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THE FIRSY CHAPTER.
Something {0 Do !
" TILL raiping!® groaned DBob
Cherry,
* Rotten 1
“Blow I

* Bother !*

1t wae not cheery at Groyfriars Behool
that afterncon.

The morning had been fine—one of
those fine, clear, sunny, autum mornings.
It had given promise of a fine, sunny
day, which would have suited the berocs
ol the Remove exactly, as it was a half-
holiday, and they were booked to play
football with the Fourth,

Football was off now, very much off.

The rain hed started after dinner.
Harry Wharton & Co. had hoped that it
would prove merely & wer. Jlostead
of which, it ceme down harder and
harder, till the old elms were weeping,
and the quad seemed to be swimming.

The Famous Five of the Remove

azed from the dripping wmdows of the
ﬁag, and groused mn chorus

It was not the way of those cheery
juniors to grouse, as a rule. But this,
really, weas too thick,

If it wented to rain, as Bob Cherry
semarked indignantly, why couldn’s it
rain when fellows wers in class? :

Fellows could do Latin prose with
Quelch, French with Mossoo, or malhs
with Lascelles, while the rain dashed on
the pones, and no harm done.

But Tellows couldn’t play football in o
tremendous downpour of rain.

Splagh, splash, splash! came on the
windows of the Rag. .

“Doesn't look lika stopping ™ grunted
Joknny Bull,

“Blow [*
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“We can't stick indoors!”™ said Bob.
“What about a welk "

(13 UIH !II

The weather was bad, but it had to be
very bad indeed to keep Raobert Cherry
indoors on a half-holiday.

But the other membears of the Co.

looked dubious. Reslly, s walk in
sheets of rain was not attrachive.

“There goes Quelch 1™ said Bob,

The tall, angular figure of the master
of the Remove appeared 1 sight,
through the rain. )

Mr. Queleh, muffled in & macintosh,
with hi= umbrella up, had emerged from
the House, and was on his way to the
gates in the pouring ram, :

The juniors had o glimpse of his face
in the distance as he went, and the ex-
pression on it was grim. Mr. Quelch
was not enjoying that autumn afterncon,

“1f Queleh can stand it, we can!®
yemarked Bob, as the Form master dis-
appesred in the rain.

“Quelchy’s got an appoiniment to
keop, I expect,” said Harry Wharton.
“Ha can't be going out for fun.”

“# The funfulness -would not he terrilic,
my esteemed Bob!™” remarked Hurree
Jamset Ram Bingh, shaking his bead.
“The wetfulness of thiz ridiculous rain
i3 preposterous.”

“Well, we've got fo do somethingI”
declared Bob. “We can't roost around
lika & lot of moulting [owls. What
about a4 rag on the Fifth¢"” He looked
vound hopefully at his chums. “It's &
long time since we ragged Coker of the
Fifth. We got back late this term, you
know, and he hardly knows we're here.
Let’s remind him of our existence.”

f" Well, there's old Prout to be thought
e B

“ Bother old Prout ! grunted Bob.

But hiz ehumns shook their heads.

e T
gy i
s dehi

Ragging Coker of the Fifth might
provide a little, harmless and necessary
entertainment on a rainy half-holiday.
But Mr. Proat, the master of the Fifth,
hed to he considered

Prout was surc to putt in. Prout was
rather given to butting in, even in
mattars that didn't concern him. And a
rag on his Form, of course, would con-
cern him.

“Well, what are we going to do?”
demanded Bob. BStrenuous cnergy was
bottled up, as it were, in Robert Cherry.
It had to find an cuflet.

“Let's  kick Bunter!™
Johnny Bull,

“0Oh, really, Bull—" .

Billy Bunter, reposing his fat limbs jn
lazy comfort in an armehair in the Rag,
blinked round in alarm threugh his big
spectacles: Johnny Bull's suggestion did
not seem to appeal to Bunter in the
least.

However hard up fellows might be for
occupation on a ramny day, William
George Bunter wes not prepared to
come to the rescue in the way suggested.

“Hallo. hallo, hallo! Here 1t 18!
exclaimed Bob, glancing round from the
weeping window, “What about it,
Bunter, old fat bean "

* Beast |V

Temple, Dabner & Co. of the Fourth
came into the Bog.,

They, like the rest of the Greyfriars
fellows, did not seem to be enjoying the
weather. In fact, they looked peeved.

Cecil Reginald Temple gave the
Removites a disparaging glance.

“Fags here!” he remnarked. ™ BElessed
fags: everywhere !”  Which was sheer
cheek on the part of Cecil Reginald.

Bob Cherry loocked warlike ab once.

Really, it looked as if the lofty Cecil
Reginald had blown in just in time to

suggosted
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provide the strenuous Demovite with
something to do|

“Rotten weather ! grunted Fry of
the Fourth,

*{h, rather " fmwlﬂd Dabney.

“Putrid ! said Temple. “No chance
of football to-day, Wharton.
you fags from a lickin' ¥

“You silly asai” growled Johnny Bull,
in a growl that was like unto the growl
of tho great huge bear.

Harry Wharton & Co, glared at the
Fourth-Formers. They wero quite ac-
customed to beating Temple, Dabney &
Co. at games, and they had no doubt
that, had the mateh come off, they
would have finished four or five goals
up. Ay the match hadn't come off, how-
cver, Cecil Reginald Templa waz at
liberty to take his own view. ]

“I'm rather Eurris'l it's rainin’,” said

It's snved

Teraple blandly. “I was lookin’ for-
ward to moppin' up your kids ab
Soceer.”
“TFathead ! eaid Harry Wharlon
politely.

“Chocky asz!” gaid Frank Nugent.

“Wiek “em out of the Reg 17 supgested
Bob Cherry.  “ Can't stund Fourth Form
swank in this weather.”

{-Gmd oEE foe p ]

“Bomething to do™ had been dis-
eovered at last! The Famous Five left
the rainy window, and advanced on the
Yourth-Formers in warlike nrray.

Temple & Co. were nothing loath.

As a mattor of fact, they wero equally
st o doss for something to do on that
rainy afternoon, and they hed looked
into the Rag in search of trouble.

Temple had remarked that it was s
long time since they had kicked those
cheeky young ticks in the Remove, and
his [riends agreed that it was, and that
they might as well make up for lost
time. There were half a dozen of the
Fourth, and only five of the Remove.
But a small matter of odds like that did
not bother the Famons Five The
were tremendous fighting-men, and full
of benns.

“Oh gad, you men, they're goin' to
kick us out!” chuckled Tomple, “I'm
frightfully interested to see how they're
goin' to do it." Temple set the door of
the Rag wide open. “Now then, you
cheeky little sweeps—-*

“Pile in ! roared BDob Cherry.

“Mop 'em up!”

And then, so to speak, the band
played |

It was quite a pood-tempercd scuffle.
Naobody really wanted to hurt anybody.
There was no likelihood of biack eyes or
streaming noses. The thoemps and
putiches that were exchanged only gave
zost ta the senffle,

Seill, there was plenty of noeise,
Trampling of foet, panting and gosping,
bumping and thumping, overturning
furniture filled the Rag with din. And
there was & terrific yell when DBob
Cherry snd Temple, locked in o grapple,
pitched over Billy Bunter, and faticned
hitm down in hiz armechair. The voice
of Wilham George Bunter, like that of
the turtle of old, was heard in the land,
ond it was hoard on its top note.

“Yaroooooh! TBeasts! Gerrolff!
Whoooop ¥ yelled Dunter. " Yow-ow-
ow! You're squashing me! Gerroff!
Whooooop 1™

“Go if, Hemove |”

“Back up, Fourth ¥

Tramp, tramp, iramp! Thump,
thump, thumpl Crash ! Bump |
Bang! Far beyond the limits of the

Rug ring_the din of combat,
ccll  Reginald Tomple, sirugpling
manfully in DBob Cherry's powerlul

grasp, whirled towards the door,

“Out you go 1" gasped Bob. )

And Temple weut, headlong, Like &
stone fromn a catapult, Templs of the
Fourth shot through the deorway of the
Ragl

THE SECOND CHAPTER.
The High Hand !

i CANDALOUS ™ said BMr. Prout.
He addressed Monsieur Char-
pentier, the French master.
At quite a distance from the
Rag, the Fifth Form master was stanil-
ing at a window, in conversation with
Mossoo.

Distant as he was, the din from the

Rag reached Prout's majestic ears.
“Mr.

“Hoandalous 1* he repeated.
Quelch's boys, of coursel Such an un-
ruly Form as the Remove—"

Monsieur Chorpenticr smiled indul-
gently. He was a pood-tempered gentle-
man—and it was not so long sinee he
had been a boy as it was since Prout
had been one.

“Ze boy wvill be ze boy!” he re-
marked,

“Quelen has gone out, I think,"” said
Prout, unhecding, “Naturally, his boys
are turning the school into a beoar-
garden in lng absence, The way Queleh
munsges his Forme—-"

When Widgers leff school he

vowed he’d return one day and

give his Form master a good

hiding. In due course the day

arrives, and Greyfriars geis a
good laugh !

“La jeuncsse,” said Mosso, It 15 ze
high spirits of zoe young, sair,”

snort from Prout,

Prout liad no patience with the
exuberant spirits of youth.

“Quelch 1z absent,” he said,  “DBut
thizs disorder cannot continue, Quelch,
ng doul, would bo glad for some other
member of tho statf to keep his boys
under control during his absence.”

Monsicur Charpentier shrugged his
shoulders. Prout, as wsual, was going
to butt in—he could sce that.

Prout, as & mattor of fact, was peeved
by the weather, just as the juniors
were. Possibly, like tho juniors, he was
hard up for spmething to do.  Dutting
il another Form master’s business was
a natural resource to Prout,

“Come  with me, sin,” sad  Mr
Erﬂllt, turning in the direction of the

ag.

Manzieur Charpenticr shook his head.

“Zat pgood Quelch, he would not
like—"

" Nonsense,  sir ™  exelanimed BMr.
Prout. **Is the school to be turned into

a bear garden? I shall eortainly inter-
vene |

Prout rolled away majestically, to
intervene, Monsicur Charpentier, with
another shrug, walked in the opposite
direction,

Crashl DBump! TDang! Tramp!
Tramp! Trampl The din inercased ns
Mr. FProut approacbed the open door-
way of the Rag.

No doulit the juniors were noisy, &till,
thoy were in their own qguarters, and it
was a rainy day. Iront really might
have walked away Lo his own study,
where Le would have been out of hear-
ing of the uproar.

Ho did not think of doing so, how
over, Prout was an interforing gentle-
man, and this was & chance for inter-
ference not to ba lost.

In majestio wrath he arrived at the
wide-open doorway of the Rag.

He arrived at an unfortunate moment.

It was at that very momont whon
Ceeil Re;fma,ld Temple, under the pro-
pulsion of all Bob Cherry’s beef, hurtled
like a connon-shot through the doorway.

Tomple would have landed on the floor
of the passages hed not Prout arrived
at the psychological moment,

As 1t was, he landed on Prout.

There was a terrifio crach.

Prout's ample walstcoat received
Temple of the Fourth, and Prout stag-
gered back as if a battering-ram had
hit him,

Bump !

Prous sat down.

“(lovoooh ! gasped the Fifth Form
master,

“Oh crikey!™ spluttered Temple.

Temple sprawled over Prout. Hae
could not help 1t It was painful for
Frout; bub it was not Temple's fsult.

“Boy I” gurgled Prout.

Temple detached himsell as rapidly os
he could, Ho jumped up, jumped away,
and howled into the doorway:

""Ware beaks!”

Mr. Prout stagpered to his feet.

He was a plump gentleman, and
rather short of breath. What little ha
had Cecil Reginald Temple had koocked
out of him,

ITe purgled spasmodically as he stag-

gered up,

“0Oh!  CQoooeohl TUpon my word!
Groooogh 1*

Temple jumped bock into the Rogl

“Clave, wyou men!” he pgasped,
“Deaks I

“1 say, vou fellows, it'a old Prout 1

came Billy Bunter's squeak. “1 say.
vou'll catch ir, you fellows|”
Mr. Prout gave a breathless gruomt.

“0ld Prout * was not o torm applicable
to him. Besides being disrcapectiul, it
was incorrect, Prout was not old. Ha
had reached ripe years. Mentally and
K!u‘slc:ull;:, ho was ripe—fully ripe. Bug

s was not old. Perhaps a little over-

ripe, but certainly not old.

he seuffling in the Rag ceased. Some
of the juniorz asked ono another, in
wrathfu! tones, what the dickens Prout
was butting in for? Prout had no
business in the Rag, where the Fifth
did not mn;éregﬁa:m. Si1ll, Prout was
& beak, and beaks had to be given thewr
heads.

I'ront, crimson and breathless, rolled
into the Rag. In hia presont winded
stale e was not quite so majestic as
uzsnal, The gllﬂl'_!? had departed from
tha Ilouse of Isracl, so to spoak.

Breathless juniors, in o rather dis-
hevelled state, eyved Prout.

The Bemovites were glad that it was
nat Quelech. The Fourth-Formers were

lad that 1t was not Capper. DProut,
wak as he was, could not lick them, or
give them lines,

“What docs thas mean?” gasped Mr.
Prout. **What does this disgraceful np-
roar mean? I have been felled—Eellod
to the carth—I mean the floor—"

“Sorry, sir 1" gpasped Toemple, “It was
qutile an accdont——"

“1 have been felled [ boomed Prout.
“I camo here to put an end to this
eeandalons unprear, and I have been
felledt Temple. I shall report you to
vour Form master] Wharton, 1 shall
report you to Mr. Quelch i

“Ta anything the matter, sir?"™ asked
Bobh Cherry meckly.

“What 7”7 hooted Ar. DProut,
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“We'te allowed to play games in the
Rag, sir I said Harry Whearton.

“Games! Do you call this disturb-
ance a game?” boomed Prout.

“The gamefulness is tervific, honoured
rahib,” said Hurree Jamset Ram Singh,

Mr. Prout, still gasping, poioted to
the door.

"Gol” he commanded,

“YWha-a-at "

“Gol  As you cannot behave your-
selves here, 1 shall turdl you out of the
roorn and lock the door! I shall hand
the key to Mr. Quelch when he returns,”
said the Fifth Form master sternly,

The juniors stared at him, .

Prout was far exceeding his authority
in acting in this high-handed way.
There was rebellion in the looks of many
of the juniors.

“Look here, gir——" began Tumgln.

“Silenee, Temple! Go!" thundered
Prouat, .

His plump and majestic hand pointed
doorwazd.

Temple hesitated. He would have
been within his rights in refusing. But
a beak, after all, was a beak—and it
did not seem good enough to Temple
of the Fourth. He gave & grunt and
marched out, and the other Fourth-Form
fellows followed him.

“Wharton 1” boomed Prout. :

The Removites looked to the captain
of thu Form for guidance. Harry
Wharton hesitated,

He was strongly inclined to tcll the
Fifth Form master to go and eat coke.
Fortunately, ba restrained that inclina-
tion.

“] am waiting, Wharton !* boomed
Prout, .

“Only Mr. Quelch has a right to give
ns such an order, sit | said the captain
of the Remove.

“What? Whatt" Prout became
purple. “Wharton, if you do not
instantly leave this room 1 will remove
you with my own hands [V

“(h crumbs 1 said Wharton.

“ Batter hook i, old man | murmured
Bob Cherry.

“The hookiulness 1is the proper
caper!” said Hurree Jamset Ram
Singh. *“Tha scrapfulness with an

csteemed and ridiculous Form master
iz the terrific impossibility.”

Wharton grinned at the idea. He was
not thinking of scrapping with Prout.
But, really, it was either that or
obedience, for Prout was advancing on
him with the obvious intention of being
as good as his word.

@ Very well, air,” said Harry., “We
will leave the Rag, sir—but uwnder
protest.”

“*Bilence !” heoted Prout. .

With angry faces the Removites
nl';arclmd out. Billy Bunter rolled after
them.

Mr. Prout, with a snort, followed
them out, locked the door, and put tho
key in hia pocket.

With another snort, he rolled away.

Authority had been vindicated, and
Mr. Prout was satished.

The Removites were not satisfied.
That did not matter to Pront. He was,
as he supposzed, done with thoze cheery
youths,

But, as a matter of fact, he was not
quite done with them.

THE THIRD CHAFTER.
A Talk on the Telephone I

VEZZZZRZZZZZ |
B Harry Wharton jumped.
The buzz of the telephone-bell
in Mr. Prout's study, in
Masters' passage, was rather alarming.
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m ordinary olircumstances it would
not have alarmed the captain of the
Remove. But the circumstances were
not ordinary.

Harry Wharton was in Mr. Prout's
study, and he had been busy there for
30Ime mnutes,

There was a large bottle in his hand,
wiaich had econtained liguid glue. It no
longer contained liguid glue. The gleo
wias contained now by the seat of Mr
Prout’'s armchair.

Buzzzzzzrezs |

The telephone-bell rang raueously.

“0Oh, my hat!” murmured \Wharton.
~Gum in Mgz, Prout’s armehair was—
in the opinion of the Remove at least—
& just and fair retaliation fo: what had
happened in the Rag.

1'he chums of the Remove agreed that
Prout had to be made sorry for himacli
and there was lititle doubt {hat he would
be sorry for himself, when he sat in the
gum.

Gumming a Form master was, of
course, & serious matter, and a fellow
had to bo careful.

Wary scouting in Alasters’ passage
had elucidated that Prout was in
Hacker's study, chatting with the
master of the Shell, FProut's booming
voice conld be heard from Hacker's
study by any fellow in the passage.

When Prout's chin was gomng, it was
a natural assumptign that 1t would con-
tinue on the go. Prout was a chatty
gentleman, and his chats were many
snd  long-continued. Fellows im the
Fifth averred that Prout never left off
talking all day; some of them, indeed,
declared that they believed that he even
tulked in his sleep. So the coast was
clear; there waz ample time to f;um
Prout’s armchair and escape, long
before Prout's well-exercized chin was
WEAry.

The juniors had not counted on the
telephone, It is the unexpected that
pften happens, and it happened now.

Buzzzzzzzzz | -

Tf that buzz reached Prout, it would
bring him to the study. As the gum
was already in the armehair, Wharton
naturally did not want to meet Frout,

He stepped quictly to the door, and
opened it a few inches, and peeped out,

As he did so, he heard Mr. Hacker's
door along tho Iﬁssaga open. Prout was
coming out of Hacker's study.

Wharton jumped back from the door.

There was no retreat,

Prout had heard the telephone, and
was coming to take the eall. Alread
his ponderons footsteps could be hear

in the passage,
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“Oh crumbs I murmured the hapless
captain of the Hemove.

e stared round the study hastily for
& place of concealment. Prout was not
likely to remain after taking the call,
and 1t might keep him only a minuie
or two. He could not have finished
chatting with Hacker dgem. When Prout
started on a chat, he did oot let his vie-
tims off Lightly,

Prout’s telephone stood on a littlo
table by the window. Close to it was
the window-curtain,

Wharton had net much time to think.
Erm;l: wis coming, and to be canghs
in Prout’s study, in the clrcuinstances,
meant being marched off to the Head,

Wharton did not want to the H
that afterncon, see the Head
He whipped round tha telephoune

table, and enscomped himself behind the
window-curtain. It was a thick curtain,
and 1t reached to the floor, It con-
cezled the jumjor completely, and he
tried to still his breathing, as Prout
rolled into the study. Ha wae only two
ieet from the telephone,
I_fiuzﬁamzzzzl
He neard Mr, Prout grunt as he
picked up the receiver. Then Proui's
fruity veice boomed inte the trans.

mittey,
:‘Hallﬂl What—what—»
‘?Is that Greyfriars School 7
Wharton was o close to the telephone
that he caught the words that came
through, 171 e voice was a sharp,
strong, penetrating one.
"Yes—Mr. Irout speaking.”
Prout—old Prout? came the voice.
Mr. Prout started almost convulsively.
‘Bunte& in the Rag, had alluded to
him as old Prout®; but that was the
folly and impudence of a fatuous junior
who did not understand that o middle-
aged genileman was by no means old,
ut 1t was amazing for his interlo.
eutor on the telephone to use the same
foolish and disrespectful expression.
" What—what--what did you say?™
stuttered the Fifth Form master.
“Old Irout
“8ir " boomed Mr, Prout. “Who are
you? What do you mean? To what,
sir, and to whom, sm I to attribute this
impertinence i
There was a chuckle on the telephone,
“Bame old Prout!” =aid the voice,
“Bame old Pompous [*

Frout gave another convulsive start,
Bo did Harry Wharton, behind the
window-curtain. Wharton did not want,
of course, to hear what was said on the
phons; but he could not help it, The
penatmng voice c<came through so
clearl distinetly, that it cﬂulg have
been heard all over the study.

Evidently the speaker was someono
who knew Prout. Frout was called
“Old Pompous ¥ in his Form; Pompey
for short; but it was a moot point at
Gr;rjfriars whether Prout Lnew it or
nof,

FPossibly some whisper of his nickname
had reached Prout’s ears. It did not
scem wholly unfamiliar to him now, so
far as Wharton could judge. But it was
clear that it had an exasperating effect.

“Who—whe—who 18  speaking?”
hissed Prout. “ Whe are you, sir, who
have rung me on my telephone, and
dare to be guilty of such impertinence

“"You don't know my voice, Proyti™

“1 do not, sir!®

“I know yours! It hasn't changed in
all these vears. Not a trifle. Same old
fruity hoot.”

“Wha-a-at 1"

“1 dare say mine's changed, Pompey
—I'm older. ¥ou're oldcr, too, though
when [ was at Greyiriars I thought
you'd reached the Jimit in that line.=
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Wharton started. Every word came
}o him almost as clearly as to Prout,
whose plump ear, reddened with rage,
was at the recetver,

Apparently it was an “old boy " who
was spoaking; some fellow who had
beon at Greyiriars and left.

Old bovs sometimes rang up their old
¥Form masters. But it had never been
written in the history of Greyiriars, so
far, that any old boy had rung up his
old master to talk to him like this.

This old boy was making history 1

Wharton's involuntary start shook
#te curtain that concealed him. Buf
Prout did not notice it. Pr?ut’ﬁ atten-
kion was concentrated on the instrument.

" You—you—you dare to call me by a
niiﬁnamci—n. iuu{i? andt disrespectiul
nickname [ gurgled Prout. .

Wharton ggrinﬁn:ﬂ behind the curtain.
Evidently Prount
knew that he was
called * Pompey ™ in
the TFifth., Perhaps
he knew that the
nickname had passed
on from one geners-
tion of Fourth-
Formers to anpther.
Much  water  had
passed under the
bridges sinee Prout
had first been a
master al Greylriars,
and his nickname had
been given to him by
Fifth-Formm men who
were now men of the
world.

01d assnciations,
howover, had not hal-
lowed the name to
Prout. He did not
like it. He never had
liked it, and he did
not like it now.

*PDon't they eall

ou Pompey In the
'ifth mow, Prout?"
went on the wvoice,
“I reckon vou live up
to it, whether they
call you if or not. A
I:nompuus old blighter

ike you, Prouf
doesn't change,”

Gurgle from Prout.

#Bir! Who—who
—w ho——=

“TI'll tell you whoe I
am, Prout. You're
%‘;ﬂﬂg to see me soom.

ou like old boys to
drop in on you, don’s

ou, old bean? I'm

ropping in this afternoon.
fecling that
and that's w

“Y shall refuse to sco you, sip!”
hooted Prout. “I am glad—gratificd—
proud—to receive former mombers of
my Form, as a rule. 1 may say, with
pride, that boys who have passed
throngh my hands remember with re-
spoct, with affection, I may even say
with gratitude. I am delighted to re-
ccive them, siv, whon thoy revisit tho
scholastic haunts of boyhood, DBut you,
Elr, you are an impertinent razeal, sir—
aund I do not, sir, beliove your state-
ment that you are an old Greyfriars
boy at all.”

“¥ou've forgotten Widgers?

"Widgers ™

“W-I-D-G-E-IR-5 ™ gpelt  out  the
voice on the telephone, “* Widpers! I
geo you remember the name, Pomnpey !

