Loder mention the

fact to Price of the Fifth.
Harry Wharton & Co. were talkin
football, It was the Higholiffe mateh

that afternoon, and the chuvms of the
Bemove were, naturally, thinking about
it. It was an inexhaustible fopic; and
they did not mind how long Mr., Woose
left them to it.

It was rather n fortunate circum-
stance that the maitch was to be played
eway. On the Greyfriare pround it
was possible that Loder of the Sixth
might have found some pretext for
barging in and making himself
obnoxious. At Higheliffe they would be
far away from Loder and free of him
for the afternoon.

“I say, voit fellows, that old ass
Woosa 18 jolly late |” remarked Bunter,
having finished the toffes. I aay, I
like him better than Quelch |V

“Tha latefulnesa ia terrific!™ re-
marked Hurree Jamset Ram 8Singh,
“Even the esteemeod and jdictic Woose
is not ususlly so late ss this.”

“Mare power to his giddy elbow!”
gaid Tom PBrown. “I'm not friglt-

fully keen on heginn{qﬁ d
ﬂg ame here ' sal Peter Todd.
L1 |

“Perhaps one of us ought to cuf

e

= 1.-.."1'-.'1."-
¥ v
T L L Y O

“ Yes, awlul [ ** sald the Owl of the Remove eagerly.
““ Or like that ¢ ** asked Loder, taking another swipe.

155 e ’“im{ﬂ’r
1\ Ff ]
1}'
W,
“Js It anything

and taklng a swipe at the fat figure.
* Whoo-hoooop [ ™

along to his study and remind him,"
said Mark Linley. : i

“Better teke a screwdriver with g::-u
if you do!” remarked Bkinner, with a

rim.

E“A screwdriver ?” asked several sur-
prised voices. " Why, you gss "

Skinner chuckled.

“Well, his study door may be screwed
up. 1 shouldn't wender.”

Harry Wharton frowned.

“You fathead, Bkinner! Have vyou
been larking with the new beaki" he
exclaimed. “We don't want any rows
tq-&a:!_r; with a footer match in the after-
TGO,

“No fear ! said Johnny Bull. “Why,
if we got detentions it might muck up
the Htﬁhﬁliﬁﬂ game! You sss, Skin-
per—"

“Not lltji. my lord 1"
ner, “Too risky for mel”

Beveral fellows lacked at the Bounder,
who was lounging in the passage with
his hands in his pockets and a grin on
his face, R

Eﬂpswm&g a master up in his study was
considered a8 "lark™ 1in the wer
School; but it was the kind of “lark "
that required a lot of nerve.

Only Monsieur Charpentier, the
French master, was sufficiently meek
and mild for such pranks to be played
on him without gerious consequences.

"Look hare, Smithy,” began Whay-
tl;nn,k “if you've been japing the new

OO =

“What are beaks for, except to be
japed 1" asked Smithy. "

“The japefulnese iz not the ]i:cuper
caper on the day of the Highelifio
maichk, my esteemod end absurd
Smithy ¥ eaid Hurree Jamset Ram

Singh.

"%h, I'Elfi- 'IH

* Here comes Loder 12 groaned Frank
Mugent.

Tae Maowsr Lisnany.—No. 1,382,
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lader of the Sixth turned into the
Form-room passage. His eyes gleamed
st the mob of Hemovites.

Leap-frog ceased instantly, .

Loder was striding vup the corridor.
It was severa! days since the wreckin
of his study, and the Remove ha
heard nothing from him on that subject.
lLoder had %ad to toke that **lying
down,” but nobody supposed that he
had f’ﬂrgﬁtten it.

“What are you doing out of vour
Form-room ! he demanded.

“Woose hasn’t come yet, Loder!”

The bully of Greyfrinrs pauwsed. Tf
the Remove master Ji;ml not arrived to
let the Remove into their Form-room,
even Gerald Loder could hardly find
faunlt with them for waiting in ihe pas-
sage, since there was nothing else that
they could do.

THE MAGNET

suspicious glance, and turlrlﬂ!:] away. Ha
disappesrcd in the direction of Masters'
Btudies. .

“He, he, he 1 chuckled Billy Bunter.
“1 wonder what he will say when he
finds Woose screwed int He, he, he !”

“ More trouble I sighed Peter Todd.

“Is anybody here goin’ to tell Waose
that a Remove man did it?” asked the
Bounder sarcastically. :

“He's pretty certein to guess!” said
Tom Redwing. :

“Guessing ist't knowing !” said the
Bounder. “He can't do anythin® 1?

“{i, you asa!” exclaimed Wharton.
“Why can't you let Woose alone? He's
a harmless ass, anyhow 1

“Rats "

The Removites waited, some of them
rather anxious. The foothallers, at
least, did not want a “row ™ on the day
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But now that the noise of the leap-

fropgging was over snother sound, from
a distance, was heard.

Knock, knock !

It came from the direction of Masters’
Btudies, ;

All the juniors knew what it meant.
Some  reckless ass had sercwed up
Wooso's study deor from the outside,
asnd he was knocking to be let ont. And
the Aemovites did not necd telling the
namz of that particular ass |

“What the dickens 1s that?”
elaimed Loder.

No answer.,

“Why isn't Woose here,
Do you know ™

“1 haven't seen him sinee brekker.”

Inock, knock |

Loder gave the juniors a searching,

THE MAGNET LIBEBARY.—No. 1,352
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Wharton ¥

of a football mateh. The Bounder was
one of the leading lights of the Bemove
Eleven, and certainly as keen on Soccer
as any man in the Form; but hs had
rather forgotten all that when he plaved
his trick on the now beak.

They had some time to wait. A
screwed door required a screwdriver to
open it

But there were footsteps at last, and
Mr, Woose, in a rather %austurcd state,
appeared in the passage, accompanied
by Loder of the Sixth.

He was a small gentleman, rather
stout, with gold-rimmed glasses perched
on _his nose, which were alwavys slipping
down to one stde or other, and requiring
constant readjustment. Every two or
three minutes Woose's hand woald hgu
up to his plasses, to set them straight.

Sometimes he would catch his hand

ar hiz sleeve in the cord attached to
them, and jerk them off his nose, and
ejaculate * ness gracious [

Prout had not made & happy selection
i engaging Mr. Woeose to take tho

cmove. He had rather a high-pitched
voice, which the juniors called a squeak,
and he had already heen nickpnamed
the “Sgueaker ¥ in the Form. His
squeaky voice was heard as he came
a mg with Loder.

Y HSorewed up—actually secrewed up,
Loder! I have never had such an
cxperience ! My door—actually
serewe —-="

“Did you see anyone about, sic?"
ashked Loder.

Loder, who had no doubt that the
screwer was a8 Rewovite, was anxious
to know,

“ No—poodess
Alr. Woosoe.

“But perhaps your heard—""

“MNothing 1* said Mr. Woose “The
fact is, 1 was looking for somec books
I required for the ticsmu, and they
wore missing. I cannot account for it
but they were not in their usvual placo
—and I found them at last—actually
under my hearthrog—most  extraordi-
nary ™

" SBome voung rascal must have—-"

gracious—1io I said

“No doubt, no doubtl A trick—
actually a trick—must have been
played! A foolish, practical joke, 1"

squeaked Mr. Woose. *“And when I
cama to leave my study, I found the
door would net open—most extracidi-
rary! I had been knocking for somo
time when you came, Loder! I am
very much obliged to youl My boys
must have been wailing for me all this
time 1

Mr. Woose stunﬁed at the Form-room
door, which he had to unlock to let
the Ferm in.

He felt in one pocket after anetheor
far the key

“Goodness gracious! Where did I
Eul: that key 7" he ejacunlated. I must

ave thae key-—certainly, I must have
the key! Oh, here it is! I must havo
put 1t in thiz pocket, and I certainly
thought I had put it in enother
pocket ! Goodness gracions!”

The door was unlocked ut last, and
the Hemovites marched in, and went to
their places. Loder of the Sixth fol-
lowed them in.  Woose, apparently,
did net suspeet that the fellow who
had sorewed up his door waz a
member of his Form.  Loder, it was
quite clear, did! Woose was not
gan to refer to thoe matiter. Loder
Was :

“Now for trouble!” murmured Boh
Cherry. “You ass, Smithy "

And the trouble started.

ey

THE EIGHTH CHAPTER.
Who Did It ?

ATE as BMr, Woose was, tha
E lesson did not begin Inmmedi-

ately in the Remove-room.

The new master had gone to
Mr. Queleh’s desk, and er, stand-
ing beside him {here, wasz speaking to
him. The Removites ecould not hear
what Loder was saying, but they could
puesa itz purport. f Woose was so
rwld an ass that he was gpoing to let
this episode pass, Loder was not the
man to let him.

AMr. Woose nodded soveral times in
answer to Loder’s remarks, and then
stepped towards his Form and blinked
st them wowlishly through his geld-
rimmed glasses.

“JTohnson ' he squeaked.

There was nobody in the Remove
bearing that ancient and honoured



name, so nabturally there was no
Answer,
" Johnson !

repeated Alr. Woose.
"RKindl

stand up! Yonu are head boy
of the Form, I think, Johngon?""

From which Harry Wharton was
able to pguess that he was the fellow
addressed, though Mr. YWoose had for-
gotten his name. He stood up.

"I am head boy, sir,” he sad; “but
my name 13 ¥ harton.”

“Wharton ! Wharlon ! Oh, wes,
Wharton, certamly!” agreed Mr.
Woose. “I had, for the momnent, for-
gatten  your name, Johnson—that 13,
Wharton! Ne maiter—no matier!
Johnson—I  should =say, Wharton—
some boy screwed up my study door
this morning, caustng me to be late

for elass. Do you know who it was?”
Wharton looked &t him rather
grimly,

A head bov had many datics, and 1t
was one of his duties to help lLis Form-
master carry on in the Form-room.
But finding out, and handing over, the
names of offenders was cortsinly not
one of those duties.

Mr. Woose meant ne harm; it had
not even occurred to hiz flustered mind
that he was practically azking one
Bemova boy to sneoak about another.
The simpla f{act was that he was a
master suited to deal with bovs of nine
of ten in & “prep ™ schosl, but guite
uneuitable to handle the Lower Fourth
Form of Greyfriars.

Wharton enswered tactfully.

“It was not I, sir.”

“Oh, quite so. quite =0, Willizms !
answered Mr. Woose. "I do not ans-
pect for a moment that it was vou.
But as head boy, Willlams-—"

“Mv name is Wharton, sir!” the
captain of the Remove pointed ouk

politely.

“Yes, vos, quite; but that is imma-
terizal! Probably, as head bow, zou
are aware——"

“If 1 knew who it was. sir, I could
not give his name,” said Harry.

“(ome, <come, Anderson; come,
come [ said Mr. Woose. “It is your
duty as head boy to give me assist-
ance ! You must epeak out, Ander-
E-l.'.'ll'l'-l.”

Probably there had been boys named
Johnson, and Williams, ahd Andersen
m the ¢lass Mr. Woose had taken ak
hia last school. Tn the Remove thers
was hardly a fellow whose name he
Lad correctly memorised, so far,

“I've nothing to tell yow, siz!”
Tarry.

“Indeed! 0Oh, in that cazse you may
sit  down, Johnson! Haowever, the
offender, :f in this Form, must cer-
tainly be found! It iz a serious
matter—actually wvery serious! Me
Prout would be very much annoyed if
he Lknew. T was very much znnoyed—
actually very much put out! The box

said

EVERY SATURDAY

who serewed .up my study door must
5"’““‘-!,““9 and confess! At once-—at

“No takers ! murmured Skinner.
Therg was a giggle.
otder, standing a Iittle behind the
new Form-master, gave him a look of
contemmpt that he did not take the
trouble to conceal from the Remaove.
oder had never liked Quelch; bug
he had had to respect him. He felt a
profound scorn for this fecble suecessor
of the Remove master,

“Has no one anvthing to say?”
asked M:. Woose.

Mo one had!

C“Well, well, if the offender was not
in this Form, I am very glad—very
E]nd aitd relieved ! said 3r. Woose.
“I should be wery sorry indeed to
think thiat a bor of my own Form had
plaved such a trick! We will now
proceed with the lesson. We are late
—actually very late™

“Excuse me, sir!” said Loder

eimly,  “This matter ean hardly be
eft where it is.”

“What? What? What did you sar,
Loder 1™

“It is wy duty, sir, to report the
matter to Alr. Prout, and he will cer.
tainly expeet vou to inauire into it.”

“Yes, ves, yes—quite so!” eaid Mr
Woose. “I shall certziniy inq];:ira into
it. as you say. Loder. Perhaps you
can assist me.”

“I shonld gquestion Vernon-Smith,
sir!" said the head prefect, with a
bitter look at 1he Bounder. “He iz a
boy who hes plaved such tricks on the
French master.”

“Yernon-Smithf Is there a hoy of

that mame in my class?’ Mr. Woose
consulted a Form-list on his desk,
“Oh! Yes, certainlyl Vernon-
Smith, kindly stand upg’

The Bounder lounged to his feet.

BMr. Woose gave him an owlish
blink.

“Yernon-Smith! Your name is
Nernon-Emith

“1  belicve a0, sir,” enswered
Smiithy.

“¥ou believa g0 ! Coodness
pracious !  You must surely know

whather vour namo iz Vernon-3mith or
not ¥ ejaculated Mr. Woose.

“The bor is being intentionally
impertinent, sir!” said Loder.

“Is it possible? Varnev-Jones—
-~that is to sav, Varney-Bmith—I warn
vou not to be impertinent. or I shafl
ba angry—very amgry indeed! My
study door waa screwed up—"

_"ﬂ]_?:id you say vou were screwed up,
air? :

“"Ha, ha. hal” yelled the Remove
involuntarily.

“What? What—-"
“Ha, ha, ha !
“Silence! Silence in the class!

There i no occasion far laughter [™

11

squeaked Mr. Woose. “Thizs boy's
styupidity i3 not a laurhing mattep!™
“Isn't WP murmured Skinner! and
the Remoave chuckled.
Vernan-Smith, whatever he was, wasg
most assuredly noi stupid.

“Lrive me your attentiom, Varney-
Smith! I did not sar that I was
serewed up—"'

“Hsa, hz, ha!"

“Bilence! I eaid that my study door
was screwed up | It was screwed up from
ovtside, with quite a large screw!
Did vou  do  this, Verney—I mean,
Varoney—Smith 7

“I know the fellow who did, sir.”

Very good! Then give me
name at once, Varney-Simith 1™

“It's against the rules to give a
fellow away, sir! Nobedy at Grev.
friars i3 allowed to sneak ™

“Loodness gracious! There is cer-
tairly sometlung in what you sav.
Varner-Bmith! 1 should be very sciey
to think that there was an informer in
my class! Very sorry indeed! Tf it
wWas not vou, You may sib down.'

Vernon-Smith sat down.

cAgain the malter would have closed.

hiis

It was obvious to all that r Mr.
:'b"t oofe was anxious to have done with
it But Loder was not the man to

leave it at that.

“The offender must be found, &ic,”
gaid Loder. “3Fr. Prout wonld cer-
teinly inst upon that.”

FOh! Yes! Certainly!™ All Grey-
friars knew that little Mr. Woose was in
awo and dread of the ponderous Prout.
‘I—1 will take further steps! I—I will
guestion the boys! I will question every
ha{ in the class in turn. Hoberts!™

No answeér.

“Btand up, Roberts!”

Nobody stood up.

“I will not be disobeved,” exelaimed
Mr. Woose sharply. “If you do hot
stand. up immediately, Roberts, I shall
cane you.

“There's nobody named Roberts in
the class, sir!"” gaid Harry Wharton.

“ (toodness gracious!”

*“Ha, ha, hal"

“Silence! Perhaps vou will question
the boys, Bhooter—I think sour name
15 shooter—"

“ Loder, s '™

“I meant te say Loder!
guestion the boys.™

“Very well! Stand up again, Ver-
non-Bmith 1" said Loder grimly.

The Bounder stood ﬁ

“I¥d you screw up Mr, Woose's door
this morning "

#A fellow's not bound to incriminate
himself®?' answered the Bounder
sullenly.

“Answer yes or no!" ]

‘Yes or no!™ said Vernon-Smutl,

“Ha, ha, ha !
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“Will  you

Vernon-8mith ¥ )
“Oh, yes; as plainly as you like !V
“Did you screw up Mr. Woose's
deor 1
"No! szaid the Bounder coolly.

Every fellow in the Remove knew it
was an untruth. But the Bounder's
view was that if a beak or a prefect
nsked o fellow to betray himself, he
could expect that, and nothing else. It
was up to the authorities to find out
things for themselves, not to ask fellows
to give themselves away. Certainly
there were few fellows in the Remove
who would have told the lie direct; but
if anything could. have excused 1f, 1t was
Loder's method of investigation.

“"Very welll” said Loder. “That is
a false answer, Vernon-Smith, I've no
doubt about that!”

" Please yourself !

“As I don't expect to glet any truth
in this Form-room, I shall report the
matter to Mr. Prout!?” said Loder, and
he went to the door.

“Really, I—I hardly think it is neces-
gary—" began Mr. Wooze.

Loder scemed fo be deaf.

He left the Form-room without taking
zny further heed of the new master of
the Remove.

