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. SPECIAL LONG COMPLETE STORY OF

EXCITING SCHOOL ADVENTURE—

THE FIRST CHAFTER.
The Face at the Window !

m HAT old ass, Prout—>"
I ~*That old chump, Frout,

L

Ih=——

*That cheeky old chump,
Prant—"

*That tervifie and ludicrous old fat-
head, Prout—"

Mr, Prout frowned.

Really it was cnough to make any
mean frown.

Ne Forw-master eould have been
expected to smile at khearing such de-
seriptions of limzelf. And Mer. Prout
just at present was pot merely a Form-
master; he wuas temporary headmaster
of Greyfriavs, in the absence of Dr.
Locke.

Always important, he was now more
important than ever. Yet the jumiors
in tho Rog were dgsecilaing him as au
old ass, a frump, a chisnp, and a faé-
head, as if ho were of no importance
at all

Mr. Prout stopped dead.

1o stood] specchless wnder the open
window of the Rag. )

Frovt did not intend to lhsten to
words not intended for his ears. There
was nothing mean abont Pront. He
was portly, he was pampous, he was
ebtuge; he was, be guestion, rather
an azx. But he was no ea*-‘eacfmpper.
It was quite by chenes thot he was
taking hiz walk under the windows of
the Rag that bns and frosty winter
day. Aml he stood specchless, hecaunse
hig breath was quite taken away for
the moment by astonishmept and
wrath.

“That old as3!” woent on the voice of
Harry Wharton, the captain of the Re-
move, “That okl foczler!  DBPoes he
think we're gpoing to scratch football

matches for the rest of the term i
“We're jolly well not, whatever he
thinks I growled JFohnov Bull.

“No fear!™ said Boeb Chenry
emphatically.

“Doea ha think at all* rame the
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Billy Bunter's peeuliar glit of
being able to imitate velces

earned him many more kieks
than ha'pence. This week,
however, his efforts are more
sjuccesaful . . . ler ke not only
saves Loder’s baeom, but he
puts paid to Prout into the

bargain ]
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jeering voice of Herbert Yernon-Smith,
the r of Greyiriars. “IHas the
old duffer anything to do it with1®

“The thinkfulne:s of the esteemed
ald ass is not terrific,” said Hurree
Jamset Ram. 3ingh.

“Well, hs’s got to hﬁgin to think,”
said Frank WNugent. “Heo's got to get
it inte hiz silky old na.p;ﬂar, somehow,
that he ¢an’t keep the Hemove in de-
tention on half-holidays when football
matches ares plaved on hali-holideys,
Wa can’'t scratch with Rookwood®

Mr. Prout gasped under the window.

Frout was not a tall pentileman,
Sideways, he was extremely well de-
voloped: but his height was met impoe-
ing. His head barely reached to the
window-stlr. 2o the Remove fellows
within did not see him. and had 1o
idea that he was there. Certainly they
would not have expressed themsslvea so
frankly had they even dreamed that
their remarks were falling on the
majestic ears of Prout.

Prout stared up at the open window,
and gasped,

“Tha old a=3!" went on ﬁ'l_mrmn.
“He's got to let us off detemtion on
Wednesday, He must. We've got te
play Rookwoed.” :

' What sbout_asking him "

" good askimg that ebstinate
old ass!® epaid tha Bounder. "“He's
given the Remove detention for the
term, becsuse he jolly well knows that
a lot of us are in the Greviriars Secret

Society. And he will stick to it, footor
or no footer. 'That's the kind of ob-
stinate old idiot he is1™

“Bomething’s got to be done, Wa've
{:ﬂt to get over to HRookwood on
¥ednesday.”

“And we're going to!” smid Vernon-
Smith. “Prous or no Prout, we're
%;omg! We shall have to cut, and

rout can make the best of it.”

“Upon my word!” gurgled the
plump Form-master, under the win-
dow., “Upon my word !

Prout found his veice.

He atepped closer to the window, put
hie plump hands on the frosty sill, and
raimed bhimself om his toes.

By that means be was able to lift his
plump chin over tha level of the sill,
and look into the room,

A group of Remove fellows wera
standing near the window in rather ex-
cited discussion.

Fooiball fixtures were rather import-
ant matters to the Remove men; and
one of the most important was the fix.
ture with Jimmy Bilver & Co. of Rook-
wood,

There was plenty of time, so far as
that went, to write to Rookwood, and
scratch. Put nobody wanted to seratch,
The Remove footballers wanted to play
the match, and, somehow or other, they
were determined that they were going
to do so.

How, waa quite another matter [ Mr.
Frout had senteneced the whola Form
to detention for every half-hohday
that term. That was s result of the
activitiea of the Greyfriars Hecret
Jeciety.

" And there wags no appeal from the

zentence of Frout. Whila Dr, Locke
waz away he reigned supreme.
We're going to cutl” repeated

Smithy, vneonscious of the plump face
now looking in at the window. “Prout
can go and eat coke! On Wednesday
we'll jolly well walk out of detention;
walk out of the school, and get the
train to Rookwood. And that's that!”

“Loder of the Rixth will have an eye
m u.‘ﬂ-
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“All the worse for him. We'll up-
end the cad, and walk over him, if he
triezs o stop us”

Evidently the Bounder was prepared
for drastic measures.

“Might ask Prout,” said Harry
YWharton thoughifully,

“MNo good asking him.”

"‘b‘i’qlf we could put it micely, and

try to make him understand. [ wo
-E;ut it in. words of one syllable, even
rout might understand.”

“Ha, ha, ha!"

“After all, Prout’s only an ass
wWent on the captain of the Remove.
“His bark’s worse than his bite. He's
gﬂt a swelled head through fancying
imzclf as headmaster now the Head's
away—just 8s Loder's got & swelled
head through barging inte old Win.
ate’s place as captain of the school.
f‘ra might be able to make Frout see

1H8

regson, doesn’t really mean any
harm., And, after all, the man can't
hﬁi‘p being & fool.™

Wharton !

“Oh erumba 1

Harry “Wharton spun round at that
unexpected vaice through the open
window.

Every other fellow in the group spun
ronnd.

Every eya fized on Prout's plump,
portly, wrathy face in horror.
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The phost of Prout could not have
startled them more.

“Prout " gasped Bob Cherry,

"]{E:p-pip-l}mut}" stuttered  Johnny

ull.

“Oh erikes !

“Oh jiminy M

“ Prout !**

Prout's face was erimson with wrath.
His ecves gleamed. The celebrated
wrath of Achilles, to Groece the direful
epring of woes unnumbered, was &
mera nothing compared with the wrath
of Prout at that awful moment. He
irowned, ho glared; he famrly trembled
with wrath.

Thoe Removites gazed at him.

It was clear that it was of no use to
ask Prout to let them off detention on
Wednesday now, That was very clear.
Prout did not lock like letting fellows
aoff anything.

“Boya " gasped Prout.

“Oh, my hat!” groancd the captain
of the Remove. “Borry, sir!
never knew—never dreamed——"

Wharton really was sorry, not only
on his own account. INothing would
have induced himt to speak of Mr.
Prout so disrespectfully had he
dreamed that that gentleman was with-
in hearing. Prout was an ass, and an
exasperating ass; but there was &
limit. But it cnuiﬂ not be helped now.

“You—you—you disrespectfal young
rascala!” gasped Mr. Prout. “You—
yon—you——"  Words failed the in-
dignant Prout,

‘We—wa never knew——"
mered Bob.

“We never knew you were listening
urder  the window, sir,” said the
Dounder, with cool impertinence,

Smithy was the first to recover his
coolness; and 1t was like him to make
natters worse.

“Wowhat?" stuttered DMr.
H'E}f'ls.llgt?lj S ]

ut u mithy !" spa d Earr
Wharton. & 5 ke .

stam-

Prout.

“ Veornon-Smith, how dare vou sug-
gest—how dare xweu imply—" Prout
choked. "1 say, how dare youl?"

“You  silly  fnthead, Smithy!™
breathed Bob Cherry.

The Bounder shrugged his shoulders.

“Go to my study ! gasped Mr, Prout.
“All of you—pgo to my study! Waul
for ms there! Not a word?! Go!”

Prout’s crimson face disappeared
from the window.

Harry Wharton & Co. looked at one
another, .

“Well,” said Bob Cherry, with a deep
breath, “we've done it how! We've
!JEFT‘P, and wWe've gone, and we've done
it "

*“The donefulness is terrific !

There was no doubt about that! And
in dismal silence, the Remove f{ellows
made their way to the Head's study, to
wailt thera for Zi’rr_'u.lt.

—

THE SECOND CHAPTER.
Just Like Smithy !

1 SAY, you fellows ™
H “ Bop-r-r-rer !
“Buat, I say——"
“{h, cheese 1t ¥
Billy Bunter blinked at the six
Remaovites through his big spectucles in
surprise. He had met them on their
way to the Head's study.
The, Owl of the Remove was short-
sighted. But even Bunter’s limited
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made me join, just because I found you
out, snd you wanted to maeke me keep
it dark. You can jolly weli tcll Prout
so!  Seet?! Or, better still, tell him L
never had anything to do with« it
That’s hetter. All of you give im your
wm‘dﬁlmt I never knew anyllong about
e

“You blithering fat nss, il's nothing
to do with .that!” exclaiwed XHarrey
Wharton, 1n exaspecration. * Sheer off,
gnd shut up!™ i

“And take that with you!* added the
Bounder, reaching out with his foot, and
landing it on the tightest trousers at
Greyfriars Bchool.

. “Yaroooh !" roared Bunter, as he took
it.

“And that——"

* Yhoooop !

Billy Bunter Hfed. The Dounder
made a stride after him, to land another
kick, apparently finding satisfaction in
it. But Harry Wharton caught him by
the arm and jerked him back,

“Chuck that!” he. said tersely. “KNo
good kicking that fat frump !”

The Bounder gave him a ficyce look,
and wrenched his arm away. Bunter,
going strong, disappeared round the
COTner,

Vernon-Emith scowled, and followed
the Famous Five ta the Ilcad's study.
The half-dozen juniors entered thet
epartment to  wait. The Boander
glanced from the window and gave an
angry gruot,

“Look at the old ass!™ he sneercd,

My, Prout was in view fram the study
window. He had stopped to speak ta

Ao .
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MAGNET. . .

viston did not prevent him from notic-
ing how extremely down in the mouth
Harry Wharton & Co. looked,

They could hardly have looked more
dismal if they had been going te
execulion.

“I say, vou fellows look like & lot of
moulting owls,” said the fat Owl 1
say, whera are you going?"

#* Head's study ! grunted Bob Gherry.

“Oh crikey! Tias Prout found ont
that youw're in the QCreyfriars Scecrct
Society ¥V Y

“Shut up ! hissed Johnny Bull,

“ Ok, really, Bull—"

The six juniors marched on. The
TFamous Five were dismal and doleful,

realising that it was all up with the
I Rookwood mateh now. The Bounder was
rather enraged than dizmal. FHis eyes

were glittering under his koitted brows.

All six wers booked for trouble; but
five of them were satisfied with the
trouble on hand. Bmithy was thinking
af morse. With a licking in prospect,
and the Rookwood match washed out,
the DBounder’s thoughts were already
turning to vengeance.

Billy PBunter blinked after thom.
Then he rolled in pursuit into Head's
corridor. Bunter was uneasy.

“I say, you fellow——" he gasped.

“Oh, sheer off I exclaimod Bob. The
chums of the Remove were in no mood
to iJE: bothered by the fat and fatuous
Ol

“But, I say,” urged Dunfer. “If
vou're up before Prout because of that
seoret society stunt, you know, mind yon
don’'t menlion me. That's important !’

“0Oh, go and eat coke I

“Beast! 1 never wanfed to join the
secret society, &3 vou jolly well know ™
exclaimed Bunter, in alarm, “You

. + Coming Next Saturday.
Avoid the Rush by
Ordering Your Copy Now!

e o o i,

Mr. Woesa, the master who had taken
Mr. Quelch’s place with the Remove.

Prout was speaking emphatically and
excitedly. r. Woose was making
soothing gestures.  Apparently Prous
was telling the Remove master of the
ontrageous, unprocedented, and  un-
paralleled conduct of certain membera
of his Form.

“The =illy old ass!" eaid Vernan-

Smith. “"He ecan't comne in and get it
over! He's bound to jaw !”

“The jawfulness of thn esteemed
Prout is always terrilic!” romnarked

Hurree Jamset Ram Singh.

“Well, I'm not i a hurry to bo
whopped ! remarked Bob Cherry.

“(dh rats?"

Vernon-8mith glanced vound the
roaont,

“What about ragging the study whila
we're waiting ¥ he asked. " We're for
it, anyhow, and a fellow may as well be
hung for a sheep as & lamb.”

“Oh, don't be an ass!” exclaimed
Harry Wharton impaticntly.  * Wee've
got enough trouble on hand, without
gsking for more”

“Funky 7 sneered the Bounder.

“h, shut up ¥

“I'va a jolly good mind—"

“Choack  it, Smithy ! zaid Dob.
“We're going to get six cach for letting
Prout know what we think of him. We
don’t want fo turn it into a flogging I

The Bounder gave on augry enarl
Ho was reckless enongh for anything,
and quite in a temper to wroek the
study, for the wreckage to greet Proul™s
eyes when he eame in, But fhe other

Tuoe Magxer Lispany.—No. 1,400,
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fellows had np intention of allowing
him to do anything of ths E_mli.

There s & step in the passage. It
was not Prout's clephantine tread—he
was still in view in the guad,

The juniora looked reund, Trotter,
the page, came in, and glanced at them,
as lio laid a letter -on-Mr. Prout’s desk.

Apparertly that letter had arrived for
Mr. "Prout by the ngu:;rr:m%i post, and
Trotter had Lrought it to the siudy for

liime. The Head's study was Frout's
while Dr. Locke was away.

Trotter gave the Romovites a rather
suspicious look., Perhaps he suspected
1!:»;&-3!: ]i:ilecg.iel werd there éﬂ-r a “rag®

) erry grinned. :

“All gerene, kid,” he said. “Weo're
waitihgy for Prout! Special nvitation
from the old bean”

Trotter chuckled. ; -

“I 'ope he won't lay it cn 'ard, sir
he said,

* Bame here I said Bob.

“The samefulness is terrific

“P'r'aps Mr, Prout won't be *Ead
much longer, sir!” sald Trotter com-
fortingly. “I've "eard that Dr. Locke's
coming iaﬂk befora the end of the term,
sir, and it ain’t far off now."

“1 wish he'd Lhurry up !” sighed Frank
MNugent.

“P'r'aps that there letter means that
he's coming svon,” said Trotter, with a
nod towards the letter he had placed on
the desk. “It's in the "Ead’s *and, sir.”

And with - that encouraging remark,
the page left the study.

The juniors glanced at the letter.

It was addressed to Mr. Prout in the
well-known handwriting of Dr. Locke,
the headmaster of Greyfriars:

Their faces Lrightened. ?

There wers fow fellows at Greyfriars
whe were not anxious for the Head to
resume his duties at the old school.

Mr, Prout was satisfied that he filled
the Head's place well—indeed, better
than Dy, Locke! But Mr. Prout had
that belief entirely to himself !

Under Prout’s rule thers had been
troublo all the time. He had an un-
bounded, ond extremely misplaced
faith in Loder of the Sixth, his head
prefect, whom he had appommted cap-
tain of the school. It was Loder's
tyrauny that had cslled into existence
the Greyfriars Secret Bociety, and ib
was the activity of that society that had
caused the sentence of detention on the
Remove—which, in itz turn, was the
cause of the present trouble.

“By gum!” said Bob Cherry. “1
hope the Head's coming back soon!
I'm fed-up with Prout!”

“ ¥Yes, rather !”

“"That letter may niean that he's
coming back in & day or two!* zaid
Harry Wharton. “Let's hope so, at
uny ratel”

“The Beak would feel flattered if he
khew how much cverybody wants him
back !* grinned Johnny Buill.

*Is that old ass ever coming ' enorted
il Bounder.

IIe scowled from the window at Mr.
Prout, still in conversation with littla
Mr. Woose in the quad. Prout's talks
Wwere never short.

LEE]
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S0 heavy has been fhe demand for the new
Cﬁrﬁm :F mﬂgﬁm i ted 1 el
73 one o 8 resen ree
grocers have had to be mﬁmw:iﬁ Meairs, Cadbury
Bron., Lid, inform g, hetvever, thal svery effort
18 being made lo calch up with the demand ¢ the
toy makere are working day and night, and i i
anticipaied that full snpplier will be acailable
shortly. Ask Mother to arrange witlh the frocer
fa reeerpe g lin of Children’s Bournotlle Covon
fur her, should his slock run short, Two million
Cococubs have been ordered, and they are being
5.-::' ﬁﬂmmm iine of cocou an fast as they are

elivered.
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“The old dummy! Keeping us on
tenterhooks ! said  Vernon-Smith, be-
tween his teeth. “Lobk here! I'im not
standin’ it! I'm net henging abgut
here, waifing for a whopping and doing
nething, Let's rag the ¥oom [

(21 Fnt ﬂ'ﬁd l!‘]

“Cheese it !*

“Dry up I”

The Boundey’s eyes glittered.

“Well, if you're funky, I'm not!” he
spapped, snd he started by kicking over

8 Chair, ,
“Stop that, BSmithy[” exclaimed
Harry arton.

“ Mind your own business|”

“Lock here—"

“ Rats |"

The Bounder grabbed a pile of papers
from the desk with the evident inten-
tion of throwing them into the fire.

Harry Wharton, with an angry ex-
clamation, wrenched the papers away
from him.

“ Stop it, I tell you—-="

“You meddlin' foul!” shouted the
PBounder. He made & snateh at the
}:a.lpers, and the captdin of the Remove
wild them behind him with one hand
a;l]:?, pushed Vernon-Smith back with the
other.

It was rather a hefty push, and
Smithy stagpered against the desk with
o gasp. As he leaned oo the desk, his
hand touched the letter laid there a few
minutes ago by the page,

In an instant he grabbed it up snd
tossed it into the fire!

* Bmithy—*" shouted Boh.

Ho made a jump after the letter.
But it had dro intp the midst of
the glowing coals and was consumed in
& second.

With a jeering laugh, the Beunder
snatched up three or four books, with
the intention of throwing thom after
the letter.

But thia time he was stopped.

The Famous Five all prasped him
together, and he came down with o
hu:a‘a on the floor of the Head’s study.

“Let gol" yelled Smithy, strugghng
fercely,

“Keap the fool there!™ said Harry
Wharton savagely. “You've done harm
enough, Vernon-Smith—you've burned
the Head's letter—="

“ Hang the Head’s letter! *“Legpo!”

*Bifpon him " said Bob Cherry,

““The sitfulness is the proper caper!”
grinned Hurree Jamset Ram Singh

Bob Cherry and Johnny Bull
zat on the Bounder, keeping him pinned
down on the carpet, while Wharton set
the overturned chair on its legs and put
the papers tidy on the desk again. The
Head's letter had vanished from exist-
snge, and nothing could be done about

thot.
on let me get up,

“Will ¥ you
1s3e¢d the Bounder.

rottera?"™

“Not f1ll Prout comes, old bean
answercd Bob checrfully.

“¥ou rotter I

Yo it 1"

“I'"ll smash you!"” howled the
Dounder. ‘

“Get on with it!"" grinned Bob.

But that was ?rm:iselv what
Bounder was unable to do.
remained on the Head’s carpet with
two juniors s:tt.ing on him to keep him
there, till Prout’s elephantine tread
was heard ot the door.

tha
And he

THE THIED CHAFPTER.
Goal !

ERALD LODER, of the Sixth
Form, grinned,
That day was Saturday, and it
wa# a half-heliday for all Grey-
friars cxcept the Remove,

Half-holidays for thet unfortunate
Form were things of the past.

While the rest of the school did that
which was right in their own eyes, the
Remove had to do that which was right
in Prout’s eyes—which was detention in
their Form-rootn.

Loder was standing at the door of

that Form-room re to let the de-
tained juniors in, ey came along
with glum faces. And six of them

wriggled as they walked=—which was the
cause of Loder's ng‘rm The Famous
Five and the Bounder looked as if they
had been through recent psinful ex-
E@Hnnm-—asi indeed, they had! Prout

ad dealt with them faithfully in the
Head's atudtg;

Glum as the Remove already looked,
they looked glummer at the sight of

er by the Form-room door,

1 say, you fellows, we're going to
have Loder!” groaned Billy Bunter.
“ Rotten " murmured Peter Todd.

“The rottenfulness 1z terrifio.”

Loder opened the Form-room door

and the juniors marched 'in. The bully
of Greyiriara followed them in' as they
went to their places. He had his -ash-
plant under his arm, doubtless in expec-
tation that it would be wanted in the
Remove that afternoon.
_ Generally, Mr. Woose took his Form
in detention, but naturally he did hot
want all his leisure taken up by that
thankless task. Sometimes there wos
extra French from Monsicur Charpen-
tier, sometimes extra maths from Mr.
Lascelles, and sometimes Sixth Ferm
prefects took turns.

Any prefect was prelerabls to Loder
—even Walker or Carne. Buf this time
it was Loder.

The Bounder gave him a bitter and
evil look as he sat down at his desk.
If there was any of Loder's bullying
that afterncon, Smithy was not in a
state of mind to stand it patiently.

Smithy's temper was not always good
—and now it was very bad indeed}: hat
afterncon he would have beeon playmg
footbell, but for detention, and l;tlna was
keen on the winter game,

A Form match with the Fourth had
had to be scratched. But that waz a
mere nothing compared with scratching
the Rookwond matech on the followin
Wednesday., And after the ingident o
Prout at the window of the Rag, it
was obvions that there was not a ghost

of a chance of plaving the match at
Rookwood.

Added to that, the six juniors had had
& Egverle—a YeIy severe—Canlng f’l"ﬂﬂl
Prout. None of them liked it—but
Harry Wharton & Co. could, st least,
take if ﬁhﬂﬂ&ﬂﬁlhlﬂﬁﬂﬁf. After what
Prout ad heard them saying,
they expected to be whopped—and they
could hardly blame Prout for handing
it out hard and heavy.

But the Bounder did not look at it in
tha same philosophie way. He was
angry and resentful and vengeful.

ikewise, he had had it harder than
tha others, as he fully deserved for his
reckless insinuation that Prout had been
cavesdropping at the window of the Rag
on that unfortunate occasion,

He was irritated, too, by the oppo-
sition of the Co. to his hare rained idea
of _ragguzfn Prout's study while they
waited. d they had told him guite
plainly what they thought of his act
in throwing the letter into the fire—
which the five agreed was ufterly
rotten. And the fact that he was, in his
heart of hearts, rather ashamed of that
action, only added to Smithy's angry
reseitment.

Altogether, ha was in & mood for a
fierce provocation —and he rather
wished, than otherwise, that Loder
would give provocation,
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“ Prout’s an ass 1" sald Harry Wharton.
harm, and, after all, the man ¢an’t help being & fool —*’

really mean any

M Ul
i

“ He's got a swelled head through laneying hhus?u as headmaster,
[ 1] ‘Irhaﬂﬁn n

He doesn't]
* Oh, crumbs [ *' Every

fellow in the group spun round, and every eye fixed on Prout’s plump, portly, wrathy face, as he looked into the room !

