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THE FIRST CHAPTER. Jeffreys, the temporary Head of Grey-| Even Harry Wharton's fiery eloquence

Not To Be Stood ! frinrs. The groaning was long and|seemed to taper off.

. ENTLEMEN 1" dismal, and indicated the feelings of the| And in the hush the big door of the
* Fioar. hear!" . Greyfriars juniors _towards their hoad- | Rag opened, and Mr. Jeffreys strode
Pt roar of heeitg ke master pro tem. Evidently Mr. Jeffreys | into tho room.
ted the honpurable ‘:E'T wﬁ:a;ﬂ:npg:l!]]:rhr-heasﬂy Hun, only one

Harry Wharton, $ho coplain of the ' : THE SECOND CHAPTER.

Bemove Formn at Greyfriars, waa stand-
ing on a chair in the Rag
an_overflowing mecting.

The Rag wes croewded.

It was an indignation meetmp,

Thers was indignation, and there was
wrath in every faco.

The Hemove were there to a man.

Even Billy Bunter and Snoop and
Fisher T. Fish had turned up.  And the
Upper Fourth were nearly all there,
headed by the elepant and nutty Ceeil
Reginald Temple. There was a  go
sprinkling of the Third, and Nugent
minor had brought in o gaog of the fags
of the Second.

It was certamly @ representative
meesting, eo far ws the Lower School of
Greyfriars was concerned.

And the meeting was very excited.

Rows were common enough in the
Rag between the Remove and the
Upper Fourth ; but they were not rowing

addressing

now. The same spirit of indignation.

moved all the juniors.

Evenn Temple and Co., of the Upper
Fourth, checrod Harry Wharton as he
stood up to addcess the gathermg.

Evidently it was & case of the ﬁm snd
the lamb getting on chummy terma:

Yizentlomen—""

“"Ha it!"” roared Johmny Bull

“Bilence 1V

“Hear, hear!”

“Gentlemen,  is  meeting of the
Lower School of Greyfriare hag—haos
IHEt *r

“%iear, begr!™

“For a very important rpoae.
Gonflemen, I put it to the meet?élg—arﬁ
wo poing o stand @b

“WNever!™ roared Bob Cherry. -

“"The neverfulness i3 terribe!™
hirsaped Hurree Jammsat Ram Swngh,
‘ti.h& dusky Nabob of Bhanipur. -

“Well, hardly ever!” grinned Bkinner.

“Rritons  never ghall be elaves”
continued the orator.

“Hear, hear!”

A on kpow how the mattear
standg——""

“ B you needn't tell us!” remarked
Bkinner.

“E’rhut,u}:-, Skinnor!™

“Order !

“fro if, Wharton!"

Bob Cherry displayed a formidable
set .of knuckles under Skinner’s nose:
and that humoroue junior decided to shut
up. It was really no timo for Skinner's
Bippant remarks.

“¥ou koow how the matter stapds!™
resumed Wharton  victoriowmsly. *“ Dr.
Locke, our respected hesdmaster, has
gome eway for s health—"

“Good old Head!™

“Mr. Jeffreve, who has taken his
place, ia & Hun!"”

‘There woere deep groans for Mr.

degres less rotton than a real Prussian!™

Fcontinued Wharton cloguently.

“Hear, hear!”

“I ray, wyou fellowe—" began Billy
Bunter, who wes near the doof. ore
wits o shout at once:

“BZhut up DBunter!™

“But I say, you fellows—"

“Dry up!™ :

“Yoea, but I sayp—*"

# 31t on him, somecbady 1™

“Yarach!" roared Bunter, as Squiff
of the Remove flattened bhim down and
sat on him.. “Gerroff! Yah! There
goes my watstcoat buttons—— Yaroch ™

“Ha, ha, ha!™

“ Order ™

“Gentlemen,” reeumed Wherton—the
Owl of the Remove having been thus
effectually  silenced—" gentlemen, the
position 1a serious!™

“Haar, hear!"

“Mr. Quelch, our respectad Form-
master, las been aacked by the new
Head, .und he wom't come back till Dr.
Locka comes home, which may be evar
50

D

B | may be for vears, and it may be
for ever '™ sapg Bkinner.

“Bhut up, Skinger!"

“ Wingate, our ekipper, has heen
chucked out, and Lodor, the worst bully
at Cireyiriara, has bocn made skipper in
his placo!*'

.I:-F m!‘fr

“The Remove have had all holidays
cancelled #ll the end of the term—"

Deep groans from the Removites.

“Tha Feurth and the Bhell haven't
come off so badly, becavee they have
stood. Jeffreys' rot more patiently than
we have—-"

“Why, vou silly sss!” exclaimed Cecil
Reginald Temple

“Ynu cheeky fag!"” roared Hobson aof
the Shell.

“Order!™ :

“But we hava all euffered severehy
under J{'_'HFEF?, and tha question before
?h:; meeting is, are we going to stand
| A '

T NE"I‘EI‘!"

“*Down with Jeffreys!

“I say you followe,” pasped Bunter,

squirming un:der Baquiff’s weight, “I
was roing fo say—"

“Ring off I

“ld Jeffrops—-"

“Chuck 1™

“He's just opteide——"

“Whu-a-ati"”

“h, my het!"
* Grroat pip 1" gesped Temple.
—then ke's heard us!™

“Then

2 Elmﬂ sneaking about on tiptoe!"™
eaid Cheery  fiorcely. him
hear! It may do him good!”

But silence fell on most of the juniors.

| prefeet until Mr. Jefireys

Going Through It !
R, JEFFREYS' brow was thun-
M derous, and his narrow little
eyea were glittering under hia
nt brows,

The juniors stared at him.

Wharton was etill stinding on the
chair, & prominent figura. '

Mr. Jeffreye’ eyes, looking like sharp
plﬂ.-EOll:_itﬁ,: glittored at him.

“ Wharton ™

“Yes, eiri™

“{Zer down ot once!™

The captain of the Remove hesitated
for one moment. Then he obeyed, and
siepped down from his rostrum,

¢ aharp eves of the new headmaster
roved over the dismayed faces of the
juniors,

Wharton did not sheink from his look,
and Vernon-Bmith, the Bounder of Grey-
friars, met his evea with a sarcastic ourl
of the lip.

But some of tho fellows, to whom My,
Jeffreys' back was turned, slipped quictly
out of the Rag, to escape the storm that

wae evidently coming.

T:IIIE ailencs nu-uldd&ﬂgtmjdﬁn felk.
"It appears,” said Mr. r break.
ing the prim silence at last, ?:‘T‘ha}t vou’
have chesen to hold a diserderly meeting
here, and to utter diseespectful refercnces
to vour headmasier!”

No anawer.

“Fish!” rapped out My, Jeffreye.

“Yep!” gasped Fisher T, Fish.

“Go and “tell Loder, of the Sixth
Fﬂn%_. to com> here!”

id on'

::TEIY IL:im to bring a etout cape.™
it :ﬁ Wingate aleo.”

Fwh hurried out of the Rag. In a few
minutes the two prefects arrived, Fishy
gid not return with them;, however. Hao
had prodently remained away, hoping
thut his absence would be overlooked.

George Wingate's face was dark. He
had been captain of Grevfriars and head
becamoe Head,
Now Laoder, the bully of the 3ixth, was
head prefect in his J)Eat:{- _ Checry,
rugged old Wingate did not please ﬂfﬂ
Lew ‘::rmdmtu&sten hd - crwj "

“ Wingate,™ sai r. Jeffreys, “ v
will tnlmgl;hnti cane, please ! G

“For what purpose, sir?* asked Win-
gate quietly,

" To administer punishment to these
riotous juniors Fi

L1 ﬂh ! L

“You will stand by the daor,
and cane each boy as he leaves,” said Mr,
Jeffreys. “* All of you form up in line.”

“My hat!” murmured Bob Cherry.

Wingate's cheeks flushed. He was well
swere that the tyrant of Greyfriars re-
scnted his popularity with the juniors,

Iease,



Every Monday.

Ard he could guess Mr, Jeffroys’ motive
for choosing him as executioner.

Loder grinned. He rather enjoyed the
situation. : _ .

“ Excuse me, sir,” said Wingata, *“but
I cannot do as you ask !”

“What " thpndered Mr. Jeffreys,

“1 beg you-to excuse me, sir,”

“7 did not ask you, “’l;lﬁlatae—l'
ordered you!"" eaid the Head harshly

“1 cannot do it, sir.”

“Take care, Wingate!" :

The old captain of Greyfriars did not

‘Very well, Wingate! You are mo
langer a prefect,” said Mr. Jeffreys. I
nbﬁf make Carne a prefect in your place.
You may go!”

Wingate went without & word.

“Loder, you will kmdg carry out my
dimc[;junl."l eaid Tﬂrh' Jeffreys.

“ Certainly, sir !’

Gerald Lgﬁér was not at all vnwilling.

Ho took up his position by the door-
way, cane in hand, ;

“¥ou will all leave fhis room one at
a time,” said Mr. Joffroys, his narrow
eyos giaring at tho juniors. * Each of
vou will receive two strokes from Loder,
Any boy who refuses will be expelled
from Cifeyiriars on the spot!”

It was a tyront's trump card. There
were plenty of fellows there who would
havé faced a fAogging; but expulsion
from the school was quite a diffcrent
matter. To be sent home in disgrace was
s punishment it was no} casy to face.

et there was hesitation for some
moments. i

But Skinner led the way, received his

two cuta, and went squirming out of the

_!ﬁgﬁer that there was a regular proces-
sion.

Loder's cane was k bhusy.

It was congenial w::gf to t{u bully of
Groylriars; but even Loder's arm muat
have ached by the time the Rag was
emptied. i )

Swish, swish, swish, swish! ]

The sound was almost incessant, till
the indignation meeting had filed’ out,
and disappeared down the passage
squeezing their hands.

Mr. Jeffreys looked after tho last of
them with a grim smile, He fattered
himaelf that he knew how to deal with
insubordination.,  Since Mr. Quelch had
been dismissed the new Head bad taken
his place as master of the Remove, perid-
ing the arrival of a new master, and the
Removo had given a good deal of trouble,
The tyrunt of Greyiriars was quite con-
vinced that he would break their spirit
in time, .

“That will do, Loder! Thank youl’

Mr, Jefiveys rustled away. 17

Loder nt-mﬁad'huck to his study, He
cuffed Bunter and Stott and Ceei
Roginald Temple on his way, for no
bettcr reason than that they ha pened
to be within reach. Bunter yelled, Stotk
scowled, and the lofty Cecil Reginald
gave Loder a deadly look.

o ad, we've mado asses of our-
gclvea !” mumbled Fry of the Fourth, as
Temple and Dabnoy joined him in their

study. ‘*After velling out that we
weren't going to stand it, we—we—"
8 it 1" growled Temple. '
*“Oh, rathor!” eaid Dabney. *1 say,
We've got

indignation meetings arc off.
to tgﬂ the line till ﬁi Locke comes back,
and we may as well take it smiling.”
“Tho Remove have been bucking up
s hit,” asaid Temple. :
“And they've been gettin
neck more than wo have.
good " T
There -was muich the same opimion n
Study Ne. 1, to which the Famous Five
had retired to squeeze their hande at
their leisure,
“ We'ra off-side, you know," said Bob

it in the
Vhat's the
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Cherry dizmally. *“The beast is Head
after all, and he's got the sack to hold
over our heads. Fxpelled from echool!
It dm-a:;.’t sound nice for people to know,
d: ol .“' 1]

“Ha's got us there!™ grunted Johnny

ull.

“ The gotfulness is terrific! ¥ groaned
Hurree Jomsct Ram Singh,
eateamod Jeffreys 13 & vonera
but he has the upful hand."

“Yow-ow ! ' was Frank Nugent's con-
triﬁntlim ﬁgrhtha diunuuinrﬁ s

ar arton’s eyos ta :

e HE couldn't sack };.m, if we all stood
together. The question is, will all the
fellows agree to stand shoulder to
should:r against him?" he exclaimed.

“A jolly big question, twl," said”
“Ask us another! I don't know the
answer to that one.”

Bolsover major looked into the study.
“You thumping ass, Wharton!” he

un,

growled,
“What?" :
“Blow your blessed mectings! No

more of them for me! ' ¥ou can
licked as much as you like! I don't hike
16! Brr-r-r!”

* Look here—"

“Won't stand it, won't wo?" sneered
Bolsover jor. “Gas! We've got to
stand it. m;}-n-u'm standing it like the
rest, after all your chinwag! VYah!”

And Bolsover major stalked away.

But several other fellows looked into|¥

Study No. 1 in turn, to tell the captain
of the Remove what they thought of his
indignation meetings. WI{at they thought
did not seern at all flattering. It was

evident that indignation mectinga were|’

off; snd it looked as if the tyrant of
Greyfriara had the upper hand, and wes
to keep it

e = =

THE THIRD CHAPTER.
The Hun !

#F T'8 the new master this morning !”

I Bob Cherry remarked after break-

fast the next, day.

*May be a bit more decent than
Jeffreys,” said Tom Brown hopefully.
“ouldn't be worse,” agreed Bob.
*Most likely a chap of Jeffreys' cut,”
said Vernon-Smith, * Jeffreys will have
picked him out to harry us.

““What a merry prospect!"

There was considerablo interest nmong
the Remove on the subject of their new
Form-master, who was to take the place
of the “late lamented Quelchy,” as Bob
Cherry expressed it

Me. Quelch was certainly lamented by
his Form. He had been a sovere master,
but the Remove would have been glad to
have him back. Thoy did not enjoy the
instruction’ of tho new Head.

il | , you fellows——"

“ H;ﬁ{}, Ji;c;]l{:, hallo! You know all
about the merry Form-master, of course,
Bunty. What keyhole have you bsen

att"

*:Oh, really, Cherry! 1 happened to
hear old Jeﬂi:-:ru mention him to Carne.
He came last night, you know. Guess

his name!

“# Rother his name !
his name, fathead?"

“Ip'll surprise you!" grinned Bunter.
“What do r:.i:uu think of Schwartz?"

“Qohwartz " howled the Removites.

“That's itt"

#* A Gorman!” exclaimed Wharton,

Buntar chortled. e

“Oh, no—gennine British, you know—
some naturalised beast!™ i

“1 guess I'm not going to work for a
Garm.fn Furmq}'lagfer pla oxclaimed
Fisher T. Fish indignantly. *I calculate
Jeffreys is coming it too strong!”

“I " suppose the fellow’s legally

How can we gness

“The-

One Penny. 3

English,” said Harry Wharton. “Ho
may be decent—somo Germans are.”

“Precious few, I guess!”

“Well, our German master, old Gans
isn't o bad sort,” said Nugent. “Of
course, he 1sn't & Prussian—he's Saxon,
or something Did you find out what
kind of a Hun Schwartz is, Bunter, while
vou were at the keyhole "

3
* really, Nugen
bc.lcllf-!]'h[ﬂj hallo, hallo! There's the

The Removites trooped into their
Form-room. They were keen enough to
see the now Form-master. That he waa
a :lpquiuilj' Hunnish kind of Hun the
had litile doubt, as he had been selec

Bob. | for the post by Mr. Jeffreys. But they

did neot like Huns, anyway, whether
naturalized or not.

" Mr. Schwartz came intd the Form-
room with the Head. ‘Every aye was upon
him immediately. . :

He did not look much like the typical
German. He was thin and dark. He
had a hard, bony face, and eyes like a
hawk. Certainly he did not look as. if
he had a ‘large rhare of the milk of
human kindness in his composition.

i Bﬂj’ll!"