“Widgers! Goodness  graciouns!
Widgors 1

The name was strange to Ilarry

. I've got a
ouw'd like to see me again,

I'm dropping in. Spet?” -

Wharton. Widgers of the Fifth, if
ever there had been & Widgers of the
Fifth, had been before Wharton’s time.

But ovidently it was not strange to
Mr. Prout. e repeated it in a gasp-
ing volce. Obviously, it gave him a
shock,

“Widgers ¥ gaid Mr. Prout faintly.
“Widgers! Good gracious! Goodness

racious me! Am I to understand that
it is Bartholomew Widgers speaking 7'

“¥ou are, old bean!™

Prout seemed to recover a little.

“Widgers! So it iz Widgers! It is
the boy whoe was sent away from Grey-
frigrs in disgrace, ¥Foars, many yoars
ago—whom I have forgotten, o1, et
least, would have been glad to forget!
A boy who was disrespectful to his
Form master—a boy who was a disgrace
to his Form ! A boy who was a disgrace

“ Come on, chaps,” said Bob Cherry, ** kick’ em out of the Rag!
cheek [ ** ** Yes, mop "emup ! *’ agreed Wharton. The next moment there was & wild and whirling
conflict as Harry Wharton & Cop. and Temple & Co. went at it hbammer and tongs.

to his school! A boy whom I refuse,
absolutely refuse, to recognizse os an
old boy of Greyiriarg—"'

“Are you wound up, Pompey?”

“Wha-a-ti*

“Wound up!”

“Knave "roared Mr. Prout. ™ Insolent
knave! I reluse to say another word
to vou, or to listen to a single syllable 1™

Slam !

The telephono rocked as Mr. Prout
returned the recciver to the hook.

THE FOURTH CHAPTER.
A Remarkable Old Boy !
€ TROCIOUS
A Mr. Prout snorted out the
word.
* Impudcnee !
e gasped with wrath.
“COutrnpgeons! Unparalleled 1
Wharton made himself as small as
possible behind the window-curtain,

5

Discovery at that moment would have
been unnerving.

It was clear that Mr. Prout was
deecply disturbed. He was surprised,
annoyed, exhsperated, enraged b{ that
talk on the telephone with his tormer
pupil who rejoiced in the uncommen
name of Bartholomew Widgers.

Prout, perhipps, had Inid & cane about
Widgors of the Fifth in the old days
when Widgers had been at Greylriars,
There was no doubt that Prout would
have liked to lay a cone about the
grown-up Widgers,

“Scandalous?” gasped Prout. “Un.
paralleled impudence !

He paced to and fro in the study,
greatly disturbed,

Wharton hoped that he would not
sit down. L

There was gum all ready for him in

We can't stand Feurth Form

the armchair, and Prout was intended

to sit in it. DBut not while the gummer
wag in tho study! The fellow who had
handied the

um wanted to be far
aficld before Igmut sat in if.

Fortunately, Prout was too disturbed
to take a scat. He roamed round the
stndy hikoe a eared Liger, multering.

“Widgers! The young rascal! I
suppose ho is grown up now—it must be
many yeurs, many years, but he is the
same insolent raszeal as when he waoe
in -the TFifth Form here. The samea
impudent knuvel 1 did my duty in
inﬁ::itiufg that he should be scnt avay
from the schoel. I was merciful, too
meeeiful, in sparing hin ‘the disgrace
of a public expulsion! ERascal—
knave—""

Durzezrer | .

The telephone bell started again,

“Goodness  gracious! 1f that 18
Widgers—" gasped Mr. Prout. *If
that young scoundrel has the insclence
to speak to me agpain—-=>=""

Tue Macrker LasRarY,—No, 1,237,
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Buzzzzzez]

Mr. Prout lifted the receiver.
“Hallo!™ came through a che
voice. “Wa seem to have got cut of,

Fompey I

“¥You young rascall?

L Eh ?‘ij

“You impudent knave !

“Can 1t, Pompey! I rang up to tell
you something, don't jaw so much, buc
give a chap a chance to speak! You're
not m yousr Formi-room now, you know !
Shut up a minute!”’

Ar. Prout shur up, in sheer, bLreath.
less wrath.

“¥You haven’'t forgotien me,” went on
the voice, “will you be glad to seo me
sgain, Pompey

“Seoundrel 1 gasped Prout.

“I'm oalling to see you this after-
noon——"

“Dare to do so, and you cshall ho
ejected from the school, sir!” boomed
.F_'rs:;ut. “¥ou will not be admitted,
sir 1™

*I'm cul]ing to pay my debt !

“Debt! What debt? Rascal as you
were, knave as vou were, you owed no
debts when you left the school! What
do you mean?"?

“"The debt I owe vou, Pompey

“¥You owe mie nothing I**

“I told you hefore I left that 1
snould come back when I was a man,
Pompey, and pay that debt !

“Good gad! If you are alluding to
your insolent remark on the morning
you left——*

“I see you haven't forgotien, Pompey |
I've always intended to ecall fo pay
that debt. I've never forgotten it! I
haven't had o chance yet, but now I'm
in Courthield for o few daye, I'm drop-

[
-

pin _iin, I'm bringing o cane with
me !’

“A—a-—n canet”

“Exactly! Probably you would not

cars to lend me & canse for the occasion,
50 I'm bringing one*

“Are you mad, sir?” gasped Mr.
Prout.

“Look out for toco, Pompey! You
gave me toco! Do you remember lick-
mg me before all the Fifth? Do you
remember jawing the Head info sack-
mg me? Did I tell you I chould come

back later and thrash you, or did I
]H}t?"

** Bless my soul !

“T'm caling to-day te pay the debt!
I only '-_'.rﬂntl:%! to make sure that youn
were still av Greyiriars, old bean.
Expect me to-day! By the way, 1 put
eome cxercise books in my bags the last
time you licked me!™

“Eh?

“Better do the same——"

‘:;-i’ha.-a.~t‘.f’* : o |

“1T'm ing to lay it on, Pompey!
Hard 1 gOINE ¥ PEY

Hlam!

Mr. Prout rang off apain.

" Good heavens P Wharton heard bim
cjaculate as he paced the study, with
hurried, irregular strides.

The junior behind the window-
curtiin stocd as 1f turned to stone
FFor his very life, he dared mpot be
wiscovered now.

Prout would hiave liked to * whop ™

the egregious Widgers as he had
whopped him in the old days when he
was Widgers of the Fifth. That was

impracticable, indeed, it locked as if
Prout was going to get the whopping !
Buf certainl e would have found
relief and solace in whopping Wharlon
—had he discovered the Lower Fourth
fellow in the study.

On that point there was not a shadow
of doubt, and X¥arry Wharton care-
fully understudied Brer Fox on the
pecasion when thet iotelligent animal
“lay low and =zaid nuffin.”

He hardly breathed.

An old boy of Greyfriara was coming
back to whop his former Form master |
It was difficult for the junior not to
yell at the bare idea.

Such threats wers sometimes uttered
11;:12 irritated fellows. There were

move men who declared that szome
day, in the distant future, they would
drcgih in at Greyfriars and wallop
Quelch,

But nobody expected they ever would !

Bchoolboys might say such things,
but they forpot them later, Time
mellowed them, They locked back on
their old school and their old masters
tbrough rosy glasses.

Indecd, Wharton had heard ¢ld
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boys actually brag of how they had been
whopped.  Fellows whe d been
thoroughly wiretched at school slways
made it a point when they reached
the “old boy " stage o imagine thas
their zchooldays had been o gloricus
Time,

They gloried in the pranks they had
played-—or fancied they had played—
and in the terrific whoppings they had
roceived—or fancied they had received.
There was hardly an old boy in
existence, belonging to any school, whe
would own up that he hadun’t had @
gorgeous time ab school. :

This man Widgers was an exceptlon,
ihat was c¢lear!

Perhaps the fact that he huad hbeen
senk away in disgrace from Greyiriars
nade a difference ! That circumstance,
no doubt, barred him off from the usual
“glorious-time * stuff!  Anyhow, he
was different—awiully diffcrent,
_Probably he Wn:mki'v have been glad,
like any other old boy, to put across
the customary stulf. {‘E’happmgs. ance
over for good and all, he would have
been willing to believe that whoppings
had, after all, been for his benelit, He
might have gloried in them like any
other old hoy.

But being kicked out of the school
was a geoegee of guite another colour.

The moss resolutely rosy old boy
couldn't glory in that!

Wharton concluded that Bartholomew
Widgers couldn’t be o very nice man.

He had nursed a grudge for years—
which was not nice of him. And if he

ad been kicked out of Greyfriars he
must have asked for it someliow. Fellows
weren't turied out for nothing.

Disrespect to a Form master, after
all, was bad form, even if it was only
that! Wharton felt that that was so,
perhaps forgetiul for the inoment of
the gum in Prout’s armchair,

Trnm¥, tramp, tremp! came Prout's
heavy footsteps wandering about the
study., Prout was evidently in a state
of deep disturbance,

It was Prout's pride that he was s
Friend as well az a master to tho Fifth.
Often and ofton he dropped into the
gzmen—atudy for a friendly chat with his

vs. He was quite unaware that
Blundell, his head boy, had cxpressed a
wish that a fire-cscape could be rigged
te the window of the gpames-study so
that fellows could get out quick when
they heard Prout coming along for one
of hig friendly chats.

Old bovs, Prout was persuaded, re-
membered him with aflfection. He liked
to seo old boys; he liked them to re-
weanber that they had been 1n the Fafth,
as well as the Sixth; he liked them to
remember their old Form master, as
well as their old headmaster.

He did not, apparcntly, like being
remembered by this  1nan rdgoeras.
Widgers was an exception—a character
not Lrue to type,

“ Atrocious I’’ repeated Prout.

Wharton had heard him say it ten
timos at least. _

“Disgraceful ! Con the wreteh be in
earncst I Prout was communing with
himself aloud, happily unconscious of a
hearer. I3 it possible? Coan it oo
possible that any man who was onco at
Greyliriars can be so utterly lost to &M
gense of propriety ! A scone—a scenc of
viclenece—— Good heavens ”

Wharton almast pargied.

The mental picture called up by
Prout’'s words was lmost too much for
him, Cireytriars Scheool had scen many
thinge, but it had never seen an old hoy

unching the head of o Yorm master.
Mot yatb 1

*1 fear—I fear that the—the ruffian,
the raseal, the—the hooligan may be in
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carnest,” Prout went on communing.
“I remémber that he was impudent,
reckless, audacious, regardless of ap-
pearances, oblivions of the fitness of
things—I remember only too clearly. A
seone—a  disgraceful scene—my name
the talk of the Common-rocm—
Goodness gracious I’ .

Mr. Prout approached the window.

Tor a moment Wharton thought that
he was discovered. Buk the Form master
was only coming to the telephone.

He took off the receiver and rang up
Cosling's lodge. few moments and
the crusty voeice of the school porter was
heard on the wires. .

“Gosling, it is Mr. Prout speaking.”

“*Yemmir |” prunted Gosling.

“ Probably a—a—a person will call
thiz afternoon, Gasling. He may sﬁn‘f
tho name of Widgers. o may ask to
gee me, Ho is not to be admitted to
the precinets of the school, Gosling."”

“Ho 1" said Gosling.

“Vou may remember, Gosling, a boy
who was once here—a boy of disrespect-
ful &nd unruly <character—named

Widgers—2" :
" Igtnn't I just!” said Gosling, * Don't
I remember 'im putting the rats in my
*at? Hol”
“That is the—the person I allude o,
Qosling. Under any circumstances what-

ever, he iz not to be admitted to the
school 1™ )
“Ho! Wot I says iz thiz ’ere, sir—

s'pose he jest walks in, sirt”

“¥You will prevent him; Gosling!
¥You are authorised to use force—any
fores that may be reeded to keep that—
that person out of tha school.”

“T.eave it to e, sir”

“Very good, Gosling.
care—" ]

“You leave it to me, sir!” There
was & tone in Gosling’s voice which
hinted that he would not be sorry to use
force in dealing with Myr. Widgers. No
doubt he had not forgotten the rats in
hiﬁ im{'"l Gosling.”

‘I rely upon you, Gosling.

“'E‘esm?r.*Po

Mr, Prout breathed more frecly when
he put up the receiver.

out, of course, was not afraid. He
would have scorned the m:gbgﬂsti::rn that
he fenred the vengeful old boy—or any-
body else.

What he dreaded was the scene, the
ceackle in Commeon-room, the whale
school rocking with laughter.

That was too awful to contemplate.

However, if the obnoxious Widgers
failed to gain admittance all was well,
Breathing more freely, Mr. Prout left
his study at last. .

And the junior, crnmgud behind the
window-curtain, breathed more freely,
too, when he was gone.

“0Oh, my hati!"” gasped Wharton,
when the door colos at last behind
Prout’s portly form and he was able to
emerge from his hiding-placa.

He crossed to the door and peered out
into the passage.

Prout was gone.

And in 2 moment more Wharton was
gone, too.

Take every

THE FIFTH CHAPTER.
Bunter Wants to Know !

I A, ha, ha 1™
H Billy Bunter started.
That roar of laughter came
from Study

MNo. 1 in the
Romnovo.

The door of the stndy wae elosed, but
tho laughter from willhin echoed in the
passage,

Bunter hlinked round in surprise,

It waz not raining so heavile now,

GREYFRIARS HEROES. — No, 7.
GEORGE WINGATE.

Qur Grayfriars Rhymaster falrly excels himsalf

In thizs wesk's enappy poem. Courageous as

a lion, as the popular captain of Groyfriars

undauktadiy s, it Is smalt wonder that his

here should ba nona other than the hrave
Richard Goeur de Lion.

OLD Wingaie's hevo could have been,
Perhaps, a trifle cooler;
Dt Draver men we ne'er harve sén
Than England’s famous rufcr;
A more resplendent facapade
A warrior cowld not be on,
And better man led no Crusade
Than Richard Coeur de Lion,

Sometimes old Wingate, with a grin,
Consenfs to say that no men
Byt Richord and old Saladin
Could aill be friends—but foemen!
When Safadin he talks about
He gayse thal of would laké w
fteal qood man fo Enock him oul
As Rickard did at Aere.

HBut Leopold T rannot stand,”
Saye he, “The foreign traifor
Thought he was greatest in the land
Erutil he met o greater;
The Lion-Hearied Ling he atole
And in o custle bound him,
Till Blondel with his Barcarolle
Jual snooped along and found him.

HAdnd while ail thiz war going on,
With villainous effrontery,

That utter votter, young Prince John,
Set out to steal hiz counbry;

When Dick came back he saw the stund,
Dut dudn't give John toco;

If I'd been there,” e hedr him grund,
“rd soon have pulled his bokal”

Our Captain’s vight. Who docsn’t fecl
Hig apirits vize from zero?

What breast ix dead (o the appeal
Of this courageous hevo?

Saye Wingate, “ Of all men an carth,
Or with the brave departed,

I Enow of none whe has more worth
Than Rickard, Lion-Hearted

but it was still coming down. Few
fellows were in a merry mood that
afternoon. But, judgmg by the roar in
Study No. 1, the Famous Five found
somo gaiety in existence, in spite of the
weather.

Bunter rolled on to the door of
Btudy No. 1.

He did not tap st the door, or open
1t; he stopped, with his fat car bont to
listen, That waos one of Bunter's npree-
ablo little ways, It had carned him
more kicks than he could count in the
Grreyfriars Remove, But at the moment
there was no one in sight in the pas

sage, and Bunter gave car unta what
was passing in Study No. 1. Curiosity
wns Bunter’s bosctling sin.  Bomething
was on in Study No. 1. and Bunter

wanted to know what it was.
“Ha, ha, ha1?
It was another peal of laughter.
“Poor old Prout ! Ha, ha, hat”
“Keop it darck, you moen,” said Harry
Whoarton., * Prout would be frightfully
wild if it pot all over Greovirviars."
Billy Bunter’s  little  round eves
gleamed behind his big round spectacles,
Homething was o be kept dark !
That was enongh for Dunfer.
listened with all lus cars.

“Well, it will get over the schont fast
cnough if Widgers bGutts in ! sanl Dob
Cherry.

“And vou say he's comnng along In

e

butt 1n  this afterooon ! renacked
Nugent.
“NYee. Dot Dront’s told Gosling to

Leep him out. Tie's hardly likely to

T “T a shindy ab the gate, T suppose
—an old Grevfriars man "

“Well, judging by what you heard
him say te Prout. I faney he's the man
for that. or anything else.” clekled
Bob, ¥Bat we'll Feep it dark, of
conrse,  Drout’s un intevieving old uss,

but it would make him look an awful
fool if this got over Greyfriars.”

“Ha, ha, ha "’

“Fancy Prout!" chortled Johony
Bull. "I've seen Price of the Fifth
gn’;ng imitations of Prout. 'It is my

esire—hem—hum—ho—to be regarded—
huem—ha—rather as & friend—hum—ha—
than as a master—hom--ha—hum-—""

There was n roar in the study.

“Hsa, ha, ha "

“And now there's an old Fifth Form
boy thirsting for his gore ! chuckled
Johnny Bull. “What an example to set
the presont Fifth! I wonder what Prout
did to him when he was here 1

“Beems to have got him sacked.” said
Harry. “Turfed out, at least! The
chap must have got Prouty’s rag ont."

“Dut he rmust be rather & rotter, T
think,” eaid Bob. “Man ought not to
nurse a grudge all these years. It isn't
done.'”

“Tha grudpefulness mnst be forrifie, if
the csteemod Widgera iz coming here
specially to thrash Prout,” remarked
the Nubob of Bhanipur. Tt is prepos-
teronsly bad form on the part of tha
worthy Widgers.™

“Lot's hope Goshin
keep im out,” chuckled Nugent. * I
he docsn't—"

“1Ma, ha, ha 1"

“Tront nsed to be & Highting-man nnd
a hoxer in the jolly old dear dead davs
hevond recall 7 chortled Dob Cherry.
“Twve heard him talking about it.  Dut
that must have been a long fime agn. I
fancy e would burst now if hie was
punched.  1e’s jolly near as fat as
Bunter.”’

“Beast " marmured thie owner of the
fat car at the kevhale,

“Taney U'ront Loxing with an old
IFifth Farmm man. who's ¢cominge hers

Tie BMaisxer Lipeany.—XNo. 1,237,
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ﬁﬂﬁr hizg jolly old bald gcalp ' gasped
0

“Ha, ha, ha 1"

The Famous Five yelled again.

There was no doubt that the proéjected
visit of that peculiar old boy of Grey-
friars was having a cheering effect on
the chums of the Eemove that dismal,
rainy afternoon.

Qutside the Billy
grinned.

This was news for Bunter, and very
entertaining news, as well as very sur-
prising news. How these fellows had
got hold of it, he did not know; bub
they were going to keep it dark for
Prout's sake. A fat lot Prout deserved
at the hands of the Remove. They
could k it dark if they liked; but it
was not likely to be kept very dark now
that Bunter knew.

“Poor old Prout!” went on Frank
Nugent. “He's a silly old ass, and he
butts in where he isn't wanted! But
we'll keep his Widgers dark. Serve him
joll welfright to let Widgers in——"

“Ha, ha, hal”

“My hat! What & jape on Prout!”
exclaimed Bob Cherry. “If we got
Gosling out of the way, and Widgers
walked in and started hunting
Prout——"

*“ Ha, ha, hal”

“Too bad on Prout!” said Harry
Wharton, laughing. “ But—oh, my hat!
What the merry thump——"

The etudy dootr burst open with a
erash., A fat form hurtled in, velling.
It sprawled on the foor, still Fallini;
and the face of Herbert Vernon-Smith,
the Bounder of Greyfriars, grinned in at
the doorway.

The Famous Five stared at him,

“¥You men confabbing over anythin’
secret 17 asked the Bounder.

“Well, yes, rather—what—"

“Then you'd better Iynch Dunter!
He had his ear to the kﬁ;ﬁhﬂlﬁ when I
camo up, so I booted him n,”

“0Oh erumbs!”

“Ow, wow | Billy Bunter sat up and
roared. “Ididn’t! I wasn't! I never!
You beast, Smithy! I was only stooping
to—rvow-ow-0w [—tia up My—yOowW-ow [—
shoclace, you suspicious beast |

“¥You fat wvillain!"' roared Harry
Wharton,

Ii Bunter had heard the talk in the
study it was not likely that Bartholomew
Widgers would be kept “dark.” Really,
coneidering Mr. Prout’s proceedings that
day, it was very kind of the Remove
comrades to desire to spare him ridicule.
But they were good-patured youths;
neither were they given to tattling about
what did not concern them,

Bunter was quite unlike them in that
respectk. Bunter liked to be the bearer
of news, especially startling news,

And Widgeras on the warpath was
gtartling news—very startling.

W I—I—I sav, you fellews, I—I necver
heard a word [V gasped Banter. “ Not &
syllable! I'd just stooped down to—to
pick up & pin when that beast Smithy
came along and kicked me! I never
gven heard the name of Widgers.”

“Oh, my hat!” said Bob., " That
tears it ["

“The tearfulness is terrific.”

“I—I hope you fellows can take my
word |¥ gasped DBunter, blinking in
alarm at the Famous Five. “I don't
know the name! I've nover heard it
It's absolutely strange to me. I never
know {ﬂlt wera talking about Prout. In
fact, didn’t know you were in the
study at all. I just stooped down in the
passage to pull up my sock, and then

that beast Smith
Tue MiaNer RARY.—Ng. 1,237,

door Bunter

*“Kick him 1"

“The kickfulness is the proper eaper 1

“Al together ™

“Ow! Wow! Help! Firel Yarcoo-
oooogh !® roared Billy Bunter, as he
rolled out of Siudy No, 1, propelled by
five boots at once,

“Give him some more!™ snorted
Johnny Bull,
“Yaroooop !V
Bunter scrambled wildly inte the

passage. YThere he picked himself up,

apluttering,

“Ow! Wow! (Qoooh!  Beasis!™
gasped Bunter. “I'll jolly well tell all
the fellows nowe—— Ow! Eeep off ™

Bunter fled,

Ccurl-
Eut

Herbert Vernon-Smith looked
ously at the chums of the Remove,
he asked no guestions.

“1l came up to tell you men that
youw're wanted,” he said. *Quelch has
come In, and Proult's with him. Have
you been get.ting Drout’s rag out?”

“Oh, my hat!” grosmed Bob. *Has
the old duffer really veported us to
Quelch? He's asking for irouble.”

*“Quelch wants you, anyhow,” said the
Bounder, “ And Bunter. Where’s that
fat idiot got to? PBunter!”

(13 Eﬂﬂst !J'J

“Quelch wants you, fathead!™

“Blow Quelch!”

“Bunter had nothing to do with it,"
said Harry. ‘"He was in the Rag, but
he wasn't 1n the scrap with the Fourth.
Too jolly careful of his fat skin.”

“Weall, Quelch wants the lot of you,”
said Vernon-Smith, and he went on to
hiz study.,

The Famous Five descended the
Hemove staircase, Billy Bunter followed
thera at a safe distance. He did not
seem to want to come within reach of
kicking again,

Harry Wharton & Co. were frowning
as they made for NMasters’ passage,
Frout had butted in and locked them out
of the Rag. Even an interfering ass
like Prout might have let it go at that,
they consideraed,

Possibly that talk on the telephone
with Widgers had given an unusual
edge to Prout's temper. At all events,
he had reported the juniors to their
Form master, and they were celled io
account for the riot in the Rag.

Mr, Quelch's temper was never at its
best on & rainy day. And he hated
complaints of his from other
members of the staff. the anticipa-
tions of the juniors were not merry and
bright as they trailed elong to their
Form master's study.

“1 say, you fellows——" Bunter drew
nearer as they approached Mr. Quelch’s
door: “I say, vou fellows, wvou tell
Eueicl; I had nothing to do witﬁ it, you

now.