To his surprize, and to the relief of
most of the Form, Gerald Loder
appeared to be rather less unpleasant
than usual. .

Ha set the Remove to work, which
consisted of long and rather dreary
Latin papers prepared for them by Mr.
Woose, Then he went to the door of
the Form-room and chatted with his
friends, Walker and Carne, who came
up the passage.

_He was in official charge of the deten-
tion class, but he was not making work
of it. Loder had his own ways of per-
forming his duties.

He had the detention to supervise for
an hour, at the end of which time Mr.
Woose was coming in. Evidently he
found it a bore.

_On _previous occasions Loder had re-
lieved the monotony by bullying and
generally making things unpleasant all
round. Now that he seemed to be in
& better humour than wususl, he was
mm;;!;r red.

After about ten minutes he glanced
round into the Form-room.

* Wharton [V

:'i!!'aa} ﬂ]Lude.r m _— j

'm olearing off for a few minutos!
Keep order hege.”

Without waitintg for an answer, Loder
walked away with his Sixth Form pals.
Bﬂfi,; Bunter gave a fat chuckle asz soon
a5 the door was shut.

I say, you fellows! Loder can't
smoke here! He, he, he!”

That's Prout’s favourite prefect!™
said the Bounder, with & sneer. “Gone
off to smoke in his study with his pals.”

“"Horrible 1" said %I{innnr. “No
Remove man ever smokes ‘in his study !

Home of the fellows laughed, and the
Bounder scowled, Smithy was rather

given to smoking eigarettes in his study
1 the Remove!

*Wall, I'm not doing this dashed
Latin ¥ said Vernon-8mith sullenly.
“If Prout wonts it done, he can see
that it's done. The old ass!

“No good sitting here doing nothing,
Smithy I said Tom Redwing. * And
Woose is going to look at the papers
when he comes,”

" Blow Woose I

“Hear, hear|” said Bolsover major.
“Bother Woose! Anvhow, Woose naver
makes a fuss—he’s afraid of us, more
than he is of Pront.”

The Bounder lounged out of his place.
Soveral other fellows followed ™ him.

here was a general cessation of work.

Bebh Cherry went to the window,
elambered up, and looked out. Far in
the distance, figures could be seen on
the football ground, Temple, Dabney
& Co., of the Fourth, had fixed up a
ﬂmk-up, as their match with the Remove

ad been washed out. It was g fine,
clear, cold afierncon, and Bob eyed the
footbellers longingly.

‘“ Botter keep vour places, you men!™
advised Lord Mauleverer. *Loder may
come bargin' in any minute.”

“Who eares for Loder?” snecred the
Bounder.

“Well, Loder only wants half an
excuse for handling his ashplant,” said
Harry Wharton, "“It's not much use
asking for it."

“You may be as funky of Loder as
you are of Prout! I'm not fumky of
either of thoem ! retorted the Bounder.

“¥ou cheeky ass——*

“What about footer?’ asked Bob
Cherry, dropping back from the win-
dow. “We can use that cushion off
Queleh's chair—2

“ Better keep quict ! said Ilarry.

“Well, dash it all, Loder’s in charge,
and if he walks off, ha can’t cxpoct us
to sit still?” argued Bob, “And Woose
will pretend not to notice anvthing
about the Latin papers—he's the man
for a guiet lifo!™

Herbert  Vernon-Smith  jerked the
cushion off the chair at the Form-
master's desk. He kiclked it across {he
Form-room.

“Play up " he shouted.

Bob Cherry kicked it boack, Squiff amd
Tom Brown, Peter Todd, and Belsover
major joined in the game at once.

" Look here, that’s better fun than

sitting still I'" said Johnny Bull. And he
joined the footballers.
Next, Hurree Jamset Ram Singh

and Frank Nugent left their places,
and joined up. And Harry Wharton,
nob caring to remain out of it when
all his friends were joining in, ceased
to set a good example, and joined up
also. That was a signal to the rest of
the Remove.

Only two fellows remained in their
Ei&ﬂes—]:mrd Mauleverer and Billy

unter. And they only romeined be-
causte they were foo lazy to move.

“Pass that ball 1™

“Play up ™

“Hurrah ™

" Goal [

“Ia, ha, hat”

The game was soon going lot and
strong. In 8 Form-room, with desks ifiie
tha way, and a cushion for a ball, it
was not very much hike Soecor. But it
was fun, and it was fast and furions,
and quite hilarions. And there was no
doubt that it was an improvement on

T Maioner Lisrany.—No. 1,400
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delenticl tasks. On that point there
was now a shadow of doubt,

T'he Form-master’s desk was ons goal.
The dorsr was the other. The Form-
voom rang to the tramping of feet and
loud shonts that grew louder as tho
game progressed and excitement in-
vreased.

“The deiained juniors forgot all about
Lotdter of thoe Sixth, They played up
anl enjoved themselves, and the minates
ticked away unheeded,

Tramgy, tramp, trampl

Bump! DBump

Thud! Bump! Bang!

That terrific din greeted the cars of
loder of the Sixth, when, nearly at the
end of the hour, came back to the
Remove. As he heard it in the passage
he guickened, and hurried on to the
Form-room, and opencd the door and
strodo in. :

Loder, of course, did not know that
that door was, momentarily, s goall
Meither was he aware that the Bounder,
at that moment, was shooting for goall

But he became saware it os he
strodo i

A dusty cushion, whizzing through
ihe air like a bullet from the Bounder's
fuot, would have crashed on the door
and seoped & goal had not Loder opencd
it at that moment.

Instead of which, it erashed on Loder !

Really it could not be he]jped[
Goerald Loder, having suddenly and un-
vxpeetedly taken thy place of the goal,
naturally gob the shot! N
: ‘But it was quite & painful surprise Lo
11T,

]i%illfl I

1

";{]'hf:’

Loder szat down in the doorway,
ﬁ]llukh‘:ml‘.lf, the cushion falling on his
knees, ¢ sat and spluttered wildly,
whila the Remove bolted for their places
like ralibits for their burrows,

spluttered

Kicked Out!
U
His face was dusty from
“You voung ruffians " panted Loder.
Llazing.
Loder had
savigo a rage as he had ever been seen
“I told vou to keep order here,
Ins duty to keep order in the Form-
a5 un act of injustice, which considerably
No answer.
Bend
But before he econld answer, or act,

THE FOURTH CHAFPTER.
UBRRRRGGH [¥
Loder, .

He staggered to his fect.
the cushion, and red with rage. And
w thin red streak cozed from his nese.
The cushion had smitten hard,

He grabbed up his ashplant, which
had fallen to the fioor. Then he strodo
towards the detention class, his e¢ycs

Earlier that aftermoon,
been in an improved temper. But there
was 1o sign of that now, He was 1o es
m. Perhaps that was nob surprising, os
he was feeling as if his nose had becn
driven through the back of his head |
Wharton 1" he roared.

Wharton 5hrug?ed his shoulders.

As head of the Remove, it was
room in the temporary absence of a
master. But Prout's sentence of de-
tention was regarded by all the Ferm
altcred the matter, i

“Who kicked that cushion at me?”
Liooted Loder.

“Stand out here, Wharton|
over the form ™

Wharton drew a deep breath.
Herbort Vernon-Smith cut in.

*“1 kicked the cushion at vou, Loder 1M
Tue Maiower Lisrary.—No. 1,400,
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he said, with perfeet coolness, ™Y didn't
know you were barging in just then, or
I'd havoe kicked it harder.”

“Shut up, you uss!” whispered Red-
Wi,

“ Rot 1" answered the Bounder coolly.

Loder's eyes gleamed at him.

“8o it waz you, Vernon-8mith!
Stand out here [

ir Sila“!hlli

“What 1* ronred Loder.

“Gettin' deaf i’* sneered the Bounder.
“J said shao't, and I mean exactly
what I =aid! Go and cat coke—or smoke
cigarettes in your study—or go to
Jericha! Rats 2

If Loder of the Sixth had been the
most patient and good-tempered  of
prefects, he would hardly have taken
that patiently.

He made a fierce stride in among the
forms, grasped the Bounder by the
collar, and hooked him out of s place.
& "'lﬁt go, you bully 1" shouted Vernon-
ot

He struggled fiercely, clinging to the
desk. The Bounder was utterly reckless
Nnow.

The rest of the Remove looked on in
silenco,

Loder was a Sixth Form prefect—
Prout’s head profect and favouritel

Handling a pretect was an offence to be
punished by axpulsion.

That, indeed, was why the secret
society of Greyiriars had  been

formed ; so that tha bully of the school
could be punished for his sins without
tho dreaded sentemce of the “sack™
ACCTUINE. :

Many times since he had been captain
of the school had Loder been ragged
and whopped by the Hecret Seven.

But open rebellion and defiance of
authority was quite a different propo-
sition. MNobody wanted to be taken up
before Prount, to be expelled for
handling his head prefect!

The Bounder, in his enraged reck-
loseness, was asking for more trouble
than he could handle when he got it}
But he did not care!

He clung to the desk, struggled, and
kicked,

“Whaooop | roared Loder, az he got
o hacking heel on his shin.

“Reseue, Remove!” shouted the
Bounder.

Loder's eyes blazed at him. He

swished up his cane, anii‘bmught- it
down on Smithy with a terrific swipe.

Whack ! Whack! Whack! Whaek!

“ Rescue ' yelled the Bounder, *You
rotten funks, rescue 1M

Whaek | Whack |

Hiz- chum, Redwing, grasped at
Loder's arm and j:iragg!:g it back,
Loder lashed at him with the cane
and landed it across his shoulders.

That was too much for the Remove!
Five or six fellows jumped wp and ran
gt the bully of the Bixth.

Harry Wharten grabbed his arm.
DBob Chorry wrenched away his cane.
Johony Bu{l got hold of his collar,

Loder lot go tha Bounder to defend
himself from that new attack In an
instant Vernon-Smith twisted round on
him like s cat and grasped in his torn.
He hooked Loder's leg, and brought him
to the floor with a crash, ;

“Hick him out " shouted SBmithy.

“ Hurrah [¥

* Down with Loder!™

“Yaas, LwI god | Kick the cad out!”
exclaimed Lord Mauleverer, and his
luzy lordzhip, who had sat out the
football, found energy encugh to lend
a hand in deaiing with Loder,

" Outside P

“Scrag him ¥

“Kick the bully out ™

A dozen excited fellows had got held
of Loder of the Sixth. ITe struggled
and roarcd as he was dragged nnd rolled
to the deor.

TNut he had to go! Tho juniors wera
all excited now, and as reckless as the
Bounder  himself. Frank Nugent
dragged the door wide open. Loder was
rotled into the doorway. There a dozen
boots landed on him, and helped him
out intg the passage.

Hao rolled in the passage, spluttering
for breath.

“Hurrah|*

*“{Jet out, Loder*

“Go home, Loder!”

Go to Prout znd tell him we'll serve
him the same " yelled the Bounder,

S . P i

er staggered up,. He gas &N
gurgled for breath, His wﬁnr snd tie
were gone, his walstcoat had lost half
1t buttons, and his hair was a mop.
He swayed and staggered, spluttering.

“¥You—you young scoundrels!) I
have you sacked for this! I—I—I'Il—*"

“Kick him down the passage!™
shouted Vernon-Bmith,
“Go 1t 1M

“*(omo on i

There was a surge of excited juniors
out of the Form-room. Loder turned
to depart—rather hurriedly. He had
had enough |

But there was a little more for Loder!
Az he tramped away gasping, tha
Bounder rushed after him and kicked.

der gave 1 how! and staggered,
“Food man!”

“Well kicked ™

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“Run for it, Loder!™

“Ha, ha, ha "

Loder was running! Ha wvanished
round the corner of the passage ot a
great speed.  And the Removites roared
with laughter as they erowded back into
the Form-room.

THE FIFTH CHAPTER.
Mysterfons !

1 SAY, you fellows, there'll he a

I row 1™ pasped Billy Bunter,

The movites did not need
Bunter to tell them that,

That there would be a row—a tre-
mendous row—might be taken for
granted, after Prout’s favourite prefect
had been ragged in the Form-room and
kicked therefrom.

“Wea're rather asses!” remarked Dob
Cherry.

“The ratherfulness is terrific.”

“I guess Prout will sure go off at the

deep end!’’ remarked Fisher T. Fish,
“I'll surely say 's going to be
trouble.™

The Bounder gave & scofing laugh.

“We'll serve Prout the same if he
barges in!” he exclaimed.

“Oh, don’t be an ass!” said Harry
Wharton curtly. " Yeu lay a finger on
Prout, you ilathead, and I'll jolly scon
lay & finger on you!"

Bounder,

“Will_you?’ sneered the
“Then I'll tell you this—as socon as
Prout butts his silly head io, I'll let
him have a Latin grammar st it,”

“Oh, dry up, Smithy I said Redwing.

“I say, you fellows, mind you tell
Prout I never had & hand in itl” said
Billy Bunter anxiously. “Mind yon
say—— Yarocooh! Step kicking me,
Smithy, you beast I

“Ha, ha, ha!

“Floggin’s all round ! yawned Lord
Maulaverar, “Weo're &ll in it, end
]Pil:uu*}. can't sack the lot of us. What a
ifa!

Some of the fellows expected Loder to
¢ome back at once with other prefects,
or with Prout.
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Bul Te did not eoma,

The rebels were lef to themselwes, ]

Mow that they had cooled down a little they could not
hEIE realising that the outbreak had been, to say the least,
regilest, if not harebrained. o !

The Bounder had led the Form into it, and he secméd to
he rather pleased at what*he had dono. But less reckless
follows were not pleased.

What was going to
problem.

The secret soclety, working in seeret, were safe from the
sack. But there was no secret about this—the Bounder, in
his recklessness, had thrown away all the advantages of
strategy. Half the Form had handled Loder, and he counld
name the fellows who had taken the lead if he liked., It was
scarcely to be'doubted that he would like.

Prout already suspectéd those very fellows of being the
rimgleaders of the Greyfriars Secret Society. Was he nét
certain to jump at this provocation and sack them? It
looked liko 1t

Footsteps came alw%t-lxﬁ passage at lask

Buit it was only Mr. Woose who came in.

The uvesker blinked at the Remove over the gold-
rm}me& glasses that slanted on his nose. Ile secmed ratbher
velieved to find them quiet.

Apparently he had heard nothing of the trouble with
Y.oder. At all events, he made no reference to if.

Football in the Form-room hed coased,
consent. Even the Bounder did not want to be thus engaged
when Prout came,

But Prout did not seem fo be coming.

Mr. Woose called to Wharton to &:ﬁ.lect the Latin papers,
which the head boy duly did.

There was little in any of those papers to satisfy the least
exacting Form-master. But Woose's casy-going ways were
Eelll Iiltinlm*m—var;r different from the weys of Henry Samuel

Lele

Leaving the pile of extremely unsatisfactory papers for
future examination—or more probably no examination at
all—little Mr., Woose turned on English literature as the
next lesson,

He had an uncommonly quiet class for a detention class.
Dnce or twice the Bounder banged a desk-lid or dropped a
book—hut nobody in the Form was willing to back him up
in more ragging.

Mr. Woose had the Remove for an hour—an unusually
quict bour, Then Mr. Lascelles ceme in,

Larcry Lascelles had them for another hour in maths.
Larry was not a man to be ragged, if the Remove had been
i ever so truculentra mood,
pessed off peaceably,

Then the Remove were dismissed.

Every fellow, in the Form was in a state of amazement as
they left the Form-room. Nothing had been leard from
Locier-—mﬂung from Prout|

It seemed impossible that the bully of Greyfriars liad
fatled to report what had happened to the headmaster,

Ever since he had become captain of the school in
Wingate's place, he had been down on the Remove. He had
suffered severely st the hands of the secret sccicty. He had
lost Hﬂrﬂ-’lllﬂﬂﬂ-u'h!t-j of setting Prout against them. It scomed
impossible that he would lose a chance like this

et @othing had b

“ Blessed i? I make it out!” said Bob Cherry, when the
Famous Five gathered for tea in Study No. 1 in the Remove
pagsage. " What's the matter with Loder? Heé can't be
going to take it lying down.”

“Hardly ™ said Nugent.

“He's got something in store for us, 1 suppose,” said
Harry. “Wo can't have heard the last of it. He's not
chucked being a rotten bully.”

“The estecmed leopard cannot change his idiotic spots, nor
the venerable Ethiopian his absurd skin 1 rcmafl-:ed’ the-
Nabob of Bhani;iun 1

“0h, w's coming 1 grunted Johnny Bull,

If it was coming, it scemed
After tea, there was a kick at the door of Study Ne. 1, and
it flew open. Vernon-Smith looked in,

appened |

The Famous Five all looked at him together inquiringly. ¥

“Heard from Prout 7 asked Bab.

(13 Nﬂ IH
“I say, you fellows—" Billy Bunter looked in, at the |
Bounder’s side. “I say, Toddy thinks that Prout is going
to have the whole Form up after tea.” )
" Shouldn’t wonder " said Bob. .

And I say,” went on Bunter anxiously, “don’t you fellaws
forget to mention that I had nothing to do with it——"

ernon-Smith made & motion with his boot, and the Tab
Owl of the Remove jumped away just in time. ]

Beast | Look here——" roared Bunter,

happen now was a troublesome |

by common

to be lingering on the way. ¢

(Continued on next page.)
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Bmithy came inte the study and
slammed the door on the fat Owl. Thero
was an_expression on his face that
Harry Wharton & Co. did nat qlmla
understand—and did not gquite like.
They looked at him in silence. The
Bounder had evidently come to the
study to say something, and they won-
dered what it was,

" Nothing from Prout, so far,” said
Vernon-Bmith, “and my belief i3 thet
there won't be anything. Loder hasn't
reported to him what hap;gened in the
Form-room this afterncon.’

“Why shouldn’t hef” asked Eab.

“Ha's got a reazon.” A sneer cams
an the Bounder's sardonic face. “He's
ofraid of us—that's the reason. Ever
ginca he’s been top dog, Loder’s lost no
chonce of getting one over at us, He's
made life hardly worth living in the
Removo—and we've given hun back oz

g8 he's handed out, and better,
through the secret society. He's in a
funk, and dare not carry it on. And
if you think for a minute, you'll know
the reason.”

“Mean to say you think that Loder
will let it drop ™ asked Bob,

“I'd put ten to one on it.”

“Well, if bo does, all the better. Wo
don’t want the trouble to go_on, if
Loder doesn't,” said Harry. * But—-"

“The butfulness ia terrificl”™ said
Hurres Jamset Ram Bingh, ghaking his
dusky head.

“¥ou don't ecatch on?™ sneered the
Bounder, “Well, I can tell you that
I've got Loder in the hollow of my
hand, and he knows it—and he's in o
blue funk. He never meant to cut up
rusty to-day in the Form-room. He
lost his temper, or he wouldn't have
let himself go. His temper’s as rotten
as ever—no mistake about that. Bub
he's got to toe the line—and he knows
that, too!"

The Famous I'ive stared blankly at
the Bounder.

They did not catch on, and they liked
leSH than ever the expression on lus hard
dCE.

There was & streak of hard un-
serupulousness in the Bounder of Grey-
friars, of which they were only too
well aware.

Smithy was a fellow to play the game,
=0 long as the other side played it. But
if the other side took the gloves off,
Smithy was the man to take them
off, too] ]

"I tell iﬂu we've got him on toast!™
went on the Bounder, as the chums of
the Bemove stood rather uncomfortably
silent. " And we're going to toast him.
d"i'r'ﬂ’re playing Rookwood next Wednes-

ay a¥

“Not much chance of that now!”
zald Harry.

Al 1*ig{1t, if Loder helps us with his
influence over Prout,” said theBounder
coolly, **He's got Prout in his pocket,
ull the school knows that. He can Eu“
the old fathead’s leg to any extent

"“We all know that” said Bob im-
patiently. “ That's the cause of most
of the trouble this term. But Loder's
not likely to uwse his influence over
Prout to please us.”

“He is—ifi he's made to,” eaid
Vernon-Bmith.

“Made to?” repeated Wharton.

“ Yes" )

“You ass, how can vyou maka him ®

“1°1l put it in words of one syllable,
suitahle to the intellect of this study,™
said the Bounder sarcastically. )

He drew o folded cardboard from Ius
pocket. ]

The Famous Five stared at it.

It was a " Thumb-print Recorder.”

COpening it on the study table, the
Bounder pointed to a thumb-pring
maiked in one of the white squores,



“That's Loder's!” he said.

“We know that. I didn't know wou'd
kept it,” said Harry, “But what—"

“That's where we have Loder on
toast. You haven't forgotten what hap-
pened B few days ago, 1 suppose,”™ said
the Bounder irritably. *“Wa ragped
Prout's study—Toddy peinted it with

white paint. Later, some barged
info that study, and left finger-
prn{i:ts and thumb-prints in the paint,
&\n AF

“That's ancient history——"

“Let o fellow speak | ila.ulaverer had
had a tip of & tenner from some jolly
old sunt, and Frout had it lockeci u
in his desk, ke%img it back till the en
of the term. at tenner was pinched
by the blighter who left the thumb-
prints.”

L But—?

“Prout believed—and still believes—
that it was done by a pal of Mauly's
in the Remove to get the tenner back
for him,”

“"'}3 kmw.!‘ But—-"

“ But we knew it wasn't. We bagged
Loder, made him put his thumb-
print here, and compared it with the
photographs I'd taken of the thumb.
prints in the study. He owned up.”

“Ha had to own up; he couldn’t get
cut of the thumb-print,” esid Harry
elowly. * It was Lnd]:ar who took Mauly's
tenner from Prout’s study. We Lnow
that. But he never pinched it. The
gilly ass fancied that he was going to

row it for a time—"

“What's the difference " sneered tho
Bounder,

“Well, there's not a lot of difference,

I suppose, except that he never meant
to steal, and he let Mauly have the
te;m-aﬂ back. That's all over, and done
WIEn.
_"Is it?” sald Vernon-Smith, * Well,
it isn't. So long as we've got this
thumb-print as proof we've got er
on toast, and we ean make him dance
to our tune. And that’'s that!”

i =

THE SIXTH CHAPTER.
The Limit!

HERE was a dead silenes
Study Ne. 1 in the Bemowa,
Harry Wharton & Co. looked

at the Boundar.

They did not speak.

Hsa seemed rather to have taken their
breath away.

A sardonie grin was on the Bounder's
face. His eyes were gleaming, It
was only too clear that the unscrupulous
sireak in the Bounder's nature had the
upper hand now. He was taking the
gloves off—with & vengeance |

Harry Whearton found his voice at

I

ast.

“Bmithy! You—you mean M

“Beaginnin' toe understand 7 sneered
the Bounder. *It's time vou did | Lodar

t that tenner out of Prout's drawer
in the study for some of his huttingi
stunts. Mauly thinks he's more foo
that rogue. But yvou can bet on what
Prout would think, if he knew.”