“Goodness gracions ! murmured Mr.
Woose.

The lesson began at last—+-half an hour
late

The Remgve expected it to be inter-
rapted by the arrival of Prout! But
Mr, Prout did not come. It was certain
that Loder had reported ta him—and
equally certain that Prout was tho last
man in the world to pass over such a reck-
less prank asserewing up a Form-master’s
door. Something, it was certain, was

answer me plaialy,
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going to happen. But it did not happen
during class; and the Remove went out
for break wondering what the outcome
was going to be.

THE NINTH CHAPTER.
A Enock-Out!

£ SAY, you fellows—"
E “Any news from Prout?”
exelaimed Bob Cherry. .
“Y¥es, rather 1 grinned Bunter.
“ Uncork it ! said Johony Bull

LElle

The Famous Five were punting a
footer, while they waited for the
dinner-bell,  Break and third school
had pazsed without a word from Frout:
and the juniors were really beginmin
to wonder whether the temporary Hea
of  Greyfriars was letting: the matter
drop. They knew that Woose would
hava been glad to let it drop; he hated
trouble with so unruly & Form as the
Remove. But as RBilly Bunter came
rolling out of the House with excite-
ment in his fat face, and gleamming
through hiz big spectacles, the Famous
Five guested at once that the chopper
had come down.

I!I

“It's detention!™ gasped Bunter.
LE]

say——
- "Then they've got Smithy ¥ said Bob,
“Has he owned upi”
“Cateh him!” grinned Buntet.
“Well, they can’t prove he did it, and
he doesn't care much how many lies he
tells 1 grunted Johnny Bull. “I don't

L]

“Is Smithy detained?” exclaimed
Harry Wharton. It was a blow to the
captoin of the Remove if he lost bis
best winger that afterncon.

“0Of ecourse he is, with the rest!™ said
Bunter.
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“The repeated  Wharton
blankly.

*“1 =ay, you fellows, my opinion is
that Smithy cught to own up! I've said
es much te him, too; but—would you
believe it—he kicked me!” said Billy
Bunter. " Kicked me jolly hard! The
beast! I ean jolly well tell you that I
don’t see being detained because that
ass Smithy serowed that idiot Woose up
in hiz silly study——"

“How could you be detained for what
Smithy did, you aze?" asked Nupent.

“Oh, really, Nugent! I'm a Hemove
man, ain't I—and all the Remove's de-
tained this afternoon——"

“What? rogred Wharton.

“Don’t yell at a fellow, old chap!
You make me jump!” =aid Bunter
peevishly, "I say, wou fellows, I was
going over to ClL¥ House to see my
sister Bessie this afterncon-—she's got a
hamper from Aunt Beleucia—I mean, I
haven't secen her for a long time, and a
fellow ought to sea how hia sister’s
getting on at school, and——" )

“How do you know Prout's detsined
all the Remove ?” howled Bob.

“EBh! It's on the board in Prout's
fist! I call it rotten, vou know, when
Bessie has got an aunt from our cake—I
mean & cake from our aunt—I say, you
fellows——"

But the fpllows were not listening, to
Billy Bunter now. They werc running
for the House. :

“Seen Prout's latest 1" yelled Wibley,
as they came in,

:: Is it Fm&ﬁz

uite 1™ =al
e T

rest T

asped Wharton.,
nty Newland, “All

orI— .

“Through that gcat Smithy!” said
Hazeldene, .

“No footer to-day 1" groaned Squiff,

“The old ass!™ said Russell

“The blithering old baodersnateh !
gaid Ogilvy.

The Famons Five ran to the board!
Thera it was, in the well-known * fist”
of Mr. Prout!

It was =& brief, but overwhelming
announcement that the Remove wera
detained until five o'clock, and signed
by Prout as headmaster.

Mo reason was given; but the juniors,
of course, did not need telling the
reason, It was punishment for the
serewing up of Mr. Woose's door.

Harry Wharton stared blankly at the
notice.

Prout, probably, was unaware of foot-
ball fixtures in the Hemove. Loder
wag very well aware of them.

This was Loder's retaliation for the
wreeking of his study! The Higheliffe
match that afterncon was to be washed
gut. i .

(hwing to the motor accident in which
Wingate and other scnior footballers
had ’f)een injured, the senior match with
Highcliffc had been postponed. Now
the junior match was to follow sut.

Wharton clenched his fists,

“Wea'ra not standing this!"” he mut-
tered. )

The dinner-bell began to ring. There
was a move to Hall; the Removites hotly
discussing Frout's comn as they
went.

Loder of the Sizth, st the high tabls
where the prefects sat, glanced at tho
Remove with o smila on his face.

Loder, at lcast, was enjoying the
situation. ;

Many of the Removites gave tha
Boundor expressive looks. Smithy's
face was rather sullen and obstinate,

He had played a thoughtless trick—
quite undeserved on the part of the
victim., Mr. Woose might ba an ass,
and doubtless was; but he was a harm-
less ass; end a rag on him was quife
uncalled for. 8till, Smithy could



“ You young villains ! ** shrieked Loder, as he was bent over, and Vernon-Smith swished the cane.

howled Loder.

certainly never have foreseen this over-
whelming result.
tha

After dinner captain of the
Remove joined him ab once, when the
Juniors came out of the House.

“That tears if, Bmithy!” he said
curtly. *You'll have to go to Prout and
own up now."”

“Shall Ig»
unpleasantly. :

“There's nothing else for it now!”
said Ilarvy sharply. *1 suppose you're
not going to leave us all in the soup.”

“I'm not goin’ to be flogged.”

“We'vo got to play Higheliffe—"

“Do you think Prout will let me off
detention if I own up that I screwed up
the Squesker's deor?’ snecred Vernon-
Smith.,

“Not likely; I shall bave to put
another man in your place.”

satd the Bounder

“ Better ?Dstpmm the match.”

“What %’ :

“You can't beat Highcliffa without
me, and you know it!™ said the

Bounder doolly.

Wharton breathed hard.

“We'll try, at any rate !” he said. I
won't tell you what sort of s conceited
ass I think you. It's a waste of breath.
Will you go to Prout and own up, and
get I:he rest of the IFForm off ¥

L1 TDIIF

With that direct answer the Bounder
walked away. )

Harry Wharton was left staring after
him, red with anger.

It was trup—and Wharton freecly ad-
mitted it—that Smithy was cne of the
most walueble men 1n the Removae
eleven; the man he would have been
least willing to leave out, if he could
have helped it. But he 'was not, as he
seerned to fancy, the only pebble on the
beach. Bemove Soccer was by no means
& one-man game. y

Bmithy's view that it was useless to
play Highelife without his aid was

EVERY SATURDAY

they—they’re caning him ! **

intensely exasperating to the captain
of the Hemove.

What he had better do was, for the
moment, a puzzle to Wharlon. He was
thinking over it when the portly figure
of Mr. Prout emerged from the House
and sailed off towards the gates, like
s Spanish galleon.

Prout was going out |

Evidently, there was no time to be
lost if that order of detention was to be
rﬁ%mded in time to get across to High-
cliffe.

Wharton cut after Prout, and overtook
him half-way to the gates.

“Excuse me, sir!” he gasped,

Prout halted, and glanced at him a
little severelv.

“What is it, Whartoen 7" he azked. " If
you wish to .sgea.k te ma you should
come to my study, when I am at leisure.
You should not stop me when I am
going out to keep an appointment.
However, you may speak. What 1s it 7"

“We're playing football at Highcliffe
thiz afterncon, sir—"

Prout stared.

“1 fail to understand you, Wharton !
You must have seen my notice on the
hoard. Have you sean it?”

“¥Yes, sir, ut—"

“Then I fail to understand you, You
certzinly are not playing football at
Highcliffe, or anywhere else, when you
are under detention!” snapped Prout
irritably.

“I mean, sir, I—I mean we've got a
fixture with Highcliffo School fo-day,
and it's too late to scratch, and—and
we've a right to ask you, sir, why the
whole Form is detained for nothing,”
exclaimed Wharton.

“If your are not aware why you are
detained, Wharton, 1 will assuredly
enlighten you,” said Mr. Prout. “ Your
Form-master’s stud
up on the outsida thiz morning—"

“Yes, but—"

door was screwed
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Whack I “*Ow!l™

“Wow [* **Ob, gad ! ™ gasped Walker of the Sixth, peering in through the window. **I—I say, Carns,

“Mr. Woose was fastened in his study.
A preat deal of time was lost. It was
an act of the greatest disrespect to a
member of mv staff—a new. .mer in our
midst, If you do not condemn this
action, Wharton, you are unfit to be
head boy of your Vorm."

. "“But the Form had nothing to do wilk
it, sic ¥

“My head prefect i3 of opinion that
the culprit is perfectly well known to
the whole Form,” said Mr. Prout. 1
have no doubt that it was & concerted
actiomn.”

" Nothing of the kind, sic. T never
knew, for one.”

“* Possibly—possibly ¥ conceded Mr.
Prout. “But I have no doubt that you
know whe was concerned in it, Whar-
ton. I will not have this disorder in
the school In which I am the Head!
I will not allow one Form to set an
E:-:nmfﬂc: of rictous recklessness to all the
school. I repeat, I will not allow it!
If only one boy was responsible for this
reckless prank——"

“That is the ecase, sir!”

“That boy.,” said Prout, "lhas had
ample time to confess. My notice has
been on the board more than an hour.
Iie has not chosen to do so. "The whole
Torm is detained, in consequence. How-
ever, 1 am verv unwilling to disappoint
boys of a football match. If you can
give mo the offender’s name I will seo
what can be done.”

“T can't give a fellow’s name. sicl”

FProut looked at his watch., Although
he rather fancied himszelf in the role of
s stern, unbending headmaster, ho was
at heart quite a genial and good-natured
man.

“1 have no time to lose,” he said. "1
have a troin to ecateh, Wharton. I
shall be absent this afterncon. You may
“T:} and speak to the boy in gquestion—

have no doubt vou are aware of his

(Continwsd on page 16.)
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{L’;:-n.[inuﬂi from page 13)

identity—and tell him to come to me.
I will remain at Gosling’s lodge for &
tew minules, Lo give you an appor-
tunity.”

“0Oh, thank you, sir!” gasped Whar-
ton. “That's really gmfof you, sir|
I'll cut off and find him at once.”

Frout waved a plump hand,

“Dho 50 [ he said.

And lie rolled onn towards ihe pgates,
wiere he stopped, to bestow the honour
and pleasure of his conversation on
Losling, the ancient porter, for a few
minutes, while Harry Wharion, in
breathless haste, rushed away in search
of the Bounder.

THE TENTH CHAPTER.
Nothing Doing !

s oz~ MITHY 1
s “Give a fellow a rest '™
“ Prout——"

* Bother Prout!"

" Ie's waitin e

“"Let him wait!™

“Don't ba an ass, Smithy ' said Tom
Redwing, *“If Prout's sent for you——"

“He hasn't, unless some sneakin’
rotter lias piven me away!” said
Vernon-3mith. “Has he sent for me,
Wharton ™

& HD; hl.l.f 11

"Then give me & rest.”

It had taken Wharton several minutes
to find the Bounder, and ha was on
tenterhooks. Prout hed said that he
would wait at Gosling’s lodge for o fow
minutes—which had already elapsed!
There was not a second to lose when tho
captain of the Remove ran the Bounder
down at last, waelking under the elms
with his chum, Redwing,

“ Listen to me, will vou?"” said Harry
between his teeth. *“I've spoken to

Prout—"
* Mentionin® @ me?  sgnecred  the
Bounder,
“No, you fool! Will you listen?

Prout’s waiting at Gosling’s lodge, and
there's time to cateh bhim. If you go
to him and own up, the rest of the Form
will be let off detention. He's only
bagped the lot becsuse he can’t find the
man e wants. It's up to yvou, and you
konow it 1"
“I don't see it.™

“Smithy——"  muttered Redwing
pnxionsly.
*Oh, don't barge inl!” said the

EBounder rodely. * You can go and ask
for a ﬂgggiug if vou like. I'm not keen
Orn Ona.

“We'va gobt to play Iigheliffe I?
roarcd Wharton.

“What's the good, when you're cer-
tain to bo licked? You can pget
Courtenay on the phone and put the
rame off. Ye've got an open date next
weel,”

“Yon coneeited ass! Do von think
we've leaving a mateh over becauze ona
man can't play "

“¥es, if he's the pick of the bunch,”
gaid ithe Bounder, coolly. “I'mi keen to
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'?lay Highcliffie; and next Wednesday

H

can iisla:r, and—'

“Will vou go to Prout?"

“ Na, I won't!" .

“¥ou rotter ¥ roared Wharton, his
anger breaking out unchecked. “You've
got a football match mucked up, with
vour rotten, mad tricks, and now ¥you
won't do the decent thing, that even
a chap like Bunter would do.”

The Bounder shrugged his shoulders.

He was nob afraid of a flogging, if
it came to that—though, ccrtainly, he
did not want ona. Bub he did believe
that he was indispensable to the side,
and he hated the idea of the match
bei played with himself left out,
as 1f he did not matter. In lis
opinion, the best step to take was to
postpone: the match, as the first eleven
mateh with Higheliffe had been post-

poned. :
That, of course, was not for him to
decide—a trifle which the arrogant

Bounder rather overlooled,

“Provt may be pgone by now”
panted Wharton. *“Ha said he would
wait a few minutes. But he's got s
train to catch. Will you cut off and
E[JEE_L‘]; to him at once, Smithy "

Mo ¥

*“h, vou rotier ! panted the captain
of the Remove. “I've a jolly good
mind to go to Prout and tell him
myvself.™

“{o and sneak to Prout—or to Loder,
if vou like!” said the Bounder scorn-
fu]ﬂ-’. “¥You'll have to prove what you
say.”

“1 know you don’t mind how many
lies vou tell. Will you be a decent chap
for once, and go and tell Prout?”

CFHE-J‘J

“Then take that, vou rotler 1" roared
Wharton, and he dashed his fist full
in the Bounder’s face, zending hls spin-
ning.

Herbert Vernon-Smith gave a vall as
he went down on his back. Harry
Wharton did not give hin another
glance,

He ran back to the gates in the hope
of finding Prout still there, and making
another appeal to him.

But Prout was gone.

Ha had waited move then the few
minutes he had promised Wharton.
Probably he would have stayed longer,
talking to Cosling, for his own volce
was musie in Prout’s portly ears, but
for the fact that he had a train to
catch. Trains, like tide and time, waib
for no man. Prout had started.

“Prout gone!” gasped Wharlon, as
he came panting wp to Gosling's lodge.

“Two ot three minutes,” answered
Gosling.

Wharton ran to the gate and stared
into the road. Prout's pace was always
slow and stately, and an active Junior
could have overtaken him on the road
if he had not too long a start.

Far in the distance, Wharton spolted
a portly form, rolling majestically on
towards Courtfield.

Ile was gbout to cut out of gates
when Gosling’s hand fell on his shoulder
and jerked.him back.

He stared round in surprise.

“What the thump—— Lot go!” he
sngppad angtily. *“What are you up
to ¥

“Which wou'ra detained this sfter-
noon, end can't go out of gates, Maoster
Wharton, and well you knows it 1" said
Gosling severely. *“You're not going
hout ; you're going hin I

“I've got to speak to Mr. Prout—"

“And wou ecouldn't speak to him
hefora he started t* aske Gmlilﬁ EAT-
castically. “Tou go in, aster
Eli?rtnn. and don't you try to pull my

E 4

“Let go, vou old ass ™

Wharton wrenched at his shoulder,
but William Cosling Leld on tight, ¢
was Gosling's duty to eeo that fellows
undor detention did not go%ut at the
getes, and Gosling rather found a
pleasure 1n performung that duty. His
horny hand fastened oo Wharton's
shoulder like a vive.

“Now, then, what's this?® Loder of
the Sixth came up. No doubt Loder
was leeping an eye on the gates.
“Wharton, go in at once! How dare
vou go out of gales when vou're under
detention? You will take & hundred
lineg 1™

“I've got to speak to Mr. Prout T

"You've got to go to the IHouse!™
said Loder. “And if you don't walk
there at onee, T'll help you I”

He grasped Wharton's other shoulder
and whirled him in. With & swing of
his arm, he started the junior towards
the House.

“"Sea that none of the Remove get
out, Gosling 1" he saud.

“¥essir ' sald Gosling.

Loder followed Harry Wharton into
the quad. There was a cheory grin on
Loder's face. Ile was getting " his own
back * now for that tremendous raggiog
in” his study a few davs ago, for which
he had not dared to call the raggers
to account. Loder had had to save up
his wrath, but, like wine, it improved
with keeping!

“Gro to the House, Wharten | Go into
the Formi-room, and wait there till the
others come in ™ he said. "1 can’t trust
you ouf of the House I

With feelings too deep to have been
expressed in words, the captain of the
Remove went into the House.

It was not time yet for the Remove's
detention to begin, but it certainly was
within & prefect’s powers to order into
the House 2 junior whom he had caught
in the act of attempting to break deten-
tion.

Wharton sat down at his desk in the
Remove-raom.

Loder stood in the doorway, smiling.