“Tell him yourself, fathead 1" grunted
Johnny Bull,

“Well, he mightn't take my word,”
said Bunter. “It's a bit thick, you
know, but Queleh has doubted my word
more than once.™

“Go hon ™

“That old ass Prout jolly well knows
I wasn't m it," said Dunter, indig-
nantly. **But Prout's such a silly old
idigt—="

“Upon my word [ Alr. Prout, lock.
ing out of Mr., Queleh's study ot that
moment toe see il the delinguenis wero
caming, had the pleasure, or otherwise,
of hearing Buuter's lhappy romark.
“ That—thut-—that 15 how you speak of
a senipr master, 13 1, Banter?*

Bunter's jaw dropped.

“Oh ecrikeyl No, sirl I—1 wasn't
calling you a silly old idiot, sir!” he
gasped.
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“What? 1 heard—""

“I—I was speaking of another eilly
old idiot, si—" gasped Bunter,

" Wha-a-t "

“On my word, sir!” groancd Bunter.
“Quite another silly old idiot, sir] Not
you at all, gir [**

Prout, purple, turned back into the
study.

. The hapless Removites followed him
in, to meet the steely eyes of their Form
master, Henry Samuel Quelch.

e

THE SIXTH CHAPTER.
Bartholomew Widgers Blows In |

R. BARTHOLOMEW
WIDGERS stopped at the
gates of Greyfriars Behool.

Generelly, on a half-holiday,
there were fellows sbout the old gate-
WaY, going out or coming in, or loafing
or chatting. But in the rain there was
nobody about; and Gosling, the ancient
porter, was in bhig lodge and extremely
unwilling to leave its shelter.

Nevertheless, the gate stood open, as
always on a half-holiday, and Mr,
Widgers was free to step in if he liked,

Evidently he liked—for he did,

Gosling, looking out with & wary eye
from his lodge, spotted him at onee.

He did not recognize Mr., Widgers.
B. Widgers had changed very consider-
ably since he had been Widgers of the
Fiith Form at Greyfriars.

He was naturally a good many years
older. Like the lady in the poem, time
had touched his form to riper grace.

He had an extensive waistcoat, which
was well filled. Though still quite a
young man, he was rather ponderous,
His face was plump. He was rather
beeiy. His best friend, ﬁrﬁbabljr. would
oot have called him handsome. But
there was a very squaro chin to his
plump face, and he had a Jook which
mdicated aggressive determination,
Likewisa, thore was a twinkle in his
eye which told of humour; though it
was very likely to be mizdirected
humour,

Thet twinkling eye, at least, was
familiar to Gosling. It reminded him
of the oceasion when he had found rats
in hiz best hat.

Tho rest of Widgers was unlamiliar;
but Gosling had no doubt that this was
Widgers, the man he was to keep out,

Unwilling as he was to emerge into
the rain, Gosling came forih {rom his
lodge like a lion from his lair.

Bartholomew Widgers, stepping in,
found Glesling in his way, like a h%n in
the path, or like Horatius defending the
bridge of old,

“Hal" said Gosling
“Widgers, 1 8'posei”

Widgers grinned.

“¥Yon s'pose correctly, old bean,” he
answered. “In fact, you've =aad bl
Remember me?” )

“ Don't 1" said Gusluv:rgr “just®

“Same here,” said Widgers heartily.
“You haven't changed = bit, Gosling.
I'd know vyou anywhere, among any
number of dusty old frumps.®™

If Gosling had felt any compunction
about dealing harshly with an old
boy of Greyiriars, that remark would
have banished his compunction on the
apot.

Wideers, outwardly, had changed;
inwardly, it was clear, be had not
changed at all. He was the same
checky, impudent, disrespectful Widgers
that ho had been in the old days in the
I'ifth FPerm at Greyfriars,

“IIal" eaid Gosling.

unpleacantly.

“You ain’g
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changoed much, you ain’t! No! Cheek-
ing & man old enough to be your
father I

“You err on the side of under-state-
ment,” said Widgers, "You mesn
grandfather.”

" Ho ! gasped Gosling.

“Or do you mean great-grandfather ?*
asked Widgers,

"Ho1” gasped Qosling again.

“"Or perhaps you mean great-great-
grandfather? supgested Widgers.
“That might be nearer the mark.”

Gosling remembered, from of old, that
it was uvseless to bandy words with this
fellow Widgers.

“You get hout I he said.

Widgers ed pained.

“Iz that how you welcome an old

Heedless of the buzzing telephons
bell, Wharton laid a plentiful
supply of glue on the seat of Mr.
Prout’s armchair. “° That’ll bring
ihe old bounder to his senses [ ** he
murmunred.

il
ik

Loy ?” he asked, * Do you treat "em all
lilka that, when they come down to gasp
und flounder in the old boys’ mateh®"”

Gosling glared. As a matter of fact,
William Ciosling had sometimes grinned
s furtive grin at the sight of plump old
boys in the old boys' match with the
Sixth, Gasping and Ooundering was,
perhaps, the order cf the day on such
occasions. But Gosling was not going to
listen to this sort of stuff from an out-
cast like Widgers.

“¥ou get hout | he repeated.

“Head's ordera?” asked Widgers.

“plr. Prout’s horders,” said Gosling.
T Special instructions that you ain't to
bo allowed to enter the school.”

“Is Prout headmaster now?”

“Which you know he ain't.” =aid
Gosling. “DBut horders is horders,

though it's little anuugh you ever cared
for horders, Widzers.”

“Suppose I've called to see the
Head ¥ )

“You ain't,” esaid Gosling. *“ ¥You've
called to see Mr., Prout, and you ain't
coming in. You get hout ™

Widgers eyed him pleasantly and
meditatively.

“Bame old Gosling !™ he remarked.
“Hame old crusty bird! Just the same
gt a hundred as I knew you ab ninety.”

Cosling became purple.

Cosling was o little touchy about his
age. He owned up to fifty-five; in fact,
he had owned up to that asge for ten
reara or more. But he was not a

undred, Hea was not ninety, and never
had been ninety in his life. Checky

fellows sometimes exasperated Gosling

9

sort of fellow to be shoved, and Gosling
shoved him.

But though Widgers was, in one way,
a fellow to be shoved, in another way he
wasn't. Physically, he was unshovable.

He stood like a rock when Gosling
shoved him, without receding an inoh,
and replied to the shove with another of
the same, which caused Gosling to re-
cede a good deal more than an inch.

Gosling staggered, and sat down.

Splash |

In such a downfall of rain there were
hound to be puddles. Gosling sat in
one of them.

“Ho!"” gurgled Gosling. “My hatl

Wot I cays

Ho! I'm wet! Oooooh’
iz this 'ere—"" _
But Widgers did not wait to hear

i
]
'

W
i

jf{ 'f’ ml
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by asking him what the old school had
been like in the reipn of George the
Third, He had even been asked
whother he remembered the beacon burn-
ing on the Black PPike at the time of the
Spanish Armaoda! Dot he was not
zoing to stand this sort of thing from
Bartholomew Widgers.

Words were wasted on Widgers. That

was  clear. ‘En'-ﬂalin?‘ procceded from
words to actions. lle gave Widgers a
shove,

Shoving an old boy out of the gntes
of Greviriars was rather a new thing.
Daut Widgers was rather an wnusual old
hoy. A fellow who had been turfed out
of tha school was not an old boy 1n the
proper senze of the wordz. Ile was an
outcast, a pariah, a nohady; a fellow
wito ought to have had the decency to
keep miles away from the school that
had cast him out. Ie wos, in fact, the

i

fidii

what Gosling had to say. Leaving the
ancient porter sittipg in the puddls,
Widgers walked on.

Gosling picked himself out of the
puddle, dripping,

1io glarcd after Widgers.

Mr. I'rout had ordered him to leoop
Widgers out. He was anxious to obey

that order to the very letter. Dub
Widgers was in ! i .
Getting him out apain, Gosling

realised, was o task beyond his powers.
Widgzers had given him only one shove,
but there hadgbn.'n‘m a great deal of beef
behind  it.  Gosling did not  waot
another,

Ilow to deal with Widgers was, in
fact, rather a problem. Normal old

hovs were welcome, more than wel-
come, nt their old schoel. Any normal
old boy who had been unwelcome

Tug Maaser Lispany.—No, 1,237



10

would, naturally, have stayed awajy,
offended but dignified. Widgers, it was
only too clear, was nof a2 normal old
boy; he was a frightfully abnormal one.
An old boy who wasn’t wanted, but
who persisted in butting in, was some-
thing new, and CGosling, for one, did not
know how to deal with him. He sagely
decided fo leave that problem to Mr
Prout to soclve, Prout, after sll, was the
perzon chiefly concerned.

What was quite elear in (zosling's
mind was, that he did not want another

hefty shove, and did not want to sit in
another puddle. He grunted, and re-
tired to his lodge.

Meanwhile %vidgera. regnrdless of

Gosling, ns he was of the rain, strolled
across to the House,

Under the porch of the House wera
seversl scniors, looking out at the
weather, and making remarka about it—
a group of Fifth and Sixth,

Now they all looked at Widgeres.

Wingate of the Bixth, who happened
to be in _the group, approached him
politely. He supposed that he was some
stranger who had wandered in by
mistake.

“Can I do anything for youw, sir?"
asked the captain of Greyfriars, with
the politeness that Groyfriars men
always showed to strangers, thouch not
always to one ancther,

Widgers nodded checrfully.

“"You ean,” he said brightly., “I
happen to be an old boy, and I've
called to zee my old master—my dear
old master.”

“Oh ! said Wingate, interested. “If
the Head is expecting you, sir—"

“Not the Head!” sald Widgers,
¥*Owing to circumnstances over which I
had no control, I left while I was in the
Fifth Ferm. It is Pompey that 1 have
called to see ™

“TPompey '™ ejaculated Wingate.

Blundell of the Fifth, who was also in
the group in the porch, chuckled.

“Did they ¢all him Pompey in your
time, sir?” he asked. And the other
fellows laughed.

“They did 1" said Widgers. *“In fact,
I ﬂl.ai[mththe distinction of having in-
vente ¢ nome. Prout never liked i
I believe. AR

* e doesn’t now I chortled Blundell.

Wingate looked very curicusly at this
old boy.

“You've called to see Mr. Prout, sir ?*
he asked. Sk

~Right on the nail*

Is he expecting you?” asked Win-

gate rather dubicusly. Something out

of the normal struck him about this
Fifth-Former. ;

"’Ell:r quite! T phoned him this after-
RBOOM,

“Well, I supposs Prout’s
Blundell, 5
I'll take
sir.”

* Much ﬂbligﬂd,” said Widgers.

Leaving a drenched hat and a drip-
ping raincoat in the lebby, Widgers fol-
lowed the obliging Filth-Former.
. He glanced about him with cheerful
interest in Masters’ Passage. A mur-
mur of voices was heard from Mr.
Quelch’s study ns they passed it. A
deep-toned voice, not unlike that of tho
Bull of Bashan of old, was audible from
that study, and Widgers stopped.

“That sounds like old Pompous!” he
remarked.

Blundell grinned.

" Prout’ 1 M i
R 8 there, with Queleh,” he said,

“TIl step in.”
Tne Macser Lisrane.—No, 1,237,

L i, said
Can’t be out in this rain.
you to his study, if sou like,
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“If you'd rather wait in his study till
he comes back * hinted Blundell,

“Not at all! I'm sure Pompey's as
anxious to s¢e me, as I am to sce him.”

Blundell paused. But it was, after all,
no business of his. If this old boy chose
to butt in while his old Form master
Was engaged with another Form master,
it was his own look-out, not Blundell's.

“Oh, very well 1" said Blundell, and
he departed, leaving Bartholomew
Widgers tapping at the door of the
Remove master’s study.

THE SEVENTH (CHAPTER.
Unparalleled !

ARRY WHARTON & Co. did

H not. look, as they faced their

Form master in his study, like

_ fellows who were having tho
time of their lives,

They locked dizmal and uncasy.

They were not, of course, to blame;
they had no doubt about that. But on
& rainy day you never could tell with
Queleh; rainy days brought out all the
acerbity in his nature.

_ And Prout was in a “bait.” Prout,
intensely exasperated by that talk on
the telephone, was practically ferocious.

So the chuins of the Remove dismally
nnhm‘pﬂ.tad the worst—blameless as they
were }

Queleh, it was evident, had already
heard Prout's complaint. His gimlet
aves bored into the juniors.

Not only the rainy days and twinges
of rheumatism worried Quelch; hutgha
hated complaints from other masters,
EapEﬂIﬂ.lI{m rout. Prout, as a senior
magter, had a waey of advising other
mambers of the staff in the conduct of
their Forms, and no other member of
the staff liked to give Prout an opening.

“It appears,” said Mr. Queleh, in a
deep voice, “that you have boen guilty
of a disgraceful disturbance during my

absence.”
“Unparalleled I  said Mr. Prout,
booming. Uﬂh&ﬂ-rdj of | Buch an up-

roar--such & din—!

“8oc wou have already told me, sip!™
gaid Mr. Quelch acidly. “T will now
hear what these juniors have to say.”

Pront snorted.

“It seems,” sald Mr. Quelch, “that
the disturbance was so serious that Mr.
Prout had to lock you out of the recrea-
tion-room.™

“Undoubtedly so!” Prout wedged in
a_?a.in; he found it difficult to keep
silent for long. To his own ears, at
least, hig fruity voice was musie. ““The
uproar was abtrocicus—ungovernable—
inexpressible——=" .

“Tlave wyou anything to say, Whar-
ton "

“Yes, sir!" snid Harry. “We had a
bit of g—a—a romp—>"

“A romp ! hooted Pront.

“Tho romplulness was terrific " mur-
murcd Hurree Jamset Ram Swmagh,

“ But there was really no need for Mr.
FProut to interfere,” went on the captain
of the Remave.

“No need ! roared Prout.

“None at all,” said Harry.

Prout hecame purple.

“Mr. Quelch, you hear this! TYou
hear——" ]

“T hear every word, siv,” =said Mr
Chreleh eoldly. “XMy hearing, fortun-
ately, 15 not at all impaired.”

T]);m juniors exchanged a hopeful look,
That acid observation showed that
L%:ml::h was mote antoyed with Prout
than with them,

Prout splutiered.

“Bipg! Alr. Queleh! Bir!  The dis-
graceful conduct of thews boys in your

Form js—is—is unparalleled! I am
bound to say—I am compelled to say—
that no other Form at Greyiriars would
ever dreamn of behaving as the Lower
Fourth behave! T am glad to say—1 am
happy t¢ say—that in the Fifth Form
there is not a single bey who wounld
dream of ma-.kmg g riotous and disgrace-
ful disturbance !

“Mr. Prout—-"

F’ruuh waved » plump hand.

‘I repeat my words, sir! I am bound
to vepeat them! X repeat, sir, that in
the Fifth Form, sinco I have been
master of that Form, there has never
been a boy who would dream of behav-
ing with riotous audacity and unparal-
leled 1mpertinence |

Ta

The door opened.

“Go it, Pompey ! said a voice at the
door.

Instead of “going it,” Mr. Prout broke
off iuddm_ﬂ];n

He whirled round towards the door
with a gasp.

Mr. Quelch stared blankly at the
stocky man whe stepped in and closed
the study door behind him.

Harry Wharton & Co. stared at him,
also. Billy Bunter blinked at him. He
was & stranger to the juniors.

Widgers—for, of course, it was
Widgers—gave Mr. Prout a nod,

“Pile in, Pompay!” ha said. “J
heard your fruit{ -::LIUJ':’ toot as I was pase-
ing the door, so I dropped in. Don't lot

me Interrupt you, Get it :
Sy E sl Pty off your chost,

Prout gasped,

Ile did not recognise the young man
who, years and years ago, had been a
boy in his Form. But he puessed who
ho was. Gosling, after all, had not
barred off the threatened visit.

And now the juniors guessed. Harry
Wharten & Co., though Prout was not
aware of it, were in possession of inside
information, as it were. They ex-
changed & joyous grin,

“Who—whe is this man ?" ejaculated
Mr. Queleh. '

“Widgers, sir—]}art}r Widgers,"” said
the man cheerfully. "I dare say you
remember me. I was in your Form
onee. ™

“ And—and what——"

fGlad to zee you apgain, sir,” said
Widgers, with a nod fo the amazed Re-
move master, “You were a bit of a
crusty old corker, I remember, when I
was in your Form. Put your bark was
always worse than vour bite.”

“8Bir " pasped Mr. Quelch.

" 1t's Pompey I've called to see,” ex-
plained Widgers, “Sorry to have to
interviow him in your study, Quelch:

but I have to see him where I can find
him. He's not really anxious to see this
articular old membor of his Form, and
faney he would dodge if he eould.
Izn’t that so, Pompey 1"

FProut gurgled,

Widgers, once of the TFifth, put his
hand bBehind him, turned the key in the
study door, and drew it out.

Apparently he was taking precautinng
against interruption,

“0Oh, my only hat!"™ murmured Bch
Cherry. i

Prout was still g‘lnrghug. Wrath and
consternation mingled in his purple face.
Queleh, cool as stared at the
intruder,

“T fail to understand your conduct,
Mr. Widgers—if you are Mr. Widgers,”
ho said coldly, “T remember your name,
You were compelled to leava this school
when you were in the Fifth Form, It is
scarcely in aecordance with the dictates
of poad taste for you to return here.”™

(Continucd on poge 12.)
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HERE’S ANOTHER FOOTER ARTICLE FOR YOU, CHUMS !

VIVIAN
GIBBINS,

the famous
Amateur
Inter-
national
of

West Ham.

Loeal Produet !

N the early afternoon of a dark and dismal doy last

E winter I was walking with the late M. J. W. H. T.

Douglas across Wanstead Flats when we came upon

a score of boys plaving football, their glad shouts

secming to give & different hue to the dreary surrounding
seenery.  We watchod the game for a while.

SBuddenly a whistle was blown, and a young man—pre-
sumably their schoolmaster—procecded to give a praetical
detnonstration of trapping, dribbling, and shooting. )

It was superb, and Douglas said: “DBy Jove! This is
worth leoking at!” Then in & flash wo both recognised
the young man, for ho was Vivian Gibbins, the West Ham
United amateur and England centre-forward, and he was
doing the job thab lay nearest to his heart in coaching the
boys of his school.

Vivian Gibbins is now twonty-nine years of age, and was
born in the district of West Ham. My first meeting with
him was when he was & very small boy. I was on friendly
torins with a schoolmaster in the neighbourhcod of IForest
Gote, and, on ono occasion, assisted him in gome coaching
of his boys. There was one youngster who displayed quite
a lot of natural ability, but who could only use his right
faot when kicking. My friend persevered with him, making
him use only the left fost until he was cquaily clover
with both. That youngster was Vivian Gibbins,

1 went down to witness one of the school matches, and
although the side on which Gibbins played lost 12—1 it
was apparent that this boy was no ordinary player. He
scored the only goal—with his left foot—but right _fm:m
the start the opposing defence, realising that ho was likely
ta be the only thorn in their flesh, concentrated all their
powers to “block his scoring strokes.”

A Thank Offering |

DID not meet Gibbins agam until he joined the Clapton
E club. Ho was then scventeen years of age, and was

a student at tho West Jam Secondary School, which

boasted & really strong side. The boy had come on
by leaps and bounds, but it was about & year later that
I gaw him play a champion game against Chatham in a
Cup-tie. He looked very tired when he returned to_the
dressing-room, and, in reply to my inquiry, he said: * ¥Yes,
I am a bit fagged. Fact is, I played in a match for my
sehool this morning. "

In the semson 192324 Clapton won the Amateur Cup—
a result which was mainly due fto the sparkling displays
of Vivian (ibbins, “Bill ¥ Bryant, who later jomed MiTl-
wall, but has now returned te Clapton, and Stanley Earle,
of West Ham, who were then members of the side.

It was af the end of that season that Gibbins was given his
first “oap,” being chosen by the authoritics to represent
England against France, ot Paris. We had a fine side,
and won the game by d—1 befors a huge crowd. But the
mateh was marted by two casnalties, England finishing
with nine men. Fox, tho goalkecper, was injured, but it
was Vivian (ibbins who was the worst vietim, with a
smashed knee. I remember Tom Parker, the present
Arsenal full-back, who was then with SBouthampton, carry-
ing him off the field, and loud were the lamentations of
sorne of tho French spectators.

It was [earcd that Gibbins would never again play foot-
hall; but Charles Painter, the West Ham trainer, who
hiad known Vivian for many years, took him in hand
after his knce hod been oporated om, and, in the opinion
of those who understood the ease, performed & miracle. It
waz as a thank effering to Painler that his pationt signed
amatesr forms for West Iam TUnited.

|—|-.,_I_

By “ OLD REF.”

WAS in the pl ledﬂlliathltl of

= in the players' dressing-room of the West Ham
United Club whon Vivian Gibbing paid his first visis
to do a little training. He changed into shorts, a
sweater, and running shoes, and went out for exercise.

It was then that I heard one of the younger professionals

say to another: “What's he doing here? We don't want

a lot of young tolfs training with us !

I tock no notice until I saw the two whispering togother,
as il they were conspiring toc commit something of which
they, wers ashamed, Then the first one went out and
brought back a couple of siz-inch nails, but, seeing that
I was watching him, he changed and went out to do some
sprinting.

A minute or two afterwards the one who remained in
ithe room asked mo which were the “voung toff’s ¥ boots.
IIo had the neils and a hammer in Lis hand, and I scented
mischief. “Iero they are” replied, handing him
tho pair which had been taken off by tho other con-
spirator. In a moment the fellow drove a six-inch nail
inrough the =ole of each boot, so securing both of them
to the floor. “He won't want to train with w3 again,” ho
murmuored. ;

I draw & veil ovar the scenp which followed some twenty
minutes later. Lt was a case of “the biter bit.” Buot I mmust,
in justice to the
practical  jokers,
admit that they,
hadn't the fogpricst
notion of Gibbins'
identity at  the

time, and that
there 15 no  hap-
pier family of

honouvrable profes-
sionals—who  arc
justly regarded by
Vivian Gubbins as
s friends—than
those of West
Ham Unirted.

I must have wit-
nessed  at least
fifty games in
which CGibbins has
plaved. In addi-
tion to tho Inter-
national with
Frunce, I ~wnas

resent when  he
welped England v.
Ireland, at Bolfast; v Sowh Africa, at Southampton and
Totienhmin: and v Scotiand at Leicester and Hampden
Park, Glusgow. o

I don’t think I knun a more modest man than is Vivian
Gibbins, and he iz quick with self-condemnation when he has
been guilty of not playing u? to his best form,

On one oceasion I was with him as he made his way from
the ground of onc of our wost celebrated League clubs, after
playipy a poor pame. © Lxcuse me, sir,” said an individual,
“ bt are von ong of the footballers?™ I don’t know what the
man wanted—he mny have been a fout. Nothing mattered
to Giishins as ho replicd very shortly: “No, I''n not a
foothaller—1'm a fool. Dut other people might have a
more lurid way of putting it”

MNo. Vivian Gibbins 1z no fool !l He is a member of that
very small circle of gentlemen foothallors who fraternise
with professionzls for the good of their fellow-creatures, and
for the great and fasting good of the game,

Tuy Magser Lispany.—INo. 1,230
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WIDGERS ON THE WARPATH!

{Continued from page 10.)

“Bless your little heart!” said Bar-
tholomew Widgers. Never was o
whale on good taste. Wae I, Pompey ?:’

“In any case, you are interrupting,’’
said Mr. Quelch. *I reguest you to
leave this study, or, at all events, to re-
main silent until Mr. Frout is (inished
here.”

“ Heave ahead ! said Widgers, “I'm
in no hurry! Pompey will kcep!”

Gurgle from Prout,

“*You wero saying,” said My, Quelch,
with a grim, gimlet eye on Prout—
“wou were gaying, sir, I think, that
there never had been @« boy m_ your
Form who would be guilly of riotous
sudacity or impertinence.”

The jumiors suppressed a  chuckle.
Really, it was rather unfertunate for
Mr. Prout that the former Fifth Form
ntan had butted 1w just then.

"I—=I—I—" grurgled Promt.