“ Prout won't know " :

“Loder knew what he would think,”
grmned the Bounder. “ We bagged him
in his study and made him cough up
the thumb-print we wanted. He knows
now that we're in the Secret Society.
Has he done anvthin’ about it? Not a
thing| He fairl crin%fd. and begged
for merey | He knew that we had i%im
on toast—and he knows it now.”

Wharton set his lips.

“Wa did that,” he =aid ﬂ;_:juie-tlr, “to
‘clear up what had become of the tenner,
and get it back for Mauly, Loder gave
it back. What he did was as good-—-
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or as bad—as stealing. DBut he never
meant to steal, sand when he owned
u}m and the tenner was given back, we
chucked the whole thing.”

“You did,” speered Vernon-Smith.
“1 did not.”

“¥ou should have, Smithy,” said the
captain of the Remove. “1 never even
dreamed that you were keeping that
thumb-print up ageinst Loder. That
gort ol thing's not in the game.”

“Is it in the game for Loder to pull
Prout's leg, and make him down on us,
get ua detentions all through the term,
and muck _uﬁ our football matches?”
snecred Bmithy,

“"MNo. Loder doesn't play the game,
But I suppose you're not advising us to
take Loder for a model ?”

“If the other man takes the
off, I take them off, tool” sai
Bounder. * That’s fair.”

“Up to o point,” assented Wharton.
“But there's a limit. You never seem
to understand that there’'s & limit,
Smithy.”

“Let Loder keep to the limit, and I'll

loves
the
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follow his example!” said Vernon-
Smith, shrugging his shoulders. * As the
matter stands, we've got him on toast. If
Prout knew that Loder was the man
whao left those thumb-prints in the paint
in lus study, Loder’s number would
be up. We can prove it—if we like.
Loder knows it.”

“¥ou think he knows that you've
ke.gt that evidenca against him ¥

he Bounder laughed.

“0f course he does! Has he whopped
one of us since it hadpp&nad? Haz he
bullied ug, and ragged us, as he always
did? Has ho reported us to Prout for
anything 7"

The juniors were silent.

It was true that thero had been a
chnngﬁ in the bully of Greyiriars since
the necident of the banknote in the
Head's study. Loder of the 8ixth had
not changed his spots, so to speak, but
he had certainly let the Remove alone.
His savage temper had broken out that
afternoon, but it could hardly be denied
that he had had provocation. )

It looked as if the Bounder was right.

9

Loder, it scemed, waa letting that riot
drop, He had been kicked out of the
Form-room, yet he was doing nothing !

There appeared to be anfy ong _ex-

lanation—that given by the Bounder |

& was afraid of the Ramovites,

He had reason to be, as & matler of
fact. The Famous Five and Lord
Mauleverer had dismissed that matter
of the banknote from their minds. DBut
Loder could not know that And the
Bounder, in whose hands the evidence
remamefl, had not dismissed it. Loder
dreaded that tell-tale thumb-print might
be made use of against him, and, so
far as Vernon-Bunth was concerned,
hiz dread was well founded.

. There was a long and troubled silenca
m_ the study.

The Dounder glanced from clouded
face to face, and the sardonic socer
intensified on his own.

He bhad the bully of the scheol om
toast, a3 he E:Pregsed it.  Loder was
in the hollow his hand. The chuma
of the Remove, especially Lord Maule-
verer, had taken a merciful view of
what Loder had Jdone, Having let them
off, they had dismissed the matter,
That was not the Bounder's view, at all.
Having his encemy on toast, he was
prepared to toast ?I’um. And the grim
isapprovel in the faces of the Famous
Five only irritated him.

He broke the silence at last.

“ Well, what about it #”

Harry Wharton made
towards the study fire.

“Chuck that away, Smithy.”

“You fool I

“lodar's & bully, and a rotter, and &
bruta! But there’s & limit! Hoelding
& thing over a fellow’s head like that
won't dol”

“No fear ™

“The no-fearfulness is terrific 1"

“Chuek it, Smithy 1” eaid Bob Cherry.
“Play the game, old man [

The Bounder set his lips. He replaced
the thumb-print recorder in his pocket.

“Bo that's vour idea 1" ho jecred.

“That's it1” ssid Harry, “Laook
here, Bmithy, be umwﬁa;hle el{lai:‘! Wltlmﬁ
yvou're 1 15 what's calle
hiackmzl:iliﬂ le e

“Can't be done, old chap!” said Bob
Cherry, shakin his head. “For good-
ness' sake chur.gc it away and think no
more about 1t 1™

“Play the game, ysou know ™ said
Nugont.

* Lot Loder sot the example " gaid tho
Dounder, between his teeth. * Loder
started this trouble. It's through Loder
that our mateh with Rookw ia goin
to bo scratched on Wednesday. I tel
you what I'm poing to doe! I'm going
to make Loder get uws o ol
Wednesday.”

“I'm going to ask Larry Lascelles, as
ﬂ;mes master, {o speak to Prout,” said
ar

ry‘ - + r L
“Try that on, if you like; if it's suc-
coessful, let it go at thet!” =said the

& pesture

13
I:-

Beounder, with a eneer. “But weo're
oing over to Rookwood on Wednes-
ﬁa}mthut’s settled ! If Larry can get
us leave, I'll be glad If he can't,
Loder can—and shall 1"

o Smithy—"

“That's enough ¥

The Bounder strode to the deor and
dragged it open savagely. There was a
lm:g slam_as it closed after him.

Harry Wharton & Co. looked at ona
anothor in silence. The Bounder was
gone—in a savage and obstinate temper.

“I'll po and speak to Larry now,”
gaid Wharton at last.

And he went down to sce the gamocs
master. .

He found Mr. Lasetelles sympathetio,

Tae Misner Lispary.—No. 1,400.
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He &:ﬂmi&ﬂﬂ to speak to Prout, and do
t

his for.the Remove footballers,
But that night, before dorm, the -

tain of the ve heard from %

Lascslles that he had spoken to Prou

and spoken in- vain.

Prout was sdamant. ] _

Nothing ‘would induce him to give
that tioublesome Form, the Remove,
leave from detention—football match ér
po football match |

waa that !

“ Any news frem Larry 1" the
asked, with a speer, in the
dormitory that night.

‘_;Ignthmg doing ! answered Wharton

oundor
amaove

it .

‘.'l:‘lwz.':JF Bounder made no rejoinder; but
the look on his face was encugh. The
power was in his hands, and ho was
going to use 1t

THE SEVENTH CHAPTER.
The Way of the Tranmsgressor !
HTG-NIGHT?*' asked Carne.

“Oh rats!”
“Gerald’s turning over a new leaf |
yawned Walker. . _ )
“Y can see him deing it!” grinned

Carne. )

Loder of the Sixth scowled.

It was Monday, and the three black
sheep of tha Bixth had had tea in
Loder's study. They were amukiﬁ
cigareties after tea, with the door leek
—ong of thetr happy customs of which
Mr. Prout had no suspicion.

Gerald Loder did not seem in a good
tampaer.

For some days past his temper had
been rather uncortain, It seemed to his
pals that he had a worry on his mind.

No doubt he had cause for worry, As
head prefect' and captain of the school
he Iad a free hand to carry on ver
much as ho liked, He had indulged his

matural propensity to bl uardism
without ]F[l:"(ii, |i.r1.‘:iy ia result had been
BETIOUE  ENO in & fnancial way

Billiards at the Three Fishers, banker
st the Cross Keys, and backing losers
had put Loder in a hole.

He owed mora money than he could
Posaihly pay that term, and his sporting
riends were growing rusty and peevish
about it. )

Moreover, he was coming to the end
of hia reign. Wingate and Gwynne of
the SBixth were awany that term, owin
to the motor accident in which they haﬁ
been involved at the same time as Dr,
Locke. But they were coming back the
next torm-—and break-up waa near at
hand now.

vext term Wingate would resuma his
old place, and Loder would sink back
into the insignificance that was his
natural sphere.

Tndeed, his reign might not last even
till then, for it was rumeured that the
Head was coming back before the schocl
broke U.F for Christmas.

Mr. P'rout had every econfidence in
Loder, and backed him up all along the
line. But it wai tmprobable that Dr.
Locke ‘wauld take the same view. It
WAS thl:-ta probable that the return of
the Head meant a dizagreeable change
for Loder. All the school looked for-
ward to Dr. ke's return—excepting
Loder and Mr. Prout. They certainly
were not keen on it

Prout was far from pleased by the
knowledge that he m{gﬂ;l‘:}t receive, any
dey, & letter irom Dr. ke announcing
the date of his return to Greyfriars.

er Bh?t‘ed his dislike of the
proapect.

But these [ittle mafters were not all
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that worried Loder. His pals could see
that there was something else, though
they did not know what it waa.

And they did not like it ! .

Hithgrto Loder had-been the guiﬂm%
spirit in the blackguardly outbreaks o
the sporting sot at-Grayfriars. Now he
was, so fo speak, wery backward in
coming forwdrd.

He seemed to be fed-up with the whole
thing; which was, naterally, very sur-
prising and very irritating to Walker
and:Carne.

“They watched him ouriouszly as he
threw away his cigarctte half smoked.

“Have another i* asked Walker.

£ Hn IH -

“ Well, look here, what's the maifer
with a little trip to-night 1" asked Carne

sulkily, “I've a remittance, and if
;l.'uu’r_ad a;_t;i]l_ stony, Gerald, ¥ can lend sou
" LR h

“I'm not goin'!"

“Well, why not7” demanded Carne.

“ Oh, it's a ot of silly rot 1" exclaimed
Loder irritably, “The fact i3, we've
been @ szeb of .silly goats! What's the
good of goin® on playin' the fool? T tell
you I'm sick of if p*

“F told you Gerald was turnin' over
& new leal I grinned Walker., “He's

of & fcara about somethin’, Has Prout

ard yet that the Big Beak’s comin'
back, old bean?™

“Net that I know of I growled Loder.

“More rows with the jolly old junior
secret society 7"

« Wb T Took in again wh

“Wall, I'll look in in when you're
& hit more cheery 1™ growled 'E:arnz, and
ha left the study and slammed the door
after him.

James Walker rose to follow him,
iﬂui he paused and gave Loder o curious
ook.

“Look here, Gersld, what's up{*” he
asked. “You've been like & bear with
& sore head for days—ever since that
big rag in the Head™s study, in fact.
Everr the fags have noticed something—
ou'va hardly whop & fag since then |
I've heard some of them talking about
it. What's ug‘i‘”

" Find out 1™ snarled Loder.

Walker shrugged his shoulders and
left the study, slamming the door as
Carno had dope.

Loder, left alone, took out ancthar
cigarette; but he did not light it. He
crumpled it idly in his fingers.

His friends—and even, according fo
Walker, the fags—had noticed that there

was something “up ™ with him.
Undoubtedly there was.
Loder bad had the scare of his life.
He could not forget those bitter

moments when he had had to ask for
mercy from a bunch of juniors.

But that was not the worst. He had
bean in danger of dizggrace and ruin, and
he had been spared. But worse than
that was the knowledge of what he had
done—or almost donel

He had taken Mauleverer's banknote
from the drawer in Prout's study, with
the intention of “borrowing ™ it for a
time | Ha wondered now how he could
ever have deecived himself with that
misarable argument.

But for the intervention of the juniors
he would have parted with that bank-
note—he would have been a thief!

Little had Loder dreamed that he
would ever féel thankful to the Grey-
friara SBecret Society. DBut from the
bottom of his heart he was thankiul that
they had saved him from that.

Very nearly he had gone over the
brink, Ii-imad& kim giddy to think how
near he had beenl And that terrible
exﬁurmngu had opened hiz eyes to the
folly and guilt of his ways., For the
tline, at loast, Toder waw in' a repentant

moad, and resolved, if ha could, to breal
off old bad sssociations, and do better |

But-it was ngt chly- remorse and self-
disgust that worrled him. ' There was a
lurking fear ot the back of Hiz mind.

The Remove fellows ‘knew. Harry
Wherton & Co., and Peter Todd, and
Lord Mauleverer, and Herbert Vermon-
Bmith lew |

They had said nothing. Nob one of
thetm had made the slighest reference
to that sﬁe in his stody when he had
eringdd béfsre themr and pleaded with
them “to keep his wrétched secret and

ive him o chavce He might; indeed,
ave supposed that they had forgoiten
tha whole episode.

And they could so exsily have taken
advantage of #! They had not done
sol Amd that fact caused somethiog
like gratitude, something like kindness,
to awaken in Loder’s hard heart.

It was not, as tha Bounder cynically
beliaved; wholly dread that had made
him leave the Eﬂmuw&ﬁz alone, and
ceasa bullying and browbeating. There
had been better feelings, too.

, And yet—and yet—— Tear lurked
in the baek of. his mind. Would
Herbert Vernon-Smith have acted ga
he had scted on Saturday afterncon
but for what he knaw?

Loder had let that affair dropl| Ha
dared not do otherwise, If that was
all, 1t mattered little! But if the
juniors, who knew his dismal sceret,
choge mow ta rapagﬁim insolence, his
tyranny, his overbearing oppression,
what then !

It was no wonder that, with such a
fear in his haart and his mind, Gerald
Leder was im no mood for banker in
the: study, or billiards at the Three
Fishers, It scemed to Carne and
Walker that they had lost their pal—
and, for the time, at Ieast, they cer-
tainly had.

Tap!

Lngar gave an angry grunt. He did
not want wvisitors in his study—he
wanted to be left alope with his
troubled thoughts. If it was.that old
ass, Prout, coming for ancther of his
endless talks——

It. was not Prout. It was Herbert
Vernon-Bmith whoe opened the siudy
door and stepped in.

Loder stared at him.

Ho did not speak. As the Bounder
quietly elozsed the door Loder knew why
he had come; and his heart was like
lead in his breast Lord Mauleverer,
Harry Wharton & Co., he could trust
to play the game, even when he failed
to give them honourable dealing.
Vernon-8mith was a fellow of another
inrzi-m-:-ré of hiz own sork, in actual
ruth,

Exactly what Vernon-8mith wanted
he did not know. But he knoew that
Smithy had coma there to use his
power. And he knew that he darcd
not resist.

In eilence ha gazed at the hard face
of the Bounder. He waited for Smithy
to speak.

“Not interruptin’, I hopei"” said the
Bounder, with sarcastio politeness.

Loder shoox his head.

Ha was & senior, a Sixth Form man,
and a prefect—and he had to sit_gquiet
under the cool insolence a Lower
Fourth junior. The way of the trans-
greasor was hard |

“You may happen to know that
we're booked for an away match at
Rookwoed, the day after to-morrow,™
said the Bounder. "If we're defained
on Wednesday it's all u Wharton got
Lascelles to gpeak to Prout on Ratur-
day, and it was ‘N G'*"

- (Continued on page 12.)
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Lodes remained silent. He began tao
guess what-was coming.

“¥ needn't beat about the Dush”
went on Smithy, “You've got Prout
in your pocket! You've pulled his
leg ever since the old ass barged into
tha. Head's place and started playing
headmaster and assing about generally,
Ha jumps to your pulling the strings
—like a monkey on a stick. If you
ask him he will let us off on Wednes-
day. Will yow ask him £z

Silence.

“You know we never cught to have
been detained,” said  Vernon-Smith.
“It was the secret society stunt did
it—and you know that you brought that
about by wyour rotten bullying and
bullyragging ! You got us into it—you
can get us out of it! It's vp to you.
Will you do it?"

Mo threat was uftered—no hint of a
threat! But the fhreat was plain
cnough behind it all. Vernon-Smuth
coild not have come to Loder’s study
and talked like that, but for the hidden
power it his_hands.

Loder spoke at last.

“I'll try!” .

“If vou try hard emuigh you'll sue-
ceed I said Smithy, " Every man in
the school! knows that vou pipe for
Prout to dance”

“He's got his back up over some-
thing he heard you jumiors say about
him on Baturday morning in the "
He's obstinate. I'll try, but I can’t
answer for the result.” e

@

An ugly look came
Donnder’s facao.

“Leavo 1t ot that, then ™ he said.
“If weo §et leave to go over to Rook-
wood, all right ! If not, vou'll be seeing
rout again sbout something elsel
That's all I”

Loder caught his breath.

over

“You mean—>=" Te muttered
huslkily.
“You know what I mean!” said

Herbort Vernon-S8mith coolly, and he
ﬂtpténed the door and walked out of the
study,

Loder leaned hack limply in his
chair and wiped the perspiration from
his brow., The way n? the transgressor
was hard—hard and thorny !

s o —

THE EIGHTH CHAPTER.
His Lordship’s Wa:l

ORD AAULEVERER came

l along tho Remove passage and
stopped at the door of SBtudy

No. 4 after prep that evening,

TFellows who observed him, glanced at
Iim a second time ss he passed. Mauly
was not looking his ususel urbane self.

Generally his noble face exupressed
sleepy good-nature. Now it was curi-
ﬂllt-'ilﬁ" hard in its look, and his lips were
set.

Beldom, or never, did his lazy lord-
ship take the frouble to get his “rag ™
out. Beldom, or never, was he known
to ba “shirty.” But it looked as if
something had lmpfpencd now to rouse
the quict temper of the schoolbby carl,

Ho tapped at BStudy No. 4
entercd.

The juniors in th&t study—Vernon-
Smith and Bedwing—had Anished prep.
Redwing had o worried look on his
face; the Bounder a sardonic grin. It
seemed as if there had been some argu-
ment in that study.

“Trickle in, old bean!” s=aid the
Bounder, as Lord Mauleverer appeared
in the doorway. “Find yourself a
pew. ™

Ldrd Mauleverer closed the door.

But he did not sit down. He stood
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looking at the Bounder, with a thought-
ful expression on his face,

Redwing gave him a rather uneasy
lock. He scented trouble—though it
was extremely unusnal for trouble to
proceed from Lord Mauleverer.

“Anything up, Mauly "' he asked.

£ Yﬂﬂ.ﬁ-.”

“Bomebody sat on your best silk
hat E’ g.gked the Bounder.

0.

* Lost your fancy waistcoat ?”

L1 Nn 1I-l

“Well, give it 8 name! You lock
as if you've come here for a row,” said
the Bounder, laughing. “A bit of &
new departure for vou, Mauly, if that's
the case—but you've come to the right
Bhﬂ‘gl if you want & row! I've never
said no to one.™

“ Mauly, old man, what on earth’s the
trouble ' asked Tom Redwing uneasily.

“Bmithy is1"" said Mauleverer. “I
hopa I haven't come here for a row;
but it depends on Smithy

“With or without gloves?” asked the
Bounder,

“You've

L]

got gloves in this study "
h, yes!”

“Well, we may want them:! But let's

talk first!" said his lordship amicably,
“I'd rather telk with a chap than scrap
with him, any day. After all, it may
only be one of vour ghastly ini—t &
. “Mind explainin’ what you're talk-
ing about?™ asked the mystified
Bounder. “I'm as ready for a serap as
the next man: but I'm dashed if I ses
what you've got to quarrel with me
asbout. X suppose wyou're not gettin’®
your back up because I think you a
silly ass and a brainless nincompoop?
You've known my opinion 8f you long
enough.”

Lord Mauleverer nodded amiably.

“Every fellow has a right to his own
opinion,” he assented. “Think what
you like, old chap. Why not? You
think I'm a bit of an ass; I think
fpu’m a bit of & rotter! Live and let
ive, what "

“You silly fathead!”

That’s all right—I dont mind! I
didn’t come to this study in search of
polished manners,” said Mauleverer.
“To come down to brass tacks, Smithy,
did you think of makin® use of that
business about Loder, or was it only a
weird kind of a joke?”

“Loder will find that it's no joke if
he deesn't get us leave from Prout on
Wednesday!” said Vernon-Smith.
“Have they been gabblin’ about it in
Study No. 11" )

“"¥Yaas, we've talked it over," =zaid
Lord Mauleverer. *Wharton’s friends
and Teddy and me—we were all in it
with you, you know, in handlin® Loder
and hxin' that tenner bizney on him.
Loder's spoken to Wharion about the
jooter—he sayas he's asked Prout, snd
the old boy is as hard as iron and
won't budge an inch.”

“Loder had better find a way of
making him,” sald Vernon-Bmith. "It
will ba worse for him if he doesn't.”

“Bmithy=—" muttered Redwing.

“Oh, ring off 1" said the Bounder.
“You've fold me what vou think, and
I'm fed-up~with it! 1 know what
I'm going to do.”

“Ho it's not 2 joke?"” sighed Lord
Maulaverer.

“ Hardly.”

“Then I ghall have to give you a bit
of & sermon, old bean. It won’t do!
You can’t hold a thing like that over
o man's head. It's foul!”

The Bounder's eyes glittered. ‘That
opinion had heen expressed, in mote or
less plain Enﬁha_h, by every fellow who
was concerned in the affair. Harry
Wharton, Beob Cherry, Frank Nugent,

Johnny Bull, and Hurree Jamset Ram
Singh had spoken plainly—Peter Todd
had spoken still more plnmi_y—and Tom
Redwing had been very frank. That
general condemnation of his methods
had not moved the Bounder one whit,
1t had enly made him more obstinately
datﬁrmmar:{

“Foul, is it1” he seid, between his
teath.

“Yaas 1™

“Bort out thosa gloves, Reddy !” said
the Bounder. “Wae shall want them.”

Redwing did not stir.

“We had to clear it up about that
banknote,” said Lerd Mauleverer, “Wa
pinned Loder down to it. He owned
up, and we pgreed to take the view thas
he never meant to pinch—that we'd let
him off, and give him a chanecs, and
wash the whole hiz!m-{. out. It's got to
sta; ‘I-_‘;ishiﬂ out, Smithy ¥
mithy shrugged his shoulders.

“loder's hLeen a bit tamed since
then,” went on Mauly, * We've had no
trouble with him, and the jolly old
sceret gociety has practically gone out
of business. That's all we wanted—"

“Because he's afraid?” snecred the

Bounder,
“1 don't think it's w]m]];‘.* that '* said
Lord Manleverer. “There's some good
in Loder, as there is in everybodyl
Whj;; my dear men, there's good in
you.

“What ™

“There is!” said Tord
“Not a lot—but gome.”

Redwing grinned, and the Bounder
glared.

“But never mind that,” woent on
Mauly. *“If Loder beging his knavish
tricka again, the secret society can start
business once more, and put paid to
him. But we can't play foul !

. “You'd better measure your words
1o this study, you nincompoop !”

“I'm measurin' them, nld chap. I'm
not callin’ you any of the names I
might—such as rotter, worm, or black-
mailer,” said Lord Mauleverer calmly.
“But I've got to make it clear that it
won't do! There's a whole lot of us
mixed wp in this—and by disgracin’
vourself, you disgrace us, too! You ses
that "

P I'll knoek that back into your mouth,
with the rest!” said the Bounder, get-
ting out of his chair,

“Let’s talk it over first—lots of time
to scrap before dorm! You've got
Loder's thumb-print, and the photo-
g}:l*a.phs of the thumb-prints you tock in
the Head's studg. I took it for
granted that you'd chucked the lot in
the fire, after we'd got through with
Loder—but ‘it seems that you kept them
to have a hold on the brute! A bad
step, Smithy! Clever and all that—but
that's the way a fellow starts when he's
going to the giddy bow-wows. When you
make a false step, old bean, step back
quick—den’t keep on out of sheer
obstinacy, or just to show how dashed
clever you arel Step back guick 1™

“That's a good tip, Smithy!™” said
Redwing.