Thoro waa silenca.

““This is your new Form-méster, Mr.
Schwartz. I shall leave you in his
charga. Lot me hear no complaints of

ou

“May I speak, sir?” asked Vernen
Smith, with cool assurance,

Mr, Jefireys frowned at him.

“What have you to say,
Smith I
“Under the circumstances, sir, I do
not think that Dr. Locke would allow a
Goerman to become our Form-master if

were here."

The juniors gasped,

“* Vornon-SBmith "' thunderad  the
Head.

“Yos, sir? Of course, I have nothing
to say agsinat Herr Schwartz—"

“Mr. Schwartz, Vernon-Smith."

“Does not Herr Schwartz wish to be
called Herr Schwarts, sir?” asked tho
Bounder, with cool insclence. : :

“Mr. Bchwartz is a British subject,
Vernon-3mith, born in this country!
You will treat him with cvery respect.”

“Borry, sir! 1 did not fcnmlr that
Schwartz was an English name,"” said
the Boundet. :

Some of the juniors grinned. They
wondered where the Bounder found the
nerve to talk to the tyrant of Greyfriars
in that way. But his nerve had to be
answered for, Mz, Joffroys took a cane
from the desk and handed it to Mr.
Schwartz.

“I leave you to maintain respect and
discipline in your class, Mr. Schwartz,”
he said. “I rely upon you."

“I shell not fail you, sir,” said Mr,
HSochwarts, HSomewhet to the surprise
of the juniors, ho spoke English without
any German accont, “Vornon-Smith,
you will como heore !

The Boundor came out.

“Heold out your hand !

The Bounder measured him with hia
ove, It was guito evident that resistance
was in his mind, The Bounder was
utterly reckless, and he would havo
started a rebellion in the Form with the
cor'est unconcern, But he thought
botter of it, and held out his hand.

Swish ! : :

The blow that descended u his

alm made tho Bounder wince, hard as
Ee was. Mr, Jefiroys looked on approv-
ingly. * Evidently the now Rpmovo-
master 'was s man after his own heart.

“The othor hand ! said Mr. Schwartz
harshly.

Swiah !
TeE Macrer LipRary.—No. 503,
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*Now go back to your place, and be
more careful of your manners, my boy !"

Vernon-3mith went quietly back to
his desk with burning eyes. i

Mr. Jefireys left Form-room, and
the morning lessons began. = The
Removites had hoped for an img‘rwe-
ment upon Jeffreys in the new Form-
master; but they.were disappointed. It

was clear from the inning that Mr.
Schwarty, wherever he had been born,
and: whatever nationality be fancied,

was # Prussian Hun of the most
thoroughly Prussian variety.

The juniors were well aware that it
was the new Head’s intention to break
thern in, and they could ecasily guess
that he chosen this man as a useful
instrument for the purposa,

And Mr. Bchwartz certainly was to be
relied upon, eo far as that went. That
rmofning more punishments were handed
ouat in igu; Remove-reom then Mr. Quelch
had becn accustomed to hand out in a
weelk.

When the class was dismissed the
juniors streamed out with sullen facea

and glintin 3
Bagh Ehergrjrwr?hbe& hiz hands in the

quad,.

“Well, what do you think of him " he{{

asked.
“Like Jefireys, only more s ™

“The mordeofulness is terrific!”

“Fancy being whopped by o beastly
{_Iun, when we've all got relations out in

landers ].:il:ling: uns ! growhed
Johnny Ball, I awppose it's agdinet
the law to kill thia Hun, isn't it 7"

“Ha, ha! Yea.” ;

“Mustn't even wring his neek,” said
HQoqwmff, “I don't jeve in making
these silly distinctions betwean one Hun
and another. I'd give a week's pocket-
money to punch his Prussian nose I

el ; ess it ain't enough 1"
grumbled Fisher T. Figsh. I guess m
popper would be real mad if he knew
WAS bmnF bulldozed by a Prussian!
Yowow! -

Thera was deep indignation in the
Remove. It was the last drop in the
cup, as it wara, for a German to be
selected s their Form-master. The fact
that his German parents had doubtless
been naturalised made no impression on
them, As Bob Cherry remarked, if a
pig was born 1n a stable, 1t was & pig,
not a horse. A German bern in England
was thevefore a German gll the same,
At least, that was Bob's view—-all the
moTe Mr. Schwartz undoubtedly
was 1 Prussian by naturo,

Mr. Schwertz was equally unpleasant
at afterncon lessons, The Remoyites
had to be very wary to keep clear of the
pointer. And all their wariness did not
save them, for the estimable Form-
master seemed to find a peculiar pleasare
in rapping knuclkles.

After lessons that day the Famous
Five agreed, nem, con,, that something
would have to be done, But what was
to be done was o problem,

THE FOURTH CHAPTER.
The Bounder’s Seheme !

ERNON-SMITH came into Study
No. 1 et tea-time. The Famous
Five were seated round the
table at & dismal tea.
The Bounder regarded them rather
sarcastically.
“Enjoying life—what?” ho asked.
“Dh, rats "
“Feal inclined to buck against the
merry tyrant?” .
"‘H’u, san ! But there's nothing doing.”
“It's no good talking of a barring-cut,
Smithy,” sald Harry Wharton gquietly.
TeEe MicxeT LIBRARE.—No E&.

faren't uy’a

. B0 g0
been e::peilaﬁm

kot the fellows
) yet, ' Jeffreys
can expel a chap if he likes, He would
pick out the leaders:at once and kick
them out of the school. It's not guod
enough. I don’'t want my uncle in
Fl & letter saying that I've

“It may ocome to ths
to that pi

m Grayfriars.”

“Bame with my pater,” =aid Bob.

“We can't buck unless we all stand
together and refuse to let any member
of the Form be expelled,” said Wharton.
® And that's not an easy bizney. I think
the fellows will come to it in time.”

“I've pot ancther idea,” said
Bounder,

There was a chorus from five at once:

“Out with it !

The Bounder closed the study door.

“Jeffreys has the whip hand of wus,
because ho ¢an pick out any chap who
takes the lead and brand him for life
&3 a fellow expelled from school,” he
sald. “"He knows he's got us there.
The school isn't ripe for a rebellion.

the

‘But there's more than one way of killing

a cat. SBuppose we get our own back on
thoee rotters—Loder, Carne, Walker,
Schwartz, and old Jeffreya himself—
without letting them know it comes
rom us "

'FEh ?H

“¥You 't catch on?!

“Bleased if I do!” said Bob, shaking
¥ gmd' lie lainfully

“Buppoed you explicate explainfully,
my esteemed Bmithy 1" tuggl::ated the
Nabob of Bhanipur,

"“Right! You've heard of the Inguisi-
tion, 1 suppose I

“The —the what 1™

“The Bpanish I[nguisition,” said the

Bounder,
Five stared at him

The Famous
blankly, :
“Tha—the—the Spanish Inquisition "
stuttered Bob Cherry. :
“In the name of all that's idiotic,”
satd Wharton, *what Has the Spanish
Ingquuisibton to do with ws or old
Jeftreys 1 -
“Lote! You've had i1t in the history
lesmson,” said the nder., “You re-
member how the merry Holy Office was
run? Chap was suspected of something
—what id they call it? Not
dyspepsia—" :
“Heresy,” said Wharton, laughing,
“Yes, that's it—heresy. Well, the
Inquisitors suspected a chap of being a
heratio, and suddenly disappeared,
without leaving a trace behind, He was
whisked off sorhewhere, tried in sconet,
and put to the torture, and had a joll
time gﬂneralij with those cheery ol
Inquisitors. Now, this iz my idea.
Why not start an Inquisition at Grey-
friars i"
“Whe-a-a-at "
_Bob Cherry tapped his forchead
significantly. 2 :
“Poor old Smithy ! he said. “Has
this been coming on long ™
“Fathead ! said Vernon-8Smuth. *I
We can't buck

think it's a good idea.

up against Jeffreys openly. Ho'e
got us the short hairs, as Fishy puts
it. But a secret society—-"

n'ﬂ_h I”

“An Inguisition, in fact, could deal
with all the rotters one after nnﬂ't-hgr,”
naid Vernon-S8mith, his eyes gleaming.
The Bounder was evidentl{i?
taken with his extraordinary 1
“Fellows with masked faces—"

“Masked faces " yelled Nugent,

“Yea"

“Penny plain and tappence coloured !"

runted ﬁnhnng Bull. “Deadwood

ick, Buffalo Bill, and the Blood-
bedabbled Brigade! Rata!”

“Oh, ket me get on!”
Bounder. “ We've got old Guy Fawkes
maeks left over from last year—a lot of

Very mue
dea.

said the

h | Mark ILanley of the
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them in the box-room. Well, take Loder,
for c:amgla. If we collar him, and reg
him, as he's ing -us to do, we get
called up by Jeffreys, and fAogged il

.we can't crawl, and socked if wa resiet.

That's not guoci enough !

“Naot quite.”

“But suppose Loder is collared one
evening by half a dozen chaps with
masks—{Zuy Fawkes maske—on their
chivvies, and taken away somewhere on
the quiet—"

EL! ﬂh !!!

““And put on hie trial as a heretio—I
mean a8 & rotter—same as the victima of
the Bpanish Inquisition. The Greyfrjars

Inquisitors give him & fair trial, ind him
guilty, and punish him."
13 mF t !::l

= goes through it,"” continued
the Bounder. “He can rage afterwards
as much as he likes, but he doesn’t know
who handled him, and he can't evsn

ess. Nobody can be punished, even by

effreya.”

“He would jolly well that this
study had a hand in it, % fancy 1™ said
Harry Wharton.

“Quite s0. But this study can keep
¢lear of the bimey at first,-you see. We
can take some of the Shell and some of
the Fourth into the scheme, and the
members of the Inqguisition can be dif-
ferent fellowe each t'me. We can work
it o that the Inguisitors can't possibly be-
found out. And then I fancy that rotter
will have & lessgn. If Loder's lesson isn't
enocugh, we give Carne a lesson next, and
then Schwartz—" _

“Bchwartz! My hat!™

“ And Jeffreys himself, too !"

““Oh, crumbs !
“Why not?" ssid the Bounder coolly.

“It's all done in secret, and I suppose
even Jeffreys cogldn't sack the whole
school on suspicion.”

“Ha, ha! .No.”

“By Jove! It's a ripping wheeze!"”
E:ﬂlaﬁned Bob Cherry. El?:ﬁthjr,- you're

s giddy genius”

ﬁlﬂ'] {":'humn nodded.

Now that he reflected on it, there cer.
tainly did seem to be something in the
Bounder's peculiar wheeze.

Certainly it np&:ﬁ&d to be the only

way of hitting at the common
enemy. It was worth a2 trial, at all
events, .
_“"We'll see Temple and Hobson, and
jJaw it over with them,” said Nugent.
“They’re as ratty with Jeffreys & Co. as
we are. Hobby can’t get over the Shell
being fagged.”

“And he's been ed for biffin
Carne, when Carne cuffed him,” mi
Vernon-8mith, *Hobson will be keen
enough.”

“It's a jolly idea !I"" said Whar-
ton. “We shall have to be jolly careful
not to let ocur voices be recognised.
Let's have a couneil of war in the study,
and keep it dark. We don’t want it
talked abont up and down the school.”

And no time was lost in calling the
council of war,

Ten minutes later Hobson and Hoskins
of the Bhell, and Temple, Dabney, Fry,
and SBcott of the Fourth were in the
study, deep in discussion with the
Famous Five and the Baunder. Squiff,
Tom - Brown, Delarey, Peter Todd, and
i Remove were also
admitted to the secret council,

he more the juniors discuesed the
scheme the better they liked it. For it
was unanimously agreed that something
had to be done, and, .unless the drastic
sentence of the sack was to be faced, that
something had to be done without the
identity of the doers transpiring. The
Greyfriare Inquisition was, in fact, a
long-felt want, as Cecil Reginald Templa
remacked.



Every Monday.

That evening there were many prepara-
tions in dead secret among the members
of the inguisitorial body. :

Outside their own circle not a word was
paid. It was safer for few to know the
secret, and better for fellows who might
be questioned to know neothing about it,
and to be able to say so.

And, the arrangements having been
made, the Greyfriars Inguisitors were
eager to get to work; and it was agreed
that on the following day the dread blow
should fall, as Bob Cherry dvamatically
expressed it

THE FIFTH CHAPTER.
The Elow Falls ! :

HE next day was a half-holiday at
Greyiriars; but for the Remove
there was no half-holiday., Their
insubordination, as the new Head

was pleased to term it, was punished by
gating till the end of the term. The
cancelling of holidays meant playing
ducks and drakes with the games when
the football fixtures came along; but
something had to be done before then.
Harry Wharton & Co. had high hopes
that the Greyfriars Inguisition would be
an cffcctual something.

In class that day Mr. Bchwartz was as
heavy-handed as ever. The new Form-
master had evidently modelled himself
upon the new Head, and his servility to
Mr. Jeffreys was only equalled by his
tveanny over the Remove. That after-
noon, while the rest of the schaol was at
liberty, the Remove went grinding on in
the Form-room under r. Schwartz's
hawkish aye.

There was deep discontent in the class,
cand punishments were f[requent. The
Remove were growing more and more
restive under the iron rule,

But Harry Wharton & Co. were very
quiet and orderly. It looked as if they
had made up their minds to grin and
bear it. The Bounder, too, refrained
from the slightest impertinence to Mr.
Schwartz. *robably  the new Form-
master flattered himself that he was
already bringing those unruly youths well
to heel.

After lessons the chums of the Remove
were not yet free. Under Mr, Jeffreys’
rule fagging for the Remove had been
reinstituted, and Loder & Co. found great
gatisfnction in enforcing 1t. Loder called
Wharton and Bob Cherry into his study
to prepare his tea—probably expecting
refusal, and an excuse for reporting them
for severe punizshment.

To his surprise the two juniors came in
as meekly as lambs,

They prepared Loder’s tea in such a
gatisfactory way that even the bully of
the Sixth could not grumble when he
came in with Carne and Walker.

“Well, that's all right,” said Loder
grudgingly.

“5o glad you're pleased, Loder,’
Bob moeekly.

Carne chuckled.

“1 fancy we're getting the fags into a
bit better order,” he remarked. * ¥You
young scoundrels are coming to your
senses, I think!"

“Well, you can get out now !"" growled
Leder, somewhat disappointed that there
was nothing to find fault with,

“Thank you, Loder.”

“*Not so much of *Thank you,
Loder ' I'' growled the bully. *If that's
meant for cheelg—-"

“0Oh, Loder ™

“Chuck me over that cane, Walker!"

Walker of the Sixth grunted.

“For goodness’ sake let the kids alane,
Loder !" he exclaimed. *They've done
nothing !

“Rats!” said Loder.

He micked up the cane,

said
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Loder is trapped !

““ Hold out your hand, Wharton ?”

“What for ? 7" asked Harry guietly.

“Cheek! Now, then—sharp !

Wharton clenched his hand, instead of
holding it out. Bob Cherry pressed his
arm quickly.

The captain of - the Remove, controlling
his feelings, held out his band without a
word.

Swish !

“Now you, Cherry I

HAwish !

“Now get out!™ snapped Loder,
throwing down the cane.

The two juniors got out.