“Speak up, Pompey ! said Widgers
Ellmuragiﬂgﬁf- “Ton't mind me ™

Prout recovered his lost voice,

“You insolent knave!” he boomed.
“T1he school porter had orders not to
gdmit you. How did you come here,
rascal 1

“Blretehed Gosling,” answered Mr.
Widgers cheerfully. “Left him sitting
in a4 puddle, old thing."

“Good gad! Ruffan—-—"

“Hear, hear ™ zald Widgers,
it, Pompocy I

¥ Beoundrel—"

“Ain't he eloguent?? said Dartholo-
mew Widpers,  “Same old Pronot!
Bame old Pompey!  DBlow off sicany,
old boap !V

*“ Wrotehm—"

“Mr, Prout,” interrupted the Remove
miaster, “this seene cannot  condinne
i my study. Mr. Wideers, I request
you to leave at oneo 1™

“Luess again!'™ said Widgers.

“Bip ¥

“Keep it for the Lower TFourth,
Quclch,” raid Widgers, “andg Jdon’t bhuts

"Lo

in, if you'ra not hunting for moro
trouble than you can handle.  Now,
Pompey—"

Widgers picked wup the HRemove

master’s eang from the table,

“Oh erumba 1™ murmured Cherry.

Prout stood petrified.

. Ineredible as it was, unbelicvable as
it was, it looked as if Widgers, onco
of the Fifth, intended to earry out the
threat he had made when he left Grey-
friars 2o many years ago.

In the ecircumstances, it was fortunate
for Mr. Prout that that amazing old
bﬁﬁ[ had not cornered him alone.

r. Quelch made o stride towards tha
intruder. The affair beiween Prout and
hiz old boy did not concern him: but
ba was not a man to be checked in his
own study.

He raized a commanding hand.

“Lay down that cane, sir! Leave my
study I he thundered,

“Can it " answered Widgoers,

“I order you—"

“Bottle 1t u answered Widgers,
and he knocked the commandine hand
of the Remove master asida withont
coreTmony.,

“Bless my soul 1” gpasped Mr. Qualeh,

“"¥You cheeky fathend I ronrcd Dol
Cherry indignantly. “Keep your cheely
awz off our Fern masler. Eng
i, you men ?

Mr. Queleh staggered under an un-
ceremonigus shove from DBartholomew
Widgers. That was too much for the
Famous Five.

Widgers could deal with Prout az he
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liked, so far as they were concerned:
but Queleh was their Form master, and
they were not standing for this.

Like one man the Famous Five
jumpad at Bartholomew Widgoers.

“Here, hands off 1" roared Widpers.
“TIl thrash the lot of you! I'lI—1'1l—
I'll— Yarooocooh [

Bump!

Bartholomew Widpers went down on
the floor with a terrific concussion, tho
Famons Iive sprawling over him.

The secna.in AMr. Queleh’s study, for
thoe next few minetes, was wild and
whirling—what Prout would doubtlesa
have deseribed a2s unprecedented and
unperatieled, Two Form  masters
stared on aghast, while an old boy of
Greyfriars, five young boys of Grey-
friars, several chairs, and other articles
of furniture, mingled in a clond of dust
on the study floor.

THE EIGHTH CHAPTER.

Exit Widgers !
C

OLLAR him ™
“Bag him
“Give him jip
“0Oh, my hat!™

3
.

(L]
:

“Ow! Wow!®

"Bless my soul ! sald AMr. Quelch
fﬂ&h]fy, while Prout’s palsied lips seomed
to  frame, silently, the word “TUn-
parzlleled.

“He, he, hel” contributed Billy
Buntey,

Billy Bunter did net take part in the
serap. But he enjoyoed 1t thoroughly as
an onlooker.

Jump! Crash! Thump! Dang!

The study table rocked.. Chairs flow
right and left. Dooks and papers flew
in all dircetions,

il Fer o F

REMEMBER! REMEMEER!
! THE FIFTH OF NOVEMBER!

Can anvone give a guess as to what
the fireworka of 1950 will be ke ?
When T woent over the Stomddard
Fircworks fnctory in Huodcdersflehd,
I found a speeinl Jeparfment glven over
to experimentsl work, where new
idens are conatantly being tried out |
withh the obleet of making fAroworks
mere startling and neisy than ever. |

The muanofncturers are doing thelr
level hest to imitate the sound of
nrkillery—-the whip-like crack of the
G0-povinder, the electrle gun, the
|1 shrapnel gun and the air bomb.

Soma of these noveltice, which can he
bouzht for as little as a few penee each,
ascend a4 hamdred feet into the alr,
explode twice, and give off o coupls
of blinding flashes. Not bad for four- |
penee 1 i

The Siandard TFireworks factory |
resomblez A big munition works,

And how the * handa™ work im thiz |
grent factory ! Justk Hke lightning § |
Everyoae knows what o RRoclet iz Hke
—itha commonest of fireworke—bnt -
before one of these can be made, the |
paper muzb be et and rolled, then the
nose of the cyviloder Is choled, the |
i choke tied, the cylinder filled, a hole |
hored down the centre, the primning
pirt bnalde, and then it haa Lo be quick-
matehed and tonch-papered.
| Yor each of these processes the recket

ass Lhrcugh & dilferent pair of bands,

o womler the factory * bands** are
kept busy ! Bspecially when you re-
wember that something like half a
million pounds  worth of  flreworks
pre munle for cach Gunpowder Flot
I Day, ol that mest of the llreworks
are far more ¢compllented than rocketa,
Tiazins the amount of work Lhat
mwst g0 o the making of * Dewil

]

e T | Ty

Amone  the  CTailors  *f Havptian
g:.'mmids," “Lighithouses,” and “Rlsing
st

1E yom want the best of all Rreworks,
bLoys, insist on the ** Standard ™ bramd.

] —

THE MAGNET

Bartholomew Widgers was a rather
beefy young man, and he put all his
beef into the struggle.

Five to onc as ﬁhe}' were, the chumns
of the Hemove had plenty of work in
hand to hold Widgers.

Widgers had come there fo thrash
Prout. ‘That intontion, exprezsed thn
day he was turned out of Grovfriars,
had never changed: and he was thero
to grot on with it, after many vears. Ho
was not to be stopped by the Remove
master, or a mob of Remove boys—if Lo
could help it.

As it happened, he couldn't help it

Heo gave the Famous Five a Jot of
wark ; but the odds were too heavy, and
at long last Widgors was down and out.
- Btretched breathless on the floor, with
hardly a gasp left in him, Widgors wos
sat upon by the wvictors 1n the terrifio
alfray.

“ Qoooocooooch [ eame from Widgers.
That was now his only remark.

“{iot him ! gasped Bebh Chorry.

“The gotiulness is tfeprrific.”

" Hit on him "

“Ha, ha, ha!"

“Oocooogh V' came tn painful, suffos
cated accents from Widgers.

“Bless my soul 1™ stuticred Ar.
Quelch,

“We've pot lam, sir!” said IHarry
Wharton breathlessly, “8hall woe roll
him aleng to Mr. Prout’s study, sir?
I think He ealled fo sec Mr. Promt.”

" Clortainly not [ pasped Prout, hefore
the Remove master could answer, ™ Most
certainly not. Do nothing of the kind,”

“1—I—1 thank vou, my hovs 1" gasped
Ar. Quoleh, *'This—this rictong ruffian
—this—thiz outrageous hooligan—blesa
my soun!! I thank gﬂu for having
seenired  him, and—and preventing a
secne of vielence. Hold him sconroly.”™

“Weo've got him, sir,”

“Ooooocogogh ' said  Bartholomoew
Widgors,

“Lelet hima bhe vemowed ! stottorod
Prout. “Let him be ejected from the
school, Let lim be thrown frem the

gates—hurled forth——mm="

“EBut he ealled to soe you, sir,”™ said
Bab Cherry demurely.

" Bilenee 1™ roared TProut. “Alr.
Queleh, this imFurtinenﬂa from a hoy of
your Form——"

“Teally, sir, T think you have reason
o bo grateful 1o these boys of my
TForm ' said My, Queleh tartly., “ Only
the prescnce of these boys, sir, of whom
vou were making complaints, has pre-
vented a secne—-=>

“Let him be ejected ! pasped Pront.
“ Lot him be hurled forth! Let him be
cast from the gates—="

Ilarry Wharton & Co. did not heed
Prout. They had collared Widgers
bocause he had cheeked their Form
mastor; and it was to their Form
master that they looked for nstructions.
SBa far as Prout svas concorned, they had
no desire whatever to interfera,

“PTake the kev from him, Wharton,"
said Alv. Quelch. “"Unlock the door.”

“ Certainly, siv” i

There was a  buznng crowd in
Mastors' passage by this time.  SBeniors
and juniors swarmed in the passage in
a slate of high excitement.

Heorez of ayea stared in as the doov
was unlovked and thrown open.  Tho
voloe of Clokar of the Fifth was heard.

“What's the row, you men? Queleh
and Prout can’t Lo having a fight, ean
thoy 77

“Ia, Lia, ha!t'

“Well, it zovpnds like i, said Coker.
“TF it's not that, what iz 187 Look
hers, give a follow a chanee™

1Tarace Coker shouldered ihivouzh the
crowd. s

“ Coker ! pasped Mre Pront, “You
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“ Fanecy Prout boxing with an old Filth Form man, who’s coming here after his jolly old scalp ! ** gasped Bob Cherry. 8o
Iutarestid was Btmta%, Hstenlng at the keyhole, at %his m:irtpﬂs[ng news that he fafled to hear Vernon-Smith approaching
rom the rear.

—vou—you utterly stupid boyl Take
five hundred lines!”

“Oh erikey I said Coker.

“And po to vour study!’ roared

Prout.

#0h, my hat!"’

“Ab onoe, sir, or I will cane you
boomed Prout.

“ Oh orumbs [ ]

Horace Coker faded out of the picture.

Prout glared frora the study at the
crawd. E crowd was the last thing that
Prout desired to see on the spot.

Widgers had not earried out his fell
intention. That was so much to the

. But Prout was_ anxious, fever-
ishly anxious, to keep Widgers dark, as
it were. He dreaded lest Greyfriars
should discover who Widgers was, and
why he had callea. :
ow was Prout ever to hold up his

head in Common Rmm.agi:;n if the
Staff learned that an old boy of his
Form had dropped in at Greyiriars to
thrash him? )

How was he to face the <chool if the
school learned the secret history of that
affernoon’s excrting happenings? _

Prout clun» to the hope of keeping
Widgers dark.

He waved an argry hand at the
crowd. .

“(Zo!" he thundered. *“ Disperse|”

“Really, sirl” said Wingute of the
Sizth. “We came to see what was
happeninz—wo were quite alarmed i

“ﬁgﬂnsemt Go ™

Wingate looked E&st Mr, Prout at
Mr. ({uc!eh and et the breatinless, speech-
less Widpers gasping in the olucches of
ghe TFamousz Five.

“Tan wo holp. sir? he asked, addresa-
inr the Remove master,

“Thank you, Wingate,” said Mr.
Queleh, *“If -vou will kindly help in
r2maving this obstreperons person from
the precineiz of the school—"

t??

“That—that person, sir? Ie told us
that he was an old boy of Greyfriars,”™

said Wingnte, 3
foreed in here,

L1

He has himself :
Wingate, and he must be ejected,” said
BMr. Queleh, “I you will kindly
asslst———"

“Certainly. sie.”

“Jose no time!” boomed Prouot.
He was anziouz to see the last of
Widgers before he cou'd talk too much,
“This instant——"

“QOoocoscogh |¥ purgled the hapless
Widgera. : .

Ha was vanked to his feet. Wingate
and Wynne of the Sixth, and Potter and
Greene of the Fifth, grasped him.

Who he wes, what he was, and why he
was there, nobody understood. But all
understoed thot he was an obstréperous
person whko had kicked up & shindy in &
Gireyfriars Form master’s study. That
was enough.

Harry Wharton & Co. relinguished
him to the semiors.

Wingate and Wynne, FPolfer and
Cireene, ran him out of the Houss, at
a rap?é rate, half-carrving the breath-
less and exhausted old boy of Grey-
friara.

“ Qooooocoogh 1 gasped Bartholomew
Widgors.

That was his oaly remark as he went.

He reached the gates in guick time.
He was dumped down in the road out-
sido. His hat and raincoat were tossed
after him, Gosling slammed the gates
and locked them.

Widgers was left in the rain.

It was a wet, muddy, and broathless
Widgers who picked bimsclf up, and,
giving up for the present any idea of
interviewinz  his old Form master,
trailed avaey wearily to Conrtlield.

Widgors., on tho warpath, had lost the
first round.

THE NINTH CHAFTEH.
Keeping If Dark !

& TROCIOUS I” gasped Prout.
A “ Extroordinary 1" said Mr,

Quelch mld!{;

Harry Wharton & ©Co,
dusty and dishevelled after their strenu-
ous attentions of Bartholomew Widgers,
waited to be dismissed. Billy Bunter
had already sidled out of the study.

“Buch—such conduet!” gasped Prout.

“I cannot fathom the man's motive
in coming here and making a scens,”
said Br. Queleh, his gimlet-eye on tho
Fifth Form master, * Perhaps you are
aequainted with it, Mr, Frout.”

“I prefer not to discuss that—that
ruffian, and his possible motives, sir,”
gasped Prout. * By what right, siz, do
you assume that I am sequainted with
the man's motives "

Harry Wharton & Co. exchanged a

Cimn.

5 They knoew, if Mr. Quelch did not,
that Prout waa guite acquainted with
Bartholomew idgers' motives In
coming to Grepfriars that afternoon.

In tho light of their knowledge
Prout's words certainly scemed to
savour rather of the wisdom of the
serpent than of the innocence of the
dovae,

But Prout, evidently, wished to con-
ceal, if he could, the faot that a former
Yifth Form man of Groyfriars had called
to thrash him. Charitably, the Famous
Five were willing to let him get away
with it if he could.

“I assumo nothing, sir 1™ suapped Mr.
Quelech. “But this man epparently
called to ser you——=" _

“It was vour stndy ho entered, sir—
I happencd to be hore,” said Prout—

(Continued on pape 16.)
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(Continwed from poge 13.)

an answer that savoured still more
strongly of the wisdom of the serpent.

“Obviously, sir, it was you he desired
to sec—hiz words

“1 decline to take any notice of the
words of such a characterl I deocline
to have itk assumed that I have any con-
cern with the wretched ruffian,™

“As you please, sir,” said Mr.
Queleh acidly. “ At all events, the man
is pono now, and I trust we shail sce
no more of him. As for theso boys—"

*“These boys—" repeated Prout,

His eycz turned sharply, almost with
anguizh, on the Famous Five. er-
tainly he had been glad of their
prosenee when  they had  handled
Widgors. But how much had they
guessed? IHow much did they know?

Five innocent faces met his eyes
blandly.

“Bo glad we were able to help, sir,”
said Wharton demurely.

“Yon were sble to help your IForm
master,” said Mr. Prout. “That atre-
eions ruflian treated your Form master
with disrcepect, and you very properly
interfercd.” He turned to Mr. Quelch.
* Possibly, Quelch, the man retsins
somo vindictive recollection of—of the
time when he was a Hemove boy, in

your hands—"

The chums of the BRemova fairly
blinked. Hitherto they had regarded
Prout as an old donkey. They had never
suspected him of being so deep as this.
He was actually trying to make oub
that it was on Henry Samuel Quelch's
account that Widgers had come on the
warpath,

r. Quelch shrugged his shoulders.

“1 nm quite indifferent on that point,
Mr., Prout,” he said, *I hardly think
that the man will venture to repeat his
visit, st sll events. In vwiew of the
assistance these boys gave you—"

“You, sir," said Prout, "It was you
thoy assis A

“Really, Mr, Prout—"

“Really, Mr. Quelch 1™

“In view of the assistance they gave,
at all events,™ said Mr. Queleh tartly,
“I think that the incidents of which you
complained may very well be over-

locked. My boys, you may 2
“Thank ~ you, sir!® ‘sasid Harry
Wharton.

And the Famous Five went,

Mr. Prout lingered.

He believed, he hoped, that he was
done with Widgers! Burely what had
happened would not. encourage that
disagreeatlo person to call sgamn. The
wrateched fellow had happened to be in
Courtficld that afterncon—uo doubt on
the morrow ha would be gone.

He was done with Widgers! All that
remained was to keep Widgers dark—
te hide the awful fact that an old bov
of Greyfriars had called to thrash hiy
old Torm master,

The juniors, Prout could see, suspected
nothing. He was not ao sure about
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2 My,

Quelch,
keen,

“T trust, Quelch, that you have no
idea that that—that person's call had
any spocial roference to me,” said (e
Prout. *I trust you do not think—-"

“ My thoughts are my own, sir,” seaid
uelch,

P'rout breathed hard.

M IE any such thought is in your mind,
sir, L trust may roly upon your
discretion—upon hearing no unthinking
discussion in Common-room——=>"

“1 trust that I am not a man to tattle
in Common-roomn, sirv,” answered MMr.
Queleh acidly, “8o far as I em con-
cerned, the matter is dismissed from
my mind.”

And with that Mr. Prout had to be
content,

He left the study,

Aftor all, Quelch was not a2 man to
tattle. Whatever he thought he was not
the man to spread it all over Common-
room; he was not, in fact, a man like
Prout.

Prout, eatisfied now, tock his way io
his  study. Widgers was gone—
Widgers was done with=—nothing more
would be heard of Widgers; and Grey-
friara would never know that a former
member of Mr. Prout's Form had come
back to Greyirviars to whop Prout.

Probobly—very probably—Mr. Prout
would have felt less satisfied had his
foolsteps taken him to the Rag instead
of to his study.

Herry Wharton & Co. arrived in the
Itag, to dnd a hilarious crowd gathered
in that apartment,

Billy Bunter was the cenire of the
L

Bunter was tallang.

Every fellow at Greyiriars was excited
and curious about what had happened
in Quelzh's study. e sort of s
hooligan had butted in and kicked up
a -.qhmd,?mthat was all the fellows knew
—though there was a rumour about that
the hooligan was an old boy of Grey-
friars,

Bunter was enlightening the iznorant
—shedding light on the darkness
Bunter was the fellow who knew!

The Famous Five would havae said
nothing, Prouf had irritated them that
afternoon; he had locked them out of
the Rag, he had called them on the
carpot ore their Form master,
Nevertheloss, the Famous Five would
have said nothing, taking pity on
Prout. Only too well they understood
how thst lofty gentleman's pompous
dignity would suffer from a revelation
of the wicked intentions of the unspeak-
eble Widgers.

But Billy Bunter had no such ideas.
Bunter loved to be the retailer of news
—especially startling news.

Now he was going strong.

“1 szay, you fellows, it's true! Whar-
ton knows! I tfell you I heard them!
That man Widgers was n Prout’s
Form, and Proub got him turned out of
Creyiriars donkeys' years ago. He said
he would come back and thrash
Prout—="

“Ha, Ya, ha!™

“He came back today to thrash
Prout—-* =

“Ha, ha, ha ™

“It was just rotten luck that Prout
was in Queleh’s study, and Quelchy
interferad. Ile was going to thrash
Prout—="*

“Ha, ha, ha!” yelled the juniors.

“1 say, you fellows, isn't it sof”
gqueaked Punter, as he sighted the
Famous Five coming in. * Didn't that
man Widgers ecome here to thrash
Prout: 2

Quelch was  uncomfortably

THE MAGNET
“Shut up, vou fat ass!™ said Harey
Wharton.

“Oh, really, Wharton—"

“Is it true?” asked the Bounder, “Is
that what Bunter heard at your keyhole
tlis afternoon 7

Y1 say, you fellows—

‘Give us the news, you men!”
chuckled Skinner, “Is” that man
Widgers really an old boy, and did ha
como back to wallop Prout?”

Congh it up, Wharton, if you
kn‘?vgl” sald the Bounder, langhing,

n_I'-'EE.L you fellows——*

‘Tell us all about it, old bean," ex-
claimed Peter Todd,

:I say, you fellows——>

Beiter ask Prout, if you want to
EEI'.LCI-T‘F’,.”,E!'LId the eaplain of the Remove,

E"‘rﬁuts the man who Lnows.”

. 20h, really, Wharton]! You know
Jolly well you know—*

:Ehut up, Buntar”

Look here, has Bunter it
siraight?” demanded Skinner. “ﬁgei:hnt
man named Widgers, and is he really a
man whoe used te be in Prout’s Form,
and did he come back to whip Prount?”

“They jolly well know—" roared
Bgnte:—.

‘Bpeak  up!™ chuckled Herbort
Vernon-Smith.

But Harry Wharton & Co. declined to
tpeak up.  They strolled out of the Rag
u?um, without satisfring the curiosity
of the excited juniors.

But it really did mnot matter much
whether they spoke or mnot. Billy
Bunler was going stromg. He had
heard the whole story et the keyhole of
Study No. 1 that afterncon, and he re-
lated it all, and a little over; for a
story always grew in the telling, when
Billy Bunter told it,

Juniors in the Rag roared over it. It
spread fo seniori—it was talked of im
tha Fifth Form games-study; it was
whisperced in the prefects’ room, whera
the high and mighty Sixth most did
congregate,

It reached Mastery’ Common-room,
and gave that apartment a sort of
electric shock, Never had Common-
room had such a delightful tithit to
disouss.

some of the masters remembered
Widgers as a Greyiriars boy. All wers

lad to hear of him agsin. Hacker and

apper and Twige and most of tho staff
fairly revelled in this

Mr. Prout, in his study, waz under
the happy delusion that Widgers was
being kept dark. The scoundrel would
never dare show his face at the school
again; nobody knew why he had called,
the whole wretched ang ignoble affair
would pass into oblivion.

That was Prout's view—whila from
end to end of Greyfriars, in every Form,
in every master’s study, it was known
that Widgers of the Fifth had come to
Gireyiriars to thrash Prout,

e
THE TENTH CHAPTER.
Sticking fo It |

R. CAPPER, master of the
M Fourth, tspped at Prout's
stady door.

He opened it, and glarced
around the room.

Prout was sitting at his table, having
just Onished tea,

Generally, Prool tea'd in Common-
room with the stzff. On this especial
afternoon he had preferred to tes in
the secluzion of hiz own siudy.

“My dear Prout!” said Capper
amiably.

FProut changed an angry glare into &
friendly smile as quickly as he could,



EVERY SATURDAY

He did not want to sce Capper. He
did not wantk to sce anvbody., For the
present, ho preferred to understudy the
Hower that blushed unseen. He desired

ta avoid the Fuhlic cve, until ithe pain-
ful episode of tho afternoon had n
forgotten a little. Nobody knew the

facts—Prout =till believed that nobody
knew the facts. But he did not want to
join_in any discussion of the pecubiar
incidont.

“Pray step in, Capper ™ said Prout,
with a ghastly assumption of his usual
cheery, chatty manner, He was not
feeling cheery, or even chatty.

Mr. Capper stepped in. :

There was a sympathetic cxpression
on Capper’s mild face. Many a time
had mild Mr. Capper been overborne
in Common-room by the mer]::nurinig
Prout. Many a time had he listened,
inwapdly writhing, to ponderous advice
on the conduct of his Form. Now it
was Mr. Capper’s turn, and he had eome
to Prout’s study to show sympathy—
barbed s].'mg:r.t.h;,-. ]

Perhaps Capper did not realise that
he had come there to torment Prout.
Perhaps he really  felt svmpathetic.
Perhaps he did not realise that sym.-
pathy, on such a subject. was the surest
way to make Prout wriihe.

‘l;";nur, determined to act as if matters
wero normal, as if he was not at all dis-
turbed, waved Capper to the armehair,

Capper sat down in the armechair.