“You can shut up !

The Bounder snapped that answer
over his shoulder, as he eorted boxing
%Imres out of the study cupboard. His
ace was set and savage,

“I'm going to ask %c.-ru a favour,
Smithy,” said Lord Mauleverer gently.
“Will you chuck those thumb-prints and
things into your study fire I'”

]1: And leave Loder to carry on as he
1kes M

Mauleverer.

“Yaas."™

“Likely, isn't it7" s=necred the
Bounder.

“1l hope so! Any fellow but you

would do 1t—1 mean, any decent fellow,
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As Loder ppened the door of the Remove Form-room, & dusty cushion, whizzing through the alr like a ballet frem Vernon-

Smith’s foot, smote him full in the I[ace.

And you're n decent chap, Smithy, when
you give yourself a chance.”

““Is that the lot?*

“You won't do it?" sighed Maule-
verer.

f:’ Hn 11‘.‘

“Will you after I've thrashed youl?”

T'he Bounder laughed,

“1f you can thrash me, you burbling
noodle, you can do as you fik-a with the
things. I shouldn’t be able to stop you,
envhow, But you've eset yourself a bit
of & job”

“Deon’t I know it " said Lord Maule-
verar. “You're a tough nui, Smithy,
and I'm not at all sure I shall whop
you. 1 did once, you remember, when
wea La at row at Hi &KS. ut 1t

had that " High Oaks. But i
wa3 rather a strgin on a fellgw. I'd
rather tackle :'mzr,' other man in the
Remove, exceptin’' Bob Cherry. But if
vou're determined on'it, what's a fellow
t6 do?”

The Bounder threw the boxing gloves
on the table,

“Thera gtm are ! he said.

“Y.aook here, you fellows—" began
Redwing.

f‘Y-:m can see fair play, old bean,”
said Lord Mauleverer, * and keep time,
Wea don't want an audience. Shove the
table over .hg the window! Takin' your
jacket off, SBmithy1”

Vernon-Bmith threw of his jacket.
Lord Mauleverer followed his example.
Tom wing dragged the table and
chairs out of the way. Plenty of room
was left for the combat.

“Ready, you howlin® assi" snapbped
the Bounder.

" ¥aan”

“Keep time, Reddy [”

“ All right ¥

“You won't do the decent thing,
Smithy, without a serap 1* yawned Lord

Biff !
Mauleverer. “Frightful waste of
energy, vou know.”
“Gettin’  funky? sneerod the
Bounder,

“Mot at all! Why not be decent, old
pean? (ive me those things to chuck
1in the fire, and let's call it a dag!”

“"You Hii]:j" gag 1™

Here goes, then !”
“Time 1 called Redwing.
And the fight in the study staried.

THE NINTH CHAPTER.
Called to Order!

1 3AY, you fellows [ !
! Billy Bunter fairly yelled into
Study No. 1.

Six  Remove fellows were
athered thera with rather worried
ooks—the Famouzs Five and Peter

Todd, Mauly had been there, but he
was gone—though the other fellows did
not guess where he had gone—and why !

The chuma of the Remove locked
worried—and felt worried. They had
had o faint hope that Vernon-Smith, on
Saturday, had bean “talking out of his
hat,” and that the general disapproval
of his scheme would ceruse him to forget
it. Instead of which, it waz plain that
he had ‘Em:m on with 1t, for Loder of
the Bixth had told Wharton that he had
dona hiz bhest with Prout, and failed.
And on Loder's face there had been an
oxpression that brought the colour to
Wharton's cheeks. Loder fancied that
all the Co. were in this with the
Bounder.

As football eaptain in the Remove,

Wharton was, of course, very lkeen to
Ef AWAF Oh Wedneadsﬁ to okwood,
t there was a mit—and  tho

“ Oh ' spluttered the head prefect.

Pounder’s methad was  the  limit,
Smithy, no doubt, had satizsfied his own
conscience ; but this was the kind of
thing that was “ not done.”

The fellows who konoew Loder's miser-
able secret, were discussin% the matter--
enly Lord Manleverer having with-
drawn from the study—when Buonter
barged in, in o etate of great excite-
ment, and bawled,

“0Oh, buzz off, for goodness’ szake!™
exelaimed Bob Cherry.

“1 esav, wou fellows, they're scrap-
ping 1 yelled Bunter,

“Let ’em scrap, whoever they arc!”
enapped Toddy. " Bother them, and
bother you! Blow awoy ™

“0Oh, really, Toaddy! T say, rmm
fellows, do you think Mauly can lick
Smithy ? I say, I faney’s he's azked for
more than he wants ™

Y Mauly ! Smithy !

‘l{'&'eﬁ, they're scrapping in Smithy's
stidye——""

That was enough for the cliums of the
Remove. They rushed out of Stwdy
No. 1 in a body—and Billy Bunter,
whose movermnents were slow, did not got
out of {lie way in time. Ie gave o roar
as he sat down, and the I'nmouns ive
and Toddy passed ovor him.

Thoy left him roaring, and ran up the
passaga to Stody Neo. 4.

Already & gooed many fellows had
gathered there.

Prep being over, some of ihe Remove
had gone own; but those who were
still in the studies were drawn to the
spot by tho news of a fight in Study
No. 4.

“Fancy, Mauly ! grinned Skinner, as
ilie chums of the Remove came breath-
lessly up. “0Old Mauly on the warpath!

(Continued on page 16.)
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What on certh can have got his rag
out ¥

Harry Wharton stared, or, rather,

lared, into the Bounder's study. The

oor had been opened by some of the
fellows in the passage to witness the
FCTAD.

" The scrap was gﬂing'ﬂtmngéﬂ

Lofd Mauleverer dand the Bounder, in
!hgiﬁ shirtsleeves, with tha gloves on,
faced one another in the middle of the
room. Redwing, fwatch in hapd, was
Keeping time.

It was already the second round.
Both the cambatants were rather flushed
and thera was a thin streak of red
from Bmithy's npose, while one of

aply's  eyes was winking. The

ounder’s brows were kpitted with
anger, hizs eyes Eeamm? under them;
but Mauly 1uuke§ as cool and placid as
ever. Neither of them heeded the star-
ing crowd in the passage.
Look here! Spop that!” rapped the
captain of the ove,

Ila eteppad imto the stady. His
friends followed him in. Beb Cherry
shut the dcor—amid a roar of protest
from ‘the fellows oulside, whose view
wos now cut off,

“Open that doorl!” roared Bolsover
major angrily,

“Let's sea the
Skinoer. .

“I guess it's a sight for sore eyes to
see Mauly rousing up like this!” ex-
claimed Fisher T. Fish. “I'll say I want
to sea the rookus!”

“Shove that door open!”

“Chesky assl”

Five or six fellows barged on the
door. But Bob Cherry had turned the
key inside; and they had to content
themselves with hammering and kicking
at the panels, ]

“Time ! dalled Redwing. :

The fight stopped, for the minute’s
rest. And as it stopped the Famous
Five pushed betwotn 'the combatants.

“Jtop this!" snapped- Wharton,

The Enunﬂcr_ gave him an evil look.

“Mind yoar ownbizney I he snarled.
“Who asked vou imio this study? Get
out of it, the whole mob of you!"
E"“I'ut us out? suggested Johony

i,

“Have you come here to prevent that
gilly ass gettin® what lie’s asked for?”
sneerved the Bounder.

“This isn't going on!’ said the cap-
tain of the Remove curtly. " Look here,
Mauly—" ey

“My dear man, blow away ! said his
lordship tly, “I've got to thrash
Smithy! He won't give up that rubbish
of his till I've whopped him, will you,
Smithy

“¥You silly ass, Mauly " said the cap-
tain of the Remove.

“Thatks! I've had that
Emithy [ ]

“Look here, Vernon-Smith—"

“Time’s up I said the Bounder. * Are
vou calling timeé, Hedwingi™

“ Ng annl:;p-ed Tom. “Let Whar-

ton speak—
“Wharton can and eat cokel If
you worn't call tim®, we can manage

Toae Micwer Lmsiny.—No. 1;400.

fun ! exclaimed

from

without, You ready, Msuleverer, you
fool?

“ Yana”

“Come on, then!”

The Bounder advanced on Lord Maul-
everer, with bis hands up. Harry
Wharton’s eyes gleamed at him. He
was fed up with the Bounder's arro-
gance—right up to the chint

“Btand bac Vernon-8mith!* he

rapped.

FRats to you I

“Collar him ™

“My dear men,” protested Lovd
Manleverer, “leave ¥ to me!"

“ Fathead 1" :

“Hands off " yelled the Bounder
furiously, as the Co. grasped him. ‘Bug
it was not hands off ;. it was hands on;
and they grasped hard.

Smithy hit out on all sides, his eyes
blazing = with rage. But he was
promptly pinned, and Bob Cherry held
one arm, Johnny Bull the other. In the

rasp of two ifellows, either quite as

efty as himself, the Bounder was
werloss.

“Hold the fool!” said Wharton
curtly.  “Now, Vernon-Smith, we've
been talking over that precious scheme
of yours. We'vo told you it won't do;
and you've taken no notice. Now
you've got to chuck it!”

“Get out of my study1”

“Will you chuck 1t?”

“No!"” yelled the Bounder,

“Then you'll ba made to. Loders
spoken to me—and he looked at me as if
I was dirt, when he spoke!” =aid
Hﬂ.rr_'%; savagely. ‘“He thinks we're all
in this—practically blackmailing =
man! It's going te be chucked—right
on the spot. And we're going to stop
it."

“Lend me a hand, Redwing, ¥you
rotter 1 yelled the Bounder, struggling

reely. )

Redwing shook his head. _

“You're. in the wrong, Smithy!
You're doing a rotten thing, though
you don't seem to understand it.”

“You preachin’ fool "

Harcy Wharton picked up the
Bounder's %mket? which lay on the
table. He shook it, and from the insido
pocket dropped the cardboard case,
with the recorded thumb-print inside
and the set of photographs the Bounder
had taken of the prints left by Loder in
the Head’s study.

The captain of the Remove picked
themy up. In hiz hand he held the
proofs of Loder's guilt. The Bounder's
eyves-blazed at him.

“Those things are mine I” he panted.
“Don't you dare—-"

“Rights of property, old bean I mur-
muredgLard Maulevorer. His lordship
was sitting on the cornmer of the table
watching the prm:epd:fﬁ with a faintly
amused smile on his la countensnce.

“"Quite ¥ said Harry, *“These things E°

are yours, Smithy, ugh you've no
right to use thera as you've been doing.
Being yours, you can throw thém into
the study fire, if you like.”

“You fool!”

“Will you do it?*

“I'll wateh-it, you dummy!®

“You'll be whnji-ped with a fives bat
till you do! You're a member of the
Greyfriars Secret Society, and members
have to toe the line. Hand me'that bat,
Franky! Now lay him over the table,
you men.” . ;

The Bounder, struggling furiously,
was lald face down across the study
table. Redwing logked on in pgrim
gilenca; Lord Mauleverer, smiling

ially, made rocom for the Bounder.
icking and struggling, Herbert
Vernon-8mith was 1d there, and
Wharion grasped the fives bat,
“You~yon—~ybu cotter!” panted the

Bounder. *“You rotter!
away! I tell you—
ack !

* Oh erumbs! You rotter! Owl?

Whack I”

“Oh! Ow! T'Il—"

“I'Il'keep this up as long a3 vou do,
Smithy I” said the captain of ths Re-
move grimly, * You're going to do the
duﬁ?t thing, whether you like it or
e ] A

“¥Youn fopl!” panted the Bounder.
" We've got Loder on toast now! What
do you think he will do when he knows
he"sLsafaE:i'"

“Let him do as ha jolly well likes!
We'll keep our end UPIﬂEEﬁIEﬁ him, by
fair _Emnaﬁs; not foul 1#

“ You dummy 1"

““Smithy, old
WIng.

“Bhut up, you duommy ¥

Whack, whaek, whack

The captain of the Remove was in
deadly earnest. So were the other
fellows, OQOutside the study there was a
buzz of excited voices, and a banging on
the door. But the fellows insida did not
heed. The fives bat rose and fell with
hefty whacks.

“Btop it!"  yelled Vernon-Smith.
Tough as he was, the Bounder had
enough of that method of persuasion.

* Lot him go ¥

The Enun&a.r wriggled off tha table
Ho snatched the papers from Wharton's
hand. For & moment he stood, panting
with rage; then, with a savage gesture,
he flung them into the Gre.

The proofs of Leoder's guilt Bared up
and dissppeared from existence. The
Bounder, trembling with rage, pointed
to the door. : i

* et out 1" he said thickly.

“Yaas, let's travel,” yawned Lord
Maulaverer. “8mithy’s Tnot enjoyin’
our company. (Glad you men barged in
—saved ma a lot of fag! Bmithy, old
bﬂﬂ-ﬂ_“

“Get out, you fool!™
_ “Yans, but there’s goin' to be supper
in my study—will you como?"

“ Idiot !*

“Thanks! Come aleng fo supper,
won't you !’

The juniors left the study, and the
Bounder, raging, was left alone. The
crowd in the passage stared at them aa
they cama out.

::Scrﬁp”nver?” demanded Skinner.

“I thought you'd scon have enough!”

snecred Skinner.
. “Did you, old thing? Now, tha fact
19, I haven’t had quite enough,” said
Lord Mauleverer urbanely. “I'll have
some more with you, Skinnar!"

“* Wha-a-t 3"

“Put up your paws, old bean! Why,
‘H'hErP arp you goin', Skinneri"

Skinner did not explain whers ho was

Mg, wenk !
The crowd in the passage broke up.
Half an hour later thera was quite a
cheary supper-party in Lord Maul-
everer's pfudy. DBut the Bounder did
not join it. It seemed that he was
suikm%;n his sindy, like Achilles in his
tent, Which did not worry the chums
of the Remove at all; and they cheer-
fully left him to get on with it

Eeep that bat
aroooh [

rr

chap—— urged

THE TENTH CHAFTER.
A Burprise lor Smithy!
LGBER of the Bixth had a clouded

brow the following morning.
Walker and Carne found him
5o snappish and savage that they
carsfully m‘mgﬂd his_compeany. His
friends 1n the Fifth, Hilton and Prioe,
gave him an equally wide berth,



did not waste a thought on any of them.
Hea was wondering, that morning,
whether ho would still be st Greyfriars
School when the sun went down,

That was the outcome of his carcer as
n sportsman—he was at the mercy of a
mob of jupiors, whom hea had perse-
cuted, and who could, if they liked, get
him sacked from the school,

In morning break Loder tramped
under tho leatless elms in the quad, his
brow black, his hands driven deep into
his pockets, the prey to dismal and
miserabla reflection. Cigaretites n the
study could not comfiort him now! )

He looked up with a glhiter in his
eyes at the sight of Harry Wharton
coming towards him.

“"You young rotter [ he breathed.

Wharton smiled faintly.

“Pve coma toe tell you something,
Loder,” he said quietly. “You needn't
worry over that—that affair any longer.
Emitﬂ.y chucked those papers into his
study lire last night.”

Loder stared at him blankly.

“Everything™s gone,” sald Harry.
“That affair in the Head’s study is
washed out now—dead and done with,
Nobody could do you any harm now if
he wanted to. There's no proof left.”

*:iYﬂu—;mu mcan  that ¥ muttercd

er.

“You can take my word, I suppose?
Anyhow, there it is. The whale thing’s
washed out, That’s sll”

Wharton turned to go.

“Hold on I muttered Loder. “ Look
here, I—I—" he stammored. The
relief from his haunting fears was so
Erea.t that it made him almost giddy.

I—]—— Lok here, it's jolly decent
of you, kid1 Laok here, I really did tha
best I could with Prout, but he's as
hard as iron——"

“That's all right,” zaid Harry.

“But, look here, I'll try again,” mut-
tered Loder, “T°'I! speak to Prout again
to-day and see if anything can be done.
If 1 ean possibly get wyou leave for
to-morrow, rely on me to do it.”

Wharton locoked at him
curiously

He had expected Loder to be im-
mensely relieved when he learned that
ho was safe, but he had not expected
suything clse, The bully of Groyfriars
seerned 1n rather a chastened mood.

Some ray of gratitude, perhaps, had

touched hiz hard heart; certainly he
geemed in earnest now.
_ “I say, Loder, we'd all be jolly glad
if you could do that for us,”’ said :i'lﬂ.rr:f
more cordially than he would cver have
dreamed that he would be speaking fo
the bully of the Bixth. * Dotween our-
gelves, vou know jolly well that we
ought never to have had that detention;
and that's an escuse for Bimnithy, though
he—he's changed his mind since. You
know how keen we are to get over io
Rookwood to-morrow.”

Loder nodded,

“¥ou haven't scratched ?" he asked.

“No,” said Harry slowly.

Loder grinned faintly. He hardly
needed telling that the Remove [oot-
ballers still eptertained a hope of get-
tm&r over to Rookwood on the meorrow,
and that there wasz httle at which they
would have stopped to get away with it.

“Well, leave it to me,” he said, “I'l
try Prout again and do the very best I
ecan. You've acted decently to me, and
you'll find that I'm not ungrateful.”

“Right-ho 1" said the captain of the
Remove, and he left Loder in a sur-
prjaﬁd but much more hopeful framo of
oindg.

“Not whopped I asked the Bounder
earcastically, meeting him in the guad.

“Whopped ¥ repeated Harry. “What
do you mean "’

rather

LVERY SATURDAY

“¥ou've told Loder 1"

“Yes

“*Then he knows he’s safe now 171

£ YES.H'

“Then I should have expected him to
hand out a whopping first thing.
Nothing to stop him now,"” sneere
Vernon-Smith.

" Well, Loder isn’t such a brute as all
that, Smithy," said Wharton. “Ang
he’s told me that he's gomg to try again
with Prout and do his best for us.™

“What on earth hasz he told you that
for 7

“Because he means it, I suppose!”
answered Wharton sharply.

7

But he eould ask for them now. He
could double them if ho liked, or he
could whop the jumier for not having
handed them in. He had nothing ta
fear from Smithy now.

* Well, never mind them,” said Lodery
“You needn’'t do the lines, Vernons
Bmith, Wash it out )"

Having said that Lodar walked away,

He left the Bounder staring after him
blankly.

“Well, my hat|” ojaculated Smithy.

“1 say, you fellows, what's the matter
with Loder " asked Billy Bunter. “I
say, Smithy, why has Leder lot vou off
vour linesi"

Smithy shrugged lis shoulders.

“I'll believe that if we get leave to-
g : 13 W«E}ﬁa

all right if you'd left me to carry an.

morrow,” he zaid.

You had to barge
in, and now you've
dished wus for the
Rookwood match.”

“If Loder does his
best for us he may
as well do it without
being threatened,”
answered Wharton
dreyly.

YIf 1" sneered the
Bounder.

“Well, we'll see. ™

The Bounder
gneered. IHa had
little faith in human
nature — especially
in Gerald Loder's
nature. He fully
expected that now
that Loder knew
himsalf safe he
would recommence
the old game at
anee—bullying and
perseention, and all
the more bitterly
because of the
terror ho had been

through.
But in that, at
least, SBmithy was

rmistaleen.

When the Remove
went in for thired
school Loder of the
Sixth was in the
PaSSAE. He
beckoned to Ver-
non-Bmith. The
Bounder
hard as he ap-
proached him,
I:oder had his
official ashplant
under his arm, and
Bmithy had not the
slightest doubt that
e was going to in-
vent some pretext
for using it.

“7 think you have
lines for me, Ver-
notn-Smith??  said
Loder guietly.
“They'va beean
standing over rather
a long time™

“Qﬁmte!“ sneered
the Bounder.

He had quite a
lot of lines to do
for Loder, dating
from a week ago,
but he had not
thought of doing
any of them since
the affair of the
banknote in Prout's
study: and Loder
had not asked for
themm—he knew why.

* Ask me another !" said the Bounder.
He went into the Foan-room in a
state of great astonishment. Loder of

{Continued on néxt page.)
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tho Bixth Lad his old power in his
hands again, but he did not seem »o
keén on using it. The Bounder could
only wonder. Ho did not believe that
the leopoard could ¢hnn%;ﬂ its spots, or
the Lthiopian his skin, but it certainly
looked as if Loder of the Sizxth was
trying a new tack.

S p—

THE ELEVENTH CHAPTER.
Loder Keeps His Word!

S8AY, you fellows, come and listén
to Pro®!’
“ Prout [”
Wharton.
Billy Bunter chuckled. :
“He's jawing Loder 1" he said.
“ Jawing Loder!” said Bob Cherry,
Yoy fat ass, he never jaws Loder!
Loder's his dear little favourite, and
Prout thinks no end of him.” .,

“Well, he's jawing him nowl
chuckled the fat Owl of tho Remove.
“His window's open, and you cen hear
him in the quad.”

It wane after dinner, and the Famous
Five, walking in the quad_ra'nﬁla, werse
discussing the one topie that had keen
interest -for the Remove now—the match
at Rookwaood School on the morrow.

If that match was not going to De

layed it was evidently high time to
R.!t Jimmy Silver & Co. know. Already
it was left late ucnough, for a letter
could not reach Rookwood before the
morning—on the day of the hxture.

Yet the matter was still undecided.
The Remove footbsllers were hoping
against hope, as it were. ;

fooder had promised to do his best
with Prout—and, surprising as it was
for Lader to be good-naturcd, they were
ratiier disposed to put faith in him,

As a last resource, if everything else
failed, there was s possibility that they
might “cut,” as the Bounder urged and
advised, taking all risks of consequences,
and clearing off to EI'M foothall, in
spite of Prout and all his works.

But that was a rather desperate
resource—obviously one to be left till
the very last, when all else had failed.

Indeed, it was doubt{ul whether even
guch a resource would be successful,
apart from the dire consequences. Prout
would know where they were gone, and
ha was not the man to et them get away
with it if he could help it.. It was quite
on the cards that if he found that they
had cut he might follow by the next
train to shepherd them home agam—
which, even the reckless Bounder ad-
mitted, would be irreparably disastrous.

1 say, you fellows, leave off pabbling
football, and come and listen to Prout !
urged Billy Bunter. “ First time we've
heard him jawing Loder. I say, he's
got his back up!l”

Harry Wharton & Co. looked towards
the window of the Hcead's study. It
stood open in the winter sunlight of the
afterncon. Lven from where they stood
at & considerable distance they heard
the fammt ccho of Prout's boom. It
seemed that the temporary headmaster
of Greviriars was going rather strong.

It was rather amazing if hiz favourite
prefect, Loder, was the object of his

repeated Harry

wratli, Loder was always in his good
races. Only once, so [ar as the joniors
new, had Prout lost his temper with
Loder. That was on an occasion when

Loder inadvertently had led him into a
booby-trap which the secret society
had prepared for Loder himself., Prout
had Eem bonneted by a bucket of tar,
which hid had a deteriorating effect on
his temper. It was rumpured that in
his wrath he had smacked Loder’s head.
Taz Micyer Lmpipy.—Ng. 1,400.
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But that was only & momentary
ebullition. Since then Loder had keen
in as great favour as ever. ;

“There's fellows going to the circus 1™
grinned Bob Cherry.