This was groing to be Gerald Loder's
happy afternoon. There was a senior
practice booked for that afternoon,
which Loder, as captain of the school
and head of the dgames, certainly ought
to have attended. But Loder was not
keen on footer, and he was very keen
on making the Remove suffer for their
sing. He was devoting his afterncon to
that hapless Fornin. The less the
Hemove enjoyed it, the more the bully
of Greyfriars was likely to do so.

“¥ou know wo've got a mateh on this
afternoon, Loder?” said Harry, after a
long pause, and speaking as civilly as

ho could.
“%‘a’hnt de I know sbout your fag
games ?** yawned Loder. .
“Well, that's how it iz; and if wae
can't Fla:r'. we must let them know at

Higheliffe. Will you let me go to a
tl!!f-:'ihﬁl’lﬁ?"
“Any more excuses for dodging

away 7"’ grinned Loder. “You're stay-
g 1n this Form-room, and I'm seeing
that you deo *
“I've got to let Courtenay know—m-=>"
“Fou've got to sit where you are and
hold your tongue, if you don't want a
cane laid round vou !” sa1d Loder cheor-

fully.

Wharion sat whoerc he was, breathing
hard. At the moment he was less angr
with Loder than with the Bounder. It
was only to be expected that his old
enemy would make the most of the
chance that had come his way; but the
obstinate and arrogant Bounder had let
the whole Form down with his obsti-
nacy and arrogance. 1t was some sabis-
faction to Wharton to remember at that



moment the punch he had administered
t? Herbert Vernon-Bmith under the
elmas.

There was a tramp of feet in_the
age, and the Remove came trailing
into the Form-room.

It was the hour of detention, and Mr.
Woose was shepherding his Form in.
The Pounder came in, scowling, His
nose, like Marian’s 1 the ballad, was
red and raw. He gave Wharten a black
look as he went to his place.

“Robertson 1 called out Mr. Woose.

“That is to say, dJohnson—I mean,
Wharton! T am speaking to you as
head boy. T trust there will be no dis-

order in this detention class during my
absence this afternoon. Loder has very
kindly undertaken to take charge of the
class, and I trust that you will treat him
with the same respect and attention that
you would show to myself.”

L o
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WATCHING THE MASTERS [

T ig never ony gurprise to me, when in

I my -bag I come across a question

in gtrain. * Would you advise

the watching of firat-class players as

& menns of improving my own game 1"

I have one uestion this week from

a boy reader at Wolverhampton. As a

metter of fact, the question is not such an

engy ona to angwer as it would appear on
the surlace.

I am quite convinced, for instance, that
the young player with the *nlghtr type of
ming can learn gquite a lot by watching
the masters at play, and afterwards by
trying to do the thiogs he has seen them
do, Obviously, the players who have had
experience in the game and been through
the mill, should have a better idea of how
things ere dene than the players who sre
young io years and experience. On the
other hand; there are certnin things which
are done by the masters which, i
attempted by young players, would only
end in failure.

The way to learn this game of football,
in my view, and a0 far a3 the watching of
the masters of the art are concerned, is to
pick up poiots, and apply the knowledge
thua gained within the limits of ong’s cwn
capacity. I am quite sure, by way of
example, that for boy plavera to try to
emulate the tricks of Alex. Jemes would
not do either theroselves or their teams
any good. Most of the tricks are beyond
the young playors.

Whaot the lod who has an oppor-
tunity of woatching o player Hke
Alex. James can do, kowever, {5 to
study his ways concerning position
plof. Again, I think it is helpful
for boy ploycrs fo see gendor leama
in order to siudy their tegme-rwork,
and because of this I om pleased lo
learn that zo many clubs are now
oa oul the idea of hoving o
“ pen ' af their grounds, res
exclugively for the use of bay
spectators.

Idsas can be picked up in the general
penge, and I don't see the slightest reason

R QureFooler,
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" Just about
Peter Todd.

“"Th—what? Did someone speak ?

ilence |

“I have provided a Latin paper
which will keep you occupied till five
o'clock,” added hﬁr Woose, “You may
serve out the papers, Johnson—1 mean,
Wharton | Loder, I lcave my FForm in
vour hands [*

Mr. Woose left the Form-room, leav-
ing the detained Form with Loder of
the Sixth.

as much ! murmured

THE ELEVENTH CHAPTER.
Loder Begs for It!
ik H lor' ! grunted Billy Bunter,
O The fat Owl groaned over
his Latin paper.

Bunter's fat thoughts were
dwelling on the hamper that his sister

17

Bessio had reecived at Chiff louse
School, in which there was & cake made
by the fair hands of Aunt Beleucia.

Bessie Bunter, in a rather unusual
burst of generous hospitality, had in-
vited her two brothers at Greyfriars to
come over that afterncon and help dis-
pose of the cake.

Sammy Bunter of the Second Form

had gone. Billy Bunter of the Remove
was under dismal detention, and
couldn't go.

No doubt Sammy, once on the spot,
would be able to dispose of Billy's share
for him, The cake would certainly not
remain uneaten. But that was no com-
fort to William George Bunter.

He groaned in bitterness of spirit.

Harry Wharton & Co. were feelin
even more chagrined and exasperate
than Billy Bunter. Certainly they were

(Continged on next page.)
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why & team of lads should not try to copy
tha methods of the first-class teams.
Those mothods are built on experience,
and are the outcome of many experiments,

I know that thers are meanagers who
believe that even firat-class players can
learn s:r:-m&thin?. . )
watching matches instead of playing in
them. DIir. I‘-Iilmhnhii, tho Sthi&hr Toter-
national player, did nok Ys}a}r in the
Arsenal first team immediately he arrived
at Highbury. He was given gamesa with
the reserve gide in order to get experience
of the ways of English players. After
that, ha was taken to Arsenal's first-team
matches in order to watch his new team-
mates doing their job on the ficld. 8o you
gee, even the manager of Arsonal ia of
opinion that a player can learn things,
especially in regard to team tactics, by
watehing.

HEADING PLAYS A PART!

HE samea idea has been carried out

E by Manager Clem Stephenson at
Huddersfield with  beneficial
results. When he gets a promising

oung player, he takes him to watch the
st tcam matches for a hit, and encourages

the youn E]nyg:r to make notea of the
things which strike him about the play of
ihe team.

There is one football ¢lub with which 1
am acqueinted whose manager alwavs
uges the twelfth man in that way. The
twelfth man is given o seat in the stand
nt each game, and thia twelfth mon s
expectad to give hia viewsa of the play at
the following weekly conference held by
the playera of the eide. In a word, one
can always be learning, though 1 some-
times f&eimthnt. it is very necessary that
wo should learn how to watech.

Before o foothaller can consider
himeelf fully gualified, in the all-
vounid sense, he must, unless he
happens Lo be a goalkeeper, be nore
or less proficient in the arl of
heoding the bLall. Although the
gante ia called football, heading

plays a big part in il.

from time to timeo, by |

A very fine player of other doys—James
Seed—who is now the manager of Charlton
Athletie, tells me that whenever he geo
to look et s potential player for his team
he watches, very closely, how that player
heads the ball. I must say that 1 don’s
think heading iz a Arat essential, because
control of the ball with the feet is much
more important than ability to head the
ball,  All the same, heading has its placo
in football,

The real reason why 8¢ few young
players head the hall properly is that they
cloze their eyes just before the ball comea
in contact with the head.

The uadvice I would give fo o
Piymouth reader wcho i worried

about his inability to head the ball

accurately is this: get bdo the

habit of keeping the eyes open vight
up to the actual moment of contact.

It iz the most nofurcl thing in the

world fo close the eyes, but the

templation to do this muest be
vesisted.
PITCHES VARY IN SIZE!

HEARD not long ago that Len Oliver,

E tha well-known 'f-‘u!hmn half-back,
had recently headed the ball 166
timea without letting it touch the

ground once. He would nevor be required
to do this sort of thing in an actual mateh,
of course, but the practice is sure to be of
use to Oliver all the same.

Another of my readers, who has the
ood luck to be able to wvisit various
ootball grounds, says that it strikes him
that the pitches, even of the first.class

clubs, vary in aize. I may eay, first of all,

that there is nothing wrong with the eye.
gight of this reader.

The first-class foothall pilches do
cvory in size. The rules of the gomne
allow guite a big margin belween
the marimum  aomnd  mindoen
length anmd breadth of o football
prifch.

Thia difference affecte the play of the
teams, of course. Those aides which are
accustomed to play on a wide pitch feel
themselves all cramped up when they have
to play on a narrower pitch. The officiala
of %uﬁnn ‘Wanderers had noticed this to

such an extent, since the team dropped
into the Second Division, that they hed
their own pitch narrowed during the
SurnTher, 'F]lﬂ idea wea, of course, that
their playera would not feel so strange
when playing nway from bome on smaller

itches. T con't say that this reduction
i the piteh ot Burnden Park is responsible
for the good show which Bolton Wanderers
have maede this season. But the fact

rermaina.
“LINESMAN."
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not thinking of c¢akes. They were
thinking of tha leotball match at High-
cliffe School.

They had not even heen.zhle to let
iHighcliffe know that the mateh was off.
Courtenay amd the Caterpillar and the
rest would be expecting them, and they
wel'e not coming.

Loder had a%rea.d_j refused Wharton
leave to phone, and it was no use asking
him again. But that mattér could not
remain where it was. Highaliffe had io
be told somchow—if the match really
was off. But there was no need to wash
out the fixture if the Bounder did the
right thing. As the Removites sat at
their desks they gave little attention to
their Latin papers, so kindly and
thoughtfolly provided by Mr. Woose.
Lvery fellow in the Form who was in-
terested in football looked round inces-
santly at Herbert Vernon-Smith.

The Bpunder's face waa dark and
enllen.

He liked ts be popular in his Form,
and his prowess at games achieved a
certain popularity for him. He had
rather fancied that most of the fellows
would agree that it was better to post-

one the match as he would have ta

o left ont of it. He discovered ‘tjmt
he had that opinion, however, entirely
to himself. Even his best chum, Red-
wing, had spoken fo hin very plamnly

His reckless prank on Mr. Woose had
landed the whole Form in the “soup.”
It was up to hun to own up and get
them out of it.

Smithy realised that very cleaviv:
and if he had not, the cxpressive looks
of the Removites would have made it
clear enough £o him.

But his nature was obstinate, and a
punch on the nose had not had an
ameliorating efcct on his temper. It
was only very slowly that the Bounder
made up hizg mind to do what the whels
Form expected of him.

His mind, however, was made up at
Jast. It was a bitter pill to swallow—a
flogging for himsu]? and continued
detention, while the other fellows went.
to play the match in which he was con-
vinced that he was needed more than
any olher. But Smithy was a sportsman
at heart, and be got that bitter pill
down at last.

The Remove had been in the Form-
room nearly half an hour when the
Boundor rose to hiz feet.

or was _}'ﬂ"ﬂ'ﬂlﬂg.

He found a malicious pleasure in
'idirﬂhing * the fellows he disliked over
their foothall match, and in keeping an
cye on them to see that they did not
clear off. DBut it was rather a baore, all
the same, and, as a matter of taste, he
would have preferred s game of banker
in_bis study with Carne and Walker,
with cigarettes going. Nobody had
given any offence, so far, to give him
an exense for handling the ashplant,
which would have becn & relief to the
monolony,

o ke was relieved when the Bounder
siood up. If some of the scapegrace’s
check was coming, Loder was prepared
ta weleome it, and handle the ashplant.
In fact, if he had not been furnished
with an exense, it was probable that he
would soon have inventod one.

“8it down at once, Vernon-Smith!”
he rapped out, in his most bullying
tone,

“I've zomethin® to tell you, Loder.™

“Don't talk in detention! Bit
down [

“It was I who serewed up Woose's
door,” said tho Bounder, unheedmg.

Lioder siaved at him.

He had had very little doubt that it
was the Bounder who had played that
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trick on the new Form-master, but cer-
tainly he had not expectéd Smithy to
stand up and tell him so,

“GFood old Smithy!” murmured Bob
Cherry.

Harry Wharton's face Lrightened.

There was still time to gét over to
Hif‘h-:liffe for 1he mateh if the Bounder
did the right thing. INow he was doing
it

“You serewed up Woose's door, did

you?” .'a.,l}apped Lodar.
B,

“I shall report vour confession to the
Head " said Toder. ® Now you can
shut up and :it down ™

Bmithy sat down again.

There was a murmur of applause in
tha Remove. Smithy, after all, was &
sportsman. Ie had dome the right
thing. He had left 1t late, but he had
done it!

And, though everr fellow expected it
aof him, it was not exactly a Light matter

to own up. TUndoubledly it meant & Re

Hogging from Prout,

Loder =zat down azain at BMMr.
Queleh’s- desk, and took up a novel he
had brought with him to kill time.

The juniors looked at him.

They had expected Loder to take
morea 1}-&&-:1 than this of the Bounder's
confession.  Apparently he was drop-
ing the mafter where it was, and

etention was going on,

That was hardly good enough for the
Bemove! Ilarry Wharton wailted a
couple of minutes to give Loder &
chance to speak, and as he digd not do
g0, he rozo to lus feet,

der’s eve was on him at once,

51t down, Wharton !

“Are vou digmissing us now, Loder ™
asked the captain of the Bemove, in as
respectiul & tone as he could force him-

selt to use.

“What do von mean? No! it
down! ¥Yon know that vou're under
detention till five o'clock!™ answered
Loder.

“That was becanse—-=""

*“Sit down 1™

Wharton did not sit down. He stood

where ho was, His cyes were beginning
to gleam.

very fellow had supposed that the
culprit’s confeszion would “work the
oracle,” o to speak. Loder'a view
seemed to be that it made no difference
to the fact of the detention,

“We're detained, Loder, because it
was not known whe had serewed up
Woose's study door,” said Wharton,
“MNow Smithy's owned up, Frout would
dismiss the Form if le were here.”

“Ile’s not hers ! sneered Loder.

*“Bo would Woose, if he were here.”

“But he 1sn't!” grinned Loder.

“Is detention to go on, then?" askod
Harry, 5upf.}r|:ssin hiz anger.

“Certainly it 55% I have Mr. Prout's
instructions to keep vou in defenfion till
five o'clock. I shall carry them out.”

“I spoke to Mr. Prout before he went
out. Ile =zaid that if the fellow who
screwed up Woose's door camo to him
and owned up, he wonld wazh ont the
detention. ™

TAnd did the feliow " snecered Loder,

“No; but he has owned up to you,
which .amounts to the same thing.”

“Not at all ! Keep vour places !” said
Loder eoolly, ' Detention is till five
o’clock ! Bilenee in the clase !

The Bemovites stared at the bully of
the Sixth. That it came. lo the same
thing whether the culprit owned uwp to
Prout, or to Proui’s IE:&E] prefect, was
abvious, '

Frout had detained the whole Form
hecause the culprit could net be found.
Having found him, Prout certainly
would have dizmissed the Worm had he
been prescnot,

That did not suit Loder.

Ha preferred to abide by the letter,
instemf of the spirit, of his instructions
from Prout.

Prout certainly had told him that the
Remove were under detention till Gve

o'clock. That was good enough for
Loder.

Harry Wharton stood looking at him,
his hands clenched. Loder's pglance
rested on him mockingly.

“I've told you to it down,
Wharton ™

“ You can tell ma " snapped Harry,

“Very well! That's disobadicnce!”

Loder picked up his cane and stepped
away from Mr. Quelch’s desk. *Stand

out, Wharton, and bend over that
form.”

Wharton, angry as he was, almost
Taughed. Loder's new powers had
rather got into his head. It had not
occurred to him vet, apparently. that
even the worm will turn, and the
ernove were hardly worms. He was
still under the happy tmpression that he
Was going to “pet away ' with this |

Ha swished the cane,

“Do you hear me, Wharton 7"

“1 hear you, you bullying rotter!™
answered the captain of thse Bemove
contemptuously.

“What?" roared Lader.

Harty Wharton looked over
Form.

“You men,” he said, “that rolien
bully wants to keep us in here so that
we can't play footer at Higheliffe. Are

the

wa going to stand it ?”

“No ! roared Bob Cherry.

* Hardly 1*

The Bounder jum‘fed up. Ilis eyes
were glittering. ‘his was SBmithy's
chance to break out. Had Loder played
the game, the footballers w-c-u]dp have

one off to Highcliffe, leaving Smithy
in detention. Bmithy was only too glad
of a tremendous shindy, which wauld

ive him a chance of going over to

igheliffe with the team, after all!

“Collar the cad!™ he yelled. “TUp
the storm troops!™

“Down with Loder ! shouted Squiff.

“Bag the rotter!” growled Johnny
Bull,

“Keep your placez!” roared Loder.
“I'll cane the first fellow that steps
out—I'll—— Oh, my hat! Yarooooh 1"

An inkpot landed on Loder's nose!
He staggered back, with a fearful yell,
streaming with ink. As he staggered, a
Latin dictienary canght him on the ear,
and he went to the floor,

And as he landed there, epluttering,
the Greyfriars Storm Troops poured out

of their places, and swarmed over the
bully of Greyfriars like s tidal wave.

THE TWELFTH CHAPTER.
Rebellion in the Remove !