It was the first timoe that armchair
had been sat in since Harry Wharton
had attended to it earlier in the after
noQor,

Prout had walked about the study
till his tea wasz brought in, then he had
sat down to tea at the table, Ile had
not even glanced at the armchair. He
was guite unaware of the gum,

So was Capper! "

Mr. Capper sat down comfortably in
the deep, easy-chair. IIis scholastic
gown immediately began te seak up
gum. Capper, for the present, re-
mained happily unconseious of it

Prout turned his chair round from the
table, end faced Canpper. With an
offort to drive troublesome reflections
from hizs mind he proceeded to chat,

He began on the weather. Capper
switchod the subject off to the strange
cpisode in Queleh’'s study. Prout
switched it back to the weather, Capper
asked him if he had any clear recollee-
tion of o bey named Widgers who had
onee been in his Form, Prout answerod
that he had a very indistinet rocollee-
tion of snch a boy, and turned the sub-
jeet to old boys im general,

For quite a long time the two
masters attacked and parried, as it
wore, Capper continnally bringing n
Widgers, and Prout as continually dis-
intssing the fopie of Widgers,

Tf Capper had haed any doubt of the
truth of the story that was now buzzing
through the zchool, and being excitedly

tlizeugsed in  Common-room, Prout's
cevident distaste for the subject of
Widgers would have banished that
doubt,

Lapper was not to be hafled,

Ilo bad comeo there to sympathise with
Prout, and he was going to sympathise
with him.

ITe came out into the open, as it were,
ab last, after prolonged fencing.

“A shacking occurronce, Prout,
gnitl, shaling his head.

i "'ir’trr{-f unplenﬁmm wmelead far Ar.
Queleh,” said Prout, still parrying.
“The fellow actually raized his hand o
him. HMad not some boys of hia Farm
been  present, I really think Quelch
would have been roughly hendled.™

ha

“1 remember the boy Widgers when
he was in my Form——"

“No doubt. Fortunately, such old
bove of Greylriors are rarve. Speaking
of old boys, I met, during the last vaca-
onp——>**

“Very rare, indecd,” said Capper.
“An old boy nursing a grudge against
& Form master—""

Prout's heart stood almaost still.

“You refor io My, Queleh?™ he athoed
faintly. :

“MNot at all! It seemns that this man
Widgoers ealled to see you, my dear
Prout. And his intenlions——"

Prout knew now that Capper knew,

“His intentions,” pursued Capper, *1
can ooly characterise as ulterly mde-
fenzible, The mere suggestion of inflict-
ing chastizement upon o former master
at lis sehool—"

Prout suppressed a groan,

“The man is absolniely outzide the
pale,” gaid Mr. Capper. "1 remember
that, when he left, yoars ago, there was
some tall: of cortain wild words he had
uttered—no  doubt you  remoember,
Prout——"

“1 remember nothing of the kind!™
gasped Prout.

“Ma doubt you dismissed the matter
from your mind, as unworthy of atten-
tion, as indecd it was,” smid Capper.
“ A threat to refurn to the school at a
later dato  to  chastize a  Form
master—"

“Mv. Capper ! .

“8uneh words were absolutely inexeus-
able,” said Capper. “ Believe me,
Prout, 1 sympathise deeply in this un-
fortunate, this digiressing state  of
affairs. That an old bey of Greyiriars
should actually come to the school to
carry out such an ntention-——>",

“1 sec no reason why you should sup-
pose—">" ; T
“1t is painful, indeed, humiliating,
eaid Mr. Capper sadly. “It places you
in a very unhappy position, my dear

fellow.”

Prout pasped. Capper was alinost
openl loating now.

e Egilﬁng of the kind " gasped Prout.
“ Tf—if you have heard any ridiculous
rumonr of thiz kind, Capper, 1 advise
vou to dismiss such absurd nonsenze
from your mind.” t

“Then the story is unfonnded?’ ex-
claimed Mr. Capper heartily., "I awm
delighted to hear it.  With your
authority, Prout, I will immediately
centradiet it in Common-roeom.”

“ff—=if Queleh says—"
Prout.

«§ have heard nothing from Qucleh.
The story appoars to be over the whole
zehiool, The staff have all heard it.”

1] Dh. 1.”'

“Phe boys are discussing it——"

“(h 1

“It appears to be
Greviriars at

gazpod

the single lopie at
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“Lel-laughing 1" gurgled Prout.

“ Although far from desiring to inter-
vene in another men's Form, Frout, 1
took it upon myself to chide them,™ suid
Capper. "I pointed out to them that
tb was by ne means a laughing matter
that & hoy formerly in the Fifth Form
should have come here with tho cxpress
iniention of whopping, as they called it
his old Form master—""

Frout jumped up.

There was & limit to human endur-
anco, amnd ho mfrld stand no more of
Capper's symipathy.

1 Ipeam rather busy, Capper; T must
ask you to cxcuse me—" pasped Prout.
* Another time——"

“Certainly I"* said Capper. ™ The fact
iz I only called in to express my sym-
pathy—my decp sympathy—"

He rose from the armchair,

At all events, he started to rize.  Buk
a3 he had now been scated in the gum
nearly an hour, that adhesive substance
had had plenty of time to attach itself
affectionately to his gown.

Capper half-rose and sat down again
mquite suddenly,

“"Why, what—what?"’ he ejaculated.

It scemed to the amazed Fourth Form
mister that an unseen hand had plecked
him back as he tried to rise from the
urmehnair,

“TTpon my  word " ejaculated Mr.
Capper,  “What—what——"

He half rose again,

Alr, Prout stared at lnm. Capper,
hali-up. plumped back aguin, with an
expression of witer bewilderment on his
face,
“What
Prout.

“I—I hardly know. I—T appecar to be
—to be adhering to the—the seat of tho
chair I stuttered Capper.  * Was—was
there anvthing of a sticky—of an adhe-
sive nature in this chair, Prout?"’

“Absurd 1" . ;

Up came Capper again with a jeck.
This time ho eseaped from the sticky
embrace of the armchair. Dot the toil
of hiz gown still adhered, and the chaip
ratled aleng on its castors alter AMp
Capper, .

Mr. Copper jumped almost cloar of
thae floar,

He had seb in many armchairs in his
time, but he had never known one to
pursne him like this when be rose frem
it.

“Bless my soul!™ gasped Capper.
"What—what—what—=" " ¢ stared
round with hewildered ayes at the chair
trundhing behind him.

Prout stared at him. At that moment
Mr. Capper bore an absurd resemblanco
to & dog chazing its tail.

“Really, Capper!™
Fifth Warm mastor.

“T am sticking to your chair, Prout 1"
shirieked Canpor,

(Condinutd an nexd pogd)

is the matier? snapped

exclaimed thoe

present,” sapd Mr,
Cupper  agrecably,
“71 hear it at overy
corner. As I came
here o number aof
innmiors  woroc  say-
'jn ISR -

“(dh 1M

“PThat Widgers
had come back fo
whop Prout,” said
Mr. Capper inexaor-
ably,  *That was
the pxpression wvsed
—ia whop Pront 1"

Prout snppresscd
another groan.

“Somo Fifth
Tarm  Lovs woers
fanghing—-—"  con.
tinmed e, Capper,

tahle,
pay
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* Wonsonee 1

"%::?E'Il}{ for yourself I howled Capper.

;ﬂhﬁtﬁxg;r gave @ terrifie wrencly,
and the gown came away at last. It
parted ill'um the gummy seal of the
chair with & spsp.

“Upon my 1]-?:-:& [** gasped Capper.
“This conduct, Lrout—"

“Comeluct ! What conduct?’ hooted
Prout. : -
“Such a foolish prank—

“ What, what!” o ]

“Head I not been the victim of this
trick I could mever have helieved 2
mombor of Dr, Lockd's staff capable of
auch—such childish foolery i hooted
Capper. ]

J{}El: in great indigmation Capper
whisked out of the study, bolding tho
guminy tail of his gown in his hand.

DProut stared after him, Ie stared
into the srmchair. He detected the
romains of the gum—most of which had
been soaked up by Capper’s gown.

“ Bless my soul I'* said Prout.

He grinned. ;

Bome person or persens unknown evi-
dently had played this trick for Prout’s
bonofit. ‘apper, in his sympathetic
visit, had Eﬂt tho benefit instead of
Prout. Terhaps Prout considered that
this was what Capper deserved for his
sympathy; for, instead of being shocked
ond paincd as he ought to have been,
he grinnoed. . 2

r. Capper did not grin.  Capper
was bristling with indignation when he
got back to Common-room. 1

There ho displayed the gummy tail of
his gown to the shocked and surprised
members of the stafl.

. “Can you beheve it?" ﬁqsppd Capper.

“Such a trick--such a childish prank!
Unworthy even of & thoughtless boy 1n
the Third Form 1" o

“Amazing I apid Mr. Wiggins.

“Extraordinary {" said Mr. Twigg.

“Pront must bo vory much anneyed,
said Mr, Iacker, “He is placed in &
very painful position—a very humiliat-
ing position! I am not surprised that
he is annoved, But a prank like this
is ¥§ :

And the masters shook their heads
over it with the solemnity of a gather-
ing of owls. Such a prank on the Eart
of a genior Form mmaster of & school
like Groviriars was indecd amazing and
extraordinary.

= e

THE ELEVENTH CHAPTER.
Too Much Wlﬁgam_:

13 IDGERS ™
W That name caught Mr.
Prout's ear as hLe came

along to his Form-room
the following murnin?. 1 ‘

Colkor of the Tifth, standing with
other Fifth Form men at the Form-room
door waiting for Prout, uttered the
name. .

Some of the seniors laughed.

Prout's face was not good-tempered
that morning. Somehow the true story
of Widgers was known all over the
school.

It really was Prout's own fanlt, Had
he not Lutted in the previous day_and
locked the Famous Five out of the Rag,
Iarry Wharton certainly nover would
Lhave visiled his stedy with o bottle of
gum. Had ret Wharton heen cornered
in the shady on his pumming expedition
he never would have heard that talk
on the telephone, which cortainly he had
not wanted to hear, Ilad he not heard
it e never could have told it o his
friondz in Study No. 1 as a sereaming
joke,  ITnd ho net feld it £o his friends

illy Bunter never could have spread

Titz Macuer Lispary,—No. 1,237,

it all over Greyfriars after deriving
knowledge of it through the keyhole.
It was o miost unfortunate sequence of
events, but there was no doubk that
Prout had started 1t by butting in that

rainy afternoon where he had no
busineoss, ‘
But whoever's fault it was, the

damage was done. All Greyiriars buzzed
with the name of Widgers; it had even
reached the headmaster. From Dr.
Locke down to the smallest and inkiest
fag in the Sccond YForm all Greyiriars
knew about Widgers, once of the Fifth,
who had carried out his threat {0 come
back to the school and whug Frout.

Ho had not whopped Prout. That
awful culmination had been avoided.
But he had come back intending to do it.

Greyfrinrs was not likely soon to for-
get Widgers, once of the Fiftht ;

Mr, Prout, who was fond of elassital
lﬂ%&. no  doubt murmured ©Horresco
reforens ' when he thought of Widpgers.
But most of Greyiriars looked on the un-
speakable Widgers as a joke, a merry
jest, a roal shrick.

Coker of the Fifth was [:Zrinning as ho
montioned the name. The Fifth-Formers
langhed as it was uttered.

Prout frowned portentously,

"Widgers repeated Coker.
“Widgers, from what I hear—"

“"Ware Leaks ! murmured Potter of
the Fifth, spoiting Mr. Prout coming up
the passage like a thundercloud. )

And Coker was silent, and the smiles
faded from the faces of the TFifth.
Prout's expression told that it was no
time for smiling.

Pront, affecting to have heard nothing,
opened the Form-room door and let in
hiz Form. ‘The Fifth took their places
with great gravity. -

Coker lind Prout's special sttention
that morning.

Prout, of course, could not pumsh
Coker for having ubtered a nomo that
waz on overy lip at Greviriars, But he
could punizh him for being slock and
stupid and argumeatative. And he did.

That morning with Pront almost
turned Horare Coker's hair groy,

Other fellows came in for the acid
ﬁﬂ%ﬂ of Prout's tongue. Nobody in the
Fifth had o pleassnt morning. Indeed,
Prout zeemed deftormined to make the

resent Fifth.-feel as Widgers in the past

ad felt towards his Porm master.
Prout, vsually genial and pompous, waos
angry and irrvitable and suspictous.
The slightest smile was enough to get
hiz rag out; ho concluded at once that
if a fellow smiled that fellow was think-
ing of Wideors, It was not a happy
morning in the Fifth Form room.

“Wy hat!” sad Coker, with a deep
breath, when the Fifth were dismizsed
pl last. "My hat! T wish Widgera
had got away with it yesterday I

“What-ho 1" murmured Grecne.

“Tf DProut keops on like this,” said
Coker, "there's somebody in the Tifth
who will whop him without waiting to
beeome an old bow 'Y

Which dark threat expressed Coker's
feclings, though not perhaps his serious
intentions.

At dinner AMr. Prout sot with a face
as expressionless a: he could make it,
affecting not to notice that cyes were
twrned on him from every table in Hall.

Even from the high table where the
Sixth Forim prefects sab, glances turned
on Pront. and he was aware that Loder
of the Bizth whizpesed te Walker, and
that Walker whispered 1o Carne, and
that all three prinned,

Billy Tunter. ak the Remove table,
turned his speetacles eaniinually on the
Fifrh Form master, grinning.

Mr. Proat was well aware of it, and
of many oiler disagrecabla ineidonts.

THE MAGNET

“I say, wvou fellows,” murmured
E“ﬁltﬁn “old Yrout looks awfully
GO .

* Bunter I said Mr. Quelch, in a deep
volce,

“Oh ™ gasped Bunter, blinking round
at his Form master at the head of the
Remaove table, *I—I didn’t speak, sit.™

“Take & hundred limes, Bonter!”
snapped Mr. Quelch.

“h, really, sir ! gasped Bunter., 1
—I didn’t speak, sir! I never cvon
opened my lips! I only said that Prout
was looking sick. sir.”

“Take two hurdred line:, Bunter,™

-‘E’{:.h i.ﬂr:l !l:l

After which Billy Bunter ccased to
grin.

Mr, Prout left Hall as soon as he
could. He did not approach Common-
room. He did not stop any other
master for a chat. Ilo did not seek to
l_m'm%]g any other member of the staff
into his study for a wpleasant talk.
Prout, for the present, was abandoning
all his usual manners and customs,

He walked in the guad and selecled
a auiet walk under the elms where he
was secluded from the publie gaze,

Prout had always filled a rather pro-
minent place in the public cve at Groy-
frinrs, though not perhaps s6 prominent
as he had supposed. g had alwavs
liked it. Now, however, he seemed to
be cultivating a coy rotivement. The
spotlight, for once, was not what he
wanted.

He wanted {o aveid smiline glances

and the bitter sympathy of Lis col-
leagues. e wanted Widgers to be
forgotien.

The man Lhimself was gone.  That was
s0 much te the good.

Dr, Locke, groatly zeandalized by the
procecdings of Widgers, had gof in toush
with the Courtfield police station that
morntng, prepared to take any neocs-
sary measures to provent a renctition of
Widgers' visit to the school.

The direst penalties of the low wore
to fall upon Bartholomew Widgors if he
venturgd to repeat hiz performance,

BEut the MHead learned, gproatlr to his
relief, from Inspecior Grimes, that a
gentleman of the name of B. Widgers,
who had staved for a day at the Court-
fisld Hotel, had left overnight,

He had goune, withou! walting 1o be
warned off by the pelice, or (o incur
the dire penalties of tho law,

Prout fervently hoped that he wos
ane: for good. He ferventiy hoped that
its visit would soon bo forgotten. EHope
springs elfernal in the human breast.

“Widgers !

The name suddonly, caught Me. Prout's
enr ot he paced gloomily under the
elms.

He =pun round.

Temple, Dabney & Co. of the Fourth
were atmiling under the (rees, idly kick-
ing away fallen leaves aond chatting.
The name that reached Mr. Prout’s ear
revealed the subjcct of their chat.

The glare that Prout hestowed on
the Fourth-Formers caused Temple &
Co. to cease their chat and depart hastily
from the spot. But from a distance,
as they went, 'rout heard the sound of
a langh.

Breathing hard and  deep, Prout
walked away ftowards the House.

He pnssed Wingate and Gwynne of
the SBixth. and noted that ther wero

smiline., Heo passed them lilke a thoudoer-
cloud.

MNear {he steps of the House {wo
Remove fellows were gtanding.  They

wore arry Wharton and Bob Cherry.

They had their backs to I'rovt, and
did not see him enming. Ho naturally
he heard what thevy wore savinge as he
camc along.
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“Poor old Proat!”
was Dol Cherry's
remark.

“It's rather a
shame 1" said Harrv.
“I hear that he's
ﬁiven the Fifth a
igh old time in
Form this morning.'”

“I fancy he's made
them feel like =&
whola erowad of
Widgerses [ Boly
chuckled.

“Ha, ha, hal®

Prout erimsoned
with wrath.

This Wwas the wa
thesa disvespectin
young rascals talked !
of him, and that
offensive,  former
member of his Form !

T_'mut.’a wrath
boiled over.

He made a stride " -
at the two juniors
and grabbed them by
their collars. Whar-
ton and Bob Cherry
spun round in
gtartled amazement.

“Oh erumhbs|®
gasped Bob.,

0w | Loggo 1™
ojaculated Wharton,
“What——"

Bang |

Two youthful heads
came together with a
loud concussion.

Two simultaneous
yells rang across the
quadrangle,

“¥ooooo

“Yaroo

Apparently finding
solacs in ik, Prout
banged their heads
SEAlN.

Bang 1

“He, he, he!” came from BRBilly
Bunter, blinking out of the doorway
through his hig spectacles, “1I say, you
fellows, look! MHe, he, hel’”?

“Leggo|"” roared Bob Cherry, furi-
ously strugﬁlmg in Prout’s grasp.

‘ti‘!
1.’]

Splash 1

“Leggo, wi ouf 'Tain’t my fault
Wi e:; ieama ere to whop you.”
aa

Frout let go; but he smacked Bob's
head with a mighty smack, Bob
Cherry sat down in the quad,

“ Ooooooooh 1" he gasped.

Prout swept into the House,

“0Oh crumba” gasped Wharton,

Bob Cherry staggered to his feet,
Hia face was crimson, his eyes gleam-
ing. He made a rush towards the steps,
and Wharton caught his arm in time.

“Held an, old chap—"

“Think I'm going to have my head
emacked 1" bellowed Bob,
“Hold on ™

The other members of the Co. came
running up, and Bob was restrained by
main force. Frout was hopelessly
in the wrong: but obviously it was not
judicicus for a Lower Fourth man to go
after the master of the Ilifth and tell
him what he thought of him,

Bob, fuming with wrath, was led sway,
geolly but fGrmly, by his chams.

THE TWELFTH CHAPTER.
i Six " for Six !

L SAY, you fellows—"?
E “You fat vallaan I
“{h, rca!]_f,i Wharton—"
"Ymiéwrnmlﬂus porpoizs [
“Oh, really, hnrrfp——”
“Bag him ! groewled Johnny Bull

l% O A o

In such a downiall of rain there were bound 1o be pu

them I

Billy Bunter jumped back in alarm.

It was after class that day, and the
FFamous Five of the Remove were look-
in% for William George Bunter,

hoy found him—or, rather, he found
them—under the elms. Billy Bunter had
been disappointed about a postal order
—not for the first time in his life—and

was looking for the chums of the
Remove in-the hope of raising a little
loan. But Bunter did not raise the loan
—he was not cven able to reise the
subject.

“ Here, no larks!" exclaimed Bunter,
eveing the chums of the Remove warily
through his big spectacles. “I sa i

“¥You've suid too much already, von
fat sweep 1” said Wharton, *“ Mow you'ro
%ai;;gnm ot toco. Got the fives bat,

o

“Here yon are |

Harry Wharton and Bob Cherry were
feeling  sore, literally s well a3
firuratively.

Wheir heads had been ban od logether,
and Bolb's had boen Emache-:% in addition,
Thaut sort of thing was not to be tolerated
by the heroca of the Remove, and they
wero strongly tempted to “rag '’ Prout
in_retaliation.

But ragging a Form master was nat
an casy business, and, after disenssion,
the chums of the Remove aprocd that
it was really Bunter's fault that Prout
was groing about like a bear with a sore
head, But for Bunler's prying and spy-
v, and iasihing and bablblines, the name
of Widgers wonld not have been ccho-
ine in overy corner of the school, and
Prout wounld not have been smacking
fellows' heads.

It was Dunier wha had eanzed all
the mischicl, and the chions of (lic

e ] £
e, =
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i

Widger s reply to Gosling was {o shove him, and the old school dpurr.e: staggered and sat down.

dles, and Gosling sat In one o

““ Ooooock ! Groooogh ! ** he gurgled,

Remove agreed that it was time thab
Bunter had s lesson about his keyhole
methode of acquiring information that
did not concern him. And they agreed
that the required lesson could not be
conveyed better thon by a vigorous
application of a fives bat to his tight
trousers.

Billy Bunter, quite unconscious of
that need of a lesson, had no desire
whatever to receive it ;

He made another backward jurap.

“1 say, you fellows, wharrer you ge -
ting your rag out for?” he demanded.
“If this is what you call gratitude
after I shaved all your wives—I mean
saved’ all your lives on that trip to
Afripa—="

“You fat sweep, you've got the [at
into the fire by vyour prring and
tattling,” said the captain of the
Reomove. “Bend over and take what
yvou've asked for !

“Why you—you beast!” Bunter
made another kangaroo-like hop. 1
say, keep off! "Tamn't my fault Prout
smacked wyour heads! You shouldn't
stand itl I wouldn's!®

“Collar  him!” cxclaimed Trank
}Eug;enh

* Reoast 1™

“The whackfulness is the proper
caper, my estecmed, disgusting Buanter,
seidd Hurree Jameet Ham Singh. " The
spyiulnesa and the jawfulness are too
terrific !

* After him ! yelled Bob Cherry.

Billy Bunter turned and fed,

It was not often that William George
Punter moved rapidly. But with five
wyathful juniors and a fives bat behind
him. Bunter could put on specd.

Tue Macxer Liseary.~—XNo. 1,230
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He went down the path under the
elms like a charging rhinocoros.

After him whooped the Famous
Five.

“Stop, you fat villain|”

“Stap, you benighted porpoise!”
"Gﬂlﬂnr him " .
“Ow! Wow! Oh crikey!” gasped

Bunter, and he redoubled his efforts as
the pursuing footsteps drew closer
behind him,

It was sheer ill-luck that Mr. Prout,
onee more sseking solitude, turned into
the path under the old elms st that
moment.

He met Bunter in full career,

Crash !

Bunter was going too fast to stng
Prout did not see Eim till he crashed.

The fattest fellow at Greyiriara
landed with & terrific concussion on
the best-filled waistcoat on the staff.

¥ Good gad!” gurgled Prout.
dﬂHB staggered back gasping, and sat

wh,

Billy Bunter sat down simultaneously.

The Famous Five, racing on behind,
wera close on Bunter. nfortunately
they wera too olose and going too fast
to stop m time. They strewed them-
solves over Bunter and over Mr. Prout.

“(Oh, my hat!”

“0h, Jerusalem !

“Yarooch] Gerroffl E:iﬁ_t Yooop!
. You're squish-squish-sguashing me!

Yarocoooooop I” yelled Bunter.

“Povs!” thundered Prout. *“DBoys!
How dare you "

Harry Wharton & Co. scrambled ug.
Prout glared at them with a deadl
eyo. Already those cheery youths ha
incurred hiz wrath, end since the visit
of Bartholomew Widgers, Prout’s wrath
was always on the boil, It boiled over.

“Ow! Keep them off!" yelled
Bunter. “I won't be battered! I say,
keep them off ! Help!”

““How dare you!'' thundered Frout.
“Groogh! (Good gad! Cooooocooh !

“Jt was quite an accident, air I gasped

harton.

“You may explain that to your
Form master | I shall take you to Mr.
Quelch at once! Come with mel”
thundered Prout.

“Oh erumbs ¥

Billy Bunter eat snd gasped.

With a thunderous brow, Mr. FProut
picked up his portly person from the
aarth.

“Follow me ' he gurgled. .

“It really waa an accident, sir!"
gasped Bob Cherry.