Harry Wharton laughed.

Prout, in the atugi:,'{ had probably for-

otten that the window was open and
that his powerful voice could be heard
out of doors, The window-sill of the
Head's study was high, and below it a
number of fellows wera gathering to
listen te the boom—pgoing fo the circus,
as Bob Cherry expressed. it. Among
them was the Bounder, and Temple of
the Fourth, and Hobson of the Shell.

“1 say, you fellows, come on ™ urged
Bunter.” “Come and listen to the band !
He, he, he!™ And the fat Ow! rolled off
to the entertainment.

Hirry Wharton & Co. followed him
more slowly. Seme of the fellows under
the window were grinning. DBut the
Bounder had & very curious expression
on his face, and he signed to the Famous
Five to draw near. ]

“What on earth’s up, Bmithy " asked
Bob, sinking his voige, though there was
little likelihood of Prout hearing anv-
thing ‘but his own boom. “ls Loder up
before the old bean? Bunter savs so.”

“That's it! It's rather weird—"

“Prout spotted him at last 17 grunted
Johnny Bull, “Caught him coming
away from the Three Fishers or ihe

ross Keys?"

Vernon-S8mith shook his head.

_ “It's weird,” he said. "I can’t make
it out | I—I'm rather glad you fellows
hi‘.r.lrged in last night in the study, afier
a ..?‘J

* But what—" said Harry, mystified.

*“Hark I

FProut's booming voice, rather like the
trumpeting of an elephant, came loud
and clear from the open window.

“! am surprised at you, Loder! I
repeat, I am surprised at you! I have
said, Loder, that I am surprised, and
I say so again! I am very much sur-
priscd indeed !”

*But, sir~—" camo Loder's voice, in
meek tones—the meek fones he always
used to Prout.

But meekness seomed of no avail now.
The soft answer failed to turn away
wrath. Prout's angry boom ruthlessly
interrupted Leoder,

“1 have said, Lader, that I will not
change my decision! 1 told you =o
yvesterdary, der | fold you so
again this mormingl It should be
unnecessary, Loder, for me to tell you
BO ugn.m this afterncon ! RIn BuUr-
prised, Loder, that you should renew
the subject.”

“Tf vou'd let me—=~"

“Nothing you can sav, Loder, will
induce me to rescind the detention of

the Remove for a single occasion.
Nothing! I am amazed that you should

ask 1t! Absolutely amazed V'

*It's rather a special occasion for the
juniors, sir{ A football fixture, fixed
up long ago——"

“They should have thought of that.
Loder, before they offended! You are
perfectly well aware of that, Loderi”
B"{}h. certainly, eirl I see that!

ut—="

“1 am glad you sea that, Loder! 1
am very pglad!®™ Thero was & note of
garcasm in Prout's boom. “ I trust that
you also see, Loder, that there is no
excuse for the rebelliousness, the
rnutinous ill-conduct, of these disrespect-
ful boya. They have had the audacity—
the unparalleled sudascity—to form a
gecret society in the school. Proof can-
not be obtained, but there is no doubtd
that the ringleaders of this lawless
association ara to bo found in the
Remove.”

“ As there is no proof, sic—"

"What do yFou mean, Loder? You
hava expre it a3 your opinion, your
conviction, sgain and agamn, ifhat the

ringleaders are in the Remove. I have
no doubt of . And the Form i3
sentenced to defeantion wunit]l these

members of it are revealed, Nothing
will induce me to rescind the sentence,
and I am surprised, amazred, that yon
should think of asking favours for thess
young rebels.”

The juniors under the window looked
at one another. They did not wonder
that Prout was surprised! They were
surprised themselves |

“I might,” Prout went oen boomin
“1 might have considered a respectful
request ! ¥ am not, I frust, & hard man,
but these boys have themselves placed it
ount of my power to make any conces-
sion. I have told you, Loder, how I
heard them speaking of me a few days
ago. One boy, Vernon-Smith, actunliy
declared that they would take french
leave, and that I could do as I liked
about it! In my hearing, Loder! After
that, can I make any concession I

Prout paused.

But he did not pause for a reply.
When his chin was going he had no use
for replies. He paused for breath.

“I wunderstand, sirl But—"

“Bay no more, Loder! So far from
giving the Remove leave to-morrow
afternoon, 1 shall take every care that
they do not evade detemtion. I shall
placo you, Loder, in personsl charge of
the detention class, and your orders are
strict, Loder, not te allow them to leave
the Form-room before five o'clock (*

“Very well, sir!l I—I only thought
that—2"

“Nonsense [” boomedr Prout. * Non-
sense ! I am surprised at vou, Loder—
very much surprised indeed! 1 am be-
ginning to wonder, Loder, whether you
are, after sll, deserving of the trust I
have placed in you.”

“0h, sir! I—"

“Say no more, Loder! You may
leave my study " boomed Prout. “Not
another word on this subject! Leave
my study (¥

A door was heard to open and shut.
There was a scattering of the interested
crowd under the window. Now that
Loder was gone, it was possible that
Prout might look out—and nobody
wanted to catch his eve.

“Well, my hat!” ssid Bob Cherry,
when the juniors were at a safe distance.
“(Gentlemen, chaps, and sportsmen, it
looks to me as if Loder’s playing up like
a little man; and if he keeps on like
this the jolly old secret society may ms
well put up its shutters |

“That old ass Prout!®
Johnny Bull.

“That old fathead Prout!” said the
Bounder.

“Well, Loder said that he would do
his best for us, and it's plain enough
now that he's dome it!" said Harry
Wharton.

“The donefulness is terrific I

own upl” said Yeroon-Smith.
“Beats me hollow—but I own upl
There must bs some rag of decency
somewhere in Loder! You fellows wera
cheeky aszes to barge ih a3 vou did, but
I'm glad! Only“—the Bounder's face
set grimly—" Loder's done all he can, so
far a2 1 can see, but it all comes to
nothing ! That old ass 1z as obstinate as
& mula "

“He can't get over hearing our
grenuina opinion of him!” said Frank

uian with a grin.+

“Well, what's going to be done?i”

demanded Smithy. “We're not scratoh-

%}g‘ with Hookwood—that's settled!
e're going to play Rookwood to-

morrow, if we have to bag Prout fieat,

and lock him up in the coal-cellar

grunted
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The Bounder worked his way through the defence and kicked for geal, Right at the citadel shot the leather—only to meet

the fist

“0Oh, my hat|™

“"We're not seratching ! said Harry
Wharton decidedly. “We've got to
mgnnﬁmit—ﬂnmehnwl We're going to
f!ar kwoed: At the worst, wa can
et themn have & wire at the last minute |
But——"

“We're going!” said the Bounder
nws_l.ge!y.

“Y¥You heard what Prout said”
grunted Johnny Bull. " Loder’s going
to be in speciil charge of us—under
strict orders! He's not even trusting it
to Woosse—he's leaving it to his dear
relinble Loder! The old bean has got
his back up, and no mistake.”

“1f Loder tries to stop ne—-"

‘j'WelL there’s not much doubt that
he'll try, after what Prout's said to
him I said Harry.

_ *“Then we'll handle him. We've done
it before, and we can do it again, We're
gﬁllnﬁ to Rookwood to-morrow I** said

e Hounder. “We'll leave Loder ticed
by his neck to Quelch's desk if he gives
us any trouble. And if Prout barges in
we'll treat him the same! And that's
that |7

And the Bounder ewung away with
knitted brows. The chums of the Re-
mova wera left in anxious discussion.
They wero not likely to adopt the
drastic suggestions of the Bounder; but,
somehow, anyhow, they were going over
to Rookwood to play Jimmy Silver &
Co. st Soccer. It remained to decide
“how “—and that was a problem which,
go far, beat anything in. Buclid.

THE TWELFTH CHAPTER.
Rookwood Day !

b UNTER ™ Lod
B Ok loz" ¥ H
Billy Bunter was standing

by the table in the Rag,
As he heard Lodei’s wvoice at the

door he popped down under the level of

well out of the goalie’s reach !

the table top and hunted cover. He
hoped that Loder would not see him, or
guess that he was there.

Loder of the Sixth locked in at the
doorway. As the table was between
him and Bunter, he did not sce the fat
Owl of the Remove.

A dozen fellows who wers in tho
roomn could eea the fat, erouching figure.
Some of them grineed, but they said
nothing.,

It was morning break on Weduoesday,
and +I—Ia:"r:gl' Whearton & _C::h, instead of
punting a footer about in the quad, as
they would have liked to do that fine,
frosty wworning, had gathered in the
Rag—ta discuss the urgent, pressm%
br:r]i:m of the game fhat-day. Bunter ha¢
rolled in, not to discusa footer, but
because there was a fire in the Rag.
Frowsting before a fire was Bunter's
favourite way of spending “hbreak ™ on
& cold morning.

“Bunter!” repeated Loder at the

O0Or,

Bunter, crouching by the table, made
frantic signs to the juniors not to revesl
his presence.

What Loder wanted him for Bunter
did rot know., But he had no doubt that
it meant trouble. The bully of the Sixth
Bﬂﬂdﬂlﬂ wanted a fellow for anything
else.

True, Loder seemed rather to have
changed his manmers and customs of
late. 'His ashplant had not been ec
busy as usual.

But Bunter fclt that that was rather
e frail reed to lean upon! It seemed
safer to keep out of s:{ght‘ _

“ Where's that fat fool?” exclaimed
ar angrily. “I thought he was here!
ave you seen Bunter 1%

“I saw him in class this morning!”
said’ ?&fnun—ﬁmii‘.i:. .
er's ayes gleamed,

“Don't be & cheeky young ass,

of the Rookwood goalie. As the leather shot out again, Smithy met it with his head and deflected it into the net,

Vernon-Smith! If you're asking for a
whopping——"

It was quite the old Loder! He
slipped his ashplant down from. under
his arm, scowling at the Bounder. If a
leard could change his spots it was
undoubtedly a slow and dificult
process !

But Loder checked himself. He put
the ashplant back under his arm and
ga.‘v;aﬁrﬁmithf I'Iﬂdfurt-hﬁr athtmtis:-u.

" Wharton o you know where
Buntcr iz Jhe as!ms:{ '

The captain of the Remove did not
answer., Certainly he knew where
Bunter was, as the seared fat Owl was
erouching by the table only a couple of
yards from him. But he did not intend
to tell Loder so.

. Loder breathed hard and came tramp-
ing into the Ragl As he passed tho
end of the table he spotted the Qwl of
the Remove.

“ Bunter 1" he hooted.

“Oh crikey I
Bﬂlio'ﬂunter bounced
As Loder came along the long table
Bunter circumnavigated it at the other
end, moving with unaccunstomed speed.

“I—I say, Loder, it wasn't me!” he

up.

gasped.

"%Ihat ™ snappad Loder. “What
wasn't ny.m, ou fat duffer®

* Oh jnymmg I I—I omesen
ncthmg'_ 1 gasped DBunter. “1—1

say—-
%ha fat junior migu a bolt for the
door as Loder grasp at him.

“You young assl” roared Loder,

Ha rushed after Bunter and canght

him by the collar.

Bunter, in fesrful apprehenzion of the
ash?ant, wriggled snd yelled.
o BAY, ou fellowsl|

Yammnﬂ-gl ivmjr—-—”
Harry Wharton & Co. looked at one
Tee Muiower LsRiRy.~—Ng. 1,400.
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another and at Gerald Loder of the
Sixth. y

They were not feeling pleasant

towards him just then, It was true that,
in his unoxpeectedly repentant mood, he
had done his best for them with Prout.
Even the PBounder could no longer
doubt that,

But it was equally true that but for
Loder and his tyranny there would have
been no detention at all, and the trouble
would not have srisen. He had tried to
nndo the harm he had himself done, and
he had failed, And now it looked as if
ho was at the old game of bullying
agalin,

“Look hers, Loder——" began Harry.

“I say, you fellows, help!” yelled
Bunter. *1 say, collar the beast! I'm
pot going to be whoppad | Help !

“You young assl” rgared Loder.
“I'm not going to whop you, you fab
little idiot! Igwuut to speak to you,
Lhat's all.”

“QOh" gasﬁed Bunter. :

Loder led him out of the Rag with a
hand on his collar, Harry Wharton &
{'0. looked after them rather blankly.
But they soon forgot both Bumter and
Loder in the discussion of that thorny
fopic, the Rockwood match. The
Bounder was wrging his views on the
Famous Five, and they were more and
more inclined to agree with him. .

#VYou haven't forgotten what we did
on Higheliffie day!” urged Vernon-
Smith. *“That old asz Prout detsined
us then—all through Loder, the same as
now, We cut and played the mateh—"=

“And every man in the Form was
flogged when we got back!™ =said
.]o.lg':nn:.* Bull, ) .

“If vou're niraid of & floggin’ you
can stand ont I? smapped the Bounder.

“If you waont your cheeky head
punched voun c¢an say that agam!”
erowled Johnoy Bull.

“0Oh, don't rag!” said Yharton
impatiently. “It's different now,
Smithy. I know what we did then—we
ticd Loder up in the Form-room and
cut—and took our flogging afterwards.
But that chicken wen't fight now,
Prout was out that day, and mnever
knew anvthing about it till he eams in,
T'hink he'll taka hizs eyes off us to-day
when he knows what's on—and actuall
leard you suggesting that we shoul
cut

“ o'l keep his iﬂll’j' old optic on us "
said Bob Cherry. “Bet yon he takes
jolly good care that Loder doesn’t let
ux shp,”

A TE& carcfulness will ba torrific!™

“1 know all that as well as rou do!”
said the Bounder. “We've got to put
paid to Prout! Tie him up, too!”

“That wouldn't mean a flogging—
ihat would mean the eack !’ said Frank
Nugent. “I'm not in a hurry to leave
{ireyfriars.”

Tﬂu Bounder gave an angry snort,

“The secrot society have got to get to
work again!” he said. “Loder's leavin’
us alone and we can leave him alene.
Prout's making himself cbnexious, and
Prout's got to ﬁmra it. I tell you, we're

oing over to Rookwood if we have to
E::ck tim in the coal-cellar.”

For once the Bounder’s wild and reck-
lass counsels found pitient hearers, at
least; though he did not guite convince
them. The discussion was interrupted
Ly tho bell for third school.

In a %{Im, glum, and worried mood
Harry Wharton & Co. went to the
Form-room. Something had to be dono
—somoething was going to be done—but
they had not yet been able to decide
what. It was fixed in their minds that
they were not going to sit in detention
ihat afternosn—they were going over to
Rookwood to play Jimmy Silver &

Tue Magrker LmrarY.~—No. 1,400,
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But how it was going to be contrived
was still ap unanswered riddle.

One place was vacant in the Remove
ab third school. Billy Bunter was not
there. )

Bunter was often late for class—in-
deed, under Mr. Woose's mild rule he
was genarally late.

But this 1ime he was rather unusually
late. A quarter of an hour passed, and
then Mre. Woose called to arton,

" Whers is Bunter, Wharton 7%

“I don't know, sir.” .

“I will not allow such unpunctuality !
said Mr. Woose erossly. “I certainly
will not sllow it! I shall cane Bunter

“Loder called him, sir,” said Harrv.

“Oh, Loder!” said Mr. Woose, and
he said no more, Woose did net want
any trouble with Prout’'s favourite
prefect. If Loder had given Bunter
something to do that kept him away
from class little Mr. aose did not
mean to make a fuss about it .

:'&p]lmrenﬂy Loder had—for third
school went on without Bunter,

THE THIRTEENTH CHAPTER,
Mystilying to Bunter {

; ILLY BUNTER blinked appra-

B hensively at Loder of the Bixth,

Loder had mearched him into

the prefects’ room. That apart-

ment was associated in the minds of the
juniors with whoppings | - ;

There were three or four seniors in
the room, and they glanced at Bunter.
But they were called away to claszs in o
few minutes, and the fat Owl was left
alone with Loder. .

He was uneasy, approhensive, and
puzzled.

Loder had said that he only wanted to
speak to him. And if he had brought
him there to whop him there was no
reason why he should not have got on
with the whopping without waiting. till
the other seniors had gone. till,
Bunter was very uneasy. In Loder's
presence he felt like one of the little
i " in the presence of the big bad
waolk !

#“J—1 say, Loder, thera's the bell!”
?as;:ad Bunter. “I say, I shall be late
or class !

Loder, who was leoking over zomo
papoers, did not heed.

“1—I sav, Loder, can I go?"

LE Nﬂ.”

“T gay, I shall get lines from Woose 1™

“T'H speak to him; that will be all
right.”

Oh, all right then[” eaid Bunter,
taking comfork.

Ha was glad to eut a= much class as
Enssihle if it came to that, and he was

eginning to realise that whatever
Loder had brovght him there for it was
not & whopping. But he wondered moro
and more what it was.

Loder kicked the door shut. As head
prefect and Eenemll:,f monarch of all he
surveyed Loder cut olass when he chose
50 to do. And there was no doubf that
a word from him to Woose would make
it all right for Bunter, ]

“ Mow, Bunter,” said Loder quietly,
“T want you to do something for me.
I've heard =zll about you playing
ventriloguial tricks in the Remove—-=2

Bunter was alarmed again at once.

*Oh, no [ he ejaculated. * Not at all
Lod of

er! I—I've never done anything
the kind! I—I—2
“Shut wp, you young ass! 1

remember you playing a trick once,
locking o master’s door and imitating
Monsienr Charpentier’s voice coutside
and making a row between two beaksl
You were whopped for it,”

“I say, that was last term!"” ex-
claimed Bunter, %I asay, wyou're not

oing to rake that u

sides, I never did it!
mistake—"

“You're the fatteat and slliest ass at

again, Loder!
t was all &

Greylriars,” went on Loder, “Dut
youwve gobt that trick of imitating
voices. hat’s what I want you to do
oW, .

Billy Bunter stared at Loder of the
Sixth till his little round eyes almost
bulged through his big, round glasses.

“You — want—" ha stanttered.

“Yes| That's what you'rs going to
do! There's a cake in my study you
can have if you work it all right!”

“Oh erumbs ! gasped Bunter.

He was sahsolutely astounded! But
he was keen now! Bunter had no ob-
Jection to playmi ventriloguial tricks—
if he was not to be whopped for them!
With a eake in prospeoct, assuredly Billy
Bunter did not object to showing off
what a fearfully clever fellow he was!

“You can imitate the Head's voice, I
suppose, as woll a3 any other,? eaid
Loder, quietly.

“Dr, Locke's!™ gasped Bunter.

"Y«EE."

“Easy as falling off a form," snid
Bunter, with e fat grin. “0ld Locke’s
toot is & bit out of the common, you
know—sort of squeak with an Oxford
accent, Anvbody could imitate it I
mean, I'm tearfully clever at imitating
voices, and I could do it, and I don't
mﬁﬂ«ﬁw anybody elsa could—" :

here's a telephone hera!? gaid
Loder,

Bunter wnderstood now why he had
been brought to the prefects’ room.
He was to imitate De. Locke’s voice on
the telephone! Why, he had not the
faintest idea,

“Tha Head mary be coming back any
day now,” resumed Loder. “I happen
to know that Prout has been expoching
a letter from him every dav for the
last week, to give the date. The letter
doesn't seem to have come wet: but
Prout won't be surprised to get &
telephone-call instead.”

* Prout "' gpasped Bunter,

He grasped the fact that ha was to
telephone to Prout, in Dr. Locke's
name, imitating the Head's voics, It
was very mystifying; and Bunter was
growing very curious: in faet, as Alicoe
remarked in Wonderland, "eouricuser
and curiouser.”

A jape lika this was all very well
for juniors; but it was amazi in o
Bixt Form  profect—Prout’s  head

prefect and favourite! Billy Bunter
really cf::uld hardly believe his fat ears.

“The tdea is "—Loder sank his voice,
though there were only Bunter's fat
pars to hear—"1 want P'rout off the
scene this afternoon.™

“{¥h |"" pasped Bunter.

“If he got a call from old Locke—or
bolieved that he pot it—it would work
the oracle,” said Loder. *Suppose the
Head phoned that he was coming to the
school {o-day——"

“But he won't, will he?” asked
Buntar. “If he hasn't written—"

“Tdick! You will phone, making out
that it's the Head speaking—""

TOht Yes! I scol®

“You put it that the Head has lost
the connection at Lantham Junection,”
went on Loder, who had evidently been
thinking this out. “Being hung up st
T.antham for a train, he phones to
Prout. His car was left here when he
went away to the nursing-home—well,
ha asks Prout to come over for him in
the car. Thaet will sound natural

en-nﬁh.”
“He, he, hat”
“ Prout is to call for him at the Hotel
Royal, and wait for him if he’s delayed,
(Conlinued on page Z2.)
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as he's making & call in Lantham,”
pursued Loder,

“Right as raini? grinned Bunter.

“That will kecp Prout busy most of
the afternoon, I think, The Head won't
rurn up, and Prout can’t very well-come
back without him—not till be’s sure
the old bean isn't there at all”

“HMe, he, he! Safe as houses ! sand
Bunter. * You'll be sll right this after-
noon, Loder! ¥rout won't spot you at
vour little games.”

Loder stared at him.

“What??" he ejaculated, “What do
you mean, Bunter ™

Billy Bunter winked—a fat wink!

“I get you, Loder!™ he said
breezily. “You've got some gamo on
this afternoon—a card-party in the
study, what? And vou want Prout safe
off tho scene! He, he, ha! Rely on me,
old chapl T'll make it all might for
Yo

That was Billy Bunter all over! He
grinned and ‘winked familhiarly at Loder
of the Sixth! He was, in fact, feeling
guite friendly,

But tlie head prefect of Greyfriars had
no use for friendiiness from William
(reorge PBunter. Neither had he any
uze for grins and winks from that fat
and fatuous youth. Loder was, in fact,
about the last senior at Greviriars to
take cheeky familiarity from a cheeky
junior.

He roze to his feet and picked up his
ashplant from the table.

Bunter, in alarm, jumped up.

Bwipe !

“Yaroocoh!”

Thera was a terrific roar, as the cane
whacked on the tightest trousers ot

Greviriors,
Yow! Owl®

“Ow! Wowl
Bunter. "1 say—yarocach 1”

Loder gave him a g}]ue,
“Want any more? he demanded.

EE)
;

roatred

“Ow! Wowl Nel Owl” gasped
Eunter,
“Then don't be & checky little

seoundrel,” eaid Loder, laying down the
cane. "I want you to do this for me—
and you're going to do it. If you say
o aingle syllable about 1f, outside thas
voom, I'll eut the skin off your fat
carcass, Understand thati”

“Ow! Yesl Owi”

“Get to the phone, then!” growled
Loder. *If you pull 1t off, therc's a
cake in my study. If you don't I'll
give you six [ Here's Prout’s number.”

Billy Bunter wriggled inte the chair
at the telephone. He took the receiver
and gave the pnumber of the Head's
telephone to the exchange., He had to
wait & few momenis, end then the
voice af Trotter, the pags, came
through, inquiring what was wanted.