“By gad, they’ve been brought to
order, and no mistake !" said Carne, in
wonder., I never expected to sce those
two young bounders come to heel like
this ™

“0Oh, T knew what tht-,f' wanted all
along ! said Loder. “Plenty of lick-
ings, well laid on I hope Dr. Locke will
keep away for good. y idea is that
things go much better with Jeffreys
here."

“For us, at least!” grinned Carne.

And Loder chuckled., Under Mr,
Jeffreys’ rule the bully 'of the Bixth had
been able to spread himself, to his‘intense
satisfaction,. is frown was a terror to
the fags. Even the unruly Removites
had begun to regard him with awe, TLike
most persons who are cowards at heart,
Loder liked to make himsglf terrible,

Loder would not have been quite so
patisfied, however, if he had been aware
of the true causo of the Removites' meek-
ness. ‘There was a rod in pickle for
Gerald Loder which he was fai from
suspecting,

After tea Loder let himself out of tho
side gate and walked down to Friardale.
Even Mr, Jeffreys would have been in-
censed if he had known that his favourite
prefect’'s destination was the billiard-
room at the Cross Keys. But Loder was
very careful to keep matters of that kind
very dark, As a prefect Loder had a
key to the side gate, and could let him-
self in and out as he iil{{'d,_ neither was he
bound to turn up for ealling-over.

It was a good hour after roll-call when
Loder’s key clicked in the lock of the
little gate and he came mto the dark

One Penny. b

It was very dark there,

quadrangle.
under the shadowy elm that grow near

the gate. Without a thought of danger,
Loder closed the gate, nnﬁ BWUNE AWAY
towards the House,

As he did so there was a sudden rush
of feet.

Before Loder knew what was happen-
ing he was swept over and bumped on
the ground. A knee was planted in the
small of hia back, pinning him down.
Hands grasped him on all sides. His
mouth, as he opened it to vell, was stuffed
with a smelly cake of soap. In astonish-
ment and rage, er gurgled and
struggled, but guite unavailingly. i
nooses were whisked over his wrists and
ankles and drawn tight. A ragged cloth
that smalt of oil—evidently a rag from
the bike-shed—was tied over his face, to
keep the soap in his gasping mouth, - Then
he waa lifted in three or four pairs of
arms and borne away in the darkness,

THE SIXTH CHAPTER.
In the Hands of the Inquisition !

ERALD LODER wonderad
G whether he was dreaming.
If he was, 1t was certainly the
severest kind of a nightmare.

Heo bumped againast several trees in the
darkness, his captors apparently not
thinking that it mattered,

Then they turned into the Cloisters—a
very lonely spot after dark, The old
Cloisters were a good distance from the
school buildings, and the loudest shout
there could hardly have been heard in
tha School House.
© Bump!

Gerald Loder was bumped on the
ground at the ﬂxtr&m‘:f of tha Cloisters,
where the old stone arches shut out every
ray of starlight.

He rolled over, and sat up dazedly.

Dimly, in the gloom, he made out fivae
figures that surrounded him. The faint
glimpse he caught of their faces gave him
B atatt-]it:jg shock. The dim, half-seen faces
wors hideous -to the last degree, and
hardly looked human,

L-mi'ar gcarcely breathed for a moment
or two. Iato what hands had he fallen?
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An electric pocket-lamp gleamead out in
a fan of Lght that !aﬂ]::pﬁn the bound
“I‘-i}:i = pmfe;:.l - 2

s WaE e, eyes gleam

with fear. But in a moment more he
waa relieved, as he saw that the fearful
visages that morounded him were mmply
Fifth of November masks, ocompletely
hiding the faces oY

The prefect’s fear changed to rage.

“You young hounds!” he stuttered, as
the cloth was pulled an'nttt:}i he ejected

the soapy 4 :

“Hilence!” said a deep voice—so dee
that Loder knew at once it was disguised,

" Let me go!” )

“Gerald Loder " The deep voice was
swe-inspiring, though Loder knew
must be in the ds of Greylriars
{fellows. *'Gerald Loder, bully and mis
ereant, do you know where you ave "

¥ u! F—JI— Let me go, or
I'il shout, end bring the whale school
here!™ hissed loder, struggling with the
I Ft vovt coenh loadly, Gerald Lode

o o oundly, (Ger T,
you wif't be punished. Bilence!"

“Help!” spluttered Loder. .

Immediately hands were leid on him.

Bump |

Loder's head came into violent contact
with the stone pillar behind him, He
;m%ed m;th pain.

This time Loder did not yell, though-
he was hurt. He undemt{m-g every
yell had to be paid for.
i Wil}]:._ vou be silent now, Gerald
r

"Ow! Oh! Ow! Yes!
fends! Ow}' grosned Loder,

“Good! Gerald Loder, do you know
where you ara?” The deep wvoice re-
peated the question.

“Hang you!” _

"You are in the hands of the Grey-
friars Inguisition, Gerald Loder.™

"“'Wha-g-at?"
I am the Grand In-

“Look at me!
quisitor!™

Loder looked at him. He dimly made
out the figure of the Grand Inguisitor.
That individusl were an ancient over-
roat, evidently & man’s discarded coat,
which cov him to the ankles. His
clothes could not be seen, and the hideous
mask hid his face. There was notling
ahout him for Loder to recagnire,

“You are charged with high crimes

You young

and mmis nours,” went on the deep
voios. Do you plead guiliyy or not
guilty?”

“Hang you!™

Bump!

Loder’s head came in contact with the
stone pillar once more, It was pretiy
plain that the Inguisitors did not mean
to stand on ceremony with him,

*Ow-ow-ow ! moaned Loder. He
did net dare ta yell.

“Will you answer nowl"

“*Yow-ow!"

“That is not an answer, Gerald Loder.
Do ﬁu plead guilty or not guilty?”

n-not guilty ! stuommered Loder,

putting hirs pride in his pocket as he
reali his helplessness. “‘Look here;
let me go, and I'll say nothing more

about this. I—I'll take it am & joke ™
“You will ind that it is not a joke,

Gerald Loder. The prisoner pleads not
uilty. Witness, step forward,"” said the

rand Inguisitor.

One ﬂ??;hc dim figures moved into the
radius of the light. Loder scanned him
savagely, Dut the withess, too, was
masked and enveloped in an old ulstdr,
and there was nothing about him to be
identified.

“ Witness of the Inquisition, speak!”
said the Grand Inquuator.

“The guiltiulness of the esteemed
Loder 1s tevrific!” said the witness.
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Loder started.’ ;

The voice was a deep bess, skilfully
assumed. Bat there wae no mistaking
that peculiar flow of language.

There: was only one fellow at Grey-
friara who took such extrao libar-
ties with the King's English urree

Jamset Ram Singh had learned ‘the Im-
perial language under the best native
mastera in Bhanipur. Nobody clse at

Greyfriars had bad that inestimable ad-
vantage.

“That dashed nigger!” muttered
Loder.

L 1] E-i!-Erll}H t:l!‘

Loder was silent.

* Witness, proceed!” -
. "The esteemed and disgusting Loder
19 & beastly bully!"” szaid the witness.

“"He has chased fags kickfully down the
ﬁuaa.ge, under my own and nriﬁ_imi eyes,

@ hsa handed out much linefulness to
the joniors, and o coneiderable amount of
lickfulness. He has it apon him-
self swankiully to fag the honourable Re-
move.”

o,
“Gereld Loder, do you deny this?™
Loder trembled with rage.

_“71 know you now!” he hissed. " Wit
tit;al m]:luurt this— Yow-ow "
ump ;
Loder's head dashed against the hard
stone, He broke off with a yelp of

uish,
mﬁﬂerﬂd Loder, do rgm deny the evi-
dence of this witness

:: Yﬂwﬂc:ﬁvuw

“No!” howled Loder. “ And I'll make
you suffer for this, n!" :

“ The i‘mm_nfw pleads guilly,” said the
Grand Inquisitor calmly. ™ Brothers,
what is the sentence?”

“Tartura ' said a chorus of deep
voloes,

“Gerald Loder, you hear your sen-
tenca?”

“Ow-ow !

“You are condemned to the tortures
of the Inguisition. Brethers, bring the
fire and the thumb-screws.”

Loder shuddered.

. He knew that he was in reckless hands.
He knew what he deserved at the hands
of the juniors. Was it possible——

_ "L-look here!” gasped Loder. *If—
Do v reperitiut ins, Gierald
i vou repent of your sins, Gera

Loder ™"

“Ye-ces!" Loder.

“8o be it! The Inquisition has marey
upon & repentant sinner. You will receive
only E‘l.r-&ﬁ-t I‘:hmn strokes by way of
P en

“*What!?” howled Loder, )

“Brygthers, administer the punish-

ment !’

Leoder was grasped again, and flattened
down on hig ?ﬂﬂﬂ. .E.Ilgz.mmbar of the In-
quisition eat on his shoulders and
another on his Then the Grand
Inquisitor produced a cricket-stump from
under his coat. 3 i

Loder was in an attitude very suitaBle

for punishment. The cricket-stump rose
and fell.
Whack, whack, whaek, whack !

Loder howled and gurgled. But the
cake of soap was jammed into his mouth
again, and his face kept pressed to the
mossy fagetones. He gurgled wildly and
spasmodically as ¢ ericket-stump
lashed lashed. i

Whether the Greyfriars Inquisition was
to be taken serio or not, there was
no doubt that the Inguisitors were in
deadly earnest over the punishment. Not
till three dozen hearty strokes had fallen
did the cricket-stump cease to resound.

It was a more severe flogging than
anybody at Greviriars had ever received
from the Head, Since his junior days
Loder had almost forgotten what a flog-
ging was like, though he had certainly
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merited a good many. His present ex-
periencea revived recollection  of

earlier days when he had received his

deserte.
*“Gerald Loder!”
“Yow-ow! Groooghhh!™

*{zerald Loder, your sentence has been
carried out. Let this be a leason o you
to mend your ways. The Inquisition
strikes in secret—ita eve 13 alweys upon

ou. Any further high orimes and mis-
emeanours will be punished still more
geverely. Bear that in mind, Gerald
Loder, and warn your fellow-reprobates !

“"GQurrrrrg 1"

*‘ Brothers, our work is done! Lot us
go!"” said the Grand Inguisitor, dramatio
to the last,

The light wae shut off instantly. The
cord was jerked from Loder's hande, and
he wos left alone. As he eat up, wildly
groping at the soap in his mouth, he
?flﬂl.:\\d the faint sound of receding foot-

He tore savagely at the cord about his
anklee. Bat it was five minutes before he
wae free. Gesping for breath, wrigglin
with pain, ecrimson with rage, Loder o
the Bixth etamped away towards the

hgol, to burst into tle Head's study
with the matounding story of his treat-
ment at the hands of the Greyiriare In-
quisition, :

.

THE SEVENTH CHAPTER.
Not Fky!

i URREE SINGH 1I?
“Iﬂk]" L
"“Where's Inky ?"
~ Up and down Greyiriars
Schoel voices were inguiring for Hurree
Jamset Ram Singh, the dusky Nabob of
Bhanipur. _

Carne and Walker scouted in the Re-

move passage for him, but he wae not
there. Hiz own study, No. 13, was drawn
blank. So was Study No. 1. Mr
Behwartz eovght for him in the Common.
room and the corridors, but found him
not, Fags went to and fro calling his
name, and variations of it,
. And in the midet of the search the door
of the French master’s study opened, and
Hurree Singh politely bade Moneieur
Charpentier good-evening, and walked
smilingly down the passage,

There was a shout az he was ecen.

* Here's Inky "

“Here he is "

“You're wanted, Inky!” shouted
Johnny Bull,

Carne of the Sixth ruehed up, and
caught the dusky junior roughly by
the shoulder. ot

“Where have you been hiding, you
young rascal §"’

*1 have not been hiding, my esteemed
and ludicroue Carne,” eaid the nabob
meakly,

4 W{mra have you heen ™

“In the honourable apartment of the
reveraed Mossoo, mugfully studying the
excellent and  venerable French lan-
Eua {.+n

“Don't tell lies!
anapped Carne.

urree Singh emiled his dusky smile,
and walked away, with the prefect's
heavy hand on his shoulder, The juniore
were left 1n a buzz of cxcitement,

Btraight to Mr. Jeffreve’ study the
Nabob of Bhanipur was maréhed. (Gerald
Lodar was there, and Mr.  Schwarts.
Black locks were turned on the nabob,
who did not look in the least dieturbed.

“¥You sent for me, esteemed rahib 12
he purred.

“I sent for wou, Hurrce Singh!”
thundered Mr. Jeffreéys.

“I am here, gir,”

“You will be flogged, Hurree Singh—
88 gevere a flogging as I can inflict, and
then expelled from the echocl | :

Clome with me "
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“ My dear sir—" _

“*But first you will name your nesociates
in this infamous outrage upon a pre-
fect I the headmaster thundered.

Hurree Singh léoked blank.

“But I have not been infamously out-
rageous, revered sahib !" he objected. "1
came alongfully as soon as the ceteemed
Carne asked me.,”

“I am not alluding te Carne, as you
Immvl very w{_-]lé I, am speaking of the
assault upon Loder.”

“Has P‘ihe excellent Loder been
assaulted, sic?” .

Mr. Jeffreys clenched his hand.

“You know it well enough, Hurree
Singh, as you took part in the assault,
Dare you deny it?™

“ Certainfully.”

“¥You deny 1t?" panted Loder,

*“The denyiulness 18 terrific ™

* Loder, you are sure—""

“T heard him speak, sir 1" hissed Loder.
“Jt was oxactly as I told you. I cannot
identify the others, as they wore Gu
Fawkes masks, though I can guess tha
they wers Hurrce Bingh's friends. But
Hurree Singh I ewear to, I heard him
speak, and only he speaks in that idiotic

TWay.

‘?MF teemed specch is not idiotic I
E:ula.im;g Hurree Singh warmly. *Ile-
fore I came to this esteemed and ridicu-
lous country I studied the noble and dis-
gusting English lm;fuagn under tha beat
native masters in Bhanipur. The Eng:
lish as apoken in this esteemed echool
doss not come up to the standard of the
pative college in Bhanipur."

o Si!fnce! ' snap Mr.
BAVAFOLY. .

% [i!-_-rfaiufull:.r, sahib. Dub it is mislead.
ful, and in the manner of an ignoramus,
for the disgusting Loder to describe my
ridiculous apeech ae idiotic." ;

“Thera ean be no mistake!" said the
Head. *“Hurree 8ingh, I order you to
name your companions!” .

“ My companiona at what time, sir 7"

“ [alf an hour ago!" hissed Loder.

“(Oertainly. There was only one.”

“What 1" ] ] ]

“ EHis name is Henri Charpentier, air.”

“VWhat 7" thundered the Head., * You
dare to suggest that Monsieur Charpen-
tier was associated with you in this
ruffianly outrape?” '

“MNot at allfully,” nabob

Jeffreys

gaid the

calmly. "I suggestively remark that the | 3,

eotaemed Mossoo was my companion half
an hour ago, as I have been in his study
for a whole hour studying the absurd
French language.'

“How dare jou utter ao palpable a
falsehood, boy!™ .

“ But it is the truthfulness, sir. The
excellent Meesoo will bear me outfully
if you question him askfully 1" .

Mr. ?lqﬁre:s stared hard at the dueky
face before him. Hurreo Singh's manner
was eimple and confident, It wae impos-
sible to aupﬁbae that he was telling a
falsehood, which could be instantly dis-
proved by ealling the French master into
the room.