"Follow me! Bunter, get up at onca
and follow me ! boomed Prout,

" Oh crji:f:’;;! I—Idmr!u;t! baI_I ﬁsﬂ't
move, &ir gaspe unter. Iy
nﬁn]c'é broken—

“What?™

“I—]1 mean my leg—yarooocch !
roared Bunter, as Prout, affixing a
finger and thumb to & fob ear, assisted
him to rise. Runter found that he could
get up, and quite quickly.

x ha.gless juniors trailed after
Prout to the Housa. They trailed after
him to Mr. Quelch's study.

Mr, Quelch, busy correcting papers
for hisQF-:rrr_n. Jocked up with secarce-
suppressed irritation g8 Mr. Irout

presented himself with his Hock.

“What—-" bepan the Remove
master.

Prout waved a plump hand at the
dismayed delinquents.

“These boys, sir—these boys of your

Form—these young ruffians—"
:_'Rm!l:,r, r Erﬂ“ﬁ—'-;—"ﬂ

I repeat it,  pir—these young
raffians " boomed Prout. “I have

heen knocked over—charged over—
Tae Macrer Liemany,.—No. 1,237,
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hurled to the sarth sif—fdaliberntely
—maliciously, sip——>"
w“lf- was an  accident [

“A terrific and lamentable accident,
estecomed gir!”

“We couldn't help—"

“We never gaw—""

“How dare you tell these palpable
untruths 7" boomed Prout.

FProut, in a more reasonabls mood,
would doubtless have realised that the
whole hapless affair +was sn_acciden
that six Remove fcllows really woul
not have charged over a Form master
and sprawled on him if they could
bave helped it. But Prout was not in
& reasolable mood. Prout was in a
state of irritated nerves, caused b
Widgers, and the hapless juniors ha
to_suffer for the sing of Widgers.

Prout fairly boomed with wrath.

“Mr, Quelch! I refuse to listen to
the prevarications of these impudent
juniors] JI—="

“We're not prevaricating!” hooted
Johany Bull. “It was an accident, and
you jolly well know it wasl”

Prout gurgled.

“Bull! Be silent!’ exclaimed Mr.
Quelch, He rose, and picked up his
cane. “*If this occurrence was an
accident, it was such an accident a3
should not be allowed to occur. I shall
cane you all severely!™

“I—1 say, sir, it—it wasn't me!”
gasped Bunter, "Those beasts were
after me with & fives bat when J
bunged into Prout’s bread-basket——"

“What? What? What expressions
are these ! Bunter, bend over that chair
at once "

" Dh l“r! III

What followed was
painiul |

Six juniors “bent over,” one after
another. Bix whacks descended upon
cach in turn, And when the infliction
was over, 8ix_ hapless wvictims trailed
drearily away from Mr. Quelch's study,
feeling that life—for the present, at
least—was hardly worth living.

gasped

painful—very

THE THIRTEENTH CHAPTER.
Bob Cherry’s Brainwave !
£ HAT about Widgersi”
“(Qh, rot! ow |
“Wowl Wow!™
] Bob Cherry asked the
question, but only sounds woe
l_imawamfl him. The Famous Five were
in Study No, 1, whither they had
retired to recuperate, at It were.

Bob was the first to show nigns
recovery. It had boen a severe ™six.’?
My, Quelech had not run the risk of
spoiling the Removites by sparing the
rod. He had, in fact, laid it on not
wisely but too well. TFive juniors
wr:ggled with anguish, and breathed
'l'f‘ﬂ.lt '

Their wrath was not directed against
%tq]ch.* uclech really had had no
choice 1o Ehe matier. Prout was the
offender. And the Famous Five, just
then, were feeling that a proper
punishment for Prout would have been
gun:}fthmg lingering, with boiling oil
in it

“But what about Widgers?” repeated

Baob,
“0Oh, hother Widgers!” pgroaned

of

Nugent. “It's Widgers who has turned
old Prout into a ferocious old
cannibal! Oh! Owl! Wow!"

“I jolly well wish Widgers would blow
in again |* mumbled Johnny Bull. * We
jolly well wouldn’t stop him next time |

“ Wouldn't I like to see him whopping
Prout ! sighed Nugent.

"Wouldn't I
Wharton.

“The likefulncss would be terrific!®
groaned Hurree Jamset Ram Singh.

“That's what I was thinking,” said

“0h, rot! Wi:]f,'&:ﬂ 1% ng "
growled Johnny Bull, “He doesn't
want to be m_ﬂil?eﬂ up and chucked out
again, bother him| I wish he'd come
buﬂck end whop Prout! But he won't[”

*‘But I think—"

“Oh, rot! Owl"

“Wow, wow 1

“Give a chap a chance to speak]”
urged Bob., “It's a jape, old beans |

“Oh, who wants japes now? Owl”

A jape on Pront—"

FWell, give it a namel” said Harry,
slightly interested at last. Anything up
against Prout was of interest to the
suffering juniors,

“We're not standing this,” said Bob.
“Wo stood by old Prout when his pre-
cious old boy was here—and he thanks
us by .bzr-ngmgi our heads together, and
smm_:.l::::f a fellow's napper, and gotting
us licked ! Hs jolly well knew it was an
sccident, bowling him over under tha
elmg, and he made out that we were tell-

crammera! We're not sitting down
gquietly under this*

“Ow!l Wowl” girunned Johony Bull,
“I'm nof, anyhow! I don't want to sit
down again for a week!”

" The sit-downfulness ia pr
painful !* mumbled Hurres Singh.

* Well, we're going to make Prout sit
up!” said Bob determinedly. “He's
got to have itl”

“How, fathead? Are you suggesting
calling on him, and giving him six,
same as Quelch gave uwsi" demanded
Johnny Bull, with crushing sarcasm.

Bob Cherry nodded,

" Yes,"” ho answered.

€L Eh?n

“What 1*

Bob Cherry's chums stared at him

blankly. ocker 27 Lo
i ag

“Gone off your
Wharton.

“Y tell you it’s a jape, fathead!”
 “Well, if giving @ senior Form master
BIX 12 & Jape, you can call it off, you ass|
Weér;a not going to ask the Head for the
enck.”

“Thé sackiulness would be terrifie I”

just " said  Haorry

ously

“Not if Prout thought it +was
Widﬁm 1" said Bob,
i ?\."J

“I1've been thinking it out while you
fellows have been mosmning and groaa-
ing " explained Bob.

“(Oh, don't be on sss! What do you
mean "

“If you mesn anvthing!™ added
Nugent. “Ow! Wow "

“ Hacker’s gone out,” said Bob.

“Blow Hacker 1*

“1 mean, as ha's gone out, we can use
his telephone—*

“Blow his telephone ™

“And talk to Prout—"

“Blow Prout!”

" And tell him—"

“Ratas ™

Bob Cherry grinned.

“Well, I'm going to talk to Prout”
he said, “You fellows ¢an go cn groan-
ing whils I'm gone”

And Bob opened the door of Study
No, 1.

“ Here, hold on ™ pxelaimed Wharton,
in alarm.

“ Follow on, old beans,” answered Tlob.
“It will do you good to hear me talk to
Prout on the phone™

“But, lock here—"

Bubt Bob Cherry did not *look there.”
He walked down the Femove pamsage to

(Continued on page 22.)
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WIDGERS ON THE WARPATH!

{Continued from poge 20.)
the stairs, and the Co,, rather alarmed,

followed him.

“Look here, Bob—" called out
Nugent.

“Follow on!” called back Bob
cheerily, And as thero was evidently

nothing to be done but to follow on, the
Co. followed.

As Mr, Hacker, the master of the
Shell, was gone gut, it was not difficult
to dodge into his study. Bob Cherry
crossed to the telephone, and Wharton
bastily shut the study door.

“ Bob, old man—— he urged.

“Lend meé your jolly old ears
answered Bob.

Heo took the receiver from the hooks
and asked the exchange for Mr. Prout's
number.

The Co. exchanged rather hopeless
glance, Bob Cherry, evidently, had
taken the bit between his teeth, and it
was useless to ergue. They only won-
dered what was going to happen next,

“ Hallo ¥ Bnlf Cherry spoke into the
transmitter in & deep, husky voice,
which sounded as if he had a bad cold
"If%ﬂﬂ IEIE {,hat Pmuli:,l?"f i .

poaking 1" came the fruity vowce o
t-hﬁ master of tho Fifth.. i

p %ir:t ima sre agaln, Pompey

* Forgotten Widgers, old fat bean?”

" YWidgers”

“W-I-D-G-E-R-8—Widgers !” spelt out
Bob,. “Have you forgotten, then, so
soon, my podgy old tulipi”

" Rascal ! Prout’s voice, booming
from the telephone, was audible to all
the juniors in Hacker's study. * Ruffan!
I do not recognise wyour voice, bubt I
recognise your impudence! Rogue!”

“You talk too much, Pompeyl Give
& fellow 2 chance to speak ! barked Beb
into the traunsmitter,

“Oh, my hat 1” murmured Wharton.

The Co. gazed on, almost speechless,
while Bob talked to Mr. Frout, & few
studies away.

Had Prout q:ur:ssﬂd how near his inter-
tocutor wae, certainly he would not have
remeined i1n hia own quarters. He
would have come along the passage at
aebout 70 m.p,h,, with his hefticst cane in
hiz hand. But Prout did not guess. Hea
had no doubt that it was the unspeak-
able Widgers apain, speaking from afar,
. "Wretch ! gurgled Prout. * Ruffian!

Then you have not departed, as I was
mformed! You dare—"

*Can it, Pompey ¥

“The police shall be instructed to take

u into custody !” boomed Prout, *Far
EE it from me to desire to bring such
disgrace upon the name of Greyiriars;
put you leave me no choice, you—you
ruffian! You shall be taken into
custody, sir 1™

“Bow-wow! T'm coming to see you,
Pompey—"

“PDare to present vourself at this
gchool, sir, and you shall be handed over
to the police on the spot!™ boomed
Prout.

“ Expect me this evening, Pompey I
“Upon my word!
W‘?it_ia seemed hgu fail Prout. i

M Faln 1ve YoiL 5iK—

"Wrefﬁh !E =g

“The best thing you can do is to stuff
somo exercise-books into your bapgs be-
fore I call——"

“Ha, ha, ha!” yelled the Co. That
adviee, gitven to a senior Form master,
was too much for their gravity,

There was a whir on the line. Mr.
Prout had rung off suddenly. He

Taz Macxer Lismanr.—No. 1,237.
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scemed to have had enough of the
cheery and penial conversation of the
supposed Widgers.

*Dear man ™ said Bob, “He geems

waxy ! Did he strike you men as
waxy "
“Ha, ha! Just & few!”

“The waxfulness was terrific !

“I'll ring him up again—I haven't
finished! I haven't said anything about
his features yet.”

“ You ass, chuck it ! gasped Wharton,
“If Elacker should come in—"

“1 baven't finished—--"

“You jolly well have!* chuckled
Johnny Bull, A=d the Co. grasped Bob
Cherry and drapged him away from the
telephone.

Mr, Prout, in his study, paced to and
fro; like & hion in a cage haunted by
the thought of Widgers. In Etudi\h No. L
in the Remove, five young rascals were
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Mpee. Brown {oom lalntnglli:l}.'
i I've got an ‘errible "sadache,
dear.'’

Mra, White : ""Um ! What vou
want is a couple of aspirates ! ™

R. Hooton, of 1, Laurie Avenue,
Forest Fields, Nottingham, who
sent in the above winning joke,
carries off one of our

= USEFULPOCKET KNIVES!
ST R

chiuckling. They still felt severe twinges
from the “six,” but they were undoubt-
edly feeling much better now.
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terrific, my

THE FOURTEENTH CHAPTER |
Done in the Dark 1
13 E'S asked for it—"

H “1 know. But—"

“BIan ought to get what he
asks for——"

& YEE, bl.lt-'—”

“The butfulness
estesmed, idiotic Bo

% Rats 1

Dob Cherry was adamant,

Bob was not the man to bear &
grudge, Seldom indeed did he lot the
sun go down upon hiz wrath. But now
Bob Cherry's back was up, and he was
not to be argued with.

The cup of Prout's offences was full to
averflowing, There was & limit; and
Prout wae the limit.

Posaibly, too, the tremendous jape of
“whopping " a I'orm master appealed
to Robert Cherry’s cxuberant sense of
humour,

Prout, he declared. had asked for it.
No doubt he had. The Co. agreed that
Proat had indecd begeed for it, like a

THE MAGNET

deg sitting up and begging for biscuits,
But they tricd to point out that you
couldn't give a Form master what ho
asked for and even begged for. You
really couldn’t |

Bob was persuaded that he could.
And all the eloguence of his comradeas
failed to dissuade him.

It's the sack if it comes out!"” snid
Nugent, almost tearful in his
earnestness,

“It won't como out!’ assured Bob.

* But—" groaned Wharton.

“Rata! Prout's gone out of the
House,” gaid Bob. “I'vo watched him.
He daren’t show his nose in Common-
room these days; he gets too much
Widgers from his dear frienda thera,
He's taking a walk al! by himself in
the guad, and it’s as dark as the inside
of a hat, We bag him——"’

“Oh dear |

“And whop him——"

“Qh scissors ™

_""And he thinks it's Widgers all the
time—"

“Boes he !’ objected Johnny Bull.

“OFf course he does, after he was told
on the phone to expeet to sco Widgers
this evening 1"

“But look hero——"
Wharton

“1 jolly well believe that's why he's
ZOTHD trumrﬂ; in the guad,” said Bob,
“He's afraid Widgers may butt in and
find him in his study."

“I shouldn’t wonder. But—>"

"“Widgers scems to be giving him a
miss. I mean, Widgers the First. Prout
15 going to meet Widgers the Sceond 1

HYou frightful ass, if we all collar
him, will he think that there are four
or ive Widgerses——"

“He will think Widgers has brought
a friend or two to help. Bound to!"

“Buat I tell you—-=

“INuff emid! If you fellows ain't
game, I'll ask Smithy; he would back
me up like a shot!™

“Never mind Smithy! I dare say
Emithy wonld be ass enough! But—"

“Well, ere you game?’ demanded

implored

Bo

“The gameiulness is terrific, my
esteemed Bob, but the butfulness iz even
more preposterous [

“Wou can't do it, old chap!” =aid
Wharton. *“IProut’s an exasperating old
ass, and he's given us a high old time,
but yvou can’t do it. TIt's not the thing."

“Too thick " said Nugent.

“Is that the lot?” asked Bob, un-
moved. * You can talk till you’re all as
black in the face as old Inky, but I'm
going to whop Prout all the same, and
Prout's going to think it was Widgers.”

“My estecmed idiotic Bob——"

“Well, I'm going,” 2aid Bob. “I've
sneaked Loder's ashplant from his study,
and I'm poing fo pass it on to Prout.
Are vou men coming, or shall T ask the
Bounder to lend a hand

“If you'ro going to maeke a ¢rass ass
of yourself, we'll make orass asses of
ourselves, too, fathead!” said Harry.
L But'_’..

“You butt like & billy-goat! Come

on.
“Ii's past lock-up, ass, how are wa
going to get out? Think we shan't be
gpotted if we walk out of the House
after leck-up 1™

“YWe can get out of the Fourth Torm
window. Old Capper always leaves his
Form-room unlocked.™

ll.'i‘ﬂsi but._“__?‘l

“Look here, aro
demunnded Bob Cherry.

“(Oh, we'll come ! said Harry,

Bob Cherry's mind was mado up.

you coming !’

Ha
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was past argument,
Ard with many mis-
givings his friends
Fave in.

Prep was on in the
Remove studiea. 1
was rather a serions
matter to cubt prep
and cut House hounds
after lock-up. DBut
that was a slight mat-
fer in comparison
with what was to
follow.

Whopping  Trout
was quite o [aseina-
ting idea to all the
follows who had so
racently heecn
whopped.  But  tho
BT thought of
carrying ont such a
stunt Was eRnerving.

Yet. as Bob pointed
cat, there was every
chaonce of “petting
awny with it.*

Prout, in his new
love of solilude, was
taking o solitary walk
unider the dark chlins,
1o was under the 1m-
prossion that Bartlo-
lomew Widgers in-
tended to attempt to
inrervicw  hm  again
that evening, If he
was collared and
whopped, was e not
cortain to jump to Lthe
conclusion ihat
Widgers waas the
whopper 7

After administerin
that well - deservec
whopping, the Famous Five would scud
off in the decp shadows, return to the
House as they had left it, and would
be scdately sitting at prep in their
studies when the storm buret. It was,
Bob declared, safe as houses,

In calimer moments Bob  would
doubiless have realised, what Wharton
tricd to poimt out to him, that
“whopping ¥ & master was bad form—
outside the radins—a thing that wasn't
daone. Whatever a master's faults and
failings, that was a thing that no fellow
could do.

Later, no doubt, Bobh would realize
that, TUnfortunately, for the present, he
had dismissed all sueh considerations
from his mind,

Ihssuasion Lhaving failed, his comrades
had the choice of backimg hun up, or
letting him go ahead on his own. On
that pomt they were not leng m
deciding.  “8ink or swim together ** was
tha molto of the famous Co.

The wmabicr having been setiled, the
amurzing  stunt  decided eon, it only
rernadned 10 carvy it out,

uring wrep a prefoect was on daty,
who wais sipposed to see that the juniors
thid poe leaye their slhedies without gooid
reasai. But {he prefeet this particular
evening was Loder of the SBixth, and the
juniprs knew that Loder waos more likely
ta bo amoking ciygareites 1o his study
than thinking of his Jdutiez. The coast
was clear so far as that went,

Fone prernsherz of the Clo., peorhaps,
would bave been glad te fnd that it
wis not clear as they made their way
L the Foru-roomw paesagre downstairs,

Tt b was elear, and they found that
My, Capper had, as usaal, lelt his TPorme-
rooi uhlocked, and they were soon in
tha Jdarvkness of ihak apariment,

Operinge a winklow and drapping into
tho I[H:tll Moats el r'!lﬁ"!.l'h after (et

carecr.

Ag Mr. Prout turned into the path under the

Crash |

Except where the lighis fell from
windows all was dark and shudowy 1n
the dim Qctober evening.

Standing under the window from which
they had dropped, the Famous Five
peored into the shadows. No one was
to scen. No one was likely to ho
out of the IHouse on that dim, raw
autumn night—except Prout, who had
his own reasons {for finding charms m
the face of solitude.

AL glear ™ murmured Bob Cherey.

"Worse luck !” mutrered Nugent.

“ What's that, fathcad ¥’ grunted Iob.
“If vou're getting cold fee !

“0Oh, rats! Get on with it, sa we've
come out to make focls of ourselves™
grunted Johnny Bull,

There was a swishing sound. Bob
Cherry, whoe had borrowed Loder's
official cane and concealod it about his
person, drew 1t from its hiding-placo
and swished it in the air.

“ AHN ready for Prout ! he whispered.

“ Fathoead 17

“Coma on, if vou're coming " prunted
Baobh,

The lack of enthusiasm on the part of
hLis comrades did not scent to pleaso him,
and it evidenily made no dilference to
hiz determination. lle started, cane in
hand, and the rest of the Co. followed
hin.

The wualk under the clms was at a
distance  from the Housze, far from
lighted windows. No hght was Lhero,
spve what fell from the few stavs in the
dim sky, which was next to unthingl:.

Diundy through the gloom the old trees
loomied up; and on the cartly, carpeted
with [allen leaves, the [ocisteps of the
juniors made no sound. A cold wind
klew from the sea, rustling  fadinge
lraves from the branches, and eauwsing
enmie of 1ho juniors {o shiver. Dut Bob
Clerry died not heed the wind.

old elms, he met the fleeing Billy Bunifer in full
“ Good gad ! ** gurgled the Fifth Form master, staggering back.

“Keep your pecpers open,” he whis-
pered. “We may come on him any
minute now,”

The hapless Co, were only too well
aware of it.

“Collar hin the minute you sea him
breathed Bob. “Bump him down and
sit on his head.™

“Oh erikey ™

“If hoe yells e will bring half tho
House here. We don't want this to get
out!” rrunted Bob.

"We—we don’t!” gasped Wharton.
“No, wo don't—oxactly | As we should
be marched in to the Head to bo sacked
on the spot——""

* Well, mind yon ait on his head, then,
g0 that he ean’t squeal too loud, 1'il
lay on the cane.”

“h erambs ®
“Look here, old
Epird { oge——="

“Hush! ITere he comoes ™

The juniors hushed.

Four wmembers of the Co. had nour-
ished a last hope that they might miss
Prout in the deep gloom under the
branches. After all, there wos a goed
chianco of missing o man in the dark,

DBut that hope scemed delusive.

There was a soft footfall on the path
under the chins—soft on the carpet of
fullen leaves, Dimly through the gloom,
a dim  figure loomed up, coming
directly towards the Famous Five,

They backed against the dusky
trunks at hand.

The figure came on—apparently going
towards the Eouse. It cumno abrewst of
tho unscon juniors,

Even then, tha Co. hoped thai Beb, at
long last, would think better of it, and
realise the awful seriousness of his pro-
eedings, and give 1t a miss.

Dut that hope, teo, was delusive,

Pue Macxer Liopany.—No. 1,237,
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As the shadowy figure came abreast,
Bob Cherry made a jump, tackled it
low, and brought i1t down with a bump,

T} ﬂﬂﬂﬂﬂﬂh !.u- )

It was o breathless gasp of surprise
and alarm from the man who had been
s0 suddenly and unexpectedly collarcd.

Thers was no help for it now. Either
Bob’s chums had to back him wp, or
desert him. They backed him up.

Four swift figures closed in on the
sprawling, gasping man. Four pairs
1::? hands were lazid on him. )

His features were presscd nhard into a
bed of falion leaves, and kept thers by
Johnny Bull aittin% on tho back of his
head. The other fellows took care of
his srms and legs. It was nccossary—
frightfully necessary—to keep him from
velling; the House was within call, and
the bare thought of being discovered
“whopping ¥ a Form master was ub-
nerving.

Gurgle, gurgle, gurgle ! came from the
face squashed into the thick, soft leaves,
23 the moun was flattened out and held.

Bob Cherry lost no time. He realised
that thero was no time to lose. In an
enterprise of this sort, a fellow could
not get through too rapidly.

Loder's cane, in Bob’s heity hend, rose
and fell, with mighty swipes.

Whaek, whack, whack!

The hapless man, gurgling in the dead
leaves, was favoursbly placed for a
wlmppini. And Bob Cherry whopped
with all his beef,

THE FIFTEENTH CHAPTER.
Prout Is Pleased |

R. PROUT started.

M Prout was walking on the
shadowy path under the old
ﬁlmﬁ in & worried and

troubled mood.

That last talk on the telephone had
fairly put the wind up, and given a
fnal edge to FProut’s nerves,

Widgers, whom he had believed gone,
was not gone, Widgers had throstened
& come again—that very evemng—or
g0 Prout believed. He was not done
with that former member of his IFForm.
Walking to and fro, with s sombre
brow, Prout thought it out dismally.

It was bad enough to hoave such a
matter the talk of the school. Bub if
Widgers came—if he succecded in get-
ting to close quarters—if he actually
did “whop ¥ Prout—m 1

Prout was no eoward, But his serap-
ping days were over—long ago. Ho felt
the awiul indignity of the thing, too.
He shudderad at the thought of meeting
Widgers on the warpath,

Gosling had strict instructions not to
open the gate to Widgers. But the
wretch, knowing his way about the
school from old, might very likely get
in surreptitiously, in some obscure
vorner of the old walls. The House was
closed; but the masters’ door was un-
locked; Widgers would know all about
that, Or & window

Prout fclt safer away Irom hiz study.
That, of course, would be Bartholo-
mew Widgers' immediate objective, if
he got in. But this stato of affairs was
ebsolutely intolerable. On the morrow,
e would see that the peolice dealt with
Widgers, DBut if he came now——

And then Prout started, as he heard
a soft thud, and realised that a climb-
ing figure bad dropped from the school
wall, within & dezen paces of him,

Prout's plump heart throbbed, .

Widgers, of course. Widgers, comin
in surreptitiously. Prout backed roun
the trunﬁ of an ¢lm, palpitating.

Tae Mugxer Lisnary.—No. 1,207,
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1f Widgors met him thers, away from
the House, away f{rom help—— Prout
shuddered. :

Peering from behind the elm he saw
a figure pass down the path, in the
direction of the House.