6 ANDS off 1" ghricked Loder.
H “Dag the bully I
“(rrab him *
“{iot him !

Loder struzpled frantically. His cana
was torn away, and he mi'lml over iu
the grasp of innumerable hands,

Vernon-Smith ran guickly to the.door
and locked it. Interraption  was un-
likely on a half-holiday, with nearly
everybody out of the [Euusﬂ. But iho
Bounder took no chances,

Locked in the Form-room with the
detained Remove, thera was no halp for
Loder of the Sixth.

A few minutes azo he had been as are
having authority, saving, “Do this!"
and he doeth it. Ihow there did not
seem much of iz authority left,

He rolled and roared and raged,
hustled and bustled by the juniers,
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“ We've got a fixture with Higheliffe School to-day, Mr. Prount,'” said Wharton, * and it’s foo late to scraleh, and—and

we've a right fo ask you, sir, why the whole Form is detained, for nothing."
Wharton, I will assuredly enlighten you !'’ said Mr. Frout.

hardly knowing whether he was on his
head or his heels.
“3it on him 17
“Iin hun down
“Urrrggh ! gurgled the hapless bully
of tha Sixth, “You'll be Hogged for
this—zacked—do you hear t—oxpelled !
It was quite possible that Loder was

[2n

right. Lxcited as they were, the Grey-
friara Storm  Troops knew what a
serious step they were taking in hand-

ling the head prefect of the school. DBut
LC-SEI‘ hed gono too far, and rebellion
had broken out, and that was that!

Skinner and Snoop, Billy Bunter and
Fisher T, Fish remained in their places.
But they were the only fellows who did.
Not only the footballers, but the rest of
the Form, joined in piling on Loder.

“Roll him emong the {forms!™
ghouted Harry Wharton., “Get some
dusters, some of you fellows!”

Loder, strupgling and kicking, was
rolled among Lﬁa forms. There ia WaS
stretechied on his back, and his wrists
and ankles tied to the legs of the
forms round him.

Spreadeagled in that position Loder
could only wriggle and glare and roar.
But a stop was soon put to his roaring.

The Bounder crammed & folded
duster into hiz mouth.

“Wa don't want all Greyfriars here™
he remarked.

“Gurrggh 1 came  faintly  from
Loder, mugh the duster,

ﬂ]i:_:—'IIg,r ha, h&t!:-' d Bob Ch

“Dh, m at ! as BTTY,
“ Leavin ji’lim lihegthﬂ Wharton " ¥

“MNo choice in the matter,” answered
Harry. “Wo're going over to High-

oliffe to play footer, and we can’™ have
tha cad ﬁarging‘ after us, kicking up a
row thera, with the game on.”

“No fear!” pgrinned Nugent.

outside this morning ! **

“We've got to leave hin szafe,” said
tha captain of the Remove. * Prout and
Woosg are both gone out, =o he will be
safe here=-like that”

“Bafe as houses,” chuckled Bob.

“Tha safcfulness will be
posterons I

“Ha, ha, ha!™

The Iemovites roared with laughter
at the bare idea of Loder remaining on
kiz own 1n the Form-room, sproad-
cagled, all the whila they were playing
the Higheliffe match.

der wriggled and gurgled frantie-
ally. ‘That prospect, so entcrtaining to
tlliia juntors, did not entertain Loder at
8

pra-

Nobody was likely to come to the
Form-room. XNohedy had any business
there on a half-heliday.

Prout or Woase, f they came at all,
would not come till five, when the de-
tention was up. By that time the
Higheliffe match would eortainly be
i:nfEr, and the [ootballers on their way
oM.

Harry Wharton bent over the
wriggling bully, and examined the
knotted  dusters with  great  care.

Loder's eyes gleamed the rage and
threats he could not speak.

Wharlon was making assurance
doubly sure that he was safe. It would
ba o sorry end to the affair to have
thoe Higheliffe game inierrupted by

der, perhaps backed up by 2 force
of other prefects. The captain of the
Remove did not intend to risk that.

Having tightened the knots of the
dusters he examined the gag in Loader’s
mouth, and_ fastened it more securely
thero with Loder’s pocket handkerchief
torn 1n strips.

Then he was done with Loder. He

“ H you are not aware why you are detaned,
“ Your Form-master's study door was screwed up op the

turned his back on him, and tock no
mora heed of his existence.
said the
“The sconer the better 1™

“Let's get out of this!”
Bounder.
“You coming, Smithy ?” asked Squiff.
“"¥ou bet! We're all in this now—
up to the necks,” said Vernon-Smith,

“Bmithy’s coming, of course,” Eaid
Harry, *“No use his staying behind, as
things have turned out now. Tha fact
is the whole Form had better po. We
can get out quictly without attracting a
lot of attention; but if any Remove
men are seen hanging about, the other
prefects will spot that something is u
All the fellows would like to #ee the
game, I su&pme?”

“Yes, rather!”

“I'm jolly well not going I exelaimed
Skinner. “Why, Prout may zack some
of us for this!”

“Same here !” said Bnoop.

“I'l} say I'm freczing on to thiz hera
form,” declared Fisher T. Fish., "I'll
tell a man that I ain't going to be
bunked, and sent home to Neoo Yark
witli a flea in my ear! Mope!™

Harry Wharton glanced at them.
The funks and slackers of the Remove
were not likely to be allowed to en-
danger the rest, at the pass things had
coma to.

“Bob, Inky, and Johnny, vou %ﬁ
care of those three!” he said cuxidy.
“Link arms with them when we leave,
snd don't let go,”

“Right-ho 1"

“Look here——" howled Skinner.

" Shut UE;' Skinner ¥ roared Bolsover
major. " Why, you rolten funk, do you
want to hang back when tho whole
Form's in it?

“1 say, you fellows——"

"Bhut up. Bunter!”
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“Oh, rcally, Chesry! I say, you
follows, I'm not geing over to II:iq;rh-
oliffe !  exclaimed  Billy  Bunter
exoi {

“EKiock him !”

“¥Yaiocooh !

Bkinner, Snoop, and Fisher T. Fish
werg taken by their arms.  Whether
they wanted to join up or not, they
wers left no choice in the matter.
Billy Bunter dodged among the forms.

“f say, vou fellows—-" howled.
“Collar that fat slug !

“But I say—" .

“8hut up! Bag him!”

Frank Nugent ceught the fat Owl of
tho Remove by the collar.  Bunter
roared indignantlf'.

“I gay, you fellows, I shan't come!
Look here, Wharton! You don't want
me to play foothall, do you ¥

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“No, you frabjouz ewl!” answered
Harry, laughing.

“Well, I'd come, if von were keen
on me playing,” said Bunter gener-

ously,. “I'm willing to play centre-
forward, if you likﬁ.ﬁ
“Ha, ha, ha!”

“Well, I'm not going to Higheliffe,
then !” declared Buonter, ggo m
eollar, Nugent, you beast, or Iﬁ hm;
your ghins !

* Muzt, old fat bean,” said Harrm
“If youre seen hanging about the
school, tho pres will spot what's going
on, and barge in."”

“Yes, but—"

“Bhut up, Bunter!”

“But I ain't going to Higheliffp 1

velled Bunter desperately. “I'm jolly
w:ﬂlﬁ%ﬂring to Cliff House.”

a7
" Bassie's a cake——"
“Ha, ha, hal”

“Bleszed 1f I see anything to cackle
at! Bhe's got a cake, and that greedy
little beast, Sammy, will wolf the lot
if I don't go over——"

"Hﬂ., I'IE, hﬂ-!”

“Beasts ! I say

“You Dblithering fathead ! gasped
Wharton, “You can go to Cliff House
if you lLike, or to Jeriche, so long as
you don't hang about the school.”

“Oh, all right, then!" zaid Bunter.
"Mmd; 1if you want me to play foot-
ball, I'll come. In that case, I should
expect you (o stand me & cake after the
match.”

“Dry up\. vou howling ass!™

Harry Wharton unlocked the Form-
room door, He glanced out into the
passage. Like Moscs of old he looked
this wav and that way. Like Mosces ho
LW T Inmr.

Come on! he said.

The Formt marched out. Wharton
loeked the door, after the last man was
out. and puot the key in his pocket.

The Remove were gone. Loder of the
Sixth, spreadeagled among the desks,
wriggling and writhing, was left to his
own reflections, which could not pos-
sibly have been pleasant ones.

i

THE THIRTEENTH CHAPTER.
Football at Highelifle!

ORLING, the ancient porter ot
Cireyfriars, had a sharp eve
opon on the gates that after-

_ noon,

Gosling was prepared to pounce on
any Remove man who came gatoward.
Bhell and Fourth, Third and Second,

azsed in and out undeterred, but no
temove man eould have escaped Gos-
ling's eagle eve. But sharp as he was,
William Gosling saw mt.lsin of the
¢xit of the truant Remove. E.‘['}mj' did
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not come anywhers near the school
gates,

The 8ixth Form footer practice was
Eum on, and all tha prefects were on

ig Side, except Loder and Carne and
Walker., JT.aoder had been left safe in
the Form-room, and Walker and Carne
had strolled over to the Three Fishers
for the afterncon, to, look on the bil-
liards-tzble when it was green, if mot
on the wing when it was red.

Some of the rebels had wondered
whether, having got ouf of the Form-
room, they would get out of the school
But they found it absglutely easy.

There was hardly a fellow in the
House, snd no eyes fell en them, but
thoze of Temple of tha Fourth, and
Hosking of the Shell—neither of whom
was likely to mentibn that he had .seen
thern out of detention.

It did not take many minutes to
gather their football ouifit. There was
nobody in the ch&n?ug—rnum; and they
came and want swittly.

Then they coolly walked away by the
tradesmen’s gate, in the rear of the
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school buildings. Mr. Mimble, who
was at work in the kitchen garden, saw
them, and stared efter them. That was
all. The gardeper did not cven know
that they were supposed to be in deten-
tion, and certainly did not care. Then
they were outside the school walls,

“Bafe as houses,” remarked Bob
Cherry, as the whole numerocus parky
cut awany ncross a field.

“Right 8s raml!”
Wharton.

“1 say, vou fellows——2

“You can cut now, fatkty ! Don't get
back to Greyirviers before half-past four
at laast [ ! .

“I'll jolly well watch it!" grinned
Bunter. “1 can tell Eﬂcu fellows that 1
don’t want to be the first to see Loder.”

And tha fat Owl of the Remove rolled
away by & meadow path, heading for
Cliff House Bchool, still nuurisluu% a
hope thet Bessie and Sammy had left
him some cake!

The rest of the party marched on to-
wards Courtfield.

Skinner and Snoop and Fisher T. Fish
were not allowed to depart like Bunter.
Nobody cared what they did, if it came
to that; except that they wera not to
be allowed to go back to the school till

said Harry

the rest dwd. So far, no alarm had been
iven; and the later the alarm was given

» gafer it was for the trusmts. Se
Bkinner & Co. had to make for High-
cliffe with the rest, Three fellows who
were oot ;::i ﬂe baanﬁ—ﬂlnlsgver major,
Raszsgell, an onty Newland—were put
in charge of them, and they had to
maks up their minds to it, And when
the motor-bus came rolling slong from
Redelyffe, the foothallers, and a crowd
of other' fellows, boarded it and rolled
on rapidly for Highcliffe. The rest of
the Form walked it. )

Kick-off was timed for three in the
Highcliffe match. It was five minules
to the hour when the Greyiriars crowd
descended from the motor-bus near the
gates of the school.

They walked cheeriully in.

What was going to happen affer-
wards was a deep question. Thers was
some  chance, at least, of sppealing to
Prout's sense of justice—though nobody

d wery much on that. Anyhow,
Prout couldn’t sack the whole Remove,
that, at least, was certain. Indeed, as
temporary headmaster, be was likely
to jib at sacking anybody; sackin
were 8 matler that might be difficult
to explain to the governors.

Whatever tho consequences of that
outbreak, the Removites gave it little
thought now. They were for it—and it
wiag too late to think of pros and eons!

They gave their attention to Scecee,

Frank Courtenay, the junior captain
of Higheliffe, gave them a cordial
greeting, little dreaming of the peculiar
circumstances in which tha Groyiriars
fellows were keeping that fixture.

There had been ram in the morning,
but the day had turned out cold, and
fine, and clear; splendid weather for

Harry Wharton & Co. were in
quite cheery spirits as they changed
for the game, _ :

All  the Remove, excepting RBilly
Bunter, mingled with the Highcliffe
crowd round the junior ground when
the whistle went. Skinner & Co. made
up their minds fo make the best of a
bad matter, though Fisher T. Fish
dolorously confided to Bkinner and
Snoop that it surely was the bee's knee,
if not the elephant’s side-whiskers!

Herbert Vernon-8mith rubbed hiz nose
a3 he walked into the field with the
team, It was still red and raw. But
Smithy was not nursing any grudge for
that puneh on fhe nose. Perhaps he
realised, by this time, that he had
nsked for it. Anryhow, here ha was, at
Higheliffie, playing football, and that
was enough for the Bounder.

Harry Wharton & Co., were glad
enough that the Bounder was there,
too, when the game got going. High-
cliffe were in great form. Frank
Courtenay waos a tower of strength, the
Caterpillar woke up and shock off his
affected slackness like a cleak, and
every other man in the eleven was good.

Good as the Bemove men also were,
they had their work cut cut to kecp
their end up.

The first goal came to_the Caterpillar
and he followed it up with another two
minutes later. The game went on ding-
dong to the interval, Smithy puotting
the Eaa.thar in at the last moment before
the whistle went.

“"Two to one, my beloved ’earers!”
satd Bob Cherry, as he sucked a lemon.
“That was & good one of yours, though,
Smithy 1

“Quite ! agreed the Bounder.

Bob chuckled.

“You're & good map, old bean, though
not 50 f&n.rhﬁ!r good as you think you
srel? he remarked. I wonder
bow jolly old Loder’s getting onl™



" Getting a bit eramped by this time,
1 ghould think I ‘grmnﬂd Squif,

“The crampfuloess is probably
lerrific.”

““Ha, ha, ha!™

“Fancy Prout’s face if he barges into
the Form-room and finde Loder spread-
eagled there |” chortled the Bounder,

“Um! Better not think of that now [*
remarked Bob., “I'm not yearning to
sec Prout after the way we've handled
his Aﬂll old favourite.’

The footballers lined up for the second
half. Prout, and Leoder, and con-
pequences, ~were dismissed from mind
ugaln,

The second half was hotly contested.
Twice, thrice, Squiff in goal barely
eaved hia side. But the Junior from
New South Wales geemed all eyes and
hands, and he kept his citadel clear.

then came Greyfriars chance, and
they swept tha ball down the field, and
Harry Wharton landed it in the net.
The scora was still two all when fellows
1ound the ground began locking at their
watches, or up at the clock tower,

“Five minutes to go!” remarked
Bolsover major. " Logks like a draw.”

Five minutes, four minutes, three
minutes, two minutes !

And the Highcliffe men seemed thick
as flies Yound the Greyiriars goal, and
the pill came in, and came agsin, and
again and again Bquiff sent it out—and
it was then that the Bounder came out
gtronT with one of his sudden one-man
performances. From the presa of
players, Vernon-Smith got away with
the ball, and raced it down the feld.

Only harry Wharton kept snvthing
like pece, and he was dropped behind.
At such moments the Bounder seemed
to go bﬁ elactricity. Two “backs rushed
in on him and neither of them ever
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konew how he got by. But he did—and
the next moment the ball sped gnst the
Highcliffe goalie’s outsiretched hand
into the net.

“Goal 12

“Bravo, Bmithy!"

“Goal! Goal 12

Pheep |

The whistle shrilled out for time !

Harry Wharton rushed up to the
Dounder and thumped him on the
back—harder than he had thumped him
on EE nose earlier in ﬂ:!!lll] day!

“{ood old Bmithy I” he pasped,

And the Bounder grinue{gi.

THE FOURTEENTH CHAPTER.
The Mystery of the Form-room !
MR. PROUT walked in at the

ates of Greyfriars, gave
oaling a condescending nod
in return for his respectful
salute, and Mlled towards the House.
The quarter to five was chiming, and
Frout, after a brief hesitation, walked
into the Form-room passage and headed
for the Remove-room. Detention in that
Form was till five, but if the Bemove
been good, and orderly, and
attentive, Prout decided that they might
bea let off a little early. The genial
portly pentleman decided to let them
cut, although it still lacked & quarter of
an hour to the r:.!ppuinte.d time.
He was pleased, and a little relieved
at the aquictness of ths Form-room
assage as he rolled along it. He had
ad some misgivings that that trouble-
some Form, the Remove, might kick
aver the traces during detention—that
there might be ragging, even something
like & riot! But no sound whatever
reached him from the Remove-room.

21

It seemed as if the Romove were not
only being good, but very unusually
good !

Arriving at the Form.rcom door,
Prout turned the handle, and then mado
the intcresting discovery that it was
locked.

Ho knocked sharply.

There was no answer.

Ho knocked again, stil] more sharply.

“Loder!” he rapped. " Loder "

It was extraordinary! Prout would
have called it, doubtless, unparalleled,
or, at least, unprecedented |

Why Loder had locked himself and
the detained Form in the Form-room
waa 8 mystery to Prout! He did not
yob %;ues: that Loder hadn't)]

“Upon my word!l” eoxelaimed Mr.
Prout. “This is amazing! Loder!
Answer me at once, Loder | you hear
me?! Answar, if you are there [” i

Prout paused and listened. A faint
mumbling and grumbling sound came
from the interior of the ove-Toom.