“Dr, Locke speaking!” said Bunter,.

in so startling an imitation of the voice
of the Head of Greyfriars, that Leder
umped as he heard it. " Request Mr.
rout to come to the telephone.”

“Oh, yessir!” answered ‘Trotter.
“Alr, Prout's in his Form-room now,
sir, but I'll eall him if you ’ang on,
gir,™

“Lose no time, Trotter ™

“Yeszir I™

Billy Bunter hung on.

THE FOURTEENTH CHAPTER.
Pulling Prout’s Leg!
R. PROUT grunted angrily.
M Ha grunted ab Trotter, as
if it was Trotter's faunlt,
which 1t really was not!
Trotter had to tako the teleﬁh ne-call,
r.

o
and he had to come to tell Prout,
Toae Maigyer Liseart.—No. 1,400.

“1 say, you lellows, I'm the BIG NOISE in next week’s grand—

when the caller on the phone was so
important a person as Dr, Locke, the
headmaster of Greyfriars

But Prout was not pleased.

Mo did not like class inter-
rupted, and he was busy with the Fifth.
He was engaged, at the moment, In
slanging Coker of the Fifth, who had
been making his usugl blunders, and he
disliked being cut short in the middle
of a “jaw.” Neither was Prout in a
good temper that day; to begin with—
the offences of those young rascals, the
Reémovites, were fresh in his mind,
and he was deeply annoyed by Loder—
his trusted Loder—having so far for-
gotten himself as to speak in favour
of those young raseals. To orown all
Trotter brought the news that it was
the Head on the phone—which could
only mean that the date of Dr. Locke's
return was noar.

That was the unkindest cut of all.

Prout did not want to hand over his
authority. IHe liked authority, He
loved it, in fact! He grudged handing
it back where 1t belonged.

Not having received the expected
letter from Dr. Locke—s circumstance

that the Bonnder could have explainmed

LT T P P P TR PP e T AP P T T N e

“COME INTO THE
OFFICE, BOYS!”

'VE got some reol good news for
pow this woeek, chums. It con-
cerns next week'’s Special Christ-
mas Number of the MAGNET

which, you can talie from me, is going
fo be o real bumper one! It will be
filled swith good thinga—the right kind
of things pgou expect o find in o
Chy a2 Number,

Frank Richurds fops fthis b
bill of Christrros fare roith :

# CHRISTMAS AT HILTON
HALL! ™

the opening worn of 6 grand new series
velating the exciting adventures of
Harry Wharton & Co. of Gr 8.
As the title suggesis, old
favourites are spending the vacalion
ol Hilton Hall, the home of Cedric
Hilton, of the Fifth. I'm not going {o
apail gour enjoyment by divulging the
plot. Suffice it o say that RBilly
Bunter *° honours *' the com: with
hisz presence. Trust the Owl of the
Remove not Lo be missing when there's
anything good on the board! . Any-
woay, swhether Horry Wharion & Co.
like it or nol, they've gol 1o put up
seith Bamfer for another Christmas, ot
lecast I You'll abaolulely revel in this
topping tale, chums, and will vote it
onte of the [flunest trealts you have
sampled for many a long day.

You'll enjoy, too, the Chrisfmas
fxsue of the ' Greyfriorg Herald,” in
which Dicky Nugent contribules
another stirring story of Dr. Dirch-
emall ond the cheery chums of St
Sam’'s, calculoled to make you rour
eeith laughter till pour sides ache !

In addition to all this feast of jfun
there will He further chapters of
Ffamows Movton Pike's old-time adven-
ture story :

“ APTAIN CRIMSON!'
and other apecial Yuletide fealfures
sohich will go to make one of the finest
iexuce of the old paper ever published,

Don’t mizgs next week's MAGNET,
chums, rwchatever you do! The best
plan is to order gour copy vight now !

YOUER EDITOR.

had heg liked—Prout had bogun to
nourish a hope that Dr. Locke wounld
stay away the rest of the lerm. The
news that Dr. Locke was on the phone
rather dashed that hope, 3

Ho Prout grunted, and grunted agmin,
and gave Urotter a glare, instead of
thanking him for bringing the
message,

However, he had to go to the tele-
phone. Great man as Prout was, in
the absence of his chief; his grcatness
became a mere nothing when that
revered chief gped in'!

Ho left the Form-room, much to the
relief of Coker of the Fifth, who was
tired of Prout’s “jaw,” if Prout wasn't,

Heo lprmecdﬂd to the Hoad's ﬁtudj,
with slow, ponderous steps. That study
was his while the Head was away—in
that Olympian apartment he exercised
Olympian authority. It was rather sad
to feel that the glory wsvas departing,
50 to speak, Frout was far from feeling
amiable, as he went into the study with
his elepliantine tread, and picked up
the receiver.

“Dr. Docke?' he asked the
monthpiece.

“Mr. Prout!:- Is that Mr. Prount
speaking ¥ came a volee he Knew well,
or, at all events, fancied that he koew
woll.

“Prout speaking ! ha prunted.

“You have kept me waiting, Ar.
FProut! You have kept me waiting
several minatos I came the voice on the
phone sharply.

Prout breathed hard.

Ever since the Head had left, he had
called peuﬁie over the coals—hboys and
masters | He had ‘ealled Quelch over the
coals to such an extent, that the Remove
master had left, to stay away till the
Head came back, He had almost for-
gotten what it was like to be called
over the coals himself! Now that he
was reminded, he did not like it o
little bit. . .

“I am sorry, sir!" said Prout, in =
deep, deep voice. “As I was in the
Form-room, sir—""

“Oh, guite”

“ Naturally, sir, I did not expect you
to ring me up during class,’ said Prout,
feeling that he was entitled to get that
ona in.

“That is for me to decide, Mr.
Prout !*

“Oh! Quite sol™ gasped Proub.

His greatness was slipping from him.
He had played Head, and enjoyed play-
ing Head! It was most unpleasant to
fecl himself only & Form-master again.
No longer a Great Panjandrum, with
o dutiful and respectful staff—merely a
member of that staff—merely that and
nothing more! It was rather horrid.

“The fact is, Mr. Prout, I intended to
arrive in time for lunch—"

“"This 15 somewhat sudden, sir.™

"Wh&t II'I-

“1 understood, sir, that I was to
reccive & written communication from
you giving me & few days notice of your
return. Certainly you gave me to
understand as much,”

Prout spoke with a sense of injury.
Really, this was rather thick, though
Prout, of course, would not have
described it in those words.

“No doubt, Mr. Prouwt. However, I
presume that 1 am at liberty to make
my own arrangements, sirl’

‘Oh, quite ! gurgled Prout.

This sort of talk was unusually
sharp from Dr. Locke, penerslly an ex-
tremely courteous old gentleman, It
locked as if his long stay in the nursing-
home had not improved his temper or
his manners.

“1 am speaking from Lantham, I
have lost the connection, and bhave

into
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“ ¥ou boys have broken detention during my absence this afierncon,” sald Promt, taking up the cane In his plump hand.

“ Ao
Wharton stared blankly.

decided to lunch at the Hotel Royal
here. '

& ?egs good, sir ! said Prout, rather
relieved. The later the Head came
tha better, in Prout's opinion, though he
wos rather surprized that Dr. Locke
should ring him up to tell him this.

“Y desire yau to come over and lunch
with me, Mr. Frout! 1 am—er—
anxious to hear about—er—how things
have gone during my long absence.
Kindly come over in the car, and do
not be later at the hotel than half-past

ona! Half-past one precisely, 1f you
please 1"
“Very good, sir!” said Prout. He

had no objection to lunch at the Hotel
Royal in Lantham; they had good
lunches there.

“I shall come back with you in the
car. Mr. FProut,”

“I understand.”

“A4z I am delayed in Lantham I shall
make a eall while I am here. If you doe
not find me at the hotel, Mr. Prout, deo
nof wait lunch, as it is possible that I
may lunch with my friend, and join you
later.”

*As you please, sir.”

“I hope I make myself clear, Mr.
Frout.” 3

“Quite, sir! T shall reach the Hotel
Royal, o your car, sir, at precisely
half-past ome,” satd Mr. FProut stiffiv.
“I1 am, of course, entirely at your
¢commands. "

“Porfectly so! Good-bye, Mr. Prout.”

“Good-bye, sirl”

Frout put up the receiver.

He stood frowning at the telephone.

He could. not help feeling that Dr.

«cke was lacking in courtesy and con-

sideration towards a senior Form-
master who had filled his place during
hia abzence frosn the school.

True, Dr. Locke was his chief, but

ring-leader to this act ol rebellion, Wharion, I shall expel you from Greyfriars! The others will be 2
“1 don’t understand you, sir !** he answered.

he seemmed to think that he ecould order
him about as if he was Gosling, the
?urtaer, or Mimble, the gardener. Prout
rowned with indignation.

Prout had done a lot eof ordering
about during the Head's abszence. But
that was tie sort of thing that it was
more bleszed to give than to receive.

He did not hike it himself.

Prout was in a rather fuming state
when he got back to the Fifth Form-
room. His Form got the effeets of it.

The Fiith were glad when class was
over, and gladder still that it was =
hali-holiday, and that they were done
with Prout for the day.

Prout was cross and irritated; but
what he would have felt like had he
known that that telephone-call came
from tho prefects’ room st Greyfriars,
from s fat junior imitating the Head's
voles, was really unimaginable

Fortunately, Prout was not likely o
guess that.

He had no idea that any fellow was
out of c¢lass during third school.
Buuter, however, was! While the
Remove woent through that lesson with
Mr. Woose, Billy Bunter was busy with
8 cake in Loder's study—making sure
of his reward before Ll:;g; had time to
change his mind.

Just before the school dinner, Mr.
Prout sent for Loder, to the Head's
study; the last time, he felt sadly, that
he was to interview * hizs ¥ head prefeet
i that study.

“I find, Loder, that I have to be
absent thiz afternoon | he said. He
did net tell Loder why, and little
dreamed that he knew ! “I shall leave
¥you in charge of the Remave. You have
my strictest orders to keép them under
observation, and take every care that
thay do not absent themselves from

ogyged 1

“ Loder gave us leavetogo 1" “ Whatp ™
detention, You understand  me,
Loder

“Quite, sir 1" zaid Loder.

At one o'clock the Head's car waa
brought round, and Mr. Prout stepped
into it and rolled away for Lantham,

Fellows who noticed him go notiesd
that he was locking wvery grave and
grim. Unly one junior knew why, and
where, he was going, And that fat
vouth indulged in a chortle, And only
the terror D?Luder’s ashplant prevented
Billy Bunter from telling the world that
he, Willlam George Bunter, was the
cause of Prout taking that trip. The
Ow] of the Hemove chortled, but he had
to keep the joke to himszelf,

Loder of the Sizth stood at the gatos
and watched the car go. He wallesl
back into the quad with s thoughtful
cxpression on his face.

“Wharton I” ha called.

“Yes, Loder!”

“Prout's gone out end left me in
charge of the Remove. I've decided to
give the football tcam leave to go over
to Rookwood.”

Harry Wharton stared at him Jdumb-
founded.

“You understand?" said Loder irrit-
ably. “If you want to clear off to
Rookwood vou ean clear. I giva you
leave! That's all.*

He walked on to the House.

“Oh, my hat!"” gasped the captain of
the Remaove,

He ran after Loder,

s I-FI say, Loticr—"

“Weall 7 snapped Lader.

“T say, thanks —we're awiully
obliged—1I sax, it's jolly decent of you
stammered Wharton.

“That will do!" grunted Loder.

Loder went into the House, and
Harry Wharton rushed away with the

Tae Macwer Lasrany.~—No. 1,400,
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good mews to his comrades. It was a
cheery party that packed into the ex-
press at Courtfield a little later,
J ballers a cheery greeting. They
were glad to see them, and the
Gireyfriars fellows were glad to bo there
—though thoy were still surprised to find
thomselves thore ! ;

All sorts of drastic and desperate
meastires had been discussed to get
away to play that match, and none of
them had heen needed !

The Bounder, et least, had been pre-
pared to handle Prout himself—all the
fellows had been ready to handle Loder
~—and cut detention! Instead of which
they had leave to go from the prefect
Prout had left in cﬁarge of them.

It was protty clear that Loder had
coolly ﬂisrega.rtii:d the instructions Prout
had left, and very probable that he
would have to answer for it.  That
added to the surprise of the Remove
footballers. But there it was, they were
at Rockwood, and all was calm and
bright ! )

ismissing other matters from their
minds, Harry Wharton & Co. went

cheerily into the field, to beat Jimmy
Silver & Co. om their own ground—if

THE FIFTEENTH CHAPTER.
The Rookwood Batch !

IMMY SILVER & (0., at Rook-
wood, gave the E'rrc-}'frmrs foryt-

th%v could [
‘hat did not prove sn easy task.
The Rookwooders, as usual, were in

%m'atlfnrm, and the firet gokl came Lo
Mornington, of Rookwood, and the
gecond to Jimmy Silver.

But the Bounder put the pill in just on
hali-time, leaving Rookwood leading by
one goal at the intorval.

Boh Cherry chuckled as he sucked a
Jemon at lemon-time.

“We're here, anyhow I" he remarked.

“The herefulness is terrific!” agreecd
Hurree Jamset Ram Singh.

“ Blessed if can mako
though I'* snid Vernon-Smith. s
Et_fi}; well that Prout left orders with

oder fto keep us in detention.™

Harry Wharton nodded. :

 Not much doubt about that," he said,
“After all, Loder’s a bit of a sports-
man in his way. He szeems to under-
stand that one good turn deserves
another.”

“That's it, I suppose!” gaid the
Bounder. "“Queer that Prout should
have cleared off like that and given him
8 chance, Good luck for us.”

“What-ha!™

“Pull up your socks, you men," said
the captain of the Remove, as they
went back into the field. “ Afier all this
Lother, we've got te beat Roolwood,
now we're here!”

d with that object .in view, the
Remove men put their beef into it in
the second half.

The ball went in from Harry
Wharton's foot, with 8 guarter of an
hour still to go.

Those fifteen minutes wers packed
with  excitement. The Hookwood
crowd round the field watched eagerly
for another goal.

Twice it nearly came, and Jimmy
Silver & Co. swopt down on the visitors
and attacked their citadel hotly. DBut
Squiff, in goal, was all eyes and hands
and fest, and the goal failed to
materialite. Twice, thrice, and again,
the junier from New South Wales
saved the side, and the game swept
away to midfield; and then came &
fierce attack on the home tecritory,

Many cyes were turned on the time
when the Bounder worked his way

1B Macker Lisrary.—No. 1,400.

it  out,
“ Y know

THE MAGNET

through the defence and kicked for
roal, Right into the cotadel shot the

ather—only to meet the Hst of
Rawson, of Rookwood, As the leather
shot out dgain, Smithy met it with his
head and deflected it into the net, well
out of the goalie’s reach. -

“{3oal I gasped Bob Cherry.

Pheep | went the whistle,

Rawson stared at the ball, which ha
had missed by tha fraction of an inch.
But a miss was as good as a8 mile—there
it was!

“Goal 1™

The Bounder grinned breathlessly.

Then he :;elgad, as Bob Cherry
rushed up to him and pgave him a
thump on the back, expressive of
exuberant delighi

“Good mnni’ roared Boh.

“Owli Don’t bust my backbone, you
ass‘ ['I'I'

“Ha, ha, ha

“Goal I

It had been o close win, right on I'Jnf
stroke of time, but & win was a win!
Greyfrizrs had won that mately and
that was that |

It was a merry party that was enter-
tained to tea after the match by Jimmy
Silver & Co. and the Greviviars foot-
ballers were in great spirits when they
packed into the train for home.

But az they drew near their destina-
tion, they could not help wondering
what tort of a reception they were
going to get.

They had had leave from Loder—that
was certain! But how Prout was
going to take it was quite another
matter.

“Anyhow, we've plaved the match !
gseid Bob Cherry. " We've jolly well
played it, and we've jolly well won it!
And Prout can’t alter thaet if he gets up
on his bind legs and roara !

“Hear, hear 1?

“Blow Prout!”

“ Bother Prout ¥

Tho footballers were still happy and
glorious, 20 to speak, when they
arrived at Greyiriara.

Billy Bunter met them as they came
into the House.

“T say, vou fellows—"

“Haello, halo, halle, old fat bean!”
roared RBob Cherry "We've won,
fn!.t;! Three to two, old berrel, if
you're anxious to know [

“Eh! Have yon?” said Bunter. “1I
gay, you fellows, you're for it! He, he,
hel I say. Prout’s got his hair off !
He, he, ha! You're going to have the
time of wour lives! He, he, ho——
Yaroooh! Leave off kicking me, you
beasts ! Whooop [

Having kicked Bunter, the ifoot-
ballers marched in, to take what was
coming to them,

THE SIXTEENTH CHAPTER.
The Climax.

ALL was crowded.
H Mr. Prout stood with a brow
of thunder.

It was past the usual time of
calling-over. At callover there had
been many missing.

Thet, of course was inevitable when
a football eleven was playing an away
match st a distance. Leave for the
match covered it. Nevertheless, it had
come as & surprise to Prout—who was
happily unaware that the Romove
Eleven had been given leave to go to
Rookwood.

Prout had, in fact, had a day of sur-
Ermes, and none of them had pleased

im. Ha had been surprised by that
telephone call from Dr. Locke in the

morning. He had beea still more sur-
prised mnot to eea the Head at
Lantham,

He had lunched in solitary stafe at
the hotel there, expecting Dr. Locke ta
appear afterwards. Dr, Locke had nob
appeared.

After which Prout had Thardly
known what to do. His chief—as he
believed, at least—had given him defi-
nite ingtructions to wait for him at the
hotel in Lantham. He had hinted that
he might be delayed. So Prout waited,

He waited long!

But the Head did not.come!

That was easily explained by the
fact that the Head Lad not telephoned
at all, and had been nowhére near
Lantham. But Prount, of course, was
unaware of that fact.

He waited—he worried—and he
fumed! He walked about the hotel—
he walked up and down the High
Street—but there was no sign of the
Head! IHis irritation and indignation
grew as he waited.

After holding supreme authority at
Grreyiriars so long, 1t was disconcerting,
humiliating, to be treated in this off-
hand way himself!  Really, if
resembled the way he hed treated
ng]nh, caugsing that gentleman to
retire from the school se long as Prout
relgned there,  But Prout, of course,
was a far more important man than
Quelch—in his own esteem, at leastl
2o his indignetion grew and grew, lika
the little peach in the orchard, asz he
hung about waiting for the chief who
did not come.

He had tea ot last.

.."-':fti]l+ the Head did not ecome. By
that time Prout realised that he could
not be coming. He still did not sus-
pect a trick on the telephone—he had
recognised the Head's voice on  that
valuable instrument [

He could only suppose that some-
thing had happened to prevent Dr,
Locke from keeping his mppointment
at the Hotel Royal. It was not the
way Prout should heve. been treated—
far from it! It was irritating—exas-
perating |

Btill, thera was & silver lining to the
cloud | If it meant that Dr. Locke was
not, after all, coming back yet, Prout's
reign at Greviriare wounld continuel
That was so much to the good!

_ He drove back to the school at last
in the car. It was evidently futile to
wait longer.

Prout was not in a good temper when
he got back to Greyfriars, And when
ho took calling-over, and found that
nearly half the Bemove were absent, he
fairly boiled over, .

They had cut detentien!

That was clear! Taking advantage
of his sbsence, they had out detention
and gone off to RHookwood to play foot.
hall. Loder, in spite of his strict
instructiong had been ocareless, and
they had gonol

And it waz too late to stop them!
Had he known earlier he would have
intervened. He would have telephoned
to the headmaster of Rookwood, thus
very effectively putting a spoke in the
wheel of the rebellious young rascals.
But it was too late for that! Dy tha
time Prout knew they were missing the
football match was over, and the
Removites already in the train on
their homeaward journew.

Prout's wrath beil up,
them when they came. In the mean-
time, he had come ready for Loder!
But Loder was not there!

Head prefect had a right to cut eall-
over if he liked—and on this cecasion
Loder liked! In point of fact, he was

to greet



not anxioua to face Prout after what
ha had done!

Loder was prwnlent]
gcena Lill Prout bad
down 1

Unfortunately,
down, Prout grew moeors and mare
wrathy. His wrath, like wige,

roved with keeping.
Ige ed—disregarded |

1m

had ‘been diso !
On the one hand he had been trested,
as he supposed, by careless offhanded-
ness by the ]feaﬂ On the other, he
had been flouted by s set of rebellious
juniors | : )

Now, as he stood on the dais; facing
a silent and almost breathless school, i
was no wonder that Prout was 1o a
boiling state.

The truant Removites were back
now; they stood in their places in
their Form.

Loder had returned at last, and stood
in his place with the B8ixih, with &
somewhat wuneasy expression oo his
face.

“Mr, Woose!” came Prout's deep,
booming voice.

“Rir ' squeaked Mr. Woose.

“Are all your boys presenti™

“They are, gir.Z

“Bend up the boys who were absent
from calling over. Is my cane here? I

ave instructions—— Oh, here 1t 15l

nd up the boys, Mr. Wooze.”

Woaosa called the nemes and fifteen
Remove fellows walked up the Hall,
smid a breathless silence—the football
clavers and four who had gone with
tha team.

Harry Wharton & Co. faced the tem-
rary headmaster of Grevfriars im a
v, with grave faces. It had not

dawned on them vet that Prout did not
know that Loder had given them leave
to -
ngut. took the cane in & plump hand.
*Wharton [
“Yos, sir,” said Harry quietly.
“¥ou have broken detention during
my absence this  afterncon !  said
Prout, in & voica that almost trembled
with anger, “This 1z tho second time
that it has occurred. On the former
oceasion, I administered a fogging Lo
all the offenders, Now I feel it my
duty to ba more severe. As ring-
leader :n this act of rebellion, Whar-
ton, I shall expel yvou from Greyiriars.
The others wiﬁeha fHogged.”

Harry ‘Wharton
blankly.

“I den't understand you, sir,” he
answered. “We had leave to go to
Rockwood to play football

Prout glared.

“How dare you say so!” he boomed.
“How dare youl left you in
detention, with the strictest instructions
to a prefect to keep you under obser-
vation—"

Wharton gasped. Ha realizsed now
that Loder had not told Prout. Ha
looked round at Loder’s uneasy face
among the Hixth.

“But—but we had leave, sir!" ex-
claimed Bob Cherry. " Loder gave us
loave to go——"

“Loder did !** ejaculated Mr. Prout

“Certainly he did !’ szaid Bob hotly.
“1 supposa he's told you—"  Bob
bhroke off as ha realised, all of a suddaen,
thiat Loder hadn't,

Frout seemed to stand transhxed for
a moment or two. Then he gasped:

“Loder! CUome here, Loder |”

Gerald Loder left his place and came
up the HMall. There was a dogged ex-
prossion on his face.

“Loder, these bors state that you
ave them leave from detention!”
oomed Prout.

“I did, sie!™

keeping off the
ad time to cool

instead of cooling

staxred at  him
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“Yan—you—you—you did!”
Prout.

Loder breathed hard.

“ As head prefect, sir, in charge of &
detention class—" L.