He had only a glimpse of it before it
vanished in the gloom under the trees.
But he knew that it was Widgers.

Widgers had come! Ho had not, as
Prout believed, telephoned that he
would come; Bob E‘:herri had done that.
But he had come. He had passed with-
in three feet of his old Form master—
tho Form master whom he was there to
] “'-hﬂp- i ]

FProut hardly breathed.

He stared along the dusky path after
the vanished Widgers. 'he wretch
had pone towards the Housze; doubtless
to look for Prout thers, What was
Prout to do now?

Suddenly he became aware that some-
thing was going on under the elms,

Distinctly to his ears, from the
shadowy gloom, came a sound of faint,
horrible gurgling, and a series of loud,
cracking sounds that could only have
been made by & cane brought down

hard and heavy.

Whacl, whack, whaecl!

Prout wonderod whether ho was
dreaming.

There was nobody in the quad, so far
as he knew—nobo but himself, and

thoe obnoxious, unspeakable Widgers on
the warpath, Yet he distinetly heard =
sound -n:rENa gurgling, of panting breath, of
rustling and wriggling, and of & whack-
ing coane!

Whack ! came the sound again, loud
gnd clear, and followed by a hideous
gurglo.

Whacek, whack!

The cracks of the cane sounded almost
like pistol-shots.

“Good gad!” multered Prout dizzily.

He strode along the path, Had some
other master been strolling on the elm
walk, and had Widgers pitched into
him by mistake? Of what did 1§ all
mean? Prowt wanied to koow. :

It was dark under the elms, but his
eves were accustomed to the gloom.
Dim  starlight fell through leafless
branches, on a strabge and startling
ECEne.

A man lay extended on his face in a (ha

carpet of dead leaves. A Hemove
junior was sitting on his head. Two
other Remove juniors held his arms;
another grasped his legs. And yct
another was whacking him with & cane,
with hefty swipces that rang like the
cracks of a pistol.

Whack, w { .

Baob Cherry had intended to give
Prout “six.” But he was warming to
his work, and no doubt he felt that a
job that was worth domg at all was
worth deing well.

And as yet not the slightest suspicion
had erossed Bob's mind, or the minds of
his comrades, that the man they had
collared in the dark was not Prout!

How were they to guess that Bartholo-
mew  Widgers, on the warpath, had
chosen that very time and place for
butting into the school' out of which he
had been turfed so long ago? Natur-
ally, they couldn't guess.

Whack, whack!

Prout's eyes almost started from their
sockets.

He understond now.

Widgers, who had come to whop, was
getting the whopping, Instead of being
the whopper, ho was, so to speak, the
wlhoppes.

Ho was Ei-etting it hot and strong. 1le
was wrigeling and purgling frightfully
under the crashing cane,

And thess juniors—thess boys upon
whom Frout had been so zevere—these
dutiful and indeed admirabls lads—had
vollared the obnoxious VWidgers, and
were Ehrashing him—doubtless shocked,
disgusted, and pained by his wicked in-
tention uf assailing so majestic a gentle-
man as Prout!

It was all clear—to Prout.

Ilis plump heart warmed to the Re.
movites.

He had been severe on these excellent
lads—he had been hard on them. Ie
admitted it. And they were heaping
eoals of fire on his head, as 18 were, Ly
thus testifying their disgust and cone
demnation of tho obnoxious Widgers.

They must have been keeping watch
for the villain—suspecting, no doubt,
that he would seek to enter the school
surreptitionsly on his lawless errand-—
end this showed a concern for Prout,
indecd an affectionate regard for him,
that could not fail to touch his heart,

Prout, unseen in the gloom, smiled on
the juniors, .

Heo was in no hurry to intervene.

In faet, the sound of the cane whack-
ing on Bartholomew Widgers was musia
to the ears of Prout.

Whack ! ‘The last stroke fell at last,

It was a round dozen, and tho last
whack fell more like a rifleshot than a

istol-shot, Bob Cherry had Fl_eni:j of
ﬂﬂﬂf, and he was putting it all into the
whopping of the wrong man.

“hhat will do!® come a voire from

the shadows, a voice that made Dol
Cherry jump clear of the ground.

“Wha-a-ati"

“ Great Eipl”

“0Oh crikey 1™

Five amazed juniors stared round.

They stared st Prout.

They goggled at him. .

In their amazement they forgot the
man they had been holding, Widgeors
got his crushed features out of the bed
of leaves st last. He spluttered and
roared. He scrambled to his feet, siill
spluttﬁrmﬁ] snd roaring.

‘Harry Wharton & Co. did not heed

11T,

They heeded only Prout. :

They goggled at Prout with starting
eyes, as if he had been the ghost of a
fat fl‘m-m master.
“Pip-pip-Prout ! Bob
rry.

“P.p-Prout |

“Qh, my hat 1"

“(Oh, holy smoke”

“ Yow-ow-ow-ow |"* Widgers was roar-
ing. “Ooooooogh! Whoooooh!™

%’?idg&ra staggered, breathless, against
a troe. . .

Me. Prout smiled at the juniors,

“ My dear boys 1" he said.

“Prout 1” said Bob dazedly, * Prout|
Then who=—what—which-—*"

“Widgers |” gurgled Nugent.

“Great pipl"” . _

“The great pipfuloess is terrific!”

“You voung  villains!” roared
Widgers. “You young scoundrels!
I'll emash you—TI'll Pulvense you-—=I—1
—TI'il w! Owl Wow!”

“Qilence, rascal!l” boomed Frout,
“Boys! I thank you—T thank you from
my heart—for having dealt with this
ruffian as you have dealt with him! 1
regret—I regret sincerely—that I have
hitherto misunderstood you—that I
hove under-valued your regard and
csteom for me—1L reziret it deeply ! My
boys, you have touched my heart.”

i he astounded juniors still goggled at

im.

They were surprised to hear that
Prout's heart was touched. From his
remarks, they concluded that it was his
head that was “ touched.”

(Continued on page 25.)
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risoners in a secret stronghold, the pick of the world’s scientists and engineers

abour under the dictates of a tyrant who aims to be Master of the World !

Flaying a Part 1

HERE was dead silence for a few
E soconds after Qom's startling
statement. .

The Flying Bandit stood look-
ing at the brothers Dare, with his thin
lips wreathed in a cynicel smile, whilst
Tom and Dick stared back in horrified
amazement at such an appalling
proposal,

Then Com glanced downwards through
the plate glass bottom of the plane to
whera the great basin, in which steod his
stronghold, showed ever clearer.

“ Zers iz no hurree,” he said suavely.
“J vill give you tweaty-four hours to
Cecide, and i:']m'.re no doubt you vwill
gce genge. Now, [ am reequired else-
vere, a3 vo are about to land. ¥ou shall
be treated as guests during our—vat you
call 7—armistice; after that your fate i3
in your own hands. Awn 'voirl"

Rick turned and looked at his brother.
Tom was staring down at the busy sceno
in the basin towards which they were
slowly dropping. It was like viewing a
disturbed ant-heap from above, {or tho
doors of the boildings had opened, and
dozens of men were pouring out and
running towards the spot where the
groat wirgless plane would descend.

It was impossible for the inventor not
to feel a thrill of pride as he realizsed
that it was his own invention, the Dare
Stabiliser Auto-gyro, which was enablin
thiia huge machine to hover porfectly st
over one spot and gpently descend withe.

out the slichiest wvibration, like a
huLtm'ﬁiy'. ; ;
But though he was listening to the low

huia of his invention, his cars were also
attuned to something else. Qui of the
corner of iris eye he shot a quick glance
towards cong corner of the luxurious
cabin, and saw two lilile wires almost
congealed by the cornice, with a shell-
hke terminal o each. He gave one

quick smile, and turned hia gaze down-
wards again. Then he gave a deep sigh,
shrugged his shoulders, and muttered:

" Tchah, it's hopeless! What's the use
of bucking against Fate? We're in a
cleft stick !**

Rick thrust out his hand and gripped
hiz elder brother by the wrist with a
horrified exclamation,

“Tom,” he eried, * you—you're never
thinking of doing what this skunk says,
falling in with 1gis ghastly proposition,
to %we yvour brains, vour inventive skill
to his dastardly work. A world robber!
Using his power for the basest ends—tho
power that he has acquired by kid-
napping other brains as he 1 us.
What would it matter 1f he did carry
out his threat and plant me down some-
whore as an accomplice T

“Fon don't know thiz man, Rick!”
gaid Tom, in threilling tones; and hia
awn hand elosed over that of his brother.
“ Not only is he uiterly ruthless, but he
has brains and cunning beyond any tell-
ing. Certainly he haz kidnapped zome

HOW THE STORY STARTED.
O0M, the TERRIBLE, a German flying nce

Adned Baron ton Aumalenfel, operaling  from,

hig secrel mountaln stronghold {0 South dmerics,
i delermined fo become masfor of Me world,
By means of o super wivelese-controlled plane,
Jitled with an {ngeniows swckivg decice, ke hoz
recigbed af will—stealing e world's wealth and
EBidnapping the moaster ecrafismen of coleies
and enpingering. Oon's Lutest eietin is TOS
DA R, {nventor of the Dove Stulifliser, Resofred
to vescue Az Brolller, young NRICK DALRE,
aocornpEiicd by AL NIGQUS, w Coeluey
meckanic, and A M, @ powerfud nearg serveid,
pives ghase {n Tom's plene, COout's stclion
derica pids poid Lo W tenfure, however, and Hhe
three pals are feken  prisovers  ofoity  wilh
Fom o a eecref Slroiyhold. Here Ooin
enddearowrs Lo ferrify Pon inte submiscion by
threatencng (o " fronis ™ JUick with @ crime of his
ool doithig,
(XN ot pondd oo}

of the best braing of scicnce, hut he
himself 3——"

He poured out a voluble speceh, all
about Oom’s record during the War, his
sciontific attainments before that period,
his utter disregard for consequences, his
world domination, and so on. At firse
Rick liztened in amazement gs Tom
reeled off what sounded like a flow of

complimentary testimoninls to  their
captor’s  supreme  cleverness  and
tremendous powers,

Then he suddenly realised that tha

fingers which rasted on the back of his
hand wera beating out a rapid taitoo
which held it's own significance.

It was an old trick of the brothers,
both of whom were expert telegraphists.
It was as easy for them to conununicate
with cach other in company, without a
soul knowing, as if they had an entire
Morse apparatus at their disposal,

Rick read in thoe “dots and dJdashes '
the message his brother was tapping out
onn iz hand while pouring out an im-
passioned stream of words,

“Play up, you ass; he iz listening in
lo every word we eay, and likely ean
see ug a3 well. There aro detectapliono
wires up in the ecornice. Don’t look
Play up to me. There’s Ham and Alf
to be thought of, and if T appear to {ail
in with f}n::m’a pl:‘tns—we‘ﬁ find some
way oulb, nevor fear !

Ttick signalled back " O.I.," whilst
liis voice rang out passionately :

“ (M, my stars, I never thought to find
my brother was & ecoward I

“Uoward? Ah, kid, don't eall me
that ! If it was only nayself 1'd defy
this man to do his worst, but thera o
times when even the best of us meet our
match. Could I bear the thouglit of
vou lingering out the best yeara of vour
life in somo stinking foreign gaol, "ro:-
ting slowly to death? Aftor all, this man
is simply earrying out what all the reet

Tie Maexor Lisrany,—No, 1,927
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All Higgs hung on to Ham’s coat-tail, remonstraling excitedly, as the big negro Aourlshed a razor

e
J L R

aier

under the ** Spiggotiy’s ** nose !

of the world iz doing. Tt is a case of
the strongest wins.,”

“T'chah [ sﬁup%ed Rick.

“Well, won’t it be ever eo much better
for mo if Oom takes me over?” said
Tom, in & whisper, but so sibilant that
it carried even better than his former
tones. “ Hao ;Emmiae;n me a much bigger
rate of pay than old Silas Merger ever
paid me, and he’s got all the latest
applisnces and machines for me to ex-
periment with. Bah! What is there in
1t? Here havo I been working for the
Merger Corporation for what iz practic-
ally a pittance. You know I've been dis-
gatisfied for somo fime.* ?

In response to the pressure on his
wrist Rick played u%ﬂ

“Tom, that was honest work; you
weren't working for a thief--a scoun-
drel ! he cried.

Tom gave a laugh, & terrible, hard,
callous lavgh-~—or it would have hoen
if Rick had not known that he was doing
it éugt for effoct. T .

“8ilas Morger’s a millionaire ten times
over, 15n't he ™" he erted. **Did he get
thosp millions by the sweat of his brow,
by honest work? Did he blazes! Ile
Eut ‘em by sucking the brains of poor

epgars like me who have been mups
cnough 10 let him do if and say
f Thank'ee, sir!” What difference does it
make if I work for a man who's got the
pluck to rob the world, like Qom, and
is homest emough to acknowledge him-
self & robber, or for » smug hypocrite
like Merger, who professes to be a
philanthropist 7"

“Oh, Tom !” eried Rick in horror, for
his brother sounded so convineing that
he slmost believed he was génuinely
“knocking * his generous dld employer
and_benefactor, * Why, Merger’s——?">

“ Like every other business man—play-
ing for hiz own hand!” snapped Tom.

“Well, I'm going to play for mine, and
if Oom likes to give me the terms I
want I'll work for him! Tt's to save our
lives as well, don't forget, bug I'll have
due reward for it into the bargain.
This baby's been i:la ed for a sucker
long enough! Look down there, Rlick;
there are armed men—fity to one
againgt uws—am I goin’ to kiek apgainst
that? Am I & mug?®

Ham CGets Annoyed [
TDM and his brother were shep-

herded out of the great plane

between two rows of heavily

armed men. Theoy were all of
the swarthy, black-browed South Ameri-
can type, clad in a sort of uniform of
dark green shirt and hreeches, with the
big high-crowned straw hats of Lhe
country. The brothers thought they had
never seen a moaoroe villainous collection of
hangdog countenances than those owned
by Uom’s satellites.

In the forward part of the big plane
some of the crew, elad in their furlined
fiying-suits, were busily engaged unload-
ing big leather sacks and handing them
carefully over to other men, who piaced
them in o small motor4ruck which
trundled off towards the big stone
building which the bors rightly surmised
to be Dom’s private dwelling,

Tha chief bandit had evidently already
gone, for he was nowhere to be seon.
But a tall, lanky individual, with =
broad smle and a strong American
accent, camo towards the brothers and
introduced  himsell as the * Major-
dome.’

“QGlad to sce vou, gents, an” T hope
vou'll see fit to take things kinder easy
pn’ not make a fuss az wouldn't do you

THE MAGNET

no pood," he said, in ingrati-
aiing toncs. “We aim to make
vou as comfor'ble ag poss'ble, an’

'leeve muh thar's durn lectls
vou kin ask for thet you cain't

avoe in this yer camp. Thar's
on'y one thing I'd impress on
vou good an’ hard-—it min't no
manner o goobd thinkin' o' get-
tin' away. Nuthin® but 2 moun-
tain goat can climb them cliffs,
an’' th' hull place is guarded an’
iz alive wi' armed men who kin
all shoot straight. Come along
hyar, an' I'll show you sour
quarters. They'll be ab-soloot
private, an’ wvou'll have servants
to watt on you”

“Thanks !I"* said Tom Dare
drylr. *“Wa brought a couple
with us; we'd like to have them
if convenient i

“Waal, I guess not.” replied

the man doubtfully. “¥You see,
th' bos'll likely have his own
idees hout thet until you git
kinder settled down—
* Dion’ yuh go fo' to puzh muh,
vuh pore whits trash, ot
I’ll jestnatterally cyarve
yuh up wi' mah razzer [’
came in Ham's unmis-
takable fones from o
small eabin thay wara
jiet  passing. o Jost
recommember dat I am
a pom'man  from ol
Kintuek, an' Ah don'$
reckon to be handled by
no valler spigpotty. Mo
Abh'm  peaceful as &
suckin® dove £'long’s
ag yuh keops yo' fingers off’'n muh. Dut,
by polly, Ah'll eyarve yuh on' evarve
vuh derp—-="

Out from the shaek backed a swarthy-
faced “spiggotty,” armed to the teeth,
but shaking with fright nz Ham
Aeurished a%mge razor under his nose.
Hanging on to the big migger’s coat-
tail was Alf Higgs, remonstrating with
him for endangering both their lives
and trying to drag Ham's ninetcen stone
back into the cabin.

“Bhurrup, yer ‘arf-'atched ‘ippo-
potomus [ he growled. “Cawnt yer
see w'en yer up ag'inst it? Wanter git
both our 'eads laid open with one o
them machets? Weo're blinkin’ pris'ners,
and 'ave gotter sing small. Put thaet
razor away, or it’'ll be took from yer,
arw’ then yer'll lock like Uncle Tom's
Cabin——"

Alf succceded in dragping the big
nigger back, and the spiggotty slammed
the door shut and locked it

“1 did not touch heem, senor; but
geeve heem one leetle push, and he
bring out ze beer razor. I not t'ink
heem armed—" began the spiggotty,
but the American cut him short.

“Your own fault,” he said in fluent
Spanish and in a low tone.  “* You heard
the orders; the prisoners are not to bo
molested for the next twenly-four hours,
but to be wllowed to do as they pleaso
until the chief gpives further orders—"

“But the chief orders that the big
negro s to be his own servant,” argued
the man. “I go to take him across to
the big house when he drows that sharp
weapon and threatens to cut me in

half —""
Go tell the chief, and

“Be silent!
perhaps he will make other arrange-
ments, For the present, leave them
alone 1
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Teoimn heard all thiz, but pretended to
pay no attentien., It was just as well
to give the impression that they knew
no gpﬂnish, so that they might overhear
something which would be useful if their
captors talked frecly before them.

Their puide led them {o a spacious
and well-furnished bungalow, and bade
them make themselves at home.

“T'Il have some grub sent you from
the cook-gshack in a brace of shakes,” he
said, “Just now I guess you'll like a
wash and mavbe a rest; but, when you

feels like it, you are at liberty to take
a stroll around th' camp and look at
what you wanter. Thar are no

restrictions 5'long as you don't try to
git away; but you can see for yerselves
thet's useless. Make wverselves at
home !

A hot and well.cocked meal  was
brought in by one of the white-clad
peons who scemed 1o act a5 servants
throughous the whole camp. Tt was
wall served on silver dishes which bore

the crest of somo noble family, and
doubtless formed part of the loot
abtained in one of Oom’s raids. Tha

Indian was a deft and obliging servant,
but could only converse with them by
signs. Later the brothers wero to dis-
cover that every Indian in the place
had had his topgue cut out at some bime
or another ! )

“Hm! They seem to be going to
treat ug well enough, Rick., It's cer-
tainly a wonderful organisation Oom’s
got hore, and I guess it's up to us to
muke the best of things. I reckon he's
done mighty well at hiz job all round.”

Rick quite understond that his brother
was only talking in this way in case of
their being overheard by means of some
concealed apparatus, and he growled out
a reply that iotimated his disgust with
hiz brather's accoptance of their ot

“You'd best lie down and take a
rest; I'm goin’ to have a stroll around,”
said Tom, as if impatient with hisg
brother. “For the love o' Mike take
that durned peevish lock off your face.
We've got to take things as they come
and say thanks that they're no worse.
There's nothing to be gained by
grounsin' 1"

A Staggering Offer !
OM rook a handful of excellent

I cigarelies from the silver box on

the table and strolled out of the
hut, humming to himself.

He noticed ihat guards were every-
where, and that in four bomb-proof
turrets set &b each cormer of the basin
the grim-hooded shapes of anti-aireraft
guns showed. Evidently Qo' had made
provision against an possible attack
from the air in the unlikely event of his
poeret hiding-place ever being discovered.

“ Ahout as much chanee of gettin’® out
of here as a rat in a trap,” he mur-
mured to himself. *The only thing 13
that Oom 1s evidently anxious for my
help, and is prepared to give anylhing
to get it. We'll have to wail our time
and trust to luck to give us the oppor-
tunity of hitting back when he's been
lulled to a sense of secursty.”

Tom Dare nolicod many men in over-
pllz hastening from one shed to another,
who glanced hurricdly at him and then
averted their faces as if ashamed to be
goen, These were unarmed in contrast
to the guards whe lounged about with
weapons at their belts. To Tom the
faces of these men scemed vaguely
familizr, and he guessed that they were
the scicntisits and engineers who had
been kidnapped and pressed into ihe
bandit’s gervico willy-nilly.

He nearly ran into one young fellow
who came out of one of the power-
houises—a keen-faced youngster, who
Fn;va a gtartled exclamation at sight of
Tom Ddre and half-stopped in  his
tracks,

“"Terry—Terry Page, of Yale!” Tom
exclaimed, " Why——"

“"S-sh! Not now!” hissed the other;
and, side-stepping the airman, he
disappeared mto one of the sheds.

Tom stared after him open-mouthed.
He recognised the }*011:1.151; ellow as the
son a millionaire railroad king who
had been ab Yale when Tom had lec-
tured there on aviation, a brilliant
young scientist of whom great things
were anticipated.

“(Feoa ‘ngz! But QOom’s certainly
picked the best brains for his foul
work,” Tom muttered. “Now, if only
wa could get some of these kidpapped
follers banded together— (xreat
Snakes! There's Alf Higps !

Alf Higgz 1t was, with his face dirty
and oily as it usually was when at work,
wiping hiz hands on a bit of cotton
waste and peering out of the window of
s machine-thop from whente came the
low hum cf powerful dynamos.

"talla, ggut-"nﬂr " he greated, “&elp
me bob, but I'm glad to see yer! E
thought that ‘ound ‘ad done yer an'
Rick in. If '¢’s did ser any ’arm T'll
‘arf slagghier 'tm, if hevery minnit's
me lawst |

“No; we'te all right so far, ALY
replied Tom. *But what are vou up
te? Yoo seem fto have got a job"”

“Yuss, I 'ave!” prunted the Cockney,
with & rueful grin. “That Oom bloke
seems to 'ave rumbled as I'm
hengineer, an' "e zont word by one o
them ywaller-ficed blighters that if I
liked to git to graft I sh'ud *ave treble
pay, but if not me rashuns ‘ud be cut
orf. I didn't like th’ idee, but——"

“Quite right. Hold the candle to the
devil, Alf,”" said Tom, keeping his voice
low o that the hum of the dynamos
would drown it. “ What machino are
vou onf What does it work?"™”

“Dynamos for ‘lectric light. Fancy
me, an "ighly trained hengineer, drivin’
o hengine to supply a lot o dagu
bandifs with light! Lummy! Tt's like
puttin’ Paddy-rewski to turn th' 'andle
of a barrel-horgin 1"’

“MNever mind!"”  whispered Tom.
“Btick it, and hang on to that ;:ra.rlicuv
lar job as long 03 vou can. Bee?”?

“0 eourse, if ver say so, sir,” Al
agreed dolefully. Then his face cleared.
“8trike me perishin® 'andseme ! Yer've
got something nup ver sleeve—something
to dahn th' blighter "

“Mum’s the word at present, but
we'll find o way oub, What's Ham
doing "'

“Won't do a blinkin® thing, sir! 'E
nigh eut th’® lights out o' one o' them
valler guards wot told-'im to go hover
to the privit "onse o' th' big noise for
ta be 'is pussonal scrvan !

“Great Sceott! The very thing 1™ ex-
claimed Tom. *“7f he can get inside
there he may pick up sﬂ-mp.ﬂliug that'll
be jelly useful. Ham's got his thick
head serewed on the right way, and
knows how to keep his eves and ears
open.  Tell him te hurry up and snaffle
that job right away, or he'll likely be
taken up in the plane and dropped from
ten thousand feet. He car’t monkev
with Oom; he's got to obey orders, Tell
him that from me !’

Exactly twoentv-four honrs after thev
landed in tha stronghold a ecouple of
guards fetched the Dare hrothers DETOSH
to the big honse. They were astonizhd
ot the magnificence of the furniture and

(Continwed on page EB.)
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A Grand NEW
Dictionary for
Sixpence a
week !