It was such a sound ez might have
been made by a fellow trying to speak
while chewing a folded duster]

But for that sound, Prout might have
concluded that the Form-room was
empty !

It was imaginable, though improbable,
that Loder might have dismizsed the
juniors early and locked the door after
eaving. But that mumbling, grumbling
sound was proof that the Form-room
had at least one occupant. Why that
accupant mumbled and grumbled in-
stead of speaking, and kept tho tem-
porary headmaster locked out, was very
perplexing,

Prout knocked again and again! And
vet apein! Only thet choked mumble
ruswered him. en his ears dotected

(Continued on néxé page.)
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a dragging sound! Tf was just like some
follow who wag tied up trying to movo
and brushing against the floor in his
vain efforts! It was more and more
mystifying.

er, Prout concluded, could not be
there, or ha wonld have answered. But
i-.nml:-ﬁu—ri;.' was there.

Greatly mystificd and a little angry,
Frout walked away to the SBixth Torm
studies to speak to Loder.

But Loder was not there. ;

Next he rotled off to Masters’ Studics
to speak to Mr. Woose. That gentle-
man, fortunately, had returned from his
afternoon's outing and was available.

He was rather sadly &urtmgba master’s
gown out of the wastepaper- asket, and
realising that some mischievous person
must have dropped in while he was out,
when Prout happened.

Me, Woose lot dqn the wastepaper-
basket at once and turped towards his
portly chief, grabbing at his gold-
rimmed glasses to set them straight on
hia nose.

“IHave you released the Remove from
detention, Mr, Woose ?" inquired Frout.

“Th? Oh, no, sir 1" said Mr, \Encs@+
He blinked at his study clock, “It is
pot vet hve, sir; actually it is 6ve
minutes to the hour. My Form saro still
in detention, sir, with Loder in charge.”

“They mrtuini:r are not in detention |
snapped Mr, Prout. “ And I cannot find
Loder.”

“ But surely he is in the Remove-room,

sir, with the boys!” ejaculated Mr.
Woose. “He certainly assured mo
that—"

“He is not thera!” qnafped Prout.
“Ths Form-room door is locked; and
the boys cannot be there, or they would
have spoken when I krocked. Someone
j5 there, uttering a series of strange and
inexplicable sounds.’” _ :

Mr. Woose started in surprise, and his
glasses fell off his nose again. He
grabbed them and jammed them back,

“Goodness gracious " he exelaimed.

“It is _extraordinary!” said Mr.
Prout. “I1 fail to understand it! The
bovs are cerfainly out——"

“I have scen nothing of them, sir.
I have been back a quarter of an hour,
and I have scen nothing of any boys of
my Form.” :

Prout stepped to the study window.

Plenty of fellows of all Torms could
be seen in the quadrangle, but there was
,-nlut a singlo Removite 10 be scen among
flrem.

He jorked up the window and called
to a I'ifth Form man who was loafing
ah&u} near at hand.

Coker of the Fifth looked round,

“Yor, sir ™

“Have vou scen any of the Remove
out of the House "

“Wo, sie.”

“It is extraordinary !" said Prout.
“ Pray come with me, Mr. Wooze.”

The two masters peregrinated to the
Form-room passago together.,

Prout knocked on the Remove door.

Mumble! Rumble! Grumble!

“Tio vou hear that, Mr, Woose 7

“71 hear it, sir,” said the amazed new
master. “I—I cannot account for it
It 15 & most extraordinary sound.”

“What does this mean, Mr. Woose IV

“1 am quite unaware—""

“Boys ! called out Mr. Prout in a
deep voice, “If you are there, answer
me [ If this 15 o disrespectful prank, it

will be severely punished! Answer me
at onca ! Wharton !

Mumble !

*“Are vou there, Wharton ?"

Mumbile |

“Homeone M there!" gasped the

amazed Mre. Woose * Someone cartainly
Tue Macxer Lmrany.—No. 1,352.
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is_there, sir! If sounds like someone
with an impediment in his spcech.”

“There 13 no one at Greyiriors, Mr,
Woose, to my kuuwimlge, with an im-
pediment in hie speech.”

*Quite so, sir] But it sounds——"
Banﬁ_jl )
Mr. Prout knocked at the door again.

Mumblo I—from within.

Three or four fellows were looking on
now from the corners of the passage.
Prout’s proceedings wero beginning to
excife mtoerest. !

Tho pew headmaster of Greyiriars
glanced round and called to one of thew

“*Hobzon, kindly find Sykes of the
Sixth Yorm and azk him to step here.”

“(ertainly, sir["" said Hobby of the
Shell, outking off.

The Bixth Form games practico was
over, and 3ykes of the Sixth was in his
study after chonging. He was soon on
the spot.

“Bvkes, do vou know where Loder 159"
asked Mr. Prout.

" No, sir |” enswered Svkes. 1 know
nothing whatever about Loder.”

“Have you seen him this afternoon 1

“I never see anything of Ladar, sir.”

Prout gave him o rather sharp glonee,
Sykes of the Sixth would have been
elected captain of Greyiriars in Win-
gate's abzence had not Pl:-:ruh barged in
gnd, on his own authority., appointed
!fader captain, Bykes had not forgotten
i X

*“Come, come, Sykes!” said Mr. Prout
sharply. “Loder was in charge of the
Remove in this Form-room under deten-
tion. Can vou tell ma whether he dis-
missed the l:i‘.emqre?“

“1 know nothing sbout Loder, sir, or
what he may have done.”

“Do vou know where Mr.
bovs arel?” snapped Prout.

“No, sir.”

Riumble ! Rumble!
from the Form-roon.

Hykes started as he heard it: so did
Hobson and severa! other fellows whe
were drawing as near as they dared to
the group.

“Have vou any-idea who is in that
room, Sykesi"

“Not the slightest, gir "

Mumble! Rumbla! Gromble!

The fellow with an impediment in his
speech was evidently trying hard to get
poing—but that impediment being a
Eﬂ!clied duster, securely tied, he had little
nek.

“This 18 really unparalleled " gaid
Mr. Prout. *Wait there while I obinin
another key to the door. Fortunately,
I have one in my study.”

Head's

Frout rolled away to the
study.

Mr. Woose and Sykes waited. Ban-
croft and Parkinstn of the Sixth came
along, and Walker and Carne, who bhad
returned from their excorsion to the
Threo Fishers. Coker and Potter and
Greene of the Fifth strolled up, and
some of the Shell and the Fourth.
General interest was excited now. Tt
was cvident that gomething of a wvery
unusual nature was going on in the
Remove Form-room.

A Torm under detenlion secmed to
have vanished as if into thin nir, and the
{Il‘lr.‘fﬂ'-l:!- in charge of them seemed also to
inva performed the vanishing trick.
Some unknown person with an impedi-
ment in his speech seemed to be left the
sole mculpant. of the Bemove-roam—
locked inl It was cortainly extraordin-
ary—indeed, a8 Prout declared,
paralleled !

The crowd grew and thickened, with a
buzz of growing excitement,

“1 sav, the Remove nin't there, you
know 1" whispered Hoskins of the Shell.
*1 saw them clearing off hours apo,
when I was going ta the music-room for
my practice.”

Woose's

Grumble——ecame

umn-

“ 8o did 1,” z0id Temple of the Fourth
—*tl.e whole jolly old gang of them!
1 wondered how they got away frem
Loder.”

“ But where's Lodar 1" asked Hobson.

“ Gooliness knows ”?

“There's somcbody 1n that Torm-
room [ said Dabney.

“It ecan't be ¢r, Loder wouldn't
mumble and rumble like that '

“It's & jﬁﬂy ola mystery [

“Those Remove fags have been up to
something I remarked Coker of the
Fifth oracularly. “ You can take it from
me those checky fags have been up to
something | You'll see ™

“Here comes Prout |

Excitement was growing intense by
the time 'rout came back with the key,
Eyes were glued on his portly ‘back as
he inserted the key and turned it. T'hera
was a breathless buzz as the Form-room
door at last was theown open.

Prout stared in. Dazens of
cager cyes stared in past Prout.
unusual was to boe scen.

“No one i3 here!" gasped Prout. “1
e No one, yot—""

Mumble ! Rumble! Grumble |

“ Bless my soul [

Prout strods in  After him came a
swarm, 3till nobody was to be scen in
the deserted Form-room. But a sound
of almost frantic mumbling ami gurg-
ling guided Prout to the desks, and he
navigated among them and almost
stepped on a spreadeagled form. He

stopped _just in time and gazed at—
(xerald r!

airs of
othing

——

THE FIFTEENTH CHAPTER.
The Prisoner !

ODER stared up at Prout.
i Neither spoke.
Each had at that moment an

impediment in  his specch—
Prout, breathlets wrath and amaze-
mont; Loder, a folded duster.

They gazed and gazed.

o IS""!IE‘—IE_ that Loder?” stuttered
Sykes, catching sight of the spread-
cagled figure among the desks, “0Oh
gad | Oh, my hat 1"

“Loder I'” roared Coker.

“Tied up!” gasped Hobson.

“ Oh f.-rumhs? "Fﬁﬂﬂc Remove kids 1™

“Ha, he, hat"

" Joder ! Iz that aci'uﬂllg Lodoer 1
stuttered Mr. Woose, “Is—is—is that
Loder of the 8Bixth Form? Goodness

gracions I

. Mr. Woose's glasses fell completely off

in his amazement. They dangled at the

end of their cord, and Lfn Woose
rabbed at them blindly, blinking at
oder in quite o dizzy way.

Whatever had been the Squeaker’s ox-
periences before ha came to Greyfriara
as & substitute master, certeinly none of
them had ever resembled this! The
Greyfriars Remove was quite new to
Mr.{;w'::iusﬂr

“Goodness pracious! squeaked
Woose. “G.g-g-goodness gﬂ?ﬂiuua me !

“Loder !, gurgled Prout. He found
his fruity voice at last. “Loder!” Ha
stooped over the hapless bully of the
Sixth, He grabbed and grasped at the
EBE, and succeeded in getting it away.

Loder! Speak! hat does this
mean? Who has done thizt"*

“Grooogh 1M E xd Loder. It was
not easy to speak after a couple of hours
chewing at a chalky duster. * Oooogh '™
Loder's mouth was pumb., " Wooogh !

“Eykea! Have you s knife? Some-
one find & knife, and—and release Loder
at once!" exclaimed Mr. Prout.

Hobson of the Shell had a knife; one
of those fearsome instruments beloved of
schoolboys with many blades and cork-
sorews and screwdrivers and sll sorts
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Mr. Prout strode into the Form-room, iullﬁwaﬂ by a swarm of juniors. A sound of almost frantlc mumbling and gurgli
guided"him to the desks, He navigated among them, and almost stepped on Loder, sireiched on his back, his wrists an

ankles tied ic the legs of the forms around him.

of thinga. Hobson pushed forward and
brought it cut of his pocket and opened
a blade.

Il do it, eir ! said Hobby.

“Thank wou, Hobson ! gasped Mr.
Prout. “Lose no time [®

Hobson knelt down among tho desks
to release Loder, by sawing throwgh the
dusters that were knotted sabout his
wrists and ankles.

Loder eyed him rather uneasily. Ha
would have preferred his bonds to bo
untied, though that would have taken
longer. Thers was a gleam in Hobson's
eye that he did not like; Espeﬂiallﬁ a8
Iia. remembered that he had given Hob-
son six the day before. He had given
Hobby that six chiefly because he had
been in & bad temper, and wanted. te
whop somebody ! Now he rather wished
he hadn't.

He had reason! As Hobby sawed- st
tho knotted dusters there was a sudden
fiendish yell from Loder.

"“Yarooh ! _

“What—what—" ejaculated IProut.

“Yow-ow! HReep that knife away,
you young demonl!” roared Loder.
*You're cutting me—siripping off my
si-:mt?-ﬁm ;‘: o %

“ Well, m not stripping off your
skin, Loder 1" argued I-E::lgh . YT may
have given you a bit of a jab—my knife
alif ed, like that—"

ooooop !

“ Pray be careful, Hobzon !" said Mr.
Frout. )

“{h, yes, sir, I've :Fﬂt & very eteady
hand,” said Hobson. “Only with Loder
wriggling all the time, sir—"

“Quito g0, quite; 1 advise you to
keep still, Loder, while Hobson is
releasing you!” said 3r. Prout.

* ¥ou see, sir, he keeps an wriggling.”

“ Yes, yes; pray keep still, Loder,”

There was a spasm of merriment in

“ Loder ! ** gasped Prout.
this ¢ *

the erowd in the Remove room. Most
of them could puess that Loder had
cause to wriggle, when a fellow he had
recently wﬁupp&ci was handling the knife
over him | 3

“ Bilence, silence!” exclahmed Mr.
Prout. * This is by no means & laughing
inatter—it is very serious—very gerious
indesd—an unprm&dented ocutrage.
Silence, silence!”

i "E"arump IJI

“Loder, really, Loder—"

“Keep him off 1”7 shricked Loder,

“Really, Loder, I presume that you
desire to be relessed- from that uncom-
fortable and ridiculous position,” said
Alr. Prout tirtly. :

“Wow! He's sticking that knife into
mel Ow!” Loder wriggled frantically.
“Dw! Wow!”

“Ha, ha, ha'™ )

“If you do not keep =still, Loder; ¥ou
can _ hardly expect to escape an
accident !” said Mr. Prout. “Fray calm
yourself.”

“4A fellow ean only do his best, sir,®
said Hobson, n an injured tone.
“Lodar keeps on wriggling like a centi-
pede, sip——>>"

“Yes, yos; do Leep still, Loder, till
vou are released. I can quite under-
stand your impatience; but keep still—
keep still!”

“Ow! Wow! Qw! The young
seoundrel is puncturing me on purpoge I
shrieked Loder. “Oh crumbs!
Oh gad! Yarooooch !

“Ha, ha, hat?

“ SBilence! Mr, Woose, pray take the
knife from Hobson and release Loder.
Porhaps the boy i clumsy.”

James Hobson rather reluctantly
relinquishéd the pocket-knife to Mr
Woose. He had en quite enjoving
himself and making Loder feel fearfully
sorry that he had handed out that six,

Wow !

** What does this mean ¥ ‘Wil_m has dqnu

Loder's howls ceased as.the Squeaker
handled the knife. In a few minutes he
was cut loose snd the Form-master
helped him to his feet:

e leened on a desk panting.

“Now, Loder, explain how vou came
to be in that very extraordinary situa-
tien !* said Mr. Prout.

“The Remove, sirl” pasped Loder.
“They set on me and tied me up and
g‘l:ﬁrgd off to Higheliffie to play foot-

Mr. Prout almost jumped clear of the
floor, )

“Ia it possible ! he stuttered.

“ Bome lads, the Remove ! murmured
Sykes to Parkinsen, who nodded, and
grinned.

“1 told you men that the Remove had
bean up to something 1" chuckled Caker.

“They—they—~they have gone out of

—of  detention  fo—to—pip-pip-play
fuf-fuf-fuf-foothall I stuttere Mr.
Prout.

“Yes!” gasped Leder. “I've been

here two hours or more——""

“Ha, ha, ha'” came a yell. =

Prout could regard it, if he liked, as
an unprecedented and. unparalleled put-
rage! Most of Greyfriars regarded it as
a tremendous lark, for the bully of the
school to have been tied up like a turkey
most of the afternoon, while the Kemove
played Soccer.

“Bilence!” ropred Prout, glaring

round. “Silence! Loder, follow me to
my stud;}'l—-—. Silence! Silence, I sayl”
“Ha, ha, ha!"”

Loder, dusty, untidy, limping, sore
savage, almost tottered after Prout
tql the Herd's study. The crowd of
fellows streamed out of the House and
down to the gates, They wanted to see
the Bemove come in, snd they had not
long to wait.
Tee Macrer LIBRABRY.~—~No. 1,382
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THE SIXTEENTH CHAPTER.
Tho Return of the Remove!

OSLING blinked.
He wondered whether hia
ancient eyes deceived him.
William Gosling had been
very much on his guard that aficrnoon
to see that none of the detained
Removites went put. So he naturally
'l_iil:! not expect to see any of them come

Now they were coming in!

Harry Wharton & Co. walked in at
the gates followed by the rest of the
Form. Gosling almost fell down as he
gaw them.

The footballers had left in secret; but
there was, of course, no objeet in return.
ing in the same way, Frout had to know
that they had been out of school. So
they came in at the gates; thereby
%;ﬂug Gosling the surprize of hiz life.

arry Wharton led them in; and tho
extreme rear was brought up by Billy
Bunter. Bunter, as a matter of fact,
had been back first; but he had hung
about to wait for the army from High-
chﬂ'e—haring sagely decided that he did
un{? ﬁsmt t{l“ o HEE lasgﬂip fam‘PLriuut! :

S My eye ™ gal ing. ¥y eyval
Master Wharton, you've ]fm‘.-‘ﬂ hout 1

#Quito ™ agreed Wharton, with a nod.

“The outfulness has been terrifie, my

COME INT
THE OFFICE, BOYS!