Even Loder was staggered. DBut he re-
membered the peculiar specch of the
“Witness of the Inquisition,’ and he
broke out: :

“He is lying, sir! T heard him talk-
ing | How could I be mistaken ? Nobody
elae at Greyfriare talke broken English.’

“My esteemed English is not broken !
oxclaimed the nabob indignantly. * It ia

Eur Engl!..ish. my worthy and lodicrous

der, whioh is not elegant and wp to
saraple {*

“ Carne, request Monsieur Charpentior
to etep here immediately ! exclaimed the
Head.

“Yea, sir!™

Arthur Carne returned in a few minutes
with the French master.

“Monsicur Charpentier,” rapped out
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Mr. Jeffreys, " has Hurree Singh been
with you this e ng "

“Mais, oui ! snid Mossoo ab once. “ He
come to me for help with ze verbs,
I give him zat help, isn't it?"

“How long ago did he leave you?"

“ Two-three minutes, monsicur.”

Mr. Jeffreyas knitted his brows.

“You are certain, Monsicur Charpen-
tier, that Hurree B:nﬁh hos been with
you for the last hour?

“Mais cortainment !" gaid the French-
man, in wonder. *How is it zat I could
malke & mistake, when zat he 18 in my
study vis me?"

“"Hurree Bingh is accised of having
helped in an attack upon Loder of the
Sixth in the Cloisters less than half an
hour ago.”

Meonsisur Charpentier shook hia head.

“Zat is not possible, monsieur. Zat
garcon, he come to my study at soven
o'clocls, and he leave me at eight o'clock
]“l't'\-}'

“When were you attecked, Loder ™

“Soon aftor half-past eeven, airl”
stammered Loder, utterly takon aback.

_ The prefect could not, of course, doubt

Monsieur Charpentier's atatoment, The

French master knew whether Hurree
Singh had been in his study or not.

But if Hurree Bingh had becn mug-
guag up French verbe with Mossoo, how
had he been in the Cloiaters to take part
in the proceedings of the Greyfriars
Inquisition at the same fime?

Evidently he could not have been in

places at once. And it was clear
that ho had been with the French master,
: L]:Ir. Jeffreys gave the prefect a dark
ook. ]
“It a ra that you were mistaken
Loder !'Pﬁamapped harshly, 3

" I—I—I—" Loder stammered.

He simply did not know what to aay.

“Hurree Singh is clearly innocent,”
said the Head, biting his lip, *“Hurree
Singh, you may go.  Thank you, Mon.
sieur Charpentier—that is all 1

The French master and Hurree Bingh
left the study together. The dusky
was smiling cheerfuilly.

 Loder, you have made a very serious
mistake,” said the Head, in & grinding
voice. “ You sae for yourself that Hurree
Singh cannot have been concerned in the
abtack you have described to me.”
nE It;i; seems 80, sir " stuttered Loder
elplogaly, *

“Can you speak as to any of the
Qﬂlﬂln ?d kn I pﬁloaa:]

“I—I don't know, air. I—I su
they were Hurree Singh’s friends, but if
he was not there—"

“You know now that he was not
thera !" snapped Mr. Jeffreys.

“‘Yea-g-eecs I

“It is impossible to proceed wupon
vague suspicion, Loder. If you can,
however, discover that any other boys
were, without doubt, out of the House at
the time, I will take the matter up
again. ™

“Very well, sir."

Loder almost limped from the study.
His mind was all at sea. He would have
been enlightened if he could have heard
& grinning conversation that was going
on in low tones in the study of Hobson
of the Shell.

“The best part of the wheeze,' said
Hobson, “was 3cott pulting on an
imitation of Inky’s queer lingo, and Inky
arranging to bo with Moasoo for extra
tgot at the time- That was a corker!

I rather faney that dear old Loder i) =

fecling a bit puzzled by this time.”

" And after scooting off on tho wrong
track, he won't get on the right track so
j chortled Seott of the

i;?lly eagy |"
ourth. 3
And the sapient Srott was right.
Till bed-time that night Gerald Loder
wag making fierce inquiries on all sides.

{ ke was at liberty

nabob |

- Answer,

One Penny. [

He only learned that the F ive.
whom he suspected hadanﬂ aﬁ.:aif& :];
Commgah-room at the time, with the ex.

and | ception of the nabob, who was with the

French master. 8quiff and Peter Todd
had been boxing ip the ., with a
erowd round them, and Vernon-Smith
had been doing Schiller with the German
master, Loder was complotely ba :

Ho had naturally suspected his old
enemies of the Remove, And his savage
investigations had lad the effect
Emrmg that they could not possibly have

ad & hand in_the proceedings of the
Greyfriars Inguisition !

. E!;':c]!m;i h:nlgiva it up. i

o nquisitors he had about

two hundred fe-llu?u to choose from, and
. to take his choice.
And for tho life of him he could not
guess. It dawned upon his mind, later,
that one of the party had deliberatel
mutated Hurree Singh's weird Englinl":
in order to put him on the wrong tack,
and to discredit him with the head-
master, But who had done it? Loder
could not find an answer to that guestion,

THE EIGHTH CHAPTER.
Stern Justiee !
HE next day there was only one

tﬂPi"ﬁ of co T i 1
: conversation in ey
t w th i
i as ] Greyiriars

Loder, assured that he had a clue to
the mexry Inguisitors, had talked quite
fr&al{; fully expec to see the young
rascals ha up before the- Head. Hua
clue had turned out a mistaken one, and
the young rascals, whoaver they were,
remained in secure ohscurity,

But it was not only me Loder's
furious inquiries on the subject that the
detsils were known. The Inquisitors

Athemselves, joining in the general - dis-

cussions, had let out meny details—which,
of course, could not be traced to them.
Any fellow who knew anything was snp-
to have lheard it from another

ellow, or from Loder.
All the school knaw that Loder of the
Bixth had been ficd up and thrashed :
and the Lower S3chool howled over it

with unconcealed merriment and satis-

faction ;. and even the Bixth grinned over
the story. Loder’s own pah,ErWulher and
Carne, grinned.

There was not a junior at Greyfriars
who did not wish good luck to the self.
constituted Inguisition, Endless was the
guessing 03 to who the five members
could be. The Famous Five were thought
of at once, but Loder's own inquiries had

roved beyond a doubt that all of th
Ei;d been otherwise occupied at f!:g
me.

“After lessons that day Skinner

cornered the Famous Five in the quad,

and asked them point-blank if they knew
anything about it S

dozen ears were listening for their

and it was necessary to be tact

ful. The Famous Five certainly knew a

ood deal, though the proceedings had

n_carried out by Hobson, Hoskins,

Fl?', Dabney, and. Scott,

‘' Well, nymnjr I know something,"
said Bob Cherry, with a mysterious air.
“Dut you wouldn't care for me to blurk
it ont here, would you, 8kinner 1™

“Eh? Why should I mind?!" asked
Skinnor.,

“Well, if Loder got on your track

“My track " velled 8kinner.

“¥eu,"” said Bob innocently. *Tf
Loder gluemeﬂ you wera ona of the gang
who walloped him——"'

“My hat! Were you in it, 3kinner t*
exclaimed Hazeldene.

“No, T waan't!" yelled Skinner. in
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and alarm. I don't know any-
iﬁﬁ about it. How should I¥”

‘Pﬁ'ell, u seem mighty interested in
t for a fellow w;rd h?ﬁhknﬂw m.:yl;
thing about it,” =aid Bo erry, wit
o shake of the head. * Not muf:{u good
yaour denyin ni( either, if Loder " 1
the track, ﬁe nows what an awful liar
Bkioney 1"
didn't—I—1 woasn't—"" gasped

Whera did get the
nerve from, Skinner?” chimed in the
Bounder. " It really was a bit above
your weight, I should have thought.”

“I don't know anything about it!"
howled Skinmer, “1 was only #kmg
thess chaps if thay knew anything.

ol BRIC
s

Bkinner.
T ]]'5' Eﬂdi

“ Wel, it looks suspicious to me,” said.

Bob imperturbably.  “L advise you to
let the subjest drop, SBkinner. If %lnu go
about asking these questions it will look
as if yow're mervous of being bowled

out. That's a tip."” )

Skinner did let the subject drop.

The bare idea of being suspected of
having had a hand in er's punish-

ment made him shiver. He knew, too,
that Loder would not wait for much
ng. He was keoen to punish some-

at day Loder of the Sixth was some-
what subdved. The impumty of the
Inguisitors scared him a little. They had
not been found out or punished, and he
did not know who they were—he could
not even make a guess. The blow might
fall in—with equal impunity. ‘That
erald Loder not fag the
Removites, urdheha did not cuff any of

the juniors-in t sEARCE.
18 juniors rin?:ed ag they noted that

shange n er. The Greyfriars
Inqu%sit.inn was already having its
effect.

But the Remove had a bad time in the
Form-room. o bad

Mr. Schwartz was in a epecially
temper that day. Someone—probably
Skinner—had chalked a picture on the
looking-glass in his study. The picture
represented & Hun being lifted on the
bayonet of a British Tﬂmm{f' JAnd. the
face of the Hun bore a striking resem-
blance to Mr. Bchwartz's own
favoured countenance,

The new Remove:master took it out of
the whole Form. And when Boleover
major, after three canin |
take & fourth, he was marched in to the
Head, and given such a terrific thrash-
ing, that he was white and limp for the
rest of the day.

Mr. SBchwartz had heard all about
Gerald Loder's adventure. But it never

even crossed his mind that the Greyfriars’

Inquisition would dream «of liying =a
finger upon the person of & Form-master.
e was destined to have  hiz eyes
opened !
Greyfriars went to bed at the usual
and Mr. Bchwartz sat up in his

hour
a;:ud;, reading, rather late. BTG WaH
till a light in the Head's study. But

the hounse was very smilent, when Mr.
Jehwartz heard a shuffling eound outside
his study door. . _

Ha looked up from his book, expectin
to hear a tap at the door. He suppose
the sound he had heard meant & late
visitor to his study.

The door opened without a tap. :

Then the Form-master sprang to his
feet. :

Five figures appeared in the doorway.
Bach wan ¢lad in an old coat, or ulster,
reaching to the feet, and each had his
face covered by a Guy Fawkes mask.

Mr. Schwartz stared at them blankly,
his book dropping from his hand.

He had ﬁ: time to speak.

With a swift rush, four of the five were
upon him, while the fifth hastily closed
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refused to |

fhak door and turned the key in the
ock.

* Good—good heavens!" gas Mr.
Schwartx, as he went down on the carpet
in the grasp of four pairs of handa.

The next moment & hand was over his
mouth.

The Form-master struggled furiously.

But he had five foea to deal with, and
they handled him without ceremony.
One was kneeling on him, one trnmphnﬁ-

3 gly on his legs. Another graspe
his_wrigts. All the time the hand was
held on-his mouth, keeping back the yell
for help he strove to utter, .

“ Bind the Prussian dog!"” said a deep
voice. _

“ What-ho !” .

It seemed like an awful nightmare to
the tyrant of the Remova. oord was
knotted round his wrists and ankles, and
then secured to his air. M.
ik bl Sy 2 e oy

e i is & sirly bur at the
ﬂiafkei.‘l %gm‘em Fﬂﬁa could not call for
belp—a twisted duster was thrust into
his mouth, and fastened there with a
E:ﬂl T;t was wound round and round

ead.

He breathed i:yeahmmlg through his
note, purgling faintly. )

"?Il.lﬁlﬂ:'l dog,” said the deep voice,
% do you know in whose hands you
ﬂI‘E-?"

Gurgle ! ] S

“We are the Greyfriare Inquisition !

The Form-master's eyes di :

1t seemed incredible that he, a Form-
master, wos going through the sameo
experience as E‘!‘lrﬂ- d Loder. But it waa
go, and already he felt the. ericket-stump
lashing, in his apprshension.

Jlm.f there was no h g4 '

The audacity of the Inquisitors In
tackling him in his own study took his
breath away.

Yet it was eafe enough. ;

It was nearly twelve o'clock, and it
was extremely unlikely that anyone
would visit his study at that hour, even
if anyone was still out of bed.

Bo long as no noise was made, the
Greyfriars Inguisition could proceed with
as much security as if they weére in the
quiet Cloistere. And they had taken good
precautions against Mr. Bchwartz making
BRY noise. Ecuu!d not faove, and he
could not speak.

His eyes flamed at them. He knew
the% must have crept down *from their
dormitory, whoever they were, to make
this amazing attack. ut from which
dormitory? Were they members of his
own Form, or the Fourth, or the Shell,
ot the Thigd? He could not guess even.
The loose, over-large coats and ulsters
disﬁuiud them so effectually that he
cou
t]".’i:rﬂ Third or the Shell from their &ize.
He suspected that they were Removites,
but he could not tell.

All he. could see of them was the
glittering cyes that looked from the holes
in the grotesque mesks,

“ Prugsian dog !” The decp voire was

“The hour of your

full of nace,
Liﬁam?ni has struck! The Greyiriars
oreiEn

n ufinit.tirgn ,]3“ no mercy upon
maleiaciors .

“None |" came in a deep whisper from
the rest. i

“VYou are accused. of being a filthy
Hun, prisoner. You are further ac
of being born in this country, and there-
by bringing disgrace upon it. Further
more, you arc accused of acting like a
vile Hun in the school. Have you any-
thing to say in your defencei"

The prisoner was silent, for a
reason.  He could not have ubtered a
word to save his life.

“For the last time, guilty or not
guilty " demanded the Grand Inquisitor.

No answer,

d not tell whether they belonged to|

“The dog of a Prussian pleads guilty
by nilence,” said the Grnng Inqumitor,
somewlhat unreasonably in the circum-~

stances.

“Guilty 1" whispered the termiying
circle of Inguisitors.

“ Brothere, are you satmfied of the
guilt of this cringing, squirming Prussian
worm 7"

“We are satiafied I”

Mer. Behwartz almost choked with raga.
This dramatic scene was doubtless enter-
taining to the Inguisitors; but it was
bitterly humilating to the Form-master.

“ Administer the Prusman brute's
punishiment !” said the Grand Inquisitor.

H‘I'l'm Form-master wriggled spasmodi-
cally. - :

_As he was bound to his chair in a
sitting postion, he could not be puniehed
as Loder had been. But one of his hande
was released, He struck out with id
savagely, and received a sharp rap on the

* Priscner, hold cut your band !

The Grand Inquisitor took Mr.
Schwartz’ own cans from the table.
The bound man shivered with rage and

t apprehension. - He was to be caned—as

he had caned half the Remove that day
in the Form-room!

He did not obey the command.

“ Induce the prizoner to hold out his
hand!” commaoded the Grand In-

uisitor. -

One of the Inquisitors took & pin from
his coat. The Formr-master's eves dilated
sz 1t approached ham.

“ Prisoner, every time
hold out your hand the pin will be run
into vour leg,” said the Grand Ia-
quisitor, “Obey !”

&till the Form-master did not move.
He gurgled wildly as the pmm pierced
him. He could not yell, but his gurgle
was aloguent,

“Now obey, you Prussian dog !
_The pm was drawn back for a second
lunge: Mr. Schwarltz hastily held out his
free hand. Caning was bLetter than the
pin, ‘and he realised mow that the In-
guisitors were in deadly earnest,

Hwizh ! .

Instinctively the Form-master jerked
back his ha The cane descended upon
his knee instead, and he gave a convul-

u refuse to

sive jump.

.. Qou will hold out your hand for
twelve etrokes!" eaid the Grand In-
quisitor, “If you prefer them on the
knee, that is ybur business.”

Bwish, swish, swish!