“1 pave youn the most explicit -
structions, Leder, that the Remove
were to remain in detention!” boomed
Prout. “Is it possible, is it imaginable
that you have taken it upon yourself
to disregerd my explicit instructions?”

Loder breathed harder.

“In the cireumstances, sir, the foot-
ball fixture—~"

“"No circumstances can exXcuse you,
Loder |” reared Prout. "I am amazed,
astounded, at your impertinence—your
msolence! ¥You are no longor my head
prefect, Loder! I doubt whethor I can
allow you to remain a prefect at all!
How dare you disregard my insirue-
tions, Loder!”™ , : .

“I did as I thought right, sir,” said
Loder. "I em sure that if the Head
were here he would approve.”

“Loder,” gasped Prout, “how—how
dare you! Stand hack! T will deal
with you later, Loder! Not a word
more! Stand. back, and be silent!”

Prout gripped the cane.

“YWharton, it appears that you have
the pretext, the fimsy excuse, that you
had a prefect's leave this afterncon.
But you were well aware that Loder
gave you this leave agamnst my ex licit
instructione—you cannot fail to have
been aware of that. I shall not expel
you. But I shall i!.unpi-:J you with the
rest. Every boy shat broke detention
to-day will be flog

Harry Wharton

gasped

1L
rew & deep breath,

D

“Mr. Prout—"
“Pr. Locke=——"

“1 am sorry,” said the Head, “that 1
appear to have arrived at a moment
when punishment, it zeems, is about to
be inflicted. I am somewhat surprised
that my arrival does not seem fo have

been expected.”

“By no means, sir!™ gasped Mr.
Prout. “I waited for you, sir, tlm
whole afternoon at Lantham, after re-
ceiving your tolephono call—*

“My telephone call, sir!®

“Yes, sir, and—"*
“There appears to be some mistake,”

eaid D, ke. I have not tele-
phoned to you, Mr, Prout!”

“You—you—you have not, siri"
gurgled Mr. Prout.

“Certainly not."

“But—but—but 1 received a call this
mornmg—your name was given—and—
and 1 thought I knew wyour voice,”
gaspad the bewildered Prout.

“I ecannot understand that, sir. Cer-
tainly, 1 have not telephoned,” said Dr.
Locke. “I did not consider it neces-
sary, as [ stated in my letter to you that
I should be returning to-day, and pave
vou ghe time of my train at Courtheld,
and requested you to send the car to tha
station—"

“Wha-a-at 1"

“As the car was not there I took o
taxi,” said Dr. Locke.

“But I have received no letter from
you, sir " gasped Mr. Prout,

(Continued on page 28.)

There wos a d&ai:
silence in  Hall,
Through tha silence
came the sound of
a taxi in the quad.
But no one heeded
1t.

“Wharton, bend
over ab oncel”
rumbled Prout.

Wharton bresi-
tated. There wasz &
breathless  pause,
and in that pause
the great, oaken
door of the Hall
swung open. Every
eya turned on 1t
and stared at an
unexpected hgure
t hat appeared

af &
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there. And there

wasa peneral gasp:
“The Head!”

“The Head ™
“Oh crumbs !’
“1 szaw, you fel-
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It was Dr. Locke.

Ho planced over

the crowded Hall
at a swarm of sur-
prised faces, seem-
ingly puzzled him-
selfi by the sur-
prise he saw thero.

Thers was a
general murmutr of
voices; then silence
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OUR STIRRING STORY OF ADVENTUHE IN THE GOOD .OLD DAYS!

CAPTAIN

y 4
MORTON PIKE.

WHAT'S GONE BEFORE.

In epite of the waclivities of PDanr
Hickerman, an Excise-officer, Tom
Roke, the most daring smuggler in
Widercaler, wsweceeds in  londing
snany a rich cargo. Dolermined not
to be ouidone, however, Hickermon
informa the Press-gong thal Roke is
about to rmorry Nancy Jepp. danghter
of the local innkecper, and thoat ihe
occasion offera o [fine opporitunity
fo rope tn o hundred or more stout
fellows as well os Rohe himnelf,
Meanwchile, Nancy's brother Diliy,
together with his chwm, Jack Lennard,
set onut on o fishing expedition,

having promised Tom Roke to be
back in time jor the wedding.

{Nowe read on.)

The Warning !

and the time slipped by very

pleasantly, ¥t was

out there oo the. shimmering
river, feeling & tug om the lime e*::’?
now and then, with e plum -
ling as the result. When the fish wera
no longer hiting, they chan their
pitch, and tried their luck farther down-
Etrear.

“When you come to think of it, Billy.
Tom's been m1ght:.r lucky to escape
Hickerman and his men so long,"” said
Jack, smiling at the recollection of the
timez  they had helped the daring
smuggler. . ;

“You can call it luck, if you like™
aszgented the innkecper’s son. " But
when a fellow has as many friends as
Tom, it takes a better man than Hicky
to run him to ground. Do you re-
member when Yickerman first came
here, and how he was going to put a
stop to the *free-traders in a couple
of months?"

“Bhall I ever forget it? The blustor-
ing ass! Nor will he ferget how he
mmssed Be. Percival's diamond, Billy—
thanks to us. What & night that was!
Have you made up your mind what
vou're going to do with your share of
ttmutlmusan guiness the captain sent

THE two chums started fshing,

Billy Jepp laughed.

“Not yot,” he answered,
taking eare of it for me.
you going to do with yours?”’

“Wait until the doctor puls seme
more to it and buys me a cornetey in
the dragoons,” was thnﬁ:-mmpi‘- reply,
and then he added: “Do you know,
Billy, I believe I'd give half the money
to find out who Captain Crimson really
18."

“I'm not going to way I'd go quite as
far as that, Jack,” laughed his chum,
“But I'd love te bo able to tell him
what o fine fellow T think him-—high-
waytnan though ho be. man who can
ride like ho does, and snap his fingers at
death every time, would be worth
knowing I
" *“You're right, old fellow,” nodded
Jack Lennard, “And that black horse

"“TFather's
What are

aack to. ba

CRI

e
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of his would be worth looking at by
diylight I

The two chums continued fishing wniil
Billy gave a sudden jump that rocked
the boat, and made Jack sit up with a

start.

“Do you hear that?" shouted Billy.
“(Odds rabbit it! Why there's one
o'clock striking from St. Mary’'s now,
and half an hour's pull before ns! We
shall only just do it, and I've got to put
on my new suit into the bargain (™

It was a hard pull upstream, and
when eventually they ran the boat's
nose on to the muddy foreshore behind
the inn gorden, both sweating like
bulls, and jumped out, they exchanged
a look.

Hickerman and the dragoon officer
were in olose converzation on the river
wall, and both stopped talking as the
chums passed them,

“Hickermon was au?pmud to spend
the day in London. wonder what's
made him change his mind and
back " whispered Billy, ::-;:c:mn%

srden dear. ““Look sharp, old fell

1 be outside in ten minutes.™

“Right you are!” replicd Jack, and
as ha ran through the yard of the
Black Boar, he saw the four greys, gay
with ribbons and rosettes, already wait-
ing to convey Miss Naney Jepp and her
father to the church,

When Billy spoke of that “ten
minutes,” he had been * reckoning with-
out his host!” aithméfh the brand-new
suit of bright blue ¢loth was laid ocut
on the bed in his room, the window of

COIma
tha
oW ;

MOON!

R R a
e

which gave him an exasperating view
of the aﬁj Ej‘iﬁﬁ on the tower half a
mile off. Mo wash and change into new

stockings and buckled shoes, put on
your bresches, and wriggle onc's arms
imto a Enir of tight sleeves in that shore
space of time, was almost a physical im-
possibility, and Billy was making des-
perate ei?lzurts to tio his rebellious hair
mto & decent bow at the nape of his
neck, when the door of the rgom burst
GIE.EH? und Jack sprang in, whitc as o
sheet.

“The chaize had gone before T eould
stop them; listen to this!” he panted.
“It's from ‘Captain Crimson,’ of all

eople in the world, and it came to our
Eﬂus goon after we left. Hea eays:
“ The wedding must be postponed. Tell
Tom Roke to enake himszelf scaree, and
warn the others, Hickerman is bring-
ing the Press-gang, and will take every
able-bodied man in Widewater as they
leave the church. Resistance iz folly,
and will mean bloodshed. All rests with
vou and Billy to save your friends. Your
well-wisher, “Captain Crimson”——"%

“Grent THeaven!” gasped Billy.
“The scoundrel] We're too latel™

“Wo're not! I've got a plan if we
can get there before Hickerman|” said
Jack, holding out the blue coat in hands
still covered with fish-scales,  “ Now
the other arm; come on—we'll foil the
dirty dog yet!”

The winding street was deserted as
they ran their hardest, geeing no one
but a few ancient dames et their cottage

Frigted o Great Britain aod publiahed éver
ndon, E.0.4. Adrertisement offices: The
31. Bubscriplivn rates: Inisnd

Baturd
‘Fleotway
and Abroad, 118, per ARDwm;

oune, Farrlpgdom &treet, London, BE.C.4.
6d. for elx months

by thoe FPropriotors, The Amalgamated Press
Reg
B, 6d. Bole Apenta for Australia and
Gordon & Goteh, Ltd., and for South Afrles : Cenlral News Agency, Lid.— Saturday, December 1510, 1934,

Ltd.. Tha Fleetwary House, Parringdon Street,
fatered for tragsmistion by Canadian Magazina

ew Zealaud : [L-1 T



Next Week’s BUMPER CHRISTMAS NUMBER will be the Real Goods, Chums !

doors, too decrepit Lo hobble te the
church., But they caught a
redeoats, and the glint of steel half-way
down Bull Lane!

At the bottom of the long High
Strect stood St Mary's church, its
square, brick tower surmounted by a
fonny little wooden spire which served
as a seamark for vessels coming up the
river, and from each corner of the
tower a lme of gay flags had been
-gtretched to the ¢huw§sur benecath,

The bride’s chaise was just pulling

ip in front of the gate in the tall r
wall as, squeezing through the growd of
onlookers, the messengers of ill tidings
passed between two rows of children in
their Sunday best, each éne carrving a
nnsnﬁa and wearing a bright smile,

0l euben, the head postboy, had
walked his horses up the steep hill from
the bridge, and Jack’s heart smote him
ag he saw pretty Naney waiting for her
father to assist her out of tho chaiso
when the steps were lowered.

From the high box-pews in tho
¢rowded chureh expectant heads bobbed
up as the two chums entered; the
parson 1n wig and gown was waiting,
and Tom Roke, the brass buckle of the
belt that secured his snow-white petti-
¢oat-breeches under the short blue jacket
shining like gold, turned to lock down
the aisle, .

o o Lom,'” sald Jack, in a low voice.

the -Press-gang will be hero in a
manent ! ¥You must iy! Billy 18 warn-
ing  your mates—it's Hickerman's
doing

Tom_Roke started, but fortunately
remembermng where he was, stifled the
hot ocath that ?ranlg_ to his lips. The
next moment. the blushing bride came
13 on tlic ‘arm of Mc, Jepp, who ware a
wedding-favour tha size of a amall
eabbage. = = '

“Stap my vitals if I stir a step until
the ting 15 on Nancy’s finger' ex-
claimed the young smuggler stoutly.
“After that, I'll settle accounts with
Master Hickerman !

,Oh, Tom, they'll take you this
time !" implored Jack, his voice louder

an he realised in his excitement.
“Thera's a squad of Marines with
bayonets fixed, and the High Street’s
full of seamen. For Nancy's sake
listen to reason before it is too late!”

“YWhat is tho matter?” asked the
parson frowning. !

“ Nothing's the matter,” replied Tom
Roke. “But will your roverence please
carry on?”

Jack, weturning down the aizla on
tiptee, felt his sleove plucked, and
gaw it was Mr, Falcon, the retired East
India merchant who had stopped him,

“Ia something amiss ¥ ha gueried.

[ Very much so, sir!” said Jack, and
hizs voica quivered as he told his news.
*“All the same, I am on my way to sce
if the door across the chancel is guarded,
af it is, there is the tower, They dare not
try to take them in the churchi”

Mr. Faleon shook his head doubifully,
knowing that the Navy did not stick at
trifles when the King wanted men.

Jack joined Billy behind the curtain
that hid the bell-ringers, walting to
sound 8 joyful peal when the service
should be over!

He had peeped through a window on
the south side, and what he had seen
was not at all to his liking,

“Sergeant end six men on guard
yonder I he whispered in Billy’s ear,
at the same time taking out his pocket-
knife. “Come onl”

He opened the little door that led to
the bell-chamber overhead.

A few minutes later, when Gaffer
Twitchgrass felt his own particular rope
slide most unaccountably through his

lim of

knotted fingers, he locked up with wide-
mouthed amazement, to sce it rapidly
dlsﬁ%pﬂmmg through one of the holes in
the floor of the bell-chamber pbove.

“Drat they young warmints wi’ their
monkey-tricks I he eried. “ An’ how do
they think we're going to ring a proper
peal now, I'd likeé to know ¥’

The simple servieo was overy the
wedding-party were signing the register
in the vestry, and a buzz of inquiry filled
the church where rumour had spread
like wildfire that something unusual was
happening.,

As Tomi Roke put the quill pen down,
he found Jack at his elbow, with a face
as red as the coats of the Marines, who
havirg rudely pushed the school children
out of the wav, had made a double
avenua from the gate to the porch.

“ All's ready, Tom'!* said Jack. “The
pews will hide you, and Mpr. Falecon bids
you make for tho cellars under the
Abbey Farm by the lane at the back of
the town ™

Tom Roke smiled, and turned to his
bride.

“Be brave, Nancy,” he said, “and
don’t hurry, so o5 to give us more time,
All will bs well, never fear!”

Bending dowg, he ran along the south
aisle to the tower, followed by his erew,
and half the male pepulation of Wide-
iwntgr, as the bells jangled noisily over-
1ead,

Frusirated !
" HEY'RE coming!” chuckled
I Dan Hickerman, ss he and
the Naval officer stepped from

] __ their concealment hehind the
'f;.? brick pier at the churchyard gate.
“If he shows fight, men, use your clubs,
for he's a dangerous villain, I warn ye I
There had been no need for Tom's
warning, and it was a thousand pities
he was not there to see his charming
bride as she sailed proudly from the
porch, &till on her father’z arm; a
radiant smile on her face which had

naver looked so pretty, and a con-
descending bow a3 though shs were
acknowledging the presence of the

hMarmea a5 & personal compliment to
er.

Perhaps it was those discordant bells
that made the jackdaws circle out of
the thick ivy—or was it something else
which the stout bubtress hid?

Certainly Hickerman, blinded by his
triumph, saw nothing out of the common
until the ]imir reached the gateway.

“Odds life, Mra. Roke!” he de-
manded. " Where's your husband?*

“Where it will trouble you to find
him !* retorted Wancy, with a scornful
flash of her blue eyes. )

“And Eeedyau here, Mr. Hickerman 1™
eried the indignant parent, boiling with
wrath, “Het foot in my house again,
and ye'll find the horee-trough will fit
ve nicely !

The Excise-officer recoiled, clutching
his loaded whip.

“Forward, men, tha smugglers are
skulking in the church!” hs roared.

As the Press-gang, crouching #lon
tha wall, sprang into view and u]iuweg
him, a loud murmur went up from the

crowd surrounding the chaisze.

The bevy of ladies im their quilted
owns and furbelows, erted hurriedly,
eaving Mr. Falcon and the rector there.
The latter raised his plump handa in
protest, i

“No brawling in this place, gentle-
men, I beg of you,” he said

Hickerman, however, pushed by him
and enterad tho church,

“Zounds! There’s not & man here !™
he ¢ried, striding to the opposite door
where the guard of Marines met him.
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“No ono has passed this way, sir!”
said the sergeant.

“We'll get them, though!” shouted
Hickerman. “The dogs ara either in
the tower or down below in the vaults!”

Thrusting the whip into his boot-top
the Excise-officer drew his hanger, and
led the way, boldly enough, to the short
Right of steps, the whercabouts of which
he knew, having more than once
searched beneath the church for contra-
band, without success. PBut though he
shouted: “In the King's name, come
forth!® and the scamen descended into
the dank, illamelling place, nothing
more formidable than a squeaking rat
did they unearth, and their licutenant’s
patience began to give out,

“They've had wind of our coming,
that's plain,” he said grufMy, as they
came under the tower, where the ringers
werae still busy.

“Ceasa that infernal hubbub ' eried
Hickerman savagely.

¥ Nay,” countermanded the leader of
the Press-gang, cocking a pistol, W
shall come upon them in the hell-
chamber without a doubt, and the sound
will muffe our approach. Lead the way,
bo'sun ! end he opened the low, Norman
door at the foot of the winding stair-
case,

L ] L} L] L]

Jack and Billy were Jeaning over the
battlements, eagerly watching something
m the distance, where the London road
dipped out of sight at the other end of
the long High Street.

“Thers go tho last of them '™ cried
Billy as three runninjg figures vanished
beyvend the crest of the hill,

The next moment the two chums
looked ronnd with a start as the seruneh
of feet came from the leads behind
them, and an inquiring visage with =
very blua shave protruded from the
angle of tha wooden spire.

" Bink me, lootenant!™ oxclaimed the
bo'sun to someone in his rear. " Tz the
first Lime I knew that smugglers had
wings! Couple o' boys, and naught
elee for our trouble ™

A hand ﬁu]le:l the beo'sun roughly
aside and the face of the Excize-officer
appeared, purple with rage, and the
steep elimb.

“¥ou here? he roared, scarcely ablo
to make himself heard above the din of

the balls. “Whera are Roke and his
rascals? What do you know of this
business ™

“That will taell iml morge than we
can,” grinmed Jack, pointing to the
stout rope.

With o ery bike a wild animal balked
of its prey, the man stepped lo the
parapet and looked down.

{ne glance at thé broken ivy, and the
trampled grass below was suflicient,

"IFI thought you had had a finger in
this pie!” he an fiercely, turning on
the bovs as the bella stopped.

But the Navel officor tapped him
sharply on tha shoulder,

“The fault is your own, and a preity
mesg you've made of things!™ he said,
with o cold sneer. “[lad I done as I
wished and surrounded tho building
without listening fo wyon, we'd have
nabbed the lot! Now, we've had our
march for nothing and are still sixteen
miles from Colehester. The plague en
your cleverness, Hickerman, you haven's
got the brains of a rabbit!®

(Well, Hickerman's backed another
doser, chumal But heé's not given up
hopes  yet! Look out  for maore
exciting  gitualions tn  next week's
bumper CHRISTMAS NUMBER of
the ENET V')

Tws Maauer TosRany,—Na. 1,400,
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PUTTING PAID TO PROUT!

(Continued from poge 253.)

» Burely, sir, you received my letfer
on Saturday—Haturday last——"

“(h, my hat I breathed the Bounder,

Ile remembered the letter he had
recklessly tossed into the study fire!

ITe had hardly given it a thought
~ince, and certainly had not guessed
that it contained the anncuncement of
ihe Head’s return on Wedngeday !

“You ass, Bmithy 1’ murmurad Bob
Chervy.

“You did not receive that letter,
AMr. Prout ¥ asked the Head.

“ Certainly not, sir! I have had no
letter at alll” ) 3

“In that case, naturally, you did not
expect me to-day!” said the Head, "I
was surprisad not to find the car ot the
htﬂ.i_inn,r]imt I understand now, ¢f course;

if my letter was lost in tha post. Tt
iz 0 matter of little moment, however.
'he Head dismissed .the little matter

with a gesture, - Ho glanced at tho
bunch {}EEER&hmvite-s, and then glanced
at Pront. “You were sbout to ad-

minister a fogging, sir 1"
1lis eyo lingerad on the eane,
“Yeos, sir,” gasped Prout. “A most
flagrant breach of discipline, siv

i Harry Wharton & Co. exchanged
glances. This wes = chanco too good
to bo lost. They had a right to appeal

to their headmastoer.

“If you please, sic—" began the
Bounder.’

“This matter is in Mr. Prout's hands,
Voarnon-Smith 1 said the Head,

¥

" Yes, siv, but—

“You necd say no more.”

“We had leave from detention, sir "
enid Harry Wharton. “A  prefect’s
leave—"

Dr. Locke frowned,

“ Abeurd I he exclaimed. *“ Mr. Prout

- BUr
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would not be punishing vou if you had
a prefect’s leave, Wharton! Absurd 1"
“I gave them leave, sir,” said Loder
of the Sixth.
Dr. Locka started.

“¥au did, Loder t* he exclaimed.

" ¥oes, sirl”

“Mzy. Prout I” exclaimed the Head, in
T15C.

‘I gave the juniors leave, in Mr.
Prout’s absence from the school, sir
a5 1t was the date of a regular foot-
ball fixture, the match with Kooltwood,”
said Loder. “I thought that wvou, if
vou had been here, sir, wnulé have
approved, as I have mentioned to Alr
Frout.”

“Certainly I” said the Head. * My
Prout| Surely you were not intending
to punish boys who acted on leave from
o Sixtih Form prefect during your
absence 1" : - :
. Prout had. laid down the cane, His
portly face was purple.

“In the—thoe circumstances, siv,” he
stammered. " Loder disregarded my
explicit instruetions, in giving these boys
leave from detention—=—" '

*“That hardly alters the fact that he
gave them leave, Mr. Prout, and that
tirey were fully entitled to act upon it.”

' I_'I_I"""—H

“In view of this, sir, I hope
decide that these juniors shoul
pumished,” said Dv. Locke.

That was putting it very politely,
The Head was & very courteous old

ntloman. But & “hope™ from the

ig . Boak was tantamount to a com-
mand | '

ou will
not be

“ As—as you think best, sir!” gasped
Prout. :

“Thank you, Mr. Proul !”

Prout- made a gesture to  the
Removites.

“¥eou may go ! he articuloted.

Harry Wharton & Co. went back to
the Remove. Grinning faces greoted
thern as they arrived at their Form,

“ Some luck !™ ranrmured the Boundar,

“The luckfulness is terrific ¥

“1 say, you fellows! Look at Proutl
I say, I beliove he's going to bursti”

There was a suppressed giggle in tho
Remove., DMy ]Emut’s complexion,
always ruddy, was now the richest shade
in purple. - Really, he looked on the
verge of explosion.

Hiz eves gleamed at Leder. Loder
was smiling—rather maliciously.

I“-Dr. Lockas! As—as you say, thgd*
the juniors—perhaps—" Prout gasped.
“But this Eil:tﬂth Form boy, sir—n pre-
fect—who had deliberately discbeyed
iy most explicit instruetions—"

“That is a very serious matter,
Loder 1” said the IHead.

“Yes, sirl” said Loder meekly. * But
the date being that of a regular foot-
ball! fixture, :sir, 1 thought that, as s
prefect; sir, I might use my own judg-
ment, in Mr. Prout's absence. As head
prefect, sir—"

Dr, Locke nodded.

“Certainly, that appears to Le very
reasonable,” he zaid.  * Mr: Prout, if
you have allowed Loder to act ns head
prefect of the school, you will surely
allow him to use his own judgment in
such & matter. Probably you will think
it bost to dismiss the whole matter.”