Alvenya glad to heor [rom pou,
cfiuna, so drop me o line al

the follotcing oddress: The

Editor, The * Magnet ** Library,

gﬂzfﬁfmﬂﬂm Fnr:i, m
e, "

E"fﬂfy I-Iﬂl'lﬂﬁ'ly E.C.4, A

stomped, oddressed envelope
will ensure a reply.

Well, iy Sheriff chumas, by note gou
acill oll be trging out the Thumbprini
Recording ©QOutfit prescnied FREE
woith this week’s fssue of the MAG-
NET! As Fisher T. Fish, of the
Greyfriors Remove, wonld say: 'Y X
guess gnd coleulalc you're all mighly
pleased  with ! It's  cerlainly
aomelhking unusial in the way of Free
Gifts, what ¥ To those of my chums
twwho are keen aufograph hunfers—
and I know many of you are—nore i
yotir chance to get a thumbprint s
teell wchile gou're about it. It is very
for casy lo delect cerlain people
by their hondwriting, but o thumb-
print in infallible az & means of
identification oz records af Scotland
Yard have proved thaf noe fwo persons’
thumbprints are exactly alike !

As this iz the fourth iftem in con-
neclion with our FREE Sheriff's
Qulfit il would be perhaps wcise of this
juncture to hold a sort of Eit in-
spection for the benefit of the vast
numbers of readers wiho have newly
joined our ranks, I isx three weekis
now since {he MAGNET presended
the first part of the Sheriff's Cuifii
and regular readers should have in
their possession a Sheriff's Star, an
Invisible Writing Pencil, a Sheriff's
Six-Shooter, and o Thrembprint Re-
corder. If youw hove not becn able
fo get all these topping Free Gifis
X gitrongly odvise you o see your
newrspyent right nowe, or feiling this,
write fo ovr Back Number Depari-
ment, Bear Alley, E.C.d, encloging

the necessary atamps to cover coat of [

copies required and postage for same,
Meamwhile, pou con lel your

THE MAGNET

esteemed and ridiculous Gosling ! said
Hurree Jamset Bam Singh.

“The whole lot of yer!" gasped
Gosling, stering blankly at the numerous
BETEY.

“The whole jolly lot, old bean!™
grinned Bob Cherry. “You'll be c]g!ncl
to hear that we've beaten Higheliffe,
Gosay ! Deaten ‘em to the wide!”

“Wot I says is fhis ‘ere—" gasped
Gosling.

* Hallop, here the
of the Fifth. *
sweeps !

“Had a good time, you meni"” velled
Temple of the Fourth.

“Fine!™ answered Xarry Wharton.
“Good game, and we beat Iigheliffe
three to two! Prout in yet I

“¥Yeos, rather!” chortled Temple,
“Heo found Loder—"

“Ha, ha, ha ¥ .

“You fags are for it ! roared Coker.
“You'll be sacked for this!®

“ Prout's boiling over !” grinned Potter
of the Fifth,

“Well, we never thought he’d be
pleased ! remarked Squiff.

"“Haz, ha, hal®?

“Here, vou yvoung rascals!” Walker
of the Sixth came up. " You're o go
into your Form-room at oncel”

“Are you pgoing to take us there,

are ™ roared Coker
cre come the young

thoughts dweell on next weelt's special
Free Gift in connection with our
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Get in on the ground floor, as afore-
sentioned, by ordering YOUR copy
to-dap ! Youw'll feel like a bear with o
sore head if gou miss this record-

Free Gift.

Snoece being short, I'd betlter ** get
on with the washing ** and tell pou
something of what I have in stpre for
pou in next week's DUMPER FREE
GIFT ISSUE of the MAGNET. You're
bound fo enjoy FRANK RICHARDS'
muasterpiece; for he has never writlen
a better gorn. In nexd weelt’s Hip-top
sckool tale gon will read more about
the curnni Gerald Loder who iz ai
dagaers wn with Horrg Whar-
ton & Co., the checery chioma aof the
Remorve Form at Gregfriors. It is
entified :

“THE SECRET OF THE
vyaAULTSI'"?

Thrills galore awaif you in Morfon
Pike's ativring story of higghuwapmuan
adrenture, while, of course, there will
be emother topical tgsue of the '* Grey-
riars Herald " aomd an fmteresting
Saccer tall: by * Linesman.”
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Walker 7" asked the Bounder. " Want s
little of what Loder got?”

“Yes, do take us thers, Walker !" said
Peter Todd. “ We like Erefﬂcta to play
with ‘in our Form:room.

“Yes, do come, Walker|” chorused
half a dozen voices.

Walker of the Sixth was far too wise
toc walk into the Bemove Form-room
with the Remove in~their present mood.

“Go into the House, at oncel”™ he
mEEf’éﬁ’t vou come, tool?” urged the
Bounder.

Walker walked away.

“Come on!” said Harry Wharton.
“We've got to go through it. Well,
we knew that when we kicked off in this
EE!’I:'I-&”

The Remove mearched to the House,
foliowed by » laughing and cheering
crowd.

. What was going to happen nobedy
knew; but most of the rebels were pre-
Pﬂreﬂi to I the musie, to whatever
tuna it played.

Bkinner and Bnoop looked dismal

encugh, and Fisher T. Fish was
evidently regarding the affair as quite
an elephant’a side-whiskers, whils Rilly

Bunter's fat face wore a worried loak,
But most of the fellows were
enough. It rather bucked them, too, to
cbserve that the episode made them
something like heroes in the eves of the
rest of the school. body who scored
W?-JE Loder was sure of geperal sym-
pathy.

In the doorway of the Honse the;;r
came on Loder. He gave them his
blackest and bitterest look.

“ B0 you've got back!” said the bully
of Greyiriars, between his teeth.

“Thenks for inquiring,” said Bob
Cherry solemnly. * Wea've got back all
right, Loder| Have you been anxious
about us "

Loder's eyes blazed.

He hed his ashplant under his arm.
He grasped it.

Wealker of the Sixth had been too wise
to ask for trouble with the Remove until
Prout had had time to deal with them
and impress some scnse of discipline on
them. But Loder was not so wise.

He was yearning for vengeance, and
he did not realizse that, for tha time, at
least, the prefectorial authority was
gone, and the pawer of the sshplant a
thing of the past.

“Bend over, Cherry!” he ordered.

Bob {:herr{, instead of bending over,
85 ordered, laughed in the face of the
bully of the Bixth.

“Loder’'s bound to do his funny
turn ! he remarked.

“Will you bend-over 1" roared Loder.

“Hardly, old bean”

Loder mada & cut at the junior with
was torn away and tossed out of the
House.

rasped Loder,
and he came down on t%a iﬁ:ar with a
terrifie bump !

“Roll up, you men! They're going it
again [

hiz cane. The next moment the cane
Five or six fellows
There was a vell from the quad.
“Bump him!” yelled Bob.

*What-ho 1"
“Zive tha cad 'ji%!"
Bump! Bump! Bumpl

“"Heare, stop that [ shouted Carne of
the Sixth, speeding to the spot.

“(Zive him some, too I" yelled Vernon-
Smith.

“Bump him 1"

“0Oh, my hat! Yarooocogh! Whoop 1”
splutterad Arthur James Carne as he
was collared, wp-ended, and bumped op
the floor beside Loder,

Bump! Bump!

“Ha, ha, hal"



“Thoee kids are out of hand, if you
like 1" grinned Coker. *Whati™

The great Horace was right. The

move, evidently, wore very much out
of hand. Mr, Woose, greatly agitated,
hovered in the offing, gesticulating.

" ness gracious ! Boys—boys, you
really must not do this! You really
must keep order! Order, I say! Go

inte your Form-room! Flease go into
your Formroom! (Goodness gracious
ne |

“Bump the Squeaker, too!” shouted
the Bounder.

“Hold on, Smitky, vou ass!” Whar-
ton dragged the reckless Bounder back.
3 Cm:jla on, fathead, and deon't play the
goat | .

Leaving Loder and Carne gasping
on the floor in & dazed and dizzy state,
the Remove marched into their Form-

YOOI,

There they waited for Mr. FProut.
Fellows of other Forms crowded in the
corridor, staring in at The

Remove were the cynosure of all eyes
st Greyiriars just at present.

There was a wearning shout from
Stewart of the BShell as a heavy,
elephantine tread was heard.

" Prout’s coming |

" What—what is all this crowd " came
a deep wvoice. * Disperse—go away &t
oncal Upen my word! Go away|

Mr. Prout marched in and closed the
Form-toom door after him. The
Remove stood facing the temporary
Head of Greyiriars.

THE SEVENTEENTH CHAFTER.
The Execution !

HE eilence in the Bemove-room
was deep. It could almost have
been cuf with a knife.

Frout's voice broke it at last.

“Boys of tha Remove | You—the whole
Form, without a sclitary exception—
have been guilty of an act of unpre-
cedented rebellicusness! An act, I may
say, unparalleled ™

rout paused, to let that long word
sink in.

“You have attacked, assaulted, a pre-
fect of the Sixth Form! You have
broken detention! You have absented
vourfelves from school without leavel

uch conduet is—is unheard of 1 Prout
vory nearly said “unparalleled ¥ again,
but he changed it to ‘“‘unheard-of * in
time. "1t the most serious view of
this. Had only a few boys been con-
cerned in such an outrage I should cer-
tainly have axpelled them from the
school. But I can hardly expel a whols
Form ¥

“ Hardly ! murmured the Bounder,

“May I speak, sir?” asked Ilarry
Wharton, quietly and respectiully.

*“If you desire to make excuses, Whar-
tﬂu_-'_'"

“I should like to explain, sir—-"

“Thare is nothing to explain | Do you
deny that you seized Loder of the Sixth
and tied him to the desks?

“No, sir. But—""

“Do you deny that you walked out
of detentich

“MNo, eir. Dut—"

*Then there is nothing to explain. I
refuse to listen to a single word in ex-
tennation of your rebellious conduet,”
said Mr. Prout sternly. *“ Not a zingle
syllable 1"

© But, str-—" :

“Rilence I boomed Prout. "Silence |
It only remains for me to deal with this
unprecedented  opcurrencel I have
considered whether to aingle out the
ringleaders and expel them from Grey-
friaral I bhave decided, however, that
a3 the whole Form sppears to have been
equally concerped 1n this outrageous
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outbreak, equal punishment shall fall
upon the whole Form

“If you will listen, sic—"

“X will _listen to nothing |” boomed
Prout, *“I will pot listen to a single
word! I will hear no excuses of such
conduct! I warn you, Wharton, that
my eye is upon you, and that you are
in danger of being sent away from this
school. Take care, sir|”

Wharton shrugged his shoulders. If
Prout would not fisten to a single word,
it was useless to utler a single word!
He stood silent.

'*] have considered the matter, and
decided what steps to take!” resumed
Prout. “The whela Form will be
ﬁugﬁ&&, alter prayers, in ithe mormmng,
m_ ﬂ!li’i‘ hat 1%
my hat 1”2
‘I'Phaw 1?]

“Oh crikey |” groaned Billy Bunter.

“That,™ med Prout, “in your
sentence | Reflect upon it, and let 1t be
& warning to youl Dismisal”

In silence the Remove filed out of the
Form-room. In grim silence they went
to their studies.

“What's the verdict |” asked Coker of
the Fifth, meeting them on the stair-

CRES.

“Floggings sll round |* answered Bob,

"Weﬁ,. ou've asked for it!” aaid
Coker, “You jolly well deserve it! I
hope it will do Yvnu good, and I can jolly
well say—— Yaroooop |”

Tho rest of Coker's remarks were in-
coherent, as he went rolling down the
staira.

That evening in the BRemove studies
there wera serious faces. In all the
studies at Greyfriara there was axoite-
ment. Buch & wholesale order as the
ﬂﬂg‘g‘i:l;lf of a whola Form was distinetly
unusuai,

Thirty fellows were going to be
flogged in a batch—which was what Mr.
Frout would really have been justified in
describing as unparalleled |

The Bounder offered two to one, I1n
doughnuts, that “old Pompoue ¥ would
burst before he was through if he
handled the job himself.

“I say, you fellows, I think I ocught
to coma last, as I'm at the bottom of

thea Form I* said Billy Bumter. “Prout
will ba tired hi.' then 1"

“The tirefulness will probably be
terrific!” grinned Burree Jamset Ram

Singh. “The esteemed Prout will be
preposterously tired '

“Nat go tired as we shall ba ! sighed
Bob Cherry. .

“Well, it was worth it!” remarked
the Bounder. “ We've plﬁ?‘cd the High-
cliffe match and beaten Higheliffe, and

iven that bully Loder the time of hia
ifa! It was jolly well worth it 1"

“Hext, hear "

“And we'rs not done with Loder
vet |"” added the Bounder. .

Most of the fellows agreed that it
was, as the Bounder said, worth it. But
they logked rather grim, all the same,
when they turned out at the elang of
the rising-bell the following morning,

Billy Bunter was secn to pack several
exercize beooks into his tight trousers
in anticipation of what was to happen
after prayers. But most of the fellows
disdained such precautions.

They had the comfork, such as it was
of finding themselves the observed o
all observers in Big Hall after prayers.

The whole school had orders to
remain ofpresent and witness the punish-
ment of the Remove; doubtless as a
warning to other rqbefliauﬂ fellows wheo
might think of going and deoing like-
wiso !
~ On the occasion of & Head's flogging
it was ususl for ling to sent for
to ““hoist ¥ the offender. But no doubt
Prout realised that hoisting thirty
fellows, one after another, would be

25

rather a slrajn on thab ancient gontle-

man. Anyhow, a h was placed
for the delinquents: to bend over, 1n
turmn.

Loder of the Sixth handed the cane to
Prout. Thera was & deep silence il
Hall as Harry Wharton was called,

The silence was broken bé' 8 sound of
steady swishing| Ne sound came from
Harry Wharton, though his face was a
little set and pale.

After Wharton came the rest of fhe
Co. and then the Bounder. They hLad
it hot and strong. . _

Then Prout visibly tired s little.
Squiff and Peter Todd and Tom Brown
sulfered less; Redwing and Digrh'y and
Russell [ess still. And the fellows who
came after them found Prout less and
less equal to the exertion he had im-
posed on himself.

. Prout was getting breathless and red
in_the face, His swithes were falling
with a marked diminution of force.

he scene, solemn enough &t the
beginning, was taking on a slightly
farcical aspect |

After sixteen or so fellows had been
dealt with, Prout was plainly weaken-
mg. His prunts were beavd zll over
At he d }

ter twenty, stopped to wi 18
brow with a Ig.rga pwﬁet-lmndkﬁrgﬂief !
At that procecding a giggle was heard
from the Second Form |

It was immediately checked by the

prefects, who wgre there to keep order
thﬂ-u%h it was observed that Sykes of
tha Sixth winked at Blundell of the

Fifth, who barely changed a chuckle
mto & cough in time.

Prout, game to' the last, went on!

KMan after man came up, bent over,
took his gruel, and retired; but now
fhey grinned and winked at the other
fellows as they went! Prout hardly
flicked the lucky men who came late on
the liat!

Billy Bunter, to s great joy, came
last! What with Prout's evident
exhaustion and the exercisé-books eo
carefully packed into his bags, Bunter
felt that he was-all right! He stepped
up quite briskly—rather too briskly,
E-erhﬂ.pﬂ, for those concealed exercite-

ooks needed negotiating with carel
There was a sudden howl of laughter in
Hall, as Bunter was geen to halt, and
wriggle, and clutch at the legs of his
trousers—which were bulging |

“Ha, ha, hal”

"“Bilence 1" boomed Prout.
Iam w:r.iting for you ¥

“0Oh lor' I gaspad Bunter.

“ Bunter, if you keep me waiting—"

£ D’h ﬂrlk'}? 1'?1 ,

Those exercise-books had elipped out
of place! But there was no help for it
and Bunter had ne time to replace
them! Ho bent over the hassock,

Swish, swish, swish | The hrief pause
whila e waited for Bunter scemed to
have invigorated Prout! He laid it .pon
quite handzomely.

Bunter roared.

“Whoop! Yooop!

"Ha, ha, ha "

“Bilonce 1" bgomed Prount. “ Dismiee 1™

The “execution ™ was ovor |

" Bunter,

Yaronoooop 1"

Loder of the Bixth earried matters
with a ligh hand that day. Nobady
wanted another floggmmg from Prout !
Loder's authority had been vindicated,
and he used it to the. full and stretched
it to the utmost. DBut the tnrn of the
Remove was coming |

THE EXKD.

(The next yarn in thix grand 2erids 1
entitled: “THE SECRET OF THE
VAULTS?" ook out for £ tn nert
week's BUMPER FREE GIFD
NUMBER of the Maaxer, chumal)
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THE CHRONICLES OF :—

A GENTLEMAN
OF
THE ROAD!

WHAT'S CONE BEFORE.

The inhabilanfs aof
Wideicaler, o srnugglers’
paradise, oare distarbed
by o fricndly warning
jrom Coploin Crimson,
e wmysterious FRighway-
maon, o be wary of Dan
Hickermen, the Excise
officer.