After two more strokes had landed on
his knée, with cutting force, the Form-
master decided to held out his hand for
them. The cuts were a little less painful
on the palm. ‘

His face wae white with rage, his eyes
faming, when the twelve strokes had
been administered. Then his free hand
was_ruthlessly tied up again.

“Dog of a Prussian ! The Grand
Inguisitor- seem>d rather taken with that
description of the naturalised gentleman,
“Dog of a Prussian! For the present,
justice is satisfied. But if you de not
i'e.g.vn Girayfriare to-mrorrow, you will ba
dealt wi again by the Inquisition.
Remember ! :

The light was turned ouf, and in tho
darknezss the squirming Form-master
heard the Inquisitors shufting softly out
of the study.

The door closed.

THE NINTH CHAPTER.
By Whose Hand ¥
R. SCHWARTZ wrnthed and
M wriggled in the cords that
gecurcd him in his armchair,

But he could not get loose,
The Inguisitors bad not ventured to
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release him after pumishment had been
administered. They needed time to dis

of their disguizes and to retum to
their sleeping quarters. The discomfort
of the bound Form-master was a mere
trifle in comparison.

With frantic energy Mr. Schwartz
writhed and struggled, at the eame time
chewing desperately at the duster 1n hws
mouth.

All this time the Inquisitors were

tting away in safety; stealing silently

rough the dark passages. n a few
munutes, he knew, they must be in bed
again—and every possible chance of
wdentifving them lost.

More than a few minutes elapsed. It
wae half an bhour before the frantic man

|
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the sleeping-quarters were at a distance,
But there was a footstep in the passage
at last. :

“Ach!” ecame & mumbling voice.
* Vas ist dast”

It was the voice of Hetr Gans, the
German master at Greviriers. The
shouts of the Remove-master had
l.wu:.'fE:I-‘.-r;Eﬂ him wnd brought him down.

i 'E' !IJI

The -:E:mr opened, and the electric light
was switched on, 3

Herr Gans, in gorgeous dressing-gown
and carpet slippers, with his glasees

erched on his fat nose, stood in the

orway and blinked at the bound Form.
master in blank astorashment.

“Mecin Gott!" he ejaculated.

S
SReEe s
T e e

e BT e
e L e

.
el

had chewed the duster sufficiently {o get
rid of it, and to be able to gasp [reely.
His jaws were sore and aching, and for
some minutea longer he was only ahble
to gasp for breath.

But at last ho found his voice, and
shouted. He could not possibly undo the
cords—they were tied behind the chair,
and o securcly that all his struggling and
wriggling hardly loosened them at all.
Unlesa he eould summeon help he had to
remain in that uncomfortable position all

mght.

“Help! Help 1™

His shouts rang through the silent
house,

For somc tima there was no response,
Everyone else seemed to be in bed, and

Schwartz in the tolls ! (See Chapicr8.)

Herr Gans' glasscs almost fell off in
hia astonishment.

“Help me P panted Mr. Schwartz,

“Gott in Himmel ! stuttered Ilerr
Gans. ¥ Vy for is it tat you tie yoursell
in your chair in tot manner, Mister
Schwartz 1"

“T did mot tie myself !™ hissed Mr.
Schwartz. “I have been attacked. Re-
lease me, please !

“Mein Gott !

Herr Gans came into the study, and
fumbled with the cords.

Thers was a lurking grin on hia fat
faco now.

As Herr Gans was o German and the

Form-master a Ilun, there might have

One Penny 9

been supposed Lo eoxist a espmpathy
between themn, But there was nothing
of the kind. Herr Gans was a Sakon,
and, like many Saxons, nourished a deep
hatroed for ell Prussiars. My, Schwartz
was & Prussian, and that made all the
difference.  Herr Gans’ feclings towards
England were those of loving kindnrss in
comparison  with his feelings towards
Prussia, the oppressor and despoiler of
his own country in Germany, Herr
Gans, too, waa a kind-hea man, and
he strongly disapproved of Mr
é‘lﬂhwntl}:‘ Prussian methods with his

0,

Mr. Schwartz noted the suppressed
amusement of the German master, and
Lis eyce glinted with wrath,

il

L+ r

H|Y
i
&

“Will you be quick?" he panted. “1
am cramped !
"Tat is' pad,” eaid Herr Gans. “1 am

aa quick as can be mit Jem knots, Mister
Schwartz, Dey haf ticd you up foiry
tight."

“(Cut the cords, then.”

“ Haben sie cin messer T

“There is a kuife in the drawer,”

“Ferry goot.™

Herr Gans found the %nife and
apened it, and began to saw at the cords.

r. Bchwartz gave a vell.

“VYaroch! Be careful.”

“Moin Gott! Vat is t4 matter?®

“¥You hava Frif:ked my afm.”

“Is tat 501" asked Herr Gane calmly,
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# Yarooh !
agh!”
“ Ach!

You are cutbing my ankle!

I'm ferry sorry for tat! Per-
Baps it is besser tat you I:eep still, and
not viggle like vun worm, isn't it?"

Mr. Schwartz, suppressing his feclings
kept very still. The severed cords ell
from him at last. . .

“Pat is a ferry peculiar state of affairs,
nicht war,” remorked Herr Gans. “1
am ferry blease tat I hear and gum
down. Odervise, you shall be ferry un-
gomifortable mit yourself in tat chair all
te night. DBut who is it, mein Herr, tat
have tied you up in tat manner?”

“I do not know; but I will find out!”
The Form-master ground his teeth, “I
will discover them, and—and——"

He choked with fury. )

Herr Gans blinked at him over his

lasses. There was a lurking twinkle in

18 blue eyes.

““Tt js tat Inguisitors tat have trashed
Loder, hein?" he said.  “Dose ferry
vicked poys! Mein Herr, perhaps you
shall be villing to hear vun word eof
udvice from me on tat subject.”

“If you can help me to discover them

“Not at all, mein Herr. I suggest tat
you treat English poys in the English
vay, and not like te wretchéd poys in te

echools in Prussia,” said Herr Gans
calmly. “Tat is a mistake, to try te
Prussinn method in dis country. DBritish

hni;-.'a do not love Prussian customs.
‘Herr Goans!"

“Tat i3 poot advice tat I giff you,
Herr Schwartz. In {JlmrmnnyP many
vears ago 1 have experience of Prussian
pigs, and I come to England to get
nway from dem long ago. It is not a
bleasure to me to see Prussianism in dis
pchool. Some day, Herr Schwartz, te
Saxons rise up and fall on te Prussian
pigs and giff dem vat te English call te
ll:jg:umh!”

With that Herr Gans whisked away,
leaving the Form-master stuttering with
rage. It was Herr CGans' favourite
theory that some day his own country,
axony, would rise up and smite the
Prussian tyrant to the dust. He was
very pleased to impart his views to a
Prussian. The Greviriars fellows were
nll aware of the good Herr's dream, and
they admitted that “old Gans " was the
least objectionable kind of Hun.

As Mr. Schwartz was legally a Briton,
there was really no reason why Herr
(3ans' remarks should annoy him; but he
reemed very much annoved all the
same.

“Fool!™ he snarled, as the German
master Flcddﬂl away upstairs. “Fool!
Dotard 1™

Which wag all the gratitude Mr,
Schwartz felk for the assistance he had
recaived !

The Form-master rubbed his caned
hand again and again. It was achin
soverely, as hithertos only the hands o
his victims had been accustomed to ache,
He atrode to the door, with the intention
of calling the Head; but be paused.

Mr. Joffreys woas not hkely to be
pleased at being awakened after mid-

mght.

E‘he Form-master decided to leave the
tale of his wrongs untold till the
maorning. _

He went up to his bed-room instead,
and carefully locked the door before he
turned in.

He did not sleep very soundly, how-
CVer.

His aches and pains, added to his fury,
kept him awake most ol the night, and
he was up befors the rising-bell clanged
gut over Grayfriars, ]

In the Remove dm‘mut-:-rly the Re-
movites turned out at the clang of the
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bell as usual, some: of them in a state
of suppressed excitement.
- Harry Wharton & Co., at least, were
not surprised when the dormitory door
opened and Mr, Jeffreys strode in,
followed by Mr. Schwartz.

- The half-dressed juniors stood to atten-
tien at once, most of thoem wondering
what this unusoal visit portended.

“Boys!" thundered Mr. Jeffreys. "1
have received a most astounding report
from Mr. Schwartz! He was attacked
in his study last night by a number of
bc-‘;;s."

“Oh!” gasped the Remove.

“I have not the slightest doubt that
the boys in guestion were members of
M. Schwartz' Form."

Silence.

“Wharton, were you out of the
dormitory last night?™

“WNa, sir," said fiarrv W harton.

“Were you, Vernon-Smith?”

“No, sir.”
“And you, Cherry?

u
“No, sir."

There was a pause. Mr. Schwartz
eved the juniors, and the Head's eyes
f(ittﬂred at them like a cat's. But the
temove were all quiet and self-possessed.
They faced the two angry masters calmly.
Tga Head was at a losa.

He felt that Wharton and Cherry, at
least, would not lie. He was observant
enough for that. But he could not be
sure about everybody else. To question
the whole achmf from end to end would
bring forth a whole crop of denials, some
of which would be false. Tt would not
bring him any nearer to discovering the
dalinquenta.

The tyrant of [',-Erelyfrin.rs was baffled.

“Tha matter will be strictly investi-
Ented!” he growled out at last.

Punishment will be inflicted! For the
present I shall consider.”

Ho quitted the dormitory, and Mr.
Schwartz followed him.

“S5 the Greyiriars Inquisition have

been after Schwartz!" grinned the
Bounder. *It was his turn! I fancy
dear old Jeffreys won't find the merry
Inquisitors.”
YY1 say, Smithy, were you one of
them?". chortled Bunter.

“Dhdn't you hear me tell Jeffreys I
wasn't, you fat frn‘fr?"

“He, he, he! ere you there, Bob
Cherry? Yooop!" added Bunter, as a
weot sponge squashed on his fat face.

Arr harton and his chums were

down from the dormitory mrh]rj In the
Euudmugla they met Temple, Dabney &
‘0.

of the ﬂu;’ga emple & Co.

scemred in high good-humour.

“# All serene?” grinned Bob Cherry.

“Right as rain!” said Cecil Reginald
with a chuckle. * Has the Jeffreys bird
been after you yet1”

“Veag, rather. We had nothing to tell
him."

“Ha, ha, ha!"

“Your turn next, though” said
Temple. *They may begin to suspect
the Fourth and the Shell soon.”

7

.| for all that he had received, an

NOW ON
SALE.

“Our turn next!™ agreed Wharton.
“ Smithy's wheeze is a corker! I fancy
the Grayfiriars Inguisition is going to be
a success,”

THE TENTH CHAFPTER.

The Warning !
HERE was intense excitement in
Greyirairs School that mornipg.
The punishment of the un-
opular Remove-master at the
hands glfJ the mysterious Inguisition was
the one topic,

That any fellows should have the nerve
to tie up a Form-master in his study
and cane him with his own cane was
amazing, and it took the school's breath

AWAY.

Tﬁem was not much sympathy for
Mr. Bchwartz, who had certainly asked
more ;
but there was a great deal of Bymlpat.h:r
for the Inquisitors—if they should be
found,

But it did not seem possible to find
them.

Fhey had left no trace behind—not the
slightest c¢lue, Even Mr. Bchwartz could
not guess who they were.

The masters understood that there
must be a secret movement in the school,
including fellows in more than one Form ;
but who those fellows were was o gues-
tion they could not answer.

And the impunity of the offenders
alarmed Mr. Ecﬂwam, as it had alarmed
Loder of the Sixth before him.

He had been warned to get out of
G-rai'frinm that day, or his punishment
would be repeated. There secmed no
reason why it should not be repeated
easily enough, since the delinquents had
escaped undiscovered and unpunished.

The Remove-master was very subdued
at lessons that morning.

The cane did not come into use once
during all the morning’s lessons, and the
Remove, in great relief, blessed the
mistermua Inguisitors.

Iany times Mr. Schwartz’ eves dwelt
on the Famous Five with o savage
glitter in them.

He suspected them, and the Head sus-
pected them. Yet it had been proved
that they had not been personally con-
cerned in the attack upon Loder, and in
his heart Mr. Schwartz believed their
statement that they had not been out
of the Remove dormitory the night he
was handled in his study.

He came to the conclusion that ihey
knew something about it, and that
others—perhaps many others—wera con-
cerned in the plot.

But the lesson had not been lost on the
Prussian, and he did not select them for
punishment. Morning lessons passed
off quite cheerfully.

“Regad!” Lord Mauleverer romarked,
when the Remove came out. "'We owo
that merry Inquisition a dashed vote of
thanks, my dear fellows! The Prussian
bird is gettin' quite tame.”

“He's been tamed!"™ pgrinned Bob
Cherry. “ Perhaps Jeffreys will be
ta.medy next, if he doesn't mend his
manners.” ;

% Oh, begad!" said Maulaverer,

% Loder and Carne have got jolly civil
all of a eudden,” remarked Bob Cherry,
as the two profects em, corcfully

taking no notice of them, *'They don’t

aeem.in a hurry to fag the Removo,
now.’
“Ha, ha, hal"

# Long live the Greyfriars Inquisition !"
chuckled Hazledene, “It's a rippin
inatitution. But I fancy Jeffreys wi
come down heavy on somebody oll the
same." :

Most of the juniors expected that,

But thore camoe no movement from
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Mr, Jeffreys. He was puzzled and per-
plexed, and in fact did not know what
ﬂﬁﬁtﬂ tako.

e daring of the Inquisitors made him
suapoct, too, that seniore had a hand in
the affair, and he gave Wingate many
scarching *looka

He called the ex-captain of Grey-
friars into hie atudy and questioned him
thot day, But as Wingate knew nothing,
he could tell nothing—and proba
would have told nothing in any case.

That day nothing transpired, save that
the new Remove-master wae very tactiul
with his Form.

He did not intend to leave Greyiriare;
but he was conciliatory.

As a matter of fact, the Prussian bully

been cowed

Tyranny in the Form-room meant a
repetition of his punishment—he was
sssurcd of that, At any unguarded
moment e might be seized {y the hidden
Inquisitors and brought to judgment.

The change in the ove Form-room
was a3 welcome relief.

Even carclessnces with lessons was not
punished now. Fellows who deserved
tha cane did not receive it, so thorough
was the effect of the lesson administered
to the ecatimable Schwartz

The dif erence was, in fact, tremendous.

There was no more fagging or bullying
by Loder & Co. Thore was no more
brutality in the Form-room,.

But for Mr. Jeffrayva himself, all would
have been calm and bright, a8 Bob

erry expressed it. But the gating of
thoe Hemove atill continued.

On Saturday afterncon they had to
turn up to lessons, nstead of enjoying
1;_]:.-1:: I]m -holiday with the rest of the
¥ i

But tho Inquisitora had taken counsel
on that subject, too.

Success had enmuralfed them, and the

next came on Saturday.
Mr. eﬁ'mi'g returning to his study
ound a card pinned to his

after lunch,
desk

There was a type-writicn mossage on
the card pinned to his desk.
It gave no clue to the writer. And

the meseage ran:

“All gatings are to bo cancelled.
Unlesae this 18 domo at once, he pre-
pared to ta.ha“ﬂf:heedemmaqumm

ned,
“THE GRAND INQUISITOR."
Mr, Jeffrevs stared at that awe,
;‘;:}:i hiz eyea almost starting from [lr'|iﬁ

He wes threatened! e

The Greyfriars Inquisition, rejoicing n
their impunity, encoura by their suc-
cees over smaller a, were venturing
to tackle the H himeelf |

For some minutes Mr., Jeffreys stared
at the card, unable to speak. Then he
rang the bell’ viclently, and sent Trotter
for Mr. Schwartz and Loder.