Pront did not think it best. Not by
any means. But he had no cheoice. He
bowed—ho was pest words—and hur-
riedly left the Hall. It-was left to Dr.
Locke to digmiss the school—and thero
were many smiling faces as the Groy-
friavs fellows marched out.

THE EXD.

ANzt week’s bumper CHRISTAUAS
NUMBER of the MaGrer will contain,
s Caddition to other fine  fratures:
YCHRISTUMAS AT-HILTON HALL!"
the frst of & eplendid series of yarns
featuring  Harry Wharion & Co..-on
holiday. . Make sure of this splendid
treat, chums,” by ordering your copy
WELL IN ADVANCE)

BOYS! SCORE!! GOAL!!! GREAT XMAS NEWS!

B i L e  r —
'¥YOU CAN ENJOY ALL THE REAL FOOTBALL THRILLS and éxcitement with THE FAMOUS =~ NEWFOOTY ** 'QAME. ' Fouls, offside,

penalty kicks, ete., all included. MEN FOLLOW BALL AND ACCEPT PASSES, MEN CAN DASH IN TO SCORE WHILE BALL I8
ROLLING, Boys and parents say, “JUST LIKE FOOTBALL,” « MDST WONDERFUL,’’ *MARVELLOUS,”” “THRILLING.' Mony
tef&tm_ g;;a, ! Men, Ball, and Goals. THE GREATEST OF ALL TABLE FOOTBALL GAMES, only 2/- 3d. post. DE LUXE sET
3/ . poat. T x

HONOURS. LIST—-1533-34.

THE MANUFACTURERS DESIRE TO THANK the hundreds of boys a',i'u:l their relativea who have kindly written latters of nppriniithn

about THE “HEWFOOTY ' GAME and regret that they cannot reply to each ono individually.

SILVER CUP WINNER, and Medal, J. Storcy, GRIMSBY “ NEWFOOTY'® CLUE, SILVER MEDAL WINMERS, J. Dallon, K. Barncth,

LEAGUE DIVISION 1

r

IHHER, A Hubbard,. DIVISION 2, W. Cockroft, Orimsby
- UNEWFOOTY" PLAYERS ASS0CIATION.

Liteat * NEWFOTY " NEWS and matches arranged where possible,
FPleame Note Onmarr Neowr Addx>omm—

THE * NEWFOO

T LIVEREPOOIL., S,
IDEAL XMAS PRESENT.

” GOMPANY,

THOUSANDS SO0LD—BUY NOW!

Will -E:‘n.‘EH'f “ NEWFOOTY '* PLAYER send us his Name and Address, also age, for enrolment so that players can be advisced of all the

Orders, ete, to Private Addréss :

* ALBERTA,” BARLOW'S LANE, LIVERPOOL, 9. Ref. A.1
. PLAYED THROUGHOUT BRITISH I5LES AND ABROAD,

THE ‘HONOLULU’ UKULELE BANJO
A charming little instrument which can be played
with very little tuition. Walnut stained Neck and

Hoop, n}}eh back, Nickel Bezel, well Fretted Finger

g, Vellum Head. The whole sturdily
Complete with Free Lightning
Tater.” Deposit 8/-and vight weckly payments of 1/-,

Sand for IlNlustrated Musical List, post free 2d. -
GEORGE GROSE & €0,, 8, New Bridge Sireet, London, E.C4,

Boar
built.

Will,
your frichds |

BE STRON:

dovelopment {with 2ios, on Cheat nod lin. op Avrma) al
erfect Sell-contrl, \'iri]uﬁ*lrhanhmd Hy AlSD
iy =y
"INSTITUTE (A), 38, Dean Road, LO

Complete

I promise ¥oin Rob Health, -
Stvength, tamina, and Dashing E“E:‘mh:lig
30 days or money back [ My amazing 4.1n-1
Couran adds 10-25 1as, to gﬂjur ||.||;|u:-}|lar

riogs an Tron
pood, Eexzon iagaerinnt” Sieprb

: ately.
.HD'IEH. N.W.2.

10/~ | BE BIG!

Readers of " The Magoet ™ who are tronbled about thet

Hoight, fhrsguc. or Goncral Health should vrrite for
: rated books, enclos . Btanip.—

P. CARNE, REIWBINA, CABDIFF, B.W. o stauip

-----

BE TALLER'!

£2 2.

Increazed my own height to 61, 33ins.
OLILNTS GAIN 2 ta b IXCTIES:
STAMLI brints FREE Par-
ticalars, — 3. M. ROBE, Hasight Specialist, ECARBOROUGH.

Fin

160 "KANGAROO " PKT: FREE.

Maleya, 4 mint Colonlals, Baudan, Tuipd,
roquesting approvals —Lisburn & Townsend, Ltd. (U.J.6.), Liverpool.

Containg Australiany,

! searet 6d. Kangaroo,
100 Titles of Cowatrica. 24, pnﬁ::fﬂ?.

!hﬁun. " Werves," Feli-chnaclouaness, "Worry
Habit. Torsppcuabls Fears, eofo, cored of
ma back | Domplsts Gourss
T. A.BTEBEING. 28, Dean Boad. London, N.W.1.

i~ Pwtalis—

BE TALL

Your Halght Intrcased in 14 dars or Moucy Baok,
Amnging CoLreo, Sf«,  Send BTAMP NOW for
free book. —STHRRBBING SYATEM, 28 Dean
Road, LONDON, N.W.2.

STAMPS

$d., 4d. & 1d. Approvala—0ld Collection; Liberal
Discaunt & Fréee Packet of Btampa,
J. HOLMES, 15, Etrathfisld Gdns., Barking, Essbsx.

Send P.C.—-

STAMMERING !

VINCENT KIREE (Dept.

ﬁd’.{- BDEIfEL h;!ll:.t qatt how [tn et {t
$H e cil JATILely, oSk free, 10 p
Rufferors, l:!'u-irr Enuat Ialrandne, —
I}, 8, RADNOR ROAD, CARDIFY.

When

Antwering Advertisements Pieasa

Mention This Paper.
1512-74



SOMETHING REAL GOOD TO LOOK FORWARD TO . . . INEX] WEEK'S BUMPER CHRISTMAS NUMBER OF THE MAGNET!
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YUNG ARISTOCRATT

Borad with fashionabla life, Is wiiling to adorn
fessor morlals’ Xmas parties with his disting- |
wisthed prassncs. No fes charged, provided the |
grubh is good snulfl—W, Q. BUNTER, Study
Ho. 7, Remove,

EGGSPERIENCED ACTOR

With a natcheral gift for taking animal parts,
rfers his servioes to any producer staging < Dick
Whittington ** or “Puss in Bodls'' as a catl.
Tame mice also provided, If necessary.—Qfers to

DICKY MUGENT, Sesond Form. [
k

FIRST-AID MEN WANTED

Preferciice will be piven to those ex-
perienced in dealing with cases of severe
maunlipg, manhandling, ragging and !
seragging. The engagement will be for
next Tuesday evening in the Fifth Games
Study, where Coker is to address a
meetimg on “ What's Wrong with Fifth
Fooler ?"—Apply POTTER & GREENE,
Fifth Form.
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“FISH

Readers whe had a shook
Inst week on learning that
VFisher T. Figh had made up
his mind {o bsoome a
champion boxer in time for
his uncle's visit to Grayfriara

tlia Christmas, will be atill’

more eorpriged this week to
hear that the lad from Neoo
York ia actually aticking it
ot

The big problem, it seemed
to me ab ihe beginning of the
week, was to give him a bit of
sell-confidence.  Fiahy had
only to see another [lellow
weating boxing gloveas to
collapse lifelessly on the fioor
ont of sheer funk. I only he
coulil be induced to “helieve
in his own serapping ability,
T argued, there was no reason
why he shouldn’t make just
ng good a a8 wny other
chap of his own weight.

80 I set about giving him
pelf-conflidenco.

The way I did it was, to
gay tha least of it, novel, I
went round on the striet q.t.
and got Fishy's eparring
partners to e to help me
in & little subterfuge. The
ides was to give gfuhy the
impression he was & pgood
hoxer by allowing him to lick
them all hollow !

The wheeze worked won-
derfully well. Bulstrode was
the first to obli and he
played his part ﬁ
artist ; the way he trembled
and blinked would have given
oven lhe keenest.ayed critic
the idea that ho waa in a state

of sheer, undiluted terror !
Fishy, of course, -was
bowildered at  first. DBut,

gradually, he woke up to the
fact that the usually ferocious
Bulsirode was  actuslly
registering fear, and as he

-
-

FORGING AHEAD !”

Says OUR FIGHTING EDITOR

& & true |

realised it, & hroad grin epread
slowly over hia hatchet
features. Suddenly he made
s rush, his arms working like
the sails of a windmill, and
the spectators wers gsoon being
treated to the unusual sight
of one of the best boxera in
the Form in wild retroat boefore
ons of the worst!

At the end of a dizz
Fishy managed to give his
quarry & light tap on the
nose. Bulstrode immediatel
glurnped to the floor, to a.ﬁ
appearances  knocked clean
out, and Fishy almost fell
over himeelf with delight.

“ Beo that puy go down 7 ¥
he chortled. ** Bay; I reckon
I'm & killer, if ever there was

chase

one! Any more of you bozos
like to be put to sleep 1™

Squiff and Borgan and
Delarey expressed their will
ingness, and Fishy duly put
them all to sleep—or so he
fondly imagined !

I must say I was delighted
with my new reeruit's pro-

frat idea about boxing, of
eourse, but he was so brimful
of sell-confidence that it was
& pleasurs to watch him
dancing round the nng!

The only drawback waa that
our little hit of play-acting
couldn't go on for ever
Eventually, I put him ug
against Tom Brown, and tol
Browny, in a whisper, to give
him & tap or two to sce how
he reacted. When Browny did
g0, the change was painiul to
bohold §

At the first tap Fish stood
still and blinked, as though
unable to believe his senses,
At the second he emitted a

i how! of fear, turned tail,
and ran for his life !

Az s result, most chaps
think he's now right back
where he started,

Personally, I'm not of that
opinion.

For the first time in his life
Fishy has experienced the
tfhri[{' of following = lm!ing
opponent round the ring an
ﬁwing him the k.., and I

rmly beliove that, having
tastod bloo®, he'll want more.

Fiah ia forging ahead, chaps,
believe me—or, at any rate,
he’ll be doing so shortly.
Your Fighting Editor 1s
going 1o have something
rather pertinent to say to

him, if he doesn’t—and it
will be said without the
gloves on !

SWAPPING
PRESENTS?

If go, I'll take & box of
;;-hnua Ii‘i:rr ﬂmut bmn%i n?;w
wsiery I'm expe - Smithy
gays he’ll givI; I:'I'II;-IEBIJG!IH- if 1
turn up at his place—and I
can't very well fell him I don't
nesd them, can I¥f—§, J.
SNOOP, «¢/o ¥ Greyiriars

gress. He still hadn’t the

HUNGRY ?

and trot along to
the Sholl Form.room to hear Hosking' great

ovoning.
oskina ia in fonds,
and will stand treat sli reund to his patrona.

 N.B.—A ‘" Greyfriars Herald ' represonta-
tive will be on the door to distributo ear-pluga.

If yom are, take our ti

pizno reeital next Monda
poesitive informetion is that

Our

DENIAL

Daolagver major wichea to deny that he haa
fireworks in his -study.
" the résult of his dropping a the other
dvw plain hints to Dupont en study etiquette.

been Jettimg o
noize wos merely

Bir Jimm

roving band ol

The onglo

Vivlan still has mem-
ories of the days when he was a
waif in the dubions cares of =

bis study-mate, Lozd Mauleverer,
ngish tramp over the heath

* Mauly *
stcod mp to it remarkably 1l'jil |

Herald.”

“Lickham ! ™ ecried Dr.
Birchemall, the headmaster of
St. ?mn'n, ong bright morning,
applying » jew-jitsew grip to
tﬁg Jmag..ﬂterl an the %{:—P h
Form and jerking him neatly
into his sankium. * Do you
im%]gm tc have any hunting
clobber, such as

riding-
bresches, red coat, -boots,
et settera, you can d me
for & few hours 7 ™

Mr, 1. Jolliwell Lickham
atared at his aouperior agarst.

“ No, I haven't,"” he eaid.
“ But tell me, sir, doea this
mean you're thinking of fol.
lowing the hounds to.day § ™

* It do, it does-—or, to put
it wvulgarly, veal!" said the
Head of St. Sam's, then,
slitely alarmed by the worried
lpok on his aasistant's face, ho
added : ** .&n%thing wrong
with the idea, Lickham ?™

* Nothing much, sir1 ' said
Mr., Lickham, with & a.
“Eggsept that you'll be lucky
to come back alive!™

* Wha-a-at 72

* Hunting iz & cﬂwrﬁ for
the yung—not lor doddery old
buffers like you, sur,"" said Mr.
Lickham, respectfully. *'I
don’t mind telling you, sir,
that yvou'll fall off the average
hunter hefora you can say
‘*mnife ' 1M

Dr. Birchemall looked
awhilly trubbled.

“Thia is jolly awkward,
buet me if it's not 1 1! he said.
“I certainly don’t want to
brealkt my neck or anythin
like that. But I've invite
tho Muggleton Hunt to meet
in the quad this morning, and
if I don't jomm them &ir
Frederick Fuonguss will be aa
mad o3 & hatter—and I can't
afford to incur the dis-
plezzure of Sir Frederick 1"

Just as the Head concluded
his remarks, he happenod to
look down on the Hoor.
was startled to seo, protruding

He '

THE HERO OF THE HUNT!

AT
LN
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b

24
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from undar tEh table, a pair
of feet !

* Bless my 1cle 1" he eggs-
claimed, and then made a
dive for the gyeiruding heels,

The resalt of hia diva was

if you can
“You will

help. My

the tozs, I was
just going to
mi]'jj“t{:t'“ WAY
of getting you
off the horns of
your dilemma

hardly
that you can hﬁ
gladly let ua all
off, sir ¢ grinned Jack Jolly.
“Good 1 Well, I think I ean
an

instend of rirﬁ

By Dicky Nugent.

we can lend you that, too, oub
of the Dramattick Society's
props! ™
“Done ! " ecried the Head.
He flung his cane info the
far corner of the room, asnd

over this hunt| reel Jolly & Co. bresthed a
bizzigess | sye of releef,
alﬁ:ﬁégf’h&m' Loter that morning the

Muggleton Hunt duly assem-
bullied, and the old gquad at
Bt. Sam’s echoed to the
neighing of the hounds and
the tooting of the horsea and
the barking of the huntsmen’s
horns.

Thers was a sengation when

“It seems
gaaible
ﬁ}]P, Jo ]-:Irl but

estion iz that

serprizin  terneath the ng on & real|Dr. Birchemall appeared. The
tahﬁwafg hilﬁnnﬁleas than hursa,yﬂuriduuuganhnita.tinn hunting outfit he  had
three 8t. Bam's juniors, whom | horse I " borrowed from the Fourth
the two beske mckernised at|{ “An — an imitation | Form Dramattick Society
once 8s anﬂw. and | horse 12 fitted him perfectly, eggsept
Bright, of thé Fdurth Form. “ An imifation horse made | that it was sbout 4 duzzen

At the sight of that sclly-
brated trio anpd the pail of | &
gooty ‘water they had hrought
with therg, the Head looked

up of two fellows disguised "'
rinned Jack Jolly.
chunitly, there are two fellows
named Forayte and H

gizes too emall, As for his
gallant ocharger, apart {rom
the fact that its log-joints
were in the wrong place,
which gave it a nock-need

‘* For-

d who

. blaaiz not so | can do it awiully well, becawse - ;
h?:g;; mﬁ wocld have looked | they've been réhearsing it for BFP'E’ETI“HEEI-{ it 1:'3'3'}'-“‘:1 ;]%E'
if Jack Jolly & Jo. hiad carried | weeka for the Fourth Form = W]ff {h 1_; Ed “réﬂﬂ. : d
ous their gvvidimt intentions | | Christmas Panto.  Forsyte | 8oL 108, $08 - ea® Anc Bg axee
“1 subposs it's hardly | tkes the front part and Hynd | made a picturesk pair.
auma.uruP i G inkwirz the rear, and in their make-up, Hah! Glad to ses that
:.I:hat. ,fu o Gesokna b o] L I can tell you, they loo E;ru have turned  up,
with this § mﬁgﬂl :;‘ghﬂ said | 50 much like & real horse that irchemall | snorted “Slr
iy vy palk Steve Donnagew  himself | Frederick Funguss. It

sternly, his grammer still
faultlees, desy @ his annoy-
ance, ' Wendi are souper.
flugue, in the ciss. The onl

difference t "

wouldn't be able to tell the

Dr. Birchemall’s eyes began

would have gone hard with
vou had vou failed me without
a jolly good eggscuse, egad ! ™

ing to do is 16 give vou all [ to gleem with & new-born Dr. Birchemall felt wer
:h E4::rllyr Eﬂ{dg wﬂiking! hope. glad that Mr. Lmkhnr::-;;
Lig].;f,mz My cane | " “ My hat! That's & brane. | warning had not eaused him
“Half a rinnib, eipl® |wWavel ' he eggaclaimed. * Of | to withdraw altogether.
oried Jack Joliy, corse, needless to say, Forayte | A ringing bark from tho
Dr. Birchaiisll frowned | @nd Hynd would take care not | huntsmen’s horns was ihe
majestically, to shake me off 7 signal to move off. Most of
“ It is no goe] you argewing “* Thay are as sife as houses, | the horses meerly trotted, but

Ei-.r !‘H

the toss, Jollyl® i
“I'm noihgimg to,” said
Jolly. * FPat van argewing

When Wi
agtride th
ies. He took

Bun

et

sohool
Y pall-over,’* Bunier denied that he
he was ga"lng {0 break bonnds. Emith
Wingats was 80 astonpded at

(13

Qorsy

-

a 0! his ** la belle France,’’

far anperior to cnrs, “* Nap
e rmmger i e piotd S e AP e

- thare was an early fall

*s athletio performanes in he “ broke bounds '* for- Jsw—but once & a
tip on t{!:a wall unatded mﬂ withont detaction | Beewy- méd-fight, Lo m:i‘ﬁ: bimselt
. § to punish bim was io ** apple~pis * ordex ' sbwell as most.

grinned Jack Jolly.
“Yeou leave it to me, and if
vou want a hunting rig-ouf,

ada fonnd Billy Bonter Wiliam Gosling, the gate lson Dupont - claims the
Ho lel nsglax I3 very fond of cider, -:m“-ﬁ o
ets a irifle sleepy.
tells how,

" with a oase ol of- When Skinner hatched a little

Forsyte and Hynd broke into
a pallop, which soon took
their ri out of sight.

GREYFRIARS FACTS

o e e I o ST e A T

Suddenly the Head uttered
a yell of fear.

Juet round a bend in the
lano shead of him he had
spotted a marsked footpad
holding up an old jentleman,
who was just in the aot of
passing over hs waich |

Forsyte, in the front of the
““ horse," spotied the crim-
minal at the same moment.
Dr. Birchemell tried to turm
hizn back, but Forsyte was
not the kind of fellow to be
turned from the path of duty
by & peir of rains, and he
galloped right up on the scen !

Crash! Bang! Wa!)laog!
went the forelega of the Head's
steed againat the footpad's
pants, and a howl of pain and
fear went u

trotting up. " One blow from
my fist and one lock from my

porcing eyes, and thia
?El'ﬂﬂhuﬂ footpad was guelled.”

Cries of serprise and admira-
tion from the ladies and
jentlemen of the hunt greeted
thia announceément.

“ Birchemall, I congratu-
late you 1™ said Sir Fredericl
Fonguss. 1 don't mind
admitting now that when 1
invited you to the hunt I
looked upon you &8 a cad and
a funk, who couldn't ride a
horsa, lot alone tackle s foot-
ad ! But now, egad, I know
ettor! You're not only w
jolly good horseman, but yon
are also the Hero of v
|Hunt t

from the ene
theef.

" Meray !
he eried,
thinking his
attacker was
Dr. Birchem-
all. “IT'l go
quietly, guv’-
nor !’

Handing
back the old
jentleman’s
wateh, the

foot put
up E?fhmda
in a token of
surrandar |
Needloss to
38V, the
Hoad’s  fear
left him then,
and by the
timo the re-
mainder of tho
hunt had
eaughtupwith
him, he was
almost burat-
ing with self-
eabesn.,

At the s
gchool to find
contradiction
trade really

of optimism
the place.

instance, told
line had never

way he
time.

in the Bullying
it's here now !

“"Alons Idid
it ! ' he chor-
tled, as the

WHILE YOU WAIT

rest oame|alarming,

QIIoS Mors

'
.......

Wuon Lung has & sinoere regard
for * handgome Bob Challee,”
who protected him Irom bullies
when he frst came to Greplriara,

ible

to get Bob In trouble with- silting in the
& ‘" beakys,’” it was Wnn Lung Buntar is able
who ferreted cut tha iruth. happlly. against

Bunter haz been bollom in every
subjeat

eating Snoocp Ior the hoooaor !
Pater Todd says Bunter's lack of
industry is due to the fact that,

order.ex tanc
}lfaﬂd tao

" S. Q.1 FIELD

Says: TRADE REALLY IS
BOOMING

ial request of the Editor of the
“ Herald,” I have just been on a tour of the

out the plate of trade. As a

rasult of that tovr, I can say without fear of

that at Greyfrars, anyway,

is booming, ;
Interviewing business men of all kinds, I
couldn't help being impressed by the wave
that seems to be sweeping over
My, Bunter, of the Remove, for

ms that. the keyhole-peeping
been better, while the postal-
business was reviving in w
ed on ma impossible at ons

Hers are a few samples of ihe hopeful views
I collseted during my tour :
Mzn. P. BowsoVER (Remove) :

The rovival
Market has been long overdus,

but, thank goodness, there's no doubt that

Mz, C. R. TEMPLE {T_T]i;par Fourth): Swank
is well on the up-grade, _
Fousth is confident that the Highbrow
Business is comin’ into its own at last |

P. P. ProvuT, Bsg., M.A. : The slump in the
Grizzly-Bear-Hunting-Yara trade has been
but tho tide has turned at last and
I am finding customers for 1t 1

M. H. VERnon-Suite : We've had a slack
time in the Beak-baitin’ world, I can tell

y ged, an’ the Upper

T TEE=S] you, but now things are wekin® up in & most

wo're lookin'
old-timme pros

retty Tough

this term—

epartment, 1 can tell you, but we're
hope for the future. .

E?:: mistale about it, chaps, Greyfriara hos
weathered the depression in great style, and
trade is booming with o vengeance again now.

Don't be &
the fellowa I’:}:p uoted start denying that they

remarkable way |
Mr. H. BEINNER {Remm_'&} : Yes, old tap=
even the Cad trade i3 turmn’ the corner, on

forward to somothin’ like our

rity. 1
An. H. J. ﬂg;rm (Fifth) : Things have been

the Completely Idiotic

& .
; full of

rised, by the way, il soms of

said anything of the lund, :
E H?ir:nm“- Business men have notoriously ahort
the wall | memoriea, haven’t they T