Here's a chance to get a really won-
derful new Dictionary—one that
will be invaluable to yvou at school,
and will help you with your home-
work—for sixpence a week! The
UNIVERSAL ENGLISH DIC-
TIONARY will give you the com-
%lete ‘history of every word in the
nglish language—and what a
fascinating history, tool It tells
u what part of speech the word is,
ow to pronounce 1t, how it 18 used
in everyday conversation, and 50 on.

For the past eight years Professor
H. C. Wyld and many more c¢lever
people have been engaged on its
preparation, and now it is to be
issued in fifty-two weekly parts at
sixpence a part. So you see that it
is well within the range of the most
modest pocket money, binding in-
cluded.

There is more-—Ffar more—in the UNIVER-
SAL ENGLISH than there is in the
ordinary desk dictionary. And yet it will
be completed in ome large-page work,
unlike the many-volume dictionaries of
the libraries. In the sclution of word-
puzzles it wiil help you immeasurably, to
name but one of the innumerable ases to
which it may be put.

THE UNIVERSAL

ENGLISH

DICTIONARY

Buy PARTS 1and 2 TO-DAY
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OOM, THE TERRIBLE !

(Continued from previous page.)

appointments of the place, and Tom
realised that he head l:-e-an right when
he said that Oom, the Terrible, was
making & pretiy gﬂﬂd thing of his
nefarious profession,

The Flying Bendit was seated at a
mahogany desk, and seemed to be bus:ly
exemining some plans and papers,
Bquatted on & oushion at his feet was
tho tiny dwarf, Maleze, who esred them
with malevolent Httle black bead EF':
He was playing with o black tube half
as long agein as IhiI:EEEH which Tom
recognised was a blowm

Qom weleomed. tt:uam::El ﬁth a satirical
grin,- but- politely hoped they -wera
rested and had been meade comfortable.

“Yes; we've nothing to Frumbla at,
except that we're priscners,” said Tom
ehortly.

EHe knew that if he woa to dececive
the shrewd and cunning man before him
he must not H.FEQH.I to mccept his offers
too readily, or he would emall a rat.

“Say, rather, my guests—and soom, I
hope, my comrades I" said Oom. * Hnw,

? me—you have thought over mniy
nﬂ'ﬂ:s il

“Well, it scems to bs & case of

* must,” and there's mo way out,” said
Tnm sulkily. “But you mentioned that
tho pay would be Iargﬁ it *ud hava to
be ; fur I'd lose sll the benefit of my
inventions, and once having been &
member of yvour geog I could nﬁmr mix
with dec—ordinary people again.’

“You would be recompensed for that,”

aaid Oom suavely. “1I will pay you =
retaining fee of o thousand pm: i per
month, and will purchase am‘;r your

inventions at your own pFice.

Tom Dare was staggered, for the, ofier
was evidently mosnt. Thére wowld be
no necessity .for the bandit to bluff, for
he hed them absolutely in his power.

‘;I%&i's va handmme of :mu.
om, "an 1 accept.

by the way, is my rz;ghtﬁhand hﬂipnr
{'}m he work with me?

“0f course; if he so desires,” apgreed
Oom. “But I should have thought that
a lad of spirit would have preferred
something more adventurous—something
with & spice of danger—such as my ex-
Eedltmm hold, But thers, perhaps he

as been used 1o being tied to his
broder’s apron-strings 1"

Rick's brain had been working like a
machine, and he saw his opportunity.

“1 don't want to wur]l]; with my
brother " he burst out passionately.

THE MAGNET—EVERY SATURDAY

“J think he's a durned coward to eccept
}'cmr offer | But just to show I'm not,

go with you on your next expedi-
tion |

Haplf an hour later the two brothers
left the house and strolled slowly back
across the basin.

“What's the idea, Rick?"” said Tom.
“What made you change your mind so
suddenly and say you'd go on one of
this blighter’s raids? You've got some-
thing up your sleeve, I know.'

“Bure!” was Rick's terse response.
“JIt's the only chance of one of us get-
ting free and bringing a nest of hornets
round this bandit’s ears. Tom, you had
an idea for & {flying-cloak fhat would
act as a parachute if necessary. Could
vou make it on the Q.T. 1"

Yes. But I've never tested ik, and
I'm not dead sure it'd wnrk; I've never
properly tried it ou

““Have one ready by the day after
to-morrow when he's poing to take his
next trip,” urged Rick excitedly. *I've
gob = un::h it's o chence that may
never come again. You see why he's so
anxious to get me as a wil :ngbmcm'her
of his gang? }eo'd have such a hald
over us both that we'd never be able to

away and face decent folk again,
Eﬁh Tom, put in =all you know and
make vour Angel Wings cloak, snd
it may bé the means of our circumvent-
ing this seoundrel and nddmg the world
of its greatest monace.'
m ¥ ¥ n
At sunset on the n?pmnl:ed day. the
eat plana was wheeled out from its
angar.
all, we should be kack in two to
tm dH‘j’E,” the bandit sssnred Tom.
“ Your broder will be quite safe, and he
will eomeo
left you. Bid him an "voirl”

Maleze chattered like an infuriated
monkey, but shrank back, fumbling
with his blow ipe,

Rick gave Tom a parting grip of the
hand and vanished inside the saloon as
the Bn;‘a Auto-gyro whirred, then the
machine lifted, and finally eimappe;reﬂ

Wlt-h: g heavy heart Tom reslisgyr
thet his young brother, being a !13]1%.-
weight, wae to take the place of this
venomous little dwarf snd operste that
ghastly contrivanée, the vacuum suction-
tube, in his place!

(Rick's a:erm-mz;;.- booked for a ﬂ':ﬂH
ing experience, isn't ke, chumsi Be
sure and réed oll about it in neéxt waek's
gripping instalment of this aerial.)

récher md wmr ghan he |

WIDGERS ON THE WARPATH!

(Continued from page E4)

“T1 repeat, I thank wou |” said Prout.
“You have dealt with this rascal as
deserved

“ Yow-ow-woooooh | contributed
Widgers,

“1 shall express to your Form
master my high opinion of you!" con:

tinuwed Prout, the juniors still gug-g]mn
at him blankly. ""] I shsll uﬂ'ﬂdg‘mtulntae
Mr. Quelch on his Form inclu

who are & credit to the sc ﬂ-nrl—w C
would be a credit to any school. Boys
I thank you, and I am proud of. you.

“We're dreaming this[® said Bﬂh
Cherry

"an gecure that man—he must be
given into custody—he will bo charged
with frequantmg with  felomous
intent-—-="

Widgers vamsh&d in the gloom

“Secure him [" boomed Prout.

“He—he—he's gone, sir!” babbled
Whearton.

A thud was heard from the road, as
Widgers dropped from the wall. It was
followed by a sound of runming feet.

Widgers was gone,

*1 shall tele ﬁ::me to the ;mhm.” amﬂ
Prout. “He ghall be arrested—he shall
be charged—if "he remains .ip . this
nmg]};;:-:;]::rhmd ! EM I;ith tm_e
to t ouse—you should no out o
the Houso at f.hm hour, but I Ihl-t{
excuse you to your Form master—I shall
cxplain to m your dutiful, yout
meritorious -.".'.-t:rn uet.”

Like fellowe in & dream, the Famout
Five followed Prout io the House.

- E 3 £ L ] L

Widgers, once of the Fifth, was not
heard of at Gr 6 ngmn.

Aod Tor’ n‘lm‘:g, g time Prout never
came gdoroes the Famous Five without
Esﬂn.g them' & kind nod and & smile,

ranco is bliss," as the poet

ramnl:h. iy folly o be wise,” And
m tmmé knew, mel nawr reamed,
Apiin aven-

i mrﬂlﬂ' ‘when. the

Famnui; Fwa of the Remove hnd—qmtu
‘1’-} mistake—whopped Widgers on the
arpathl

THE ERD.
(Now look out _far ﬂﬂﬂ {#5: Ha.nn_n

and a ripping - ng
Huréy Wharton & Co., entithed: "4!.?}?}
THE.FUN OF THE FIFTH!" Ii's
full ‘of big bange and. ¢xploaive tir-

rizes. _See that you order your coOpy

POPE, KING & SPANISH
REPUBLIC PACKET
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atamps, Habe ofiI0 8 ’{})lx
diferent, Jush .send ¥d.
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.w._.mm_:mﬂmﬂ Mansion for Sale!

Enown as " Bunter Court,” thie wonderful
Jacobean monsion, complete with spare parte
and all aceeseoriea, Will be offerad for eale next
Tuesday, by FIEH, FISH & FISHY, 1.TD.,
Aucticneers, 'Yhe grownds, sompristag the
better part of England, are atudded with lakes,
rivera, deer foresta, volcanoes, cte. MUST BE
EOLI). Owner hard up. The giy who buys
the _."E__.m will have to find k. nter Court
has been left out of the maps and directories
owing to jealonsy. ROLL W.__J

G

A= i
= o=
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LAUGH AND GROW FAT.

LATEST
EXTR A

GOQD
EDIATION 4

October 31st, 1931.

SALE NOW ON!

DR. SKINNER, of Study No, 11, annoinces
his GREAT WINTER SALE, Xaroe stoek of
pills and potions to dispoze of,  Ho reasonablo
offer reftacd.

OPERATIONS AT BARGAIN PRICES.

(licductiona for faking guantity.)

Come alomg and get your opcration now,
Thia oifer positively cannot be repeated.

The Courtfeld Cot-
tago Hoapital held
an Ap mm.mﬂ_u__qﬁn# lagt
week, in which they
endeavoured to roise
£5,000 to build a
new wing. When
gompleted, the new
‘wing is to be opened
by our respected
headmastor, Dr
Looke, s0 naturally Greylrisrs wos well to the
fore in collecting ﬂﬂa MAney,

Ong of the iterna organiced by the Remove was
& gomic foothall matoh. It was held on Litile
Bido, and a collecting-hox was sént round the erowd.
Tha .mu_nu__.ﬁ._.n were {wo mixed junior elevens, and
sach fellow found his own coslame,

Emaﬂﬂmaﬁnﬁnrm clmﬂu*nrnr
ﬂpmﬁ_.:m.,manw, ronocle, »zw_vwwﬂu. Weoxt nﬂﬂm a
largs prom, wheeled by a nurse,
oontaining o large baby and o
larger bottlo. Tho ' baby " was

Bob Cherry, and the nurse
was Frank Nwgent. FRoars of
langhter were heard when the

careered around the foot-

to kick the ball, ond the haby i
howling in & loud veice. The ¥
baby howled still louder, how-
ever, when it was piteHed out
of the pram. .

Harry Wharton, eporiing a
pair of erutches and o leg simply
emothered with handages, lod
one aide, Ceoil Hepinold
Temple, dressed in o euit of
armour, waa the e¢aptain of the ;
other sido. Terople made & loud clenking noiso as
hHe ambled about tho field, and he was rather
dangerous at olose guarters.

Bolsovgr Maojor was mounted on roller shates,
and every two minutes there was a lowd thud as
Bolsover hit the ground. However, Bolsy managed
to peore the firat poal, by shooting the ball post
Hquiff, who tried ._..Euwu.q to poke it out with his
walking-atiok.

VYernon-8mith had borrowed s horse from the
village, and he was mounted on this—a firercan's
helmet on his head and a long polo stick in hishand,
The playera gave way rcapectfully whenever this

COMIC FOOTBALL MATCH

In Aid of Courtfield Cottage Hospital

LITTLE

SIDE RAG

ancient carthorse Jumbered up to them, and
Smithy had quite a lot of the play with his polo
atick. Bmithy scored two goals for Temple'a team ;
but Wharton, hobbling up on erutohes, egualised
with a fine goal (considering that it was kicked by
a pouty legh

About this time play was made very diffioult
Wu__._ the inconsiderate action of Coker of the Fifth.
olcor,

Potter, and Greens, brought a huge stoek
s = of foothalls to the touchline,
3 angd they kept heaving theee
bells into the field of play—
with the reault thot there were
balla in all corners of the field.
. Balls simply rained on the two
gorls, and Monty Newland, who
waz scated on & tonnis-umpire’s
addor, amnmounced that the
seore was 93 against 82 in
lavour of HHEHMW_F Wharton's
men  soon o this equal,
howover, when Fry (who was
dressed  as Mickey MMouse)
‘__E_:mﬁ_mm the ﬁ_ m__m his a_u.”_ﬂ
penalty areés. 2 rel, prompt
awarded a penalty, h_.n.w__u Ew.p.w,
ton’s team put eleven of the
balla in & line and kicked them
intoe the back of Lthe net.

It waa o gorgeous rag. The speeintors wero
weeping with laughter long baiors finish. The
ond of the %E.E came when Gwynne, the ref., who
wis dreased in ronning-shortsd and epiked phoes,
waas declared to be cheating, The players gave
him five yards start, and of the erack of the pistal,
they tore aiter him, waving bludgeons and cricket-
stumps. But Gwynue won handz down, snd the
two teamz decided o forget hostilities and treated
him to refreshmenls.

Tho collection realignd £18 89a. 10d. A eplendid

effort for a good cause.

SMALL ADS.
CORNER

will come elon
Gver. ROLL

STARTLING WAGER. Fishor
T. Fish wagera the sum of FOUR
POUNDS (£4) thot no fellow
.m__wm_n_ give him a

_

LOET ! Copy of Euclid's
“ Elementa.” Will findor kindly
drap it inte the neorcst woste-
_—.5 per bazket ! DICK PENFOLD,
ROV

SLAVE.TRADER REQUIRED
fo instruct Greyiriars prefect into
the manner of employing slaves
in chain-pangs, ete, m_,.wE prefact

ean sco no other way of getting | 1eBves.

NOTICE. The objeot recentiy
discovered in the Quadrangle
NOT a statue of Qosling sweeping
It I8 Gosling sweeping

IF THIS ADVERTISEMENT
is seen by the yvoung lady in o
black-and-white hat and
jumper whoe was in ﬂ:nurwmu..u
on Woduesday Jast, will ahe

i5

work out of the fags. PaT | loaves,
GWYNNE, Sixth. -
UBLIC KOTICE. George
WANTED.  DICTTONARY | Pottor and William Creene hereby

giving the moaning of the waords
usad ﬁw Lodor yesterday when he
fell downstaira,

IF THIS ADVERTISEMENT
catehes tha eye of any titled
relative of William George Bunter,
the age of miracles will NOT have
passed,

give publia

about 6.30 p.m.

ke giver

notioa
intention to slay Coker with a
hatchet on Thursday next at

haviog obhjection to this proceed-
ing are required to put in sueh
objection before the date men.
tioned. No further warning will

kirndly sand her name ard addoess
Lo " MAULY," Box 543, “ Croy-
friara Herald," as rabl ..._H:..__w.u____

of has forgatten it.

thiir

Any porsons PELRSONAL. Unlass H.3.
aya J.B. of the “GAM" what
3. owes J B, for backing wrong-

s, T3, will eall ancd sco H.8 s

Hedmuoster, so he will, ‘pon his

SCORING OFF SKINNER

Who would have thought that
Quelchy had a sense of humour?
It wasn proved in clasa this woek.
Bkinner H.ﬁn.qmm it. He wishes now
he h 5

Bkinner ventured fo be funny
dur Iloman history. “When
Quelchy described how the galley-
alaves wora ill-tr®ated, he went on
to say that maeny of them were ill

Gosling’s
Punishment Plan

Suggestions to School

Whet Gosling saya is this here
The punishments now doled out
in Public schools are nothing ke
sufficiontly adequate. Boys in this
generation ere admittedly such
dratted himpa that "six on the
bags "' or & hundred lines ia merely
joking with a serious matter.

Gosling informs ua that he has
dravwn out a list of suitable puniah.
ments which he proposes to submit
to the Board of Education, with &
view to its adoption in all schoola
throughout the country, Wea have
boon privileged to see this Lst,
and, without permission, we are

ollows the said extracta ;
gootable punishment for IDOL-
NESE.
st Offenze : To be flayad aliva.
nd Offenss : Flogged with coke.
hammers.
Ench Subsclowent Offonse: Death.

Sootable Punishment for CHEER.
Each Offonso ; Hung, drawa, and
bumpad.

Sootable Punishment for Breaking
BOUNDS.
lat Offcnse: Baro
tied owver a lighted candle. i
2nd Offénso : Chained to the
front wheel of a steam-roller,
Each Subsekwent Offengse : Cast
to hungry lionses,

Sootable. Punishsienb
RAGGING.
1et Offonge : Shott out of o gun.
Znd Offenze  Tecth drawn owt
with pinchers.
Fach Other Offense : Drowading
at .—u.th.#._H.

Sootablile Ponishment for PEA.
BHOOTING.

Ench Offense : Put in a tub of

eald oil and heeted to o temprature

for

Davy ho will, J.8B.,

of 1,0007

FORM MASTER'S LITTLE

W:Hﬁ:ﬂ extracls from it. Herof

[eet to be

FUN

ind  ariad piteously for water.
""hen Skinner put his car in and
vhmerved that, at any rate, they
+gad plenty of ** whines,"

Quelchy glared.

"Bince you ars 86 fond of develop-
#p your senge of humour, Skinnee,"
P gaid, in 4 deap voics, ** perhapa
riou will have the goodness to atay
in after closa and allow me to
(uéroise my own humeorous pro-
idivities. Just for & joke, I wrill
it you a passags of Latin to
vonstrua and, by way of fun, you
-vill stay in until you have finished
oL
Whereat Shkinner's asonse of
iwmonr was campletely dashed.

When classsa were over, Quelch
Ahalked on the board :

“ Centa monus brevia ubi
Acta mans nota bo bi™

t " You will conatrue that pass

f:om & poem, Skinner," said Mr.
Cloeleh grimly. " When you have
¢ one so correctly, vou will hand it

fo ma."”
Skinner mw ed with relief. This
Viaa pure EM. Two lnes would

1ot take five minutes to construe.
“'he eneak of the Remove had been
expecting about two pages.
hen he came to parse those
emarkable lines, theugh, Skinner
& not go sure of hia luek. After
ahont ten minutes, he had a dim
puepicion that the _.mn_rn wag on
#im. Alter half an hour, ho was
Cortain of it
" Canta ! ™ he groaned. ™ Should
ot that be *ecanto’ or *cantat,’

gct™

“Tt should be what it 5
i knnar,” replied Cualeh.

"0Oh, erambsl Is *menuns’

rominative or genitive, ¢ic "

*“ That iz for you to find out,
¥ nner. You ore econstruing the
145 o—not 1"

<The dinner-bell found Elkinnerstill
uring hopelessly at tho sentonco,

Guelch amiled grimly.

Jour wits aro obviously un-
A to the task, Skinncr,” he
Anid, Y You may go."

‘' Thank you, sir. But would you
nind econstruing those worda for
ne ¥ T ean't make hoad er tail of
vhern, '

Quelehy thereupon remd out the
transiation of the sentenes, Skinnoer
teally wondered whother he was
clesaming as ho heard it.

“Con't B man a=s brave you hbe,
Act a man, and nobk a booby

Quelchy had seored off Skinnoer

withaut & doult.,

FASHIONS FOR ALL
ECONOMY COATS

The new winter fashions sro hero (writes our
oxpert). I can thoroupghly recommend the new
overcoats in pattorne of & large cheek, Unfor-
EEE__AW. it noeds a largs * cheque " to purchasze
ong, Chunkley's, howaver, do an overceat at a
n_m_wﬂ.n: price of £15,

& sconomy overcoat, now on sale, ia a douhbla-
aided aoat, which may be turned inside out and
worn a8 & different garment. Each ride is made
of tweed, with a diflerent pattern, and the article
looks wvery siriking. This coat is pacticularly
uaslul for fellows who wish to break bounds, aa
they can change the colour of their overcoat in a
Berond.

The comhbination bowler hat and crash-helmet
for reckless road-hogs is & useful and neat invention.
Coker, of the Fifth, has bought one, and says that
it acted anm@ﬂq on & rocént occasion when he
nose-dived into the honnet of a bus. Coker wam't
hurt & hit; but the bus will never be the same again.
Of course, with Coker's head, 8 crash-helmet is
quits superflucus,

Jackets are mow tailoved speciolly for foga,
with inkstaing slrcady ingorted by the monu-
facturers. ‘This saves the [ag the trouble of spilling
the ink on hig cont. Collars on the same pringipla
are to appoar shartly.

Tha latest suits, which are mrade withent pockets,
will Be useful far fellowa like Mauly who arve alwaysa
being dunned. When a man alicmopls to bite
Maulv's ear for a little brass, our listlesa lord will
he able to say with pericct {ruth that he hasn't
any money with him,

he voguo for long, Oxfordish trouscra appenrs
to have comn to stay. My own hogs are very long,
atl it will be longer still before I pay for them.

Here's & tip which I found wvery useful. I you
drop & spot of prense on your suit, and find that

d 1=
you cannol get the astain eut, the best thing to do ia
to mnka identical spota all over your suit at regular
dizstanees. It then laoks just like a pattern, and is
very fetehing, 1 like the leok of riine so moueh that
I have alrcady decided to insist on having epois
of greaso inserted in my next suit,

DO YOU WANT 10)- A WEEK FOR LIFE
AT THE AGE OF 707

If 20, lend me & panltey Pound (€1 0z, 3. and T')
hand you over my entire rights to an Old Age Pon.
shant If preferred, you can have my neclst Postal
Ocder  imstead—when it arrives ! Snap up thig
wonileriul chance, somebody, before it’s too lato 1—

WG, Buonter, S8iudy No. 7, Bemove Passage,

PROGRAMME OF CONCERT
BY AMATEUR DRAMATIC SOCIETY

AT B r.u. Buane
m TeE RAQG.
CGRAND CONCERT
{In aid of the next eoncerk).
PROCGH E.

1. CorxyxT S0L0 i i Jorsny Buoxn
* Those Lips, Thoss Eyes, Those Ears."

3. REciTaTION v Avrozzo Topn

“Oh, he waa boy."”

3. Praxorontn m_m__hﬂ T Cravpe Hosxivg
“Tiseord in A Hoat

.a - .a W. G. DoxTER
" Twao Lovely Pork Pica.”

a Hm“_ ghty

4. J0NG

Auxatreur Drasatio BociElry
rogont
“A MIDSUMMER NICGHT'S DREAM.M
Uriginal ploy by William Shokespeare.
Itevised and greatly jmproved Ly
WILLIAM WIBLEY
{The audienco is requested not to throw snything
until the end of the play.}

4. Toe Revovs

THTHERYAL.

. ; Bon CHERTY
Symphiony in B Miner " (Shubert.)

G, Comp-anp-Parer Soto ..

L]

7. GEnMAN Soxo o .. HAROLD SRKIKXER
“liom inter den porten, Moud,”

8. CoxsuniNg iy e Oriver Kirrs

Magic and Mystery.

8. VesTRILoouialk TuaN .. W. G. Buyrnn
“The Voico of the Porpoize.?

10 Soa i Arvogyzo Topn

“Tear Children, Good-Night.”
GOD SAVE THE KING.

ANONYMOUS LETTER

{(Tho letier printed below was written in o
dipruized writing on o plain sheet of paper, ond wo
Love been unabie 1o diseover the writer, Jotlond
._-,am:_._. Wﬂ.a as puzzled as wo arc-—more 8o, in iact.
— —U._

Y Esteemed and Ridiculons Siv—.1
iwpeckfuliness o tro agoe ¥ composejulliy
made up o shoviful story which 1 desived
you o inserdt in gour magmificent and
Tavrecniolle paper. And  whalfully,
vencrabife salils, is the rosult ¥ The story-
fulness hos not appearad, ond when I went
ta fooljilly scorch for i in your atedy,
I Jowndielly discovered my  rvidiculows
snasterpicoe in the estoomed and absurd
basket of wasic-paper.

* The too-thichkfulness of this procecd-
fng iz fervifie, honowrable pundi?, and
unless won printfally publsh the shoriful
story forthueith, it et De g dabifad poin
=) preciaef il detpp—to bas#fually ool o ope
i ot oplic, ;

o Esteemifully youwrs,
E- w.- ._.H- .m..i