The Form-mester and the prefect
arrived together,

"Took at that!” gasped the Head,

They locked.

"Thatp;mm

Remove,” eaid Jeffreve. *“Only the
Remove arc gated.™ :

*“Jt certainly oppears so,” said Mr,
Behwartz uneasi

“Tt—it looks
Loder. .

“Can you suggest who mlg,’ht- have
flaced that card here, Loder?

“Not at all, sir,” said Loder hastily.
#1.~1I haven't the faintest idea, sir,”

“(an you, Mr. Schwartz?”

“1 cannct even make & guees, gir.”

Mr. Jeffreys looked at them with a
bitterly sarcastic amile, :

It was only too plain that ¢ven hia
most feithful henchman would fail him

ke it, sir,” muttered

%I:'[ﬂr,‘:éﬂﬂ from boys in the |
r.
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unless the mystecrioue Inguisitors wers
found out and suppressed.
“Isa t Wharton of bmﬁgemnmrnﬂd

in it,"” he said. " He ii;, I belicve, the
ringleader in hia Form.’

“ Ahem 1™ ] .

“Bring Wharton here, Loder, with
5 rry, Bull, Nugent, and Hurres
] .:I‘l‘

“ Ye.o-oa, air,” muttered Loder.

Tho head prefect went on that crrand

very unwillingly.

He moro thon euspected that the
Fnima:a Five wera Ttin&(d} :i.nf the
mysterious proceedings e Greylriare
Inquisition, and that any move i:fm
them would be followed by punishment
at tho hands of the pitiless Inquisitors,
But he had to o the Head, and he
went in search of Co,

He found them in the quadrangls,
chatting cheerily, :

i Mr. Jeffreys wants you,” eaid Loder

| abruptly. .
¥ Does he?"” sald Wharton, eveing the

refect.

“I've got nothing to do with it," said
Loder. *“Nothing at all! He aimply
sont me for you, That's all.”

And Loder walked away. et

The Famous Five exchanged grinning
glances. 3

It was plain that the bully of the Sixth
had learned his lesson, and did not want
any mnre tmu%!ﬁ"m i i

“I suppose Smithy's pot the card in
the study,” eaid Wharton, in a low voice.
' ‘;‘r}?ﬂ’Fward bﬂ;ﬁﬂl‘ ED‘H A 1

smons Five presented themselves
in the Head's stndy withont Loder.

With & black frown, Mr.
signed to them to come in, He pointed
to o card on his

“Dii vou place that card there,
WhartonT"

‘:IHP‘ Eir-lr 1-,’

";l[q}ld qn.:g:j of you

“Do yen know who did1?

Silence.

THE ELEVENTH CHAPTER.
The (limax !
R JEFFREYS' eyes glittered.
The five juniors stood before
him with compresscd lips,
dumb.

The new Head had them at a disad-
vantage. Ho wese a J“dﬁl of character
sufficiently to know that Wharton
& Co. would disdein to Lie. It was not

fair play to ask them to sneak about a
e ft‘gj.rluw, bt ooaidtaiions OF Tuit
did not trouble Mr. Jeffrevs,

pla
P waitald,
The juniora did not speak :
“F asked you & question!™ said Mr.

rJeffrove, at last.

" Wa heard you, mr."

Do you know, Wharton, who placed
that card on my deeki’™

"o you & t me to betray s fellow,
if I know., and sneak about him?" asked
Harry Wharten quietly,

“] command you to anewer me!"

Bilence.

“71 take 1t," said the Head, " that you
know who placed that card there. I
order you to give me his name!"

MNo reply.

“Pray hand me a cane, Mr, Schwartz,
Boys, unless you answer me, I shall cane
you as severely as possible I

Grim silence.

“Your caning will be repeated ov
day until you give mo the information
require 1"

The juniors set thoir teeth. But they
did not speak,

“Vory well! Hold out your handal

The caning that followed wae eovere
enough.

F handled as

Joffroys | P8I
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Mr. Jeffraye did not cease till his arm
was aching. ,
Then he pointed to the door with the

CATH.

“You had better conices before to-
morrow,” he said grimly., “1 shall call
you here again to-morrow. Gol”

%ﬂ uniors went.

2]

ove remained ab lessons that
afternoon.

The threat of the Grand Inquisitor had
made no difference to Mr, Jeff

It was not a happy sfterncon Et:ar the
Famoue Five, They were aching from.
their castigation
- Mr. Schwartz, too, resumed a good
deal of his old ways that afternoon. Hae
felt that the Head was on the track of
the Inguisition at last, and some of his
AITOZANCE T ;

Posaibly, Mr. Jeffraya was specially on
his guar lﬁﬂ-].ﬂili the chince of being

the Remove-master had been.
He kept Mr. Schwartz with him that
evening, and when he went to bed some
of the juniors heard him lock and bolé
hie door,

The Inquisition, if they had intended
to act, were frustrated for that mg;htr.

The next day was Sunday. But tha
fact made no difference to the Greyiriame
tyrant’a volence.

The Famous Five were called before
him and questioned, and as they had
nothing to eay, they were caned tipon
their atill aching hands with a8 much
soverity as before, and diemiesed looking
white and furious.

Vernon-8mith joined them when the
came out into the guad, Yuivering wi

1L
“This ian’t good enough'!” said the
Bounder abruptly. “ You fellows can't
keep on going through it like this!"™

‘_‘E‘Fe'vﬂ_ got to,” said Bob Cherry,
twisting his hands, NS

“H's time for the merry Inguisition to
get to work again—on Jeffreys!™

" Not to-day,” eaid Wharton.

The Bounder shrugged his shoulders.

“But you're going to it in the
neck again to-morrow, unless youn give
away the whole show,” he said.

‘ "I"Immmerrjr Inqui 't such

L umisition isn't euch &
howling sudcess if the beast is going to
hand out punishnients right and left on
suspicion,” said Johnny Bull dismally.

‘“He may alter his tane when he's had
his legacn,” said the Bounder, * It made
& lot of difference to Loder and Schwart=,
Wa shall see.™

It was not a Sun for the
Famous Five. Thh:Pprgmmri? a little in
the afterncon, and went over to Cliff
House to tea.  There was much discus-
sion_that evening among the members
of the secret Ingusition. Mr, Jeffreye'
new method had elarmed the whole
of enterprising Inquisitors. Either the
new Head to brought to reason
or the mysterious brotherhood had to go
out of busi t was certain,

- It was time for the Greyfriars Inguisi-
tion to strike, and strike hard, ftar
morning lossons on Monday, the Famoys
Five were called into the Head's study

OTICe INoTe.

“Have you decided ta confess!" asked
Mr, Jeffreys, eyeing them grimly.

nee.

“I am convinced that you know the
identity of the boys who had perpetrated
outrages upon Loder and Mr. Schwartz,
and insulted me!"” said My, Jeflveys, "1
give you one more opportunity fo ac-
quaint me with their names.”

Still no reply. _

“Very well! I think I shall break
down_your obstinacy in time!” said the
new Head grimly.

Swish, swish, swish1 i
The Kamous Five bore the infliction
Tre Micy¥eT Lierary.—No. 503,
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with stowcasl patience. It was the last one
#hﬁ meant to suffer.

r. Bchwartz was qguite his old self in
the Form-room that day. His fear of
the secret Inquisition had almost disap-
peared. Nothing had been  heard
the Inguisitors for daya now, and Mr.
Behwartz decided that they had been
frightoned out of existence.

n the evening he joined Mr. Jeffreys
in the Head's sl'-udT Until the secret
society was definitely broken up, and
the members thereof expelled from the
school, both the masters preferred not
to remain alone in the evening. Mr.
Joffreys looked up irritably as a tap came
at the door a little later. He supposed
that it was Loder coming with a report.

“Come in!" he said.

The door opencd,

Then there was a rush of feet.

. The Head and Mr. Schwartz leaped up
in amazement and alarm.

A dozen figures had rushed into tha
study, =ll of them enveloped in heavy
conts and wearing Guy Fawkes masks.

The door was slammed by the last to
enter, and the key turned.

Without a second's pause the masked
jutiiors rushed to the attack,

MhMr. Schwartz, rooted to the floor with
alarm, was bowled over at the frst rush,
and two of the assailanta sat on him and
pinned him down.

Mr, Jeffrevs was a tougher customer.

He caught up a cane from the desk,
and huheﬁ round him furipusly, at the
same time shouting for help,

But the juniors swarmed over him.

The cane was snatched away, and the
headmaster went dawn with & crash,
under five or six {ellows clinging to him
lika cats,

Ho still struggled on the floor till a
heavy knee was planted on his chest and
a handkerchief crammed into his mouth,
and & cord knotted round his ankles and
wriats,

Then he lay helpless, crimson and

gu .
errl.mgahwnriz, a littls wiser, realised
that ho had no chance, and did not

struggle after he was once down. - He was
tied up unresisting, gagged with a chalky
duster, and rolled under the table out of
the way. The business of the Greyfriars
Inguisition was with the Head.

r. Jofireys lay with burning eyes,
unable to speak, scarcely able to move a

finger.
he grotesque masks gathered round
kim, looking down upon him.

He was in the hands of the Inguisition,
and at their mercy, And his savage eyes
counted twelve in the party. The '}n-
quisitora come in force this time.

The audacity of it was amazing. At
any moment a master or & prefect might
tap at the door to speak to the Head.
It was still edrly in the eveming. The
fag Forms were at prep in their rooms
with their Form-masters; the other fel-
lowa in their studies.

The Ingusitors had lad 6o teke
chunces—and they had taken them !

And cortainly thoy had succeeded so
far. The I—Ien.d? lay helpless, hoping that
someone had heard the few shouts he
had bean able to utter. The masked In-

uisitora were listening, too. There was
Ehe sound of a door opening in the
distanoe.

One of the Inquisitors took the poker,
and thrust it between the bars of the
grate, Mr. Jeffreys watched him, his
very heart qusking.

A slow and heavy step came along the

ssage.

“"Prouty I'"" muttered a voice,

The stately step of Mr. Prout, the
master of the Fifth, was well known. He
was coming to the ntugé.

Tha Inguisitors looked at one another
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of | hand

as the footstepa came nearer 'The leader
drew the poker from the fire. The end
was glowing hot.

Mr. Jeffreye shuddered as the glowin
end approached hia face. With iia left
o Grand Inquisitor removed the
duster-handkerchief from his mouth.

“Tell Mr, Prout you cannot see him!*
he said, in a low, tense voice. " If he
finds ocut what is Fuing on, your face
will be marked for lLife.”

Mr, Jeffreys panted.

The glowing end of the poker was
within an inch of his nose, and he felt
the intense heat of it. The eyes that

leamed from the protesque mask wers

Eﬂﬂli( in their intensity. For a second
a yell for help trembled on the lips of
the tyrant. But he dared not!

%hat yell was not uttered.

ap!

It was Mr. Prout’s hand on the locked
door outside.

“Did you call, sir?” came Mr. Prout's
wheezy voice, as he turned the handle of
the door. *1 fanc heard & call—
Dear me, the door is locked!™

Mr. Jeffreys struggled for breath. The
eyea from -the hideous mask glittered
down at him—the red-hot poker came
closer to his guivering face.

“It is all right, Mr. Prout!” Tho
words seemed wrung from the cowed
bully. *There is nothing the matter! 1
gm very busy just now—"

“1 thought f]hnard & call, sip—

“ Mot at all.™

“Very well, sir! I am sorry to have
disturbed you, if you are busy.”

And, to the relief of the Ingquisitors,
Mr. Prout's heavy footsteps died away
down the passage again,

It was a relief to Mr. Jefireys also.
The threatening poker was ecorching his
ekin. He wondered afterwards whether tho
threat would have been carried out, but
what was guite certain was that he dared
not risk it

The Grand Inguisitor drew a d
breath. The poker was withdrawn, ::g
the handkerchief stuffed into Mr. Jef-
fre‘fn' mouth again.

he Grand Inquisitor rosa.

“ Brothera,"” he said, in a deep voice,
¥t work 1™

BMr. Schwartz shivered under the table.
It was not the same Grand Inquisitor

who had taken the chief part in the pro-
ceedings on the previous occasion. He
ised voice,

could not remtimaa the dis
but he knew that it was different. He
was trembling, and wondering whether
his own turn was com after the
Head's, But the Inquisitors did not take
heed of him.

Mr. Jeffreys was dragged up and
bumped into his chair. 'ﬁte«n the Grey-
friars Inquisition gathered round . him,
to judge him, watched with burning
ayes by the tyrant of Greyfriars’

THE TWELFTH CHAPTER.
Going Through It !

L ROTHERS "—the deep voice of
the Grand Inqusitor waa quite
thrilling—* here is the culprit |
He stands before you—'

“3its!I"" remarked one of the Inguisd-
tors. .

“ Drder!™

“He atands before you,” said the
Grand Inguisitor aternly, “‘accused of
many and multifarious crimes and mis-
demeanours. He has acted as a tyrant
within the ancient walls of Groyiriars,
where generations of freemen have re-
celved classic instruction——"'

“"Hear, hear!”

“Not content with introducing Prus-
sian tyranny into a free school in a free
country, he has actually engaged a real,
horrid Prussian as a Form-master in the
said achool. Brothers of the mask and
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[ the cloak, what is
prisoner?"

" Treath I

The sentence was pronounced in dee
volces on all sides. Mr, Jeffreys starte
and glared savagely at the Inguisitors.

* Prisoner, you hear your sentence?"

Glﬁra!r i

“Have you anything to say in eox-
tenuation of your munﬁ'ﬂld criima ™)

Glare ! :

“Prisoner, as this is the frst time
you have been brought up for trial,
the .Inquisitinn will bo merciful, Your
sentence will be commuted to a flopging,
to be administered on the spot!”

lare !

Some of the Inguisitors were heard to
chuckle. In spite of masks and cloaks
and deep voices snd death-sentences, it
scemed that some of them, at least,
were  taking the proceedings in o a
humorous spirit.

“Bilence I' seid the Grand Inguisitor
sternly. "“This is not s laughing
metier !

“Not for Jeffreys!" murmured an
Inquisitor.

“Place the prisonor on the rug!™
. Mr., Jeffreya wriggled as he was
whirlod out of the chair and bumped,
face down, on the hearthrug, His cycs
rollod with rage as the Grand Inguisitor
took his own Eirch from its place.

The commutation of the sentence did
not please bim at all, The death-
sentence was a joke, but a Hogging was
no joke !

And it was perfectly clear that he was
going to get o flogging.

As he was so fond of administering
corporal punishment, it might have been
expocted that Mre, Jeoffreys would be
proparcd to receive it with fortitude.
But that was not tho case at all.- He
writhed with terrible apprehension as
the Grand Inquisitor approached with
the birch.

No time was lost, The Grand
Inquisitor had a powerful arm, and he

aﬁ'ﬂ it full play. The birch rose and
all.

Bwish, swish, swish, swish !

Evory lash of the birch told, Even
"as Mr. Jefireys had dons to others, eo
he was done by—with interest. ‘Tho
handkerchief in his mouth silenced his
attempts” at yelling. He could only
Eurgln feebly., His eyes rolled, and his

ard faoe was red and white by turns.
His teeth bit savagely through the gap,
And all the time the birch rose and ﬂgl

the sentence upon tha

with lashing force.
The Inquisitors stood round in =
circle, counting aa the blows fell. The

counted in a whispering chorus, wi
aparent ralish.