Hiclherman 48  affer
“ big game " in the ahape
of Harry Worlley, a nolorious
Jacobite agent who is known fo
e in the vicinily. Wortley is in
possession of the famous Trim-
inghan heirloomns which he hopes fo
fnle to France and dispose of in order
o raise money for the Jacabite cause.
The hunied Jocobile mmanages, wills
the help of a gpowngsicr nomed Jock
Letmard, to board o brig which is
ieaiting fs the creek, escaping the
Excise men by the glin of his lcelli.
His felloawn conspiralors, Sqguire Dash-
teood and Kit Trunch, an ex-pirele,
are left behind ot the lofier's honse,
sather fearful that Hiclkermon and his

wren eill break in upon them.
*

T grounds in spite of the locked

gate in the lane, for they could
hear them trampling over the garden
andl moving in the wvard behind the
house. But an hour went by, and
another. A third bowl of punch had
been brewed from the kettle on the hob,
and hall-consumed, yet still no summeons
came from the cer in command.

The squire began to nod, and when he
fell asleep, Truach let him snore in
peace, and sat on in silence, puffing at
his ecnormous porcelain pipe, absorbed
1 his own ih-::-ughts* until Mr. Dash-
wood awoke suddenly, blinked at the
candles, and stammered thickly :

“Thouse redeosts are a8 long time
mpking up their minds to come in,

unch 1** :

“They've been gone this hour and
more !" growled the ex-pirate.
“Gone ™ exclaimed the

“Where?"

“Back to Widewater from the wa
they took; and the brig's sailed, for
went up to the attic to sce. That do
Hickerman must have changed his
mind. At any rate, the officer rode
down to the creek's mouth—I heard
him—and when he returned his voice
was like that of B bear with o sore ear
as he ordered tho men to horse”

“Qds life, man, and that’s wherse I
must be petiing me, unless your elock
there lies.”

The squire roze unsteadily. Az he did
60 hiz foot caught something beside the

L L]

HEY Lknew the dragoons had
found an entrance to the

squire,

5 or sober

CAPTAIN CRIMSON/

L]

chair on which hiz brother-in-law had
suk.

"Qds! Took at this, Trunch!” he
cried. " Bink me, if Harry hasn't left
the jewels behind him!”

The pair stared +dlankly at one
another, Then the ex-pirate frowned.
IIe would like to have mada that dis-
covery himself, for there, sure enough,
was the preeious valise, on w hose contents
the fate of the Jacobite invasion might,
hang. Very ugly thoughts passed
thmugh hiz mind, but he mstantly dis-
missed themm. Too many folk knew the
tipsy squire had been with him that
night to risk anything of that kind—
even for ten thousand pounds!

“Wa must put this in a safe hiding-

place, Mr, Dazhwood,” he said grufily.
“1 have such a one.”
_ “Not so, my excellent friend. Those
jewels go to Dashwood Hall with me,”
said the 3?.11::1, bracing himself against
the table, tor he was very full of punch.
“If my feather-brained relative forgot
them in his haste, 'tis all the more my
duty to guard them for our lawful
Sovereign, King James. "

“Yet I vow you are in the way to loze
them on the road,” wrged Trunch.

“Egad! Not in the manner you
would hint at! Since thers are no
pigeons abroad at this hour, there are
no hauls, you cautious old sea-dog,”’
laughed Mr. Dazhwood, more valiant
even than vsual by reasen of the liguor
t!'lnut. was in him. “Have I not my
pistols, too? Onea in the saddle,
‘Trunch, "twould take a strong man to
got the E’Est of Lance Dashwood, drunk

The ex-pirate shrugged his shoulders,
not without misgivings, Then, seeing
that argument was uscless, he ?br!}ug'hl.'-
the roan to the yard door, handing up
the heavy wallet with ag even heavier
heart.

“Ab least, let me see vour honour as
far as Normans End?” he urged.

“What: have me go at a foot pace,
fricnd Cliristopher? Fie upon_you !
said the sguire scornfully,  *“Yonder

A

MORTON
PIKE.

Agats the moon. 'Tis only five miles
to Widewater Black Boar, where I shall
take my 'm‘é;htacap’ if Jepp hasn't
gone to bed—fare thes well, Kib!"

The impatient roan carried ber foolish
master into the lane at a brisk trotf.

Practised horseman though he was,
with an iron grip in the saddle, the
squire had not gone far before he
pulled the roan into a walk and dropped
the reine on its neck, perhaps the wisest
thing he did that night.

The roadster would tale him home
without & fault, he knew, and already
the cold wind, after the reek of the
hot room, was making him most con-
foundedly drowsy.

5till, the squire had sepse enough left
to realise what it was ha was carrying
on the pommel, and clutching the valise
with both hands, he alternately dropped
forward over it, and then recovered
himself sut'fmientjy to sit up again-with
g jerk, very much on the alert,

At those times he fancied an enemy
Iurkirtig in every shadow, and ecalled
gut: "“Ha, you dog, I see you!"—or,
“Ho, villain! Come out, if you dare!"”
a3 he passed gome wall overbung with
trees.

Normans End was long abed, and, as
he left the thatched cottag: behind, the
squire allowed the increasing desire for
slecp to overcome him for a moment,
what time his laced hat fell off on to
the road, ]

“You ride late, sir!”

The squire awoke aft tha sound of a
voice to Ond the roan had slopped in
fromt of a lyoh-gate. mounbed
figure, sitting motionless beaide him on
a black horse, was pressing something
very hard, cold, and unpmistakabie
against his neck!

“Xounds ! Fellow ! he gasped. i

Ho snatched mechanically at his
holster, and the fact that 1t was cmpty
sobered him In a moment,

Although only the outline of the
speaker was vistble in the faint moon-
light, 8 sudden conviction thrust itself
on the bemused sguire.

“Who in the hend’s name are you?"
he cried hoarsely, well knowing what
the answer would be.
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“Captain Crimson, at your service,

pir !* said other,
. *Pitiful robber—low  thief, and
gallows fruit 1™ shouted the squire,

vainly trying to pull himself together.
“¥ou take me at a cowardly disadvan-
tage I

*“ My dear sir, oven excess of strong
liguor is no excuse for bad manners,’
eaid the highwayman. *“Last week I
relieved a duke of hiz superfluous
guineas, and, believe me, we bowed at
parting. We did indeed. 'Tis all &
matter of breeding, Mr. Dashwood, &
guaIJI:tF i which you should not be lack-
ing.

LThen the well-bred veoice gprew hard as
steel. ]

“¥our purse, sir! Thaok you, I am
obliged,” and Captain Crimson bent
hiis head. "™ As one horseman to another,
maey I point out that I have removed
your roadster’s headstall, in case you
should think fit to follow me? The
knowledge may prevent a serious accl-
dent, lse, vou will reach home the
sooner if I ease you of this weight.,” So
saying, he plucked the precious valise
suddenly out of the hands that were
powerless to hold it, and rode off, bid-
ding the squire * Good-night I

Twa white heels showed dimly for a
morment as the black topped the low
wall of the churchyard, and Lancelot
Dashwood was left staring blankly into
Epace |

Cominz out of the Black Boar vard at
two o'clock in the morning, Jack
Lennard stole softly aerpss the sircet
from force of habit. Buat this time,
instead of climbing the stout creeper to
reach his own window, as was usual
after some nocturnal escapade, he
walked boldly to the front door which
the doctor opened.

“Well, my night bird, you're late re-
turning te the roost!” was the doctor’s
greeting. * What of Mr. Wortley?”

“On his way to France, father,”
lavghed Jack. *“But have you seen
anything of Hickerman "

“"Yes, both zeen and heard! He came
to the Boar, roaring like a lion and
goaked to the skin, about an hour after
the dragoon officer had rveturned, and
the pair fell out to a pretty tune until
we thought blows would be struck.
Then, just as things were growing
quieter, in staggered the squire, hatless
and raging, for he had encountered this
Crimson fellow who is turning our little
world upside down. Dashwood vows he
has ruined him.”

“Captain Crimson again! DBut the
squire never carries more than a hand-
ful of guineas in his fob, father, and
those not for long. How can he be
ruined I

Dr. Lennard shook his head gravely.

“The magination of a scarce sober
man is difficult to follow.” he said.
“Wa could make nor head nor tail of
the business. but he raved about jewels
and papers that might hang follc in high
places. And now. my bor, look at the
clock! Are vou going to eat the supper
vour mother set by the fire to keop hot,
or will you wait till breakfast time?"

“T'lIl have sapper mnow, father,”
langhed Jack. sitting down, “And I
promizn you I'll be veady for brealfas
when it comes ™

The Hue and Cry!

2 IHOA ™ said  Bartholomew
Hugpgett, jerking the word
out of the corner of his
ugly month, and bringing
hiz rusty black gelding to o halt.

Having mado the leafy lancs of
Suffolk uncomfortably warm for a
gentleman of his calling, for Bart
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Huggett was a hi%rhwa.jmam he was in
Be8 of fresh fields, and the prospect
from the highest point of Windyway
Heath struck him as the very thing he
wanted.

A mouldering skeleton, swinging on
a gibbet where two roads crossed, was
all in its faveur, from his point of
view, and the out-at-elbows highwayman
chuckled.

A rolling common—mniiles of it—the
Little town of Widewater in the dis-
tance, with the masts of shipping on the
broad river; half a dozen windmlls
turning their sails in the sunshine—all
spoke of presperity and fat purses, and
Bart Huggett chuekled again.

“Hallo! What's this?” he said sud-
denly, as his squinting eyes saw some-
thing familiar on the ground a pace
Away. . . -

Dismounting, he picked it up,

It was a strip of red velvet, with two
lits in it—the very counferpart, in all
but its colour, of the black mask that
reposed in his own pocket, with & brace
of barkers for company.

“Feod, never heard of such a thing 1
ejaculated PBart Huppett. *“Crimson
velvet—eh ? "I'll keep it for luck! 1
want that bad enough ¥

Mounting again, he zaw the spire of
a village church on his right, and
turned the gelding's head towards it

I Say, You Fellows!
Don’t miss the
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CODE
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FREE
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Where there was a church there
would be an inn. Within half a mile
he ecame to Betty Loop's alehouse,
where, behind a foaming mug and some
cheese, Mr. Bartholomew Huggett sat
him down to think things ouf.

He was still thinking, on a bench at
the back of the open door, when old
Betty's nephew, Dick, entered the ale-
house. Dick did not noetice the stranger
when he came in, but strode across the
floor in haste to an inner room where
a row of barrels stood, and blurted out
the news he had brought before his aunt
could stay him.

“Tolk sav Squire Dashwood, of Wide-
water, was robbed Jast night of ten
thousand pounds by Captain Crimsen !”
he cried. * What do you think of that ?”

“Lawk’'s a mussy [* pasped the old
woman, making 2 sign to her nephow,
whe turned quickly round and saw tho
stranger. : y "

As Hlupgett was quictly munching Iis
cheese, Dick boped hie had not caught
those incautious words.

After  some  whispering  with  old
Tictty, he went over fo tho solitary
customer and passzcd the time of day.

It was just what the newcomer
wanted, Having two silver shillings
still left in his fob, he cmiptied his vng

a1

at a draught, and invited Dick Loop
to join him in another.

While they were talking, the stranger
drew his pipe out of a pocket in the
skirt of his shabby, drab riding-coat.
As he did so Dick Lcmg’-z eyes narrowed,
and his heart gave a big jump.

A tell-tale strip of crimszon velvet had
come into view above the fraved edge
of the square pocket-hole, and, though
1t dropped back again the next moment,
it told Dick Locp something that sent a
quiver thrc-_ug'h every limb.

“Well, sir,” ha said, mastering his
voice and. jumping wp suddenly, “1
must be leaving youl I've got my pigs
to feed 1™ '

Leaving the house, he went into the
orchard, where Huggett's horse was
cropping the grass.

Again his heart jumped.

The horse was a black one, lean and
underied, its sides scored with innumer-
able spur-galls, But there were the two
white heels, surt encugh; for, having
slightly strained its hind feet leapin
a stream, its owner had bandaged bot
fetlocks three days before, and the rags
were still there.

“(3ads life! It's him, right encugh--
and twenty guineas for his capture!”
murimured Dick, rather dazed at the
great discovery., * But what's the best
way of doing it? For never did 1 set
eyes on o  more desperate-looking
ruffian, and all the men away in the
ficlds

Dick Loop stood there a few moments,
rubbing & doubtful chin, the grazin
horse turning a wicked-looking hea
inquiringly towards him, with ears flat
on the neck and some white eyehall
showing viclously.

Although the puzzled lad did not
know it, the horse’s owner was squint-
ing at him from the window of the ale-
house, and breathing hard through his
nose.

Meanwhile, at the Black Boar, Dan
Hickerman was conversing with Bquire
Dashwood.

“You are a brave man, Mr. Dash-
wood " said the chief of the Excise,
with & note in his voice that made the
zsquire frown.

“What do you mean by that,
Hickerman ' demanded Mr. Dashwood.

“Omne must have rare courage to ride
at midnight with a wallet of heirlooms
on your saddle these times, and the
mystery highwaymean about! I know as
much of night work as most men, and
I've plenty of pluck, as a rule, but not
enough for that.” '

“In short, I am a bigger fool than
you ™ said Lancelot Dashweood; and he
gripped his heavy whip.

“Gentlemen — gentlemen [V expostu-
lated Alr. Falcon. " Why quarrel when
we should rather be planning to lay
that daring willain by the heels?”

Thera was a murmur of approval
among the other occupants of the inn
parlour. 5

Before the Excise officer could make
replv, however, the door burst open,
and Dick Loop rushed n, followed by
Jack and Billy 'Tep!:v.

' gried Dick. *'Cap-

“We've pot him !
tain Crimson is drinking at onr house

now ! IHe doesn't know 1t, but I've seen
the red mask in his pocket, and gal-
laped here with the news 1™

If o barrel of gpunpowder had ex-
ploded in ihe collar of the RBlack Boar
it eould scarvcely have caused greater
confusion.

(ilasses were overturned, every man
jumped to his feet, and there was a
general rush for the stables, cven the
clderly Afr. Faleon fimping in the wake
of the rest.

Tie hMagxer Linrany.—No. 1,382,
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Quite a dozen of the townsfolk had
been” listening to the squire’s story of
how he bad begen robbed the previous
night, and Dick Loop's news had come
at the right time, “1]1& everybody was
filled with indignation and thirsting for
vengeanoc.

The hiue and cry was & great thing
in t.h.::se days, when there were no

lice, and it was better even than a
?nu-chm Every man turned out,
swearing - wild oaths, and
eath other's Way.

Jack Lennard’s face was beaming like
a rsing sun, for there would be no
school that afterncon for him.

What with the clatter of hoofs on the
cobbles, the drag‘nﬂus saddling up, and
old Jepp sallying odt at the last minute
in his shirtsleeves, with a brace of
pistols, shouting 'for “his  horse—no
wonder the parson, passing on his fat
cob, cried:

“What's all this hubbub about? Has
the Pretender landed?” and then
joined the hue and cry himself.

gotting in

“And you, tod, friend Falcon? he
ﬂiﬂllilneg the retired Kast JIndia
merchant, w-hc- was' leadin hm old

white pony to the mounting-bloe

“No, rector. 1 am past :t n]as'f But
my ayea are still yvoung, :md 1 can keep
watch far sight of the

Thée possé streamed i:lut. ‘the squire
and Jack leading, while the red-coated
drggoons, on their black, plug-tailed
horses, bt‘uughl: up the rear, and gave
quite & mildary sppesrance to that
atrmga PTOCEessIon. |

A% the posse reached the edge of
Windyway Heath, the'squire called for
silehee, and the chatter teased while he
h¥ld a ‘brief consultation with the
dragoon officer, who did net knew the
lay of the land so far as Widewater.

“Those of you'who have pistols had
best see 1& 'the priming now,” said
Lance Dashwdod. * And shoot to wing
him if this highwayman:tries to break
through! His only chance will be to
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make for the London road through the
Manor Woods, and Mr. Warden is
sending twenty troopers to close that
way., Now, gentlemen, if you are all
ready, we'll have him—and as littls
noise as may be, I beg of you !

Jack, mounted on a post-horse, with
Bll‘l;,r beﬂdﬁ Wim, was in hiz element,
hoping secretly that the captain would
make a dash for it and give tham a
good run. ; ,

With the sandy road muffling their
approach, that oddly assorted posse
came to the mouth of the green ride
leading to the alehouse,

There nobody spoke, and while half
the dragoons h]ecfm through a pate on
the cne hand, and tho other half spread
alung the road leading to the little

age, the remainder of the crowd
buntied ‘together across the opening,
cutting off all chance of escape,

Jack wuuld have ‘gone with Mr.

Dashwood, "but the squire waved him
back.

With Hickerman and- his riding-
oflicers, Lance Dishwood passed out of
gight round the curve in the green ride,

The stout rector mopped his brow,
and everyome sat up, very alert, as a
loud chorus of voices broke the elaqucnt
silence.

“Have a care, all of you !” cried old
man Jepp, holding his pistol ready.
“ He's coming !

But it was the squire whose mount
they heard as he came round the bend.

“He's gone'!” he shouted. “On to the
heath, every man jack ¢' ye, and &

u:m:en. te the ote who ‘smokes him

rat 1"

With an sngry roar of disappoint-
ment, . the group turned their horses
and spread out over that wide stretch
of mﬁmg waste that had struck Mr.
Bartholomew Huggett as the very place
for him.