“Fifey 1"

That was the total. The Grand
Inquisitor thrust the birch into the fire
when he had finished, That particular
instrument of torture wounld never be
used at Greyiriars again.

“ Brothers, our work 1s done I""

“Hear, bhear!” murmured the
Ingquisitors.

“Lat us dapa.rt gk

“What-ho !

The electric light was turned off.

In the darknces the Head could hear,
a3 he lar wriggling on the rug, sounds
that indicated that the Inguisitors wero
romoving their coats and masks. Pat
he could not see thomn.

The door was unlocked. He heard it
close again, and footstepa died faintly
away in the distance.

TE& writhing man still lay on the rug.
He struggled in vain with his h::-mg.
Mr. Schwartz rolled out from under the
table, mumbling and gurgling. Neither
of thae mastera could riso to his foat, but

both of them had the samo idea—that of
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rolling to the door, and there endeavour-
ing to attract attention. Naturally, thaf'
rolled tﬂgEt.h‘Et, and there was a still
morg emphatic g;urgle from Mr. Jeffreys
a6 Mr. Schwartz’ hard head smote him.

They rolled and wriggled, and found
themselves at the door at last, after a
quarter of an hour of wriggling and
rolling. They hum'qed on the door as
well as they could. I‘hﬁy could not open
it, How long it would be before they
drew attention to the spot they could not
surmise, But there was a step in the
passage at last,

r11np !

Gurgle ! BumPl

" Bless my soul I Tt was Mr. Prout's
voice, “Dlear me! Are vou there, Mr.
Jeffreya 1"

Gurglo |

The door opened., There was a terrific
Eurgle from .Mr, Schwartz an the door

an on his head,

‘§ urerrrg
“Bless my soul!” ejaculated Mr.
Prout, blinking in in the darkness. “Is

anything wrong, Mr, Jeffreye? I per-
ceive there is no light, yet I hear——
Bless my soul! For some time past I
have been under the impression that very
extraordinary sounds were pr ing
from this study, as of animals dragging
themselves about. Can jou hear me,
sir? Are you therei"

Gurgle !

“Bless my soul 1

~Mr. Prout groped for the electric
light switch and turned it on. He

almost fell down at the sight of the two | 3g

}na:t-em sprawling in their bonds at his
QeL,

"Good heavens ! gasped Mr. Prout.
“Mr. Jefireys—Mr. Schwartz—gentle-
men——  Bless my aoul! Wingate—
Loder—Gwynne—— Help! Oh, r 1

Mr. Prout staggered back into the
passage.  His shoute scon brought a
crowd to the spot.

THE THIRTEENTH CHAPTER.

Sacked !
W

HAT'E going to happen '
That was the burning
question at Greyfriars,
AINAZIR story wans
known to all. The new Head had been
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seized in his own study and flogged by
the Greyfriars Inquisition! It was im-
E:)EE:HF to sup that the tyrant of

royiriars would take it lying down,
But there was no trace of the culprits to
be discovered. As in the previous
cases,
out leaving a trace

Who were they

Follows looked at one another, and
asked the question without being able to
answer it. Those who knew kept their
own counsel,

It was cloge upon bed-time when Loder
of the Sixth looked into the junior Com-
mon-room with a grim face,

“Wharton, Cherry, Nugent, DBull,
Hurree Singh 1" he said, “Follow me I

“Hallo, hallo, hallo! Are we
wanted 7' asked Bob Cherry, locking up
 from the chess-table, where he was play-
ing with Hurree Jamset Ram Singh.

*¥ca; at oncel™

“All sevene! Follow in your father's
footstops, dear boya 1"

“-HE, h’-ﬁ, ha 1™

The Famous Five marched out of the

on-room after Loder, It was to
the Head's study that they werc taken,

Mr. Jefireys was there, his face white,
and hie eyes burning. His eves seemed
to flame as they were fixed upon the five

uniors. Harry Wharton & Co, stood
fore him, silent and calm.

“ Wharton--and ,the rest—" Mr.
Jeffroys almost choked. “You took part
in t}:a outrage in this study an hour

o,

“Roally, sir ! said Wharten quictly.
“Waa there an outrage ! R

“You know there was 1"

“Indecd, sir?™

Mr, Jeffreye raised his hand,

*“]1 ask you, had you a hand in it, or
had you not?"”

“You have no right to put such a
gue-hﬂn, sir,” said Wharton quictly,

*If we had, wo could not admit it,
You are asking us simply to tell lies, if
it should be as you suppose.”

“Do you deny it 1™

“1 have nothing to say.”

The headmastor clenched his hands.

*If you were not concerned in it, you
know the names of those who were,

ind,

the Inquisitors had vanished with-.
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‘1 mm not an informer!” gaid
Wharton mntamptu—:}uﬂju

"Fnr;r well "' Myr. Joffreys breathed
hard. “1 take it that vou are guilty.
The others I shell discover later. You
five I take as guilty. I condemn you io
m‘;‘ﬁulmm from school I

Oh ™

The Famous Five stood silent after
that ejaculation. Smithv's wheeze had
not served its purposs after all, suocess-
ful as it had been at first. But even the
keen Bounder had not loreseen that the
tyrant would take the extreme step of
expelling fellows from the school upen
bare suspicion, .

The joniors’ eyves were gleaming now.
Truly, this would make an cnd of the
proceedings of the Greyfriars Inquisi-
tion, if every punishment administered
by that mysterious body was followed by
reckless expulsion. Five expulsions in
one v was unheard-of; but Mr.
Jeffreys was reckless, FEither the Grey-
friars Iﬂl:l:[ms:.f-m:l ‘had to be suppressed
or he had to ccase to rule in the schoaol,
It was the only way.

re was a pause; then the head-
master pointed to the door.

“Go! You are expelled from the
school ! You will leave for vour homes
by the earliest train in the mornihig!
This is the last night vou will spend
under the roof of Groyfriara! Go!™

Harry Wharton & Co. left the study.
In the passage they paused to lock at
one another grimiy.

“Sacked I" said DBob Cherry, with »
whistle, “Sacked on suspicion! That's
a bit thick, even for Jefireys.”

Wharton set his lips.

“We hbaven't gome yet!” ho said
quietly,

Dismay fell upon the Greviriars
Rermyove when the Head's senfence was
known., The Famous Five—the heroes
of the Remove—were sacked! Jn the
moroing they were to go!

Bat, though Mr., Jeffreys did not
know it, much was to happen before that

autumn morning dawned upon Grey-
friars School !
(Don"t mise ""THE BARRING.-

OUT AT GREYFRIARS !" — next
Monday's grand story of Harry
Wharton & Co., by Frank Richards.)
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gThe Editor’s Chat.
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For Next Monday :
“THE EARRING-0OUT
GREYFRIARS ! ™
By Frank Richards.

For a long time past readers have been
begping Tor anotber harring-out story. Next
week they will have it, and if they are not
eatisfled with ft—well, I shall glve up
halieving that I know what they like, that's
all! And I am not going t0 say more about
it, for I don't wish to discount In any way
the treat you have in srore.

AT

THE “GEM" SERIAL.

¥ou are all reading it, I bope. I you
not, you dught to be. 1ts title is

“THE TWINS FROM TASMANIA !
and It's all right!

are

—

TWO LETTERS.

I print cxactly as received the letter which
follows, thouph I don't apree with & word
of it. It had no address, and it may not
have heen written by an officer in the King'a
service at all. If It was, I should say that
both in that capaclty and a8 & schoolmaster
the writer should abstain from soecring at

Give me 2 list of the names, and I will
dismiss you unpumshed.”
shophoye—there is 0o cause for shame in
being a shopboy.

“Hir,—With reference to an artlele under.
the heading of Pompous Hubbish,” which
appeared in the August 11th issue of your

AGNET, I must zay that I quite agree with
what Mr. A. E. Coleman has fo say. For,
after all, who are the readers of soch hooket
Bhophoys, loafers, ete. You mhust admit that
such scrap-heaps of lterature will not be
found in any decent home. The boy who
tries to make hia way in the world shuns
such rubbish. '

*I trust you will give this letter the same
pablication as thet of Mr. Coleman. In
clvilinn Iife I'm a schooimaster, eo0 I'm
writing from experience. At present I'm
lying in hospital, suffering from wounds
received out there.—Yours,

"FRANK BRADLEY, Lisut."

I shouldd have anewered this letter hy post
had the opportonity been given me. In reply
to it I have only to eay here that 1 4o not
admit that there in the alightest shadow of
Justification for the styling my papers
“Berap-heaps of literature,” and that when
Lieutenant Bradley zays that they cannot be
found in any decent home he 8 making one
of those large and unfounded statementes
that preijodiced people are all too apt to
make. It is gimple untroe!

Now for the other letter,

*8ir,—1I happened to pick up & copy of the
MaigNET, and waz va amused by the
letter 20 aptl déscribed by you  as
‘Pompous Hubbish.'

“Home years ago 1 was chairman of the

managers of two of the largest Beard schools

in London, and [ made it my husiness to find
out for mysell the class of light literature
that appealed to the youngsters, By
oheervation and by inquiries st small news-
paper shops I found that the MaaNer,
*fem,' " Bexton Blake,” and the exploits of
a voung engineer—Frank’ Keid, if I remember
—were ull exceedingly popular. 1 bought
and read many coples, and I did not find in
one & single sentence with any harmful
medning., An the contrary, Invariably viee
wias punishbed and virtte was rewarded. The
storiezs are light and amusing, and, in myr
opinion, are filling an obvious want among

the juvenile populetion.

“The etatement of Boy Coleman that
" Judges have remarked wupon the had
influgnee of your papers’ requires some
substantiation.

*I am glad to see that in Coleman’s last
paragraph he admits that he has no * more '
time to waste, thus admitting that his eiforts
were & waste of time! THE MAJIOR.”

The writer of this letter encloses hie nama
and address. In reference to the statement
to which he takes objectioh, I may say tHat
Coleman cannot substantiate it. To the
hegt of my knowledge and beliel, the ewil
influence of the Mac¥er and “Gem ™ has
never heen pleaded In sny court of law—lI
don't see how it couwld be, since it iz im-
posaible that thelr influenice should be evil—
mnch less commented upon by judges.

The "Major's™ letter iz a8 wvery eMective
answer to  the Lieutenant’s, I consider,
though, ae & matter of fact, it came to hand
ten dayva at least before it.

YOUR EDITOR,

Tag MaigreT Lisrary.—No. 503,
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% THE GREYFRIARS GALLERY.

No. 39.—ARTHUR COURTNEY:
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OURTNEY of the Hixth has never
heen one of the most prominent
flgures In the atories of Greyfriara.
One can find but one yarn in which

ha played the leadlng part. But he has
figured to advantage In several stories; and
F%anavar wa lhave a glimpse of him it ahows
him as a good fellow, a staunch chum, and
a gentleman. Migher prafse than that no
one need seak.

As a prefect he has a considerable measure
of responsibility, which he recognises. He
plays his part with dignity, but without
tyranny or pomposity. The office in  his
hands is not twisted to the indulgence of
bullying, as it is with Loder and Carne. He
simply doea his dubly, not always enjorying it.

Courtney and Loder do nob often hunt in
couples: but it chanced to fall to them to
deal with the Bownder when, in his very early
days at Greyfryiars, he refused to arise until
the spirlt moved him. Loder and Courtney
moved him a trifle earlier than that, and
took him down to the breakiast-table in his
p¥iamas.

Rupert Valence Is not a special chum of
Courtney's. But there iz g strong Iriend-
ship between Courtney and Violet Valence,
the pretty asister of Hupert. Doubtless It
was more for Vi‘a dake than for  her
brother's that Arthur, Courtney endured
B0 much bo get YValencee out of a scrape.

Valence had been going the pace recklessly
with Loder and the other black sheep of the
Bixth. His sister asked Courtney to give
him a friendly warning: and Bob Cherry,
concesled In the prefects’ room for the
purposa of & brick on Loder, overheard them.

Courtrey atood between the junior and the
gavage anger of Valence upon discovering
him, and the result was a quarrel between
the two seniors, Then Courtney fell into the
trap preépared for Valenca by Bob and his
chums, and received a pailful of ™ such
mizture as the Remove delﬁ;ht to make for

thelr foen. Wingate found out whe the
gulprita were, and alse that thelr intended
vickim wad  Valence—not Courtney. The

quastion why the Removites should have
sxpected Valence at such an hour—between
gloven und mildnight—arose; and Courtney
confessed to the skipper that he koew
Valence had been poaching on 3ir Hilton
Fopper's prosarves.
aught red-handed by the keepers, Valenca
ave Courtney’s name inatead of his own.
hen he escaped. Next day the head-keeper
camae along with & letter from 3 Hilton.
Ha halleved Courtney to be the poacher, for
Valence had blackened his face as & disguise.
In his letter Sir Hilton gave the schoolboy
poacher the choies of report, and eertain
expulsion, or taking a fAogging. Yalenece
darcd not face the flogging. He had con-
Ieazed to Courtnay the rascally vae of hia
name; and, for Vi's sake, Arthur Courtney
woent along and took a most unmercifal
thrashing at the bhands of the Irate old
baronet., But the paln of it was not the
worst. The humiliation was far harder to
bear than that, though the pain was &0
great that he was found by Harry Wharton
and Bob Cherry faintlng In the road.
Through Bob, VI Valence came to know the
whole truth; and her gratitude was deap.

Courtney is pot the ofticious type of pre-
fect. When he comes into the Common-room
and fndz Bob Chérry attending to Bolsover,
who has kicked Russell when he was down,
he merely aays that there rmust be less row.
But he ks keen-cyed enough. When several
membaers of the Remove, having business
later on, go to bed only half undressed, and
Courtney comes along to tum out the Ifghta,,.
he spota what I8 going on.

“"Fecling sleapy, Bulstrode? he asks. “In
& hurry to get to bed, eh? I suppose that's
why you haven't taken your trousers off.
Where are your trousers, Cherry?  Dirty
habit to sleep in your eocks, Nugent! Un-
bealthy sleeping in  your underclothing,
Wharton 1™

Wingate and Courtney have always been

at chuma. When the Qreyfriars skipper
all In love with Mlss Paula Bell—Little Hed
Riding-Hood of the pantomlme—Courtney
apoke ‘out plainly to him as to the folly of

it, and the bad result his slackness was

having upon the school. But he conssanted
to take charga of the juniors in hisa chum’s
absence; and & snowhall battle with Dick
Tromper and his merry men was carried
right up to the gates; for Courtney is not
Wingate, and. at a- time of crigls has not
quite Wingate's commanding Influence.

The Head was angry, and became more so
when he learned, through treachery, of
Wingate's vagaries. - Courtney sat up for
Wingate when the latier “stayed out very
late one mnight, and there were words—and
worse—hbetween them when the skipper eame
in. Purlous at his chum's soggestion that
Miss Bell might merely be amusing hersell
with him, Wingate struck Courtney. Bub
Courtney did not hit back. Into his mind
Aoocded memories of thelr long . friendship—
fagging days, terms together In the Kemove,
vears of close comradeship till they had come
to the highest pleces in the school—and,
though he believed the friendship ended for
ever, he would not have it end in a fight.