They had learned from . Betty Loop
that her ugly custamet had left the inn
five minutes after Dick’s departure, first

making some pointed
the Chelmsford road and how to
reach it.

“Which tells us clearly,” =aid tho
squire, “that the Chelmsford road was
the last he had in his mind to take.
There are fifty lurking - places on
Windyway Heath, and we shall find him
in one of them. The cunning dog knows
the lay of the land too well already Lo
sk any "questions concerning it! DBuk
keep your eyes open, for the momertt
he hears the elamour, he'll be away
like the wind 1™

And elamour there was in plenty as
they rode this way and t’hat, beating
the gorse which grew mrjr tall in places,

inquirics about

pedring down into the grn.vel its,
approaching the dense clumps of var
birch with more caution and the
'whera thé bramble-bushes were hlgh
enough to hide a mounted man.

Jaf: and Billy pulled up beside the

gibbet at the ecross-roads, and scemnoed
the ground before them.

It was a point of vantage, bein I.hﬁ
highest spot on the heath which slo ad
gradyally towards the river valley. But
nothing moved.

‘To left and right in their rear the
red-coated dragoons wers working for-
ward . systematically, cocked musket
reatmg on thigh, while ‘the ecivilian
helpers gnll&ped about in groups of
threo and four, calling loudly one to
another in the. unusual f.-::-:rternenb of a

mamhunt '
“Come- on, B:!lv . l-d Jack sud-
denly. v Lane as far

A L&tﬂ takp San
as Burnt Mill, ﬁrm wu don’t spdt
our bird on the way, wa’ll get a view

everything from the old building befors
the wind gives him warning. And if
he shnuid make  for the ﬁelds, wa'll see

him ¢

('Twas an il day for Bart Huggelt
when he picked up. that crimion mask,
for—— Bul reod next week’s mﬁaziﬂg
fory, and be thriiled!)
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1 opened and Dr. Birchemall himself came on| Coker burst into the
THE HEAD’S GRATITUDE! |

The Fourth Form at 5t. Sam’s were wailing
in their Form-room for the Head, who was

!

ﬁi\rﬁ & man & pain in the
ead seveerly. * Here are
ominent skollers in the

“It's enuff to
neck 1" said the
thres of the mwat

puch unfaverable reports that your parents
will stop your pocket-munny for the reet of
the Term [ "

“ But lock here, sir——"" protested Jack
Jolly & Co.

" Ratta ! ™ interrupted Dr. Birchemall in
his most lofty manner. “ Not another word,
or I'll birch you black and blew [ *'

And Jack Jolly & Co. had to swallow their
wrath and put up with it,

“TDon't go, my bova!' ho called out ay
Jack Jolly & Co. tusned tale. *“I want
word with yow firet ! ™ .

“ P-p-please, eir, if you think we rig L

boob gh:

were doing it, so I have no doubt whateves

on that point he grinned.  * Striletly

speaking, 1 should wallop vou till you vell foy

mersy."” ’
* P.p-please, sir——"

* But don’t worry, boys—I'm not going tc {.

do it | ¥ Dr. Birchemall went on. * By fixing
up that booby-trap just befors old CnEéhread,
eame along you did me a good turn—aend I'm
in the habit of reckernising good turng, ever|

INKY'S BIRTHDAY
GUIDE

lacking in human feelings and characteristics.
Buch, my esteemed and preposterous readers,
i8 not the case. His stars show that he 1a
colourfully quite a different horse.
The, ¢esteemed Wun Lung is e chap who
Jnows what he wants and sees that he attam-
fully geta it. If he wants a delicious and dis-
sting rat pie, he goes all-ountfully for it.
%lurd of criticism from others are, ns your
wise English proverb says, like water on the

|

indstrils guivering, and

editorial office the other
eveming registering

ORIENTALS WERE AFTER HIM

viaent exeitement. Hia
eyes were blazing, his

“ They know a dangerous ememy when they
see one, you bet | After that speach of mine
at the Fifth Form Debating Society the other
evening, I quite expected there'd be trouble !
Well, let it comme | ‘The more there is the better
Ilike it 1™

* What the thump——™"

“I'va come to you f
E;ﬂhnblf got it translate
soker, ‘' Bit infra-dig {0 come to fags, 1

because you can
for me,”" went on

So Coker Thought, But—

By Ef’rﬁﬂh‘;f'ﬁfd'ﬁng é;?gthh:dt :]TE:J:E? ::3 nﬁwms‘r‘y = : This week : WUN LUNG tidy than uaual[.nDIn his hand he held a sheet | right WHIF’ of information. Here's the
e T s e E]iﬂ froed i rd id while yos| 1 have heard it statefully remarked that o A " Pt s o aabib tiﬂ'?“?:ff&tfimam Sy
There is only one thing for it—to give you erd every word you eaid while yos Wun Lung is but & graven image, devoidfully I Enew they'd be aftor me | " he panted. ¥ Be a3 9 ¥

ible r'"

But what the dickens——""

* Bit down and take a cooler and tell us all
asbout it, old chap, said Wharton gently.,

Coker grudgingly sat down and axpla{naﬂ a
little more fully.,

In a few minutes we understood the reason
for Coker's excitement, It appeared that he
had recently delivered a violent speech against
Japen in the course of a Fifth Form debate.
since that vecasion he had been telling every-

: : ; A When the e inati , how- | when they're dons unintentionally.'! X % Sl S :
E‘-"‘thfiﬂ m&?ﬁ th?ﬂ:pemr&léﬂﬂ' mﬂv:;trﬁ! ORLB- | . vor, their fgﬁlgigaa;-z:.lnnadlg“ ;ﬂrr«:ﬂs?;:rﬂm;‘drﬂ Ol | 4 ¥ esteemned camel’s back that goes in one ear|know, bwt as you're in the publishing line body that he quite expected to receive a
g il s rough | 43 o Form.room %: words which would have| “'1f I'm any judge, it will be & loug tims and opt the other ! you can probably put me in touch with the | warning from one of sinister Japanese

the doorway. At a first glarnse it looked hike
a fermale, for it was dreased in & long, trailing
dress and a big hat with an ostritch feather
init. A second glarnze, however, showed that
& long beerd was hanging down from ite face—
and the Fourth, with a start, realised that
the neweomer waa. not a fermale, after all, but
their revered and respected headmaster, Dr.
Alfred Birchemell |

* Qood-mourning, sir I " gasped the Fourth
Form juniors.

Dr. JBimhﬂmall gave themn a black look.

* Cut out the °sir,” you yung idjuts ! he
hissed. *“1I have adopted this—ahem !—
unorthodox dress hecawse I have a partikular
renson for not wanting to be reckernised by
anyons who pokes his nose round the deor
thia mourning [ **

ﬁuda II:*:-. Eirchemall's gars burn, had he been
are

“Well, wa'll a little gattisfaction out of
it, anyway,'’ sald Jack Jolly, after they had
farely let off steam for five minnita. *' Let's
rig 1.&3 & booby-trap inside his study doer!™

* Good ogg 1Y eried Merry and Bright,

The three chuma soon put Jack Jolly's
sujjestion into praktiss. Within five minnita,
& pail containing a fearsome mixture of water,
flour, treakle, soot and other ingredients was
%emhqd perrilonaly above the ontrancs to

r, Birchemall’'s study. The first person to
enter the Head's study would know it, and
no mistake !

The patteri

1 of hob-nailed hoots along the
passidge sent

e Co. souttling into hiding in

before Cakebread shows his face at St. Sam’
again | ' chuckled Dr. Birchemall. * Such 2
rezult is certainly worthy of reckemition, a .
I'm going to reckernige il—by giving yod wa
tip-top reporis |

" Oh, thanks awiully, sir!" eried Jack
Jolly & Co., hardly able to beleeve theéir gouds
fortune.

“Of corse, you don’t deserve it, ectually,’
Dr. Birchemall added. * You can't de arith
metick for toffy, Jolly—nor wyou history
Merry—nor you, joggrafy, Bright. But unde:
the cires, I'm going to overlook that aad giv
vou reports that should cause your psrenta to
dubble your pocket-munny forthwith! You
may go 1"

And Jack Jolly & Co. went with plezzure—.
not unmixed with serprizo.

b

Talking is not his

strong point long-
suitfully, according
and
will

to the stara,
most of uas
sgreefully  concur
that thisz is so. His
most longful sen-
tencea usually are
" Velly good ! "' and
“ No gavvy ! 7

He can be a fear-
ful and terrific
enemy, &8 some of
the honoured and
degraded  bullies
who have offended
him can groanfully

all-in wreat-
ling ! That's
the conclu-
810D

BOLSOVER MAJOR
says-—

DOWN WITH
ALL-IN
WRESTLING

How the happy memories of
vietories I've won come crowding
back whenever I think of the gran
< old prt! I remomber one 1
v

secrel societiea which, on the strength of a
sensational novel he had recently read, he
imagined existed all over England |

Now it had come | Five minutes proviousl
Dicky Nugent, of the Becond, had handag
him a letter which bad, he said, been given
Nugent minor for delivery to Coker by ' an
Oriental-looking fellow."

With a dramatic flourieh, Coker placed the
letter on the table,

Thia is what the editorial staff read :

“(G) ATAU BAAI XRO YNO ESYUV 1—
J. 13GAIV.":

“It'a a threat of death, if I'm any judge,”
grinned Coker, * But do you think it scares

" S paid an émpty reom pext to Dr. Birchemall's, : gained by butling my opponent in N : * o anese

Famir;t?n BEIP:L;E maérme the Fourth | ™ erssht Bang ! Wallop ! They had never before looked om Xia testify, But he can|gome to after watching a recent|the hrEndbaakt:;;E whe:nppt-ha ref. :;Er!et gnitiﬂzie_t;]ti; tiﬁuvf&?; ;%Eﬁ_hgzﬁﬁd’ if
“ Oalkebr am;ll?the haker " wont on thi Head ¥ Yarooocooo ! Gug-gug-gug ! Woooooop ! ' | Birchemall as & grateful kind of jentlemask., slso 8 most ea- fpateh at Courtfield. wasn't looking! A delicate piece | nooesaary t

! - | Jack Jolly & Co. judged by the sounds that { but this insident forced them to realise that|? and idiotie | You can't deny that it’s alof work! Another that comes to gmiled

* awears that I owe him five bob for some hot
cross buns I had laat Good Friday. I swear
I owe him nothing of the kind. Cakebread
intends te come here in person to-day end
colleot the eash. I intend that he will scour

the booby-trap had done ite work well !
Grinning all over their dials, they emerged
from their place of hiding,
And then they made an uneggepected dis.

thera were cccaeions when the Head's
tude did come to the surfias !

b

graii "
[

| willfodness !

friend to those who
treat him with

unfit for the
charitable good-

men like myself 1

barbarcous and demorslising sport,
];;a.tmnage of gentle.

The wrestlers pull each other's

my mind was won by neatly trip-
ping up the other man and jumping
on his neclk. Yot another victory
I achieved was by sprinkling itching

“Just & mioute, old bean|"
Wharton.

From his desk he produced a strange-
locking disc with a revolving centre. Giving it
a slight twist, he glanced at it, smiled again,

t \ covery. IF IT'S A GOOD TURN Yﬂli'l WANT— | The stars say | ears, tweak each other’s noses, and|powder 8o liberally on the outside | gnd got out a pencil and g
o ool il nding ms. Comlonsol. | 2 o th boohy-trop was ol Dr.| G U P 3 T Tt v resogmion et W™ Long | Fakigs o o oF Bes o o ot ok T s |4 T SRS
ing call me ‘madam,’ in case Cakebread | Birchemsll, but another jentleman, whose | 8¢ the biggeat " twister ™ in the Remawva1 will go far, brutal tricks. It’s all right forinent writhing on the floor in an|after a couple of minutes.
haminng fo ha iiﬂaning:in. Savvy ¢ 7 ample proportions the juniors reckernised, in KNOW A CURE FOR DELUSIONS? But-whether this | savages, but as a civilised chap I'm agony of irritation after a mere|  Eh?" grunted Coker. " How do you
H:Q.\O'aa rather, madam!™ grinnod the | °Pite of the mixture that enveloped him, If you do, be a pal and send it slong to she | meanfully implies %uing to atick to the clean sport-—|couple of minutes ! know that, young Wharton t *
Fourth Formers, quick to retand the | 1t was Cakebread, the baker, who had | Upper Fourth Footer Eleven. They're stili |that he will become | boxing ! wris: dhate’'d. L6 DeLLAR BWA “ Becouse I've managed to translate it on
P, sworn to colleot the Head’s dett that dayv in | suffering from the delusion that they can play |& great  Chinese | I eould never get any fun out of from 3. For clean Emu.nlg uc:ianr thia ‘Magnet® Sheriff'a Code!” grinned
“(Cood 1 * said the Head. * We will now | 80! footer ! general or merely | scrapping with & chap under All-In| .o " 0 %00 F 0ok boxing, | Wharton,  “ Like to see the trauslatiom,
proseed with the mid-term eggesmination— Calcobread staggered away down the CONTORTIONIST WANTED. o back to the Far | rulea. But when it comeg to having POTE § "B 1 Coker 1

and remember, boys, that wyour half-term
reports will be based on the anfiwers you give
me. We will atart with you, Jolly, What's
twice two ¢ !

“ Four | ! answered Jack Jolly cheerfully.

passidge, making unintelligible sounds as he
went.,

No pooner had he gone tham another door
WOULD YOU BELIEVE IT?

Bunter missed a free feed in Study Neo. -4
terday, and wanta an expert to teach b !
m to take running kicks at himaself, ‘

s 4 &I repret-
aully unable to
state !

I'm your antelope !

the gloves on with a chap in a clean
and sportsmanlike manner, then

GREYFRIARS FACTS WHILE YOU WAIT

All.in wrestling’s not in the same
gtreet—not to a sportsman and a
gentleman like me, anyway |

“*Well, what is 1t ¥ 1!

“Just this,” chuckled Wharton. *'Ever
been had, old sport 7—Dick Nugent.’

“ What 7 ** roarad Coker.

* ¥ou can check it for yourself, if you don't

“Wrong 1 gl_"h!]‘llﬁd De. Birchemall. ™ The SEWERE g T P =¥ believe me. The first letter gives the key fo
%c;nﬂﬁtﬂ aid ;II.;EJQEI' :aﬁ;}l:ma. Now you, H-E”F.E L PO ) . : the c:ud&:_ Thﬂ‘tﬁ'ﬂ? is the message. And nait:::
1 monarch had six wives. t2 Dicky Nugent's ° Oriental-looking fellow,

* Henry the Eightht

* Merry, Merry ! Your iggnerance iz truly § AL

alarming! ” sighed Dr. Birchemall. * Tha
English raonarch who had six wives wasg, of
corse, Old King Cole ! Stand up, Bright, and
let's ses if you can improve on your Form-
follows' lamentable diaplay ! What important

i
!

Wharton added, " I faney he’s none other
than young Hop Hi. I saw bim handing &

Ha R [ctter to young Dicky in the Hall half an hour
RS ogo, and thoy were both laughing as though

i ,ll:{li_. e

..: some jape was afoot ] 2

““ Ha, ha, ha1" ;
It was a roar from the editorial staff.

city stands on the River Thames 7" - e - : i e | b el et ; Coker roared, too—but on a different note.
* Londen, madam [ ¥ Iovited to shoot pheasanis on 8ir Harry Wharton is very keem on Horsoe Coker ** fancias ™ himse. . Dick Penfold, renowned for his When Skinner described Bunter Horacs Coker's suggestion to the His was a roar of rage!
" Worse and worse | " groaned the Head., Hilion Popper's u‘hﬁ. Mr. Prout rowing, and he persnades his on his celebrated mobor-bit-* -hymes, is an alert ingide forward. as 208 lba. of fat and fatuons Head that ha should ba {a) made He dashed away to find young Nugent—
“ ¥ou'll ba tolling me next that Paris stands Salied forth full o timism. chums {6 make up on * eighi ¥ despite mun{lh:iﬂuﬁn I = Ma There is nothing poetic abont his cunning,’” Bunter threatened a a prefect (b) put in the Sixth and .3 wa fanev he's searchin fir him yat.
en tho Seino | Tho ity I mean is, of 0070, ey Bieichol onty o bagrad'} ot mcdbe Bl b o e daat ey Eromt o ooy Shererz oihor (o) Siren aiolois JPTSTS res BaFrom what wo can seo of i, thero ate japing
. T mon er . WAy ri u ss the 8 ga per, movite endorse nner’s des~ me a) 8 A EAaSD g b y - i
Glasgow 1 : i efer to squabble over » study hear of it ! ZIucky for Coker— whom he charged into the neb cription unamimously, Banter's snd (c) a record ' impot,” Zerg possibilities, as well aa serious uses, in this

kKnner
pus | Eﬁﬂ u!lg:}%‘:t one lell

" My hat ]! said Bright faintly, a diffprent sort of ' rowing,” and otber competitors, tog | will testity | “ gmit ** was mever ** pressed 1?*  houor for Coker of the Fitth |  ** Maguoet 1 Sherifi’s Code,