It did not end. Courtney apoke up man-
fully to the Head for Wingate, and made him
pee that at worst there was nothing more
than folly in the love-affair. And t two
came together agnin.

The irit of sclf-sacrifice is strong in
Arthur urtney, and so is the apirit of
loyalty. Not merely does he refuse to profit
by the ill-fortune of a chum, but that ill-
fortune only makes his chum the dearer to
him. Do you “remembar how he refused to
stand for the captainey when Wingate had
been deprived not only of that, but also of
his prefectship, and how hotly he resented
the enddish arrogance of Loder in telling
Wlngﬂh that he has no 1ight in the pre-
feets” room? Courtney would make n good
gkipper; but he would rather gee tha
humptious Coker ﬁumding a3 captoain than
gtand himeelf jo Wingate's place.

When Sergeant Sharp played the tyrant
at Cireyfriars the prefects were In a wvery
unpleasant pozition. They stand always for
law and order, of course; and that means
backing up conastituted authority—until the
time comes when thelr sense of fair play and
justies rebels abeolutely. Courtney was sent
ta feteh the Remove hack when they had
gone out in sympathy with Harry Wharton
—aentenced, like Coker, to expulzslon for
refusing to knuckle under to Sharp. It was
a diffeult task for the prefect; but he did
the right thing. He gove the message ha
had been charged with, but refused to
advise either way.

A good gll-round athlete, Courtney ia a
shining light of bhoth fooler and crleket
teams. One recalls hia dolng the hat-triek
against the Old Boys" Eleven.

THE TRAGEDY OF TRIMBLE
By TOM MERRY.

It chanced ope day that grub was shorg,
And Baggy Trimble felt

He'd have to get a great deal more—
Or tighten up hiz belt!

He went to Study No. 1,
And looked at Lorne and Jones;
He said: #“If I don't have some grub
I'lil be a bag of bones ™
Jones smiled, and then gave Lorne a wink.
He said: “You will—I do not think!
It won't hurt you a bit to shrink.
Clear out of this, you missing link!"
And Baggy Trimble slammed the door
And felt az buagry as beloro,

He went to Study No. 2,
And Melllsh frowned at him,
Bald Trimble: % Wish we'd got soms grub)
I'm. getting awful thin!* ]
“A good thing, teo,” said Mellish, ©for
One day you won't get- through the doorl
You eat just ke a bleszed boar;
And grub I8 scarce now we're at warl"
And Daggy Trimble elammed the door
And felt as hungry as before!

He went to Stody No. 3.

- Maddonald looked at Bakes:

While Trimble said .he must have food
(Although to beg he I:Iﬂtl'.‘!-".;

Macdonald sald “ Ye ken, I fear

Ye're off the track to hutt in here!

To keep yé fat, I& would appear,

In war-time wull be awla® desr!®
And Baggy Trimble slammed the door
And felt as hungry as before!

He went to Study No. 4.
Mulvaney s his head,

And Tompkiny frowned when Trimble sald
That he was nearly dead.

“Priaps!” Tompking safd. “I"'m much afrald

Thare ain't a scrap for you to raid!

Your hunger here can't be allayed;

Lord Rhondda’s reles must be obeyed!®
And DBaggy Trimble slammed the door-
And felt as hungry as before!

He went to Study Ko, 5,
And told the chaps within
TI:#.‘- if he had no food his death
ould count to them as sin!
Ennpp_:ed ;.Eﬁerrulsh: “Now we shan't be
on

Dick Julian said: “Don't make a gong!™
And Hammond jeered: * Bow-wow! Ding-
dong I®
Quoth Fellly: %“8Sure! Just ahift alongt®
And Baggy Trimble slammed the door
And felt as bungry as before!

He went to ﬁtudﬁy No. g
The four had finished tena;
And Trimble gasped: “I hope you've lelt
A littte hit for me!®
Rlake, smiling, spid: " You hape a lot!®
Herrles remarked : ¥ The answer's—Nol !"
And Gusay said: *Pway don't talk wof ¥
Growled Dig: “Just try another spot!”
And Baggy Trimble slammed the door
And felt as hungry as before!

He went to Study No. 7,
And Contarini scowled,
Poor Trimble trembled at the Lhreat
Which Smith (8mith minor) growled.
Bagey's high hopes reecived a jur!
" ﬁiﬂ on!" aaid Smith. “You know we bar
Fat corpses here. We reéally are
Above a Lit particular!®
And Baggy Trimble slammed the door
And felt as hungry as before!

He wenl to Study Mo, 8,
Where Lumley-Lumley zat
With Wyatt. When hizs face appeared
The two both roarcd owt: “Scati™
“I'm awf'ly bad!™ was Trimble's groan,
“Weo've found that out all on our pun!
And if you've come our gruob to bone,®
Snld Wyntt, “cut! Leave us alope!®
And Baggy Trimble slammed the door
And felt as hungry as hefore!

He wont Lo study No, 8,
And Clive and Cordew grinned
As Levison's unerring alm
Emote Baggy in the wind!
L "in"III'Il!WEE ! said Clive., “Our funds are
oW=—
But lower still are you, ¥ou know!
In seareh of grob you'd better go
Ta Mother Taggles' little show !?
And Baggy Trimble alammed- the door
And felt aa hungry as before!
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GREYFRIARS AT THE FRONTI

IV.—KOKER’S KULTURED
KAPTIVE!

By 5. Q. 1. FIELD.

decide whether Coker should become

a corporal or a criminal.

It happened in Coker's usual style.

He pwore that he did not disobey an order,
colonel held the reverse view. "But in view
of the fact $hat Coker's raiding party, mest-
ing with greater success than he bad ever
dope in the Lemove passnge at Greylriars,
brought back o couple of machine-gunz, the
olfence was overlooked, and the offender
cautioned for disobedience and promoted for
valour,
modest Coker to realise what a mighty per-
ponage he was. For several days he dis-
dained taking any prisoners,’as he was look-
ing for the Ealzer himzelf” Then, hearing
pearched for the Crown FPrince.
‘In bpth of these nobla® ambitions he was
doomed to disappointment. - Hearing - that
Coker was -very much-on .the war-path, the

HE day came when the colonel had to
but followed a better plan—hiz own., The
wiped out the occopanta of a trench and

The two stripes on his arm helped the ever-
that his special prize was  indisposed, he
Crown Prince took a violent dispaste to the

distriet, and-moved, K on to- a =hfer spot. |

Coker - growled something ~ about teaching
puppies o lesson, and, for the time being,
postponed his Iﬂttg intentions,

The "following -day there was a surprisc
attack, and.the Huns were forced hack. In
the consequent rush Coker was well to the
front, and in & shell-hote-bhe foyund.n fat but
hlﬂéﬁwed figure simply waiting to be cap-
t-lll-"ﬂ ® '

@ ome oubt of that!? he roared,

‘There came a groan from the shell-hole.

4 Come ouf of that!"® Coker repeated,

The fgure did. not move,’ so Coker -stooped
and pulled his Hun out.

& (roogh ” roared the Hun.,

% You've got to come with me, my sonl®
Coker anid. ©“What's your name?™

“ Walle-walla " growled the Hun.

“¢Ehi" smpapped Coker., “What regiment
do you belong to?h

“ Beollimolligoggivitch I* the
eullenly.

] don't want any bLad language!" Coker
replied “sternly.

Z < Gillabullawaddybofl 1* - chattered the cap-

(L

u Humph ! elaculated the corporal.
4hey couldn't teach you to speak English!
¥ou're a pretty speclmen! Come along this
Why " r
. He dragged the Hun to hig feet. The Hun
was beavy—very heavy, in fact, Coker Peit
the perspiration trickling eff his forchead.

# And then they say yon Huns haven't got
any -food!” he growled., “You've eaten
enotigh to support an army for a month, I
ghould think! What do pou live ont™

The Hun shivercd,

RKamerad! Kultur!™ he sald feebly.

& Live on your kamerads, do you?? shouted
Horace the corporal. “Tilcn. I've bagged a
bleseed cannibal!®

He dragged his prizoner along the ground
for o few yards, and then paused. FPrivate
Hazaldene was just coming up.

. Hallo!" he shouted. “What are you
foing with Bunteri®

“ Bunter ! echoed Coker, .

The fat Hun rubbed his blackened [ace
pith hiz hand and gronted. Coker suddenly
saw the mistake he had made. _

“ Nunter,” he roared, “what the dickens
aere you doing In that shell-hole®™

“I'm the first line of defence!* the Owl
gennted, =1 was just digging in!™

“More likely tueking in!™ said Hazeldene.

“ 0Oh, really, Hazel—™ Buanter began.

Coker interrupted,

% Why didn't you answer me when I spoke
to yon?" he spapped. “You spoke like a
bleazed Boche!™

Iunter Llinked reproachfully.

[ thought yon were m Hun yourielf, by

D

said Hun

“ Pity.

the way yon were carrying on, Coker!™ he
snid, with dignity. “That wns strategy. I
answered you in German to put you off the
trugk, II you'd beenm a proper Hum you'd
have Ieft me alone at once—see ™

Coker looked as though he was about to
burat. . '

“ Thought I was a blessed Hun!™ he gasped.
EWell, of all the cheek—"

Hazel interrupted him.

“ You've missed tha charge™ bhe
S Come; along! This fat toad jsn't
worrying about.®

Coker .allowed himself to be led away.

“I'm nof sorry I found ouf in time,” he

gafd.
worth

said. © He was a pretty good weight! Dut )]
I'll ‘bring back hizs avolrdupoiz worth of
Huns 1

And Coker did,

It took seven!

(Thizs iss a forlsehiod. I onnly way 13
stoan.—W. G. B.)

—  —

V.—DRAWING!

By HURREE SINGH.

™ APPER SEINNER was in badful odour,

and his uonpopularfulness was terrific.

That was not surprisefully to be
wondered ab,

Skinner did not ohedientfully earry out the
lawlul commands of the esteemed corporal..
He amusefully entertained the honourable
fellows. in his company by drawing plctures:
of e sald esteemed corporal, and, as the
ludicrous colonel remarked, the proof of the
pudding is never too late to mend.

On-this auspicipus occasion the Engineers
had o hig job on band—in fact, the bhigful-
mess of the esteemed job- was terrific. And
the corporal was annoylully worried.

He was just: thinkfully trying-to -hik upon
a scheme when he saw another picture which
the ludierous Skinner -had drawlully scrawled

“Hn, ho!? he growled, %I will makefully
panse the pumishment to be sauce for the
gander ™

He.sent for Skinner.

“Cun you draw ?? he asked,

Akinner smiled grinfully,

“Yes,” he said.

“ Then,” said the corporal, ®you will drow-
fully pull this cart of bizcuits to the next
camp. The heavifulness is terrific,™
.Bkinner groaned.

But He hbad askfully demanded it. He
recelved a drawful lesson free of charge.

The esteemed moral is:' Don't connt your
chickens before they are worth ‘two in the
bhusah, =

-{ upon & biscuik-tin,

—_— ] —

VI—NEWS IN BRIEF!

By PETER TODD.

Mr. Prouwt has been decorated with the
. T.0. He ghot at the advancing Germans
and brought down an aeroplane. .

Figher "I'. Fizh bad joined a bombing corps,
having insured the lives of all the Huns in
the vwicinity. XNow he's trying to endorse
their policies. ) )

Tom Tmtten has been appointed an inter-
preter because he can always guess at what
the ecaptured Huns mean. It fs expected
that he will he awarded the RS V.P.

Through an unfortunate mistake over his
pome. Vun Limg had only half a gas-mask
jszued to him, Tt is understood that the mis-
take will he rectified.

Skinner, Stott, and Enoop, we learn, are
not in the Flving Corpe after all, The rumour
started on acconnt of an incident which hap-
pened when they thought the Huns were
going to attack.

YVernon-Smith §z likely to be made a ser-
geant. He's Bounder do well, ]

It has heen cstablished to the satizfaction
—or dizsatisfuetion—of nt least one

thnt n mail-boat lost in the Channel was

loaded chiefly with postal-orders for him.

4 Patker, 1,

Thiz is particularly distressing, as some of
themm had been lost in the post for several
FEATE.

In-an endeavour to remember what Grey-
friars’ was |iké several fellows have formed
the habit of getting into'a brown study. .

Alonzo Todd was under the impreszion at
first that “bully beef ® was supplied exelu-
sively to people like Bolsover. And the first
duff that he recvived made the meaning of
“trench mortar” plain to him—se he said.

'NOTICES.
4

Playerz woanted by West Ham team—16-17
—A. Monsell, 43, Meeson Road, Portway
West Ham, E. MY

E. C. Collander, 28, Sireatfield Street, Bur

| dett Road, Limehouse, E.14, would like e

join team in his locality.
J. Boothroyd, 33, Willoughby Avenue, Hol-
beck—16—wants to join team in Leeda

disgtrict.
Maiches Wantsd BY :- .

A  Liverpool  Club—18.1%—players  alpo
needed.—E. Jones, &, Schplar Street, Bmith-
down Koad, Livarpl:mi. k)

1TePER"NOEW 00D ATHLETIO—16—3 milé radius
—J. Duodley, 20, Woodland Road, Upper Kor
wood, S.E. 10

WeNTWoRTH  ROVERS—2  mile radinz.—k,
Poples, 20, Erie Btreet, Mile End, E. 3.

ANEFORD BTaR—1 Hackney Marshes o
neighbouthood.—Hon, Sec., ‘19, Spring Hill,
Clapton, N.E. 2
= -House—16—4 mile radins.—D. SBemnark,
45, Blandford Woad, Beckenbam.

44t LivErroOoL Bove' HBRIGADE—14].—W.
Lathean, 28, Cornice Road, Stoneycroft,
Liverpobl. : : :

STANDARD—S mile radinz.—J. 6. White, T,
Sheldon Koad, Silver Street, Upper Edmon-
ton, M. I8.

AMALOAMATED PrESS.—A. W. Clark, 78,
Chewton Roand, Walthamstow, E. 17,
GARTH  JUNIORS—15-16—B mile radius.—E,

Halem Terrace, Gwaelod-y-Garth,
Taffs Well, near Cardiff. - y '
NuAcEnHATE INVICTA B TEAM—1l4l-—nlso want
two good players.—W. E. Chapman, 5, Elmira
Street, Lewisham, 8.E. 13. :
BRUNSWICE “ALBION—156-16—5 mile radius.—U,
Thompson, 21, Thomas Street, Bhefficld.

LEAGUES, Etc.

F. R. Sullivan, 18, Bachelors’ Walk, Duhlin,
want: more members for the Star Stamp
Exchange Club.

C. Willis, 91, F Block, Ossington Buildings,
Paddington Street, W., wants more members
for his club. Stamped and addressed enve-
Inf. please,

irnest Cook, 34, Ridley Street, Felling-on-.
Tyne, wants to join elub running magazine.

The Empire Correspondence Exchapngs
wunts members. Stamped - and addressed.
envelope, please.—Clifford W. Jones, 1, Tower
%uﬁena apd, ‘Lordship Lane, Totlenbnmw,

BACK NUMBERS WANTED.

By L. Goodson, 121, Crouch Hill, Crouch
End, N.—80-75, “Nelzon Lee Library ; 224,
“Penny Popular ®; 487, MaGNET; 407, © (lem.™
Double price offered. Muost be clean. .

By (Geo. McKinley, 8, Langford Street, Del
fast.—* Tunter the xer® and ¥ Grext
Postal Order Conspiracy.™

Ly (. R. Baker, 11, Dirleton Road, Port-
way, West Ham.—* Bunter the Boxer,” and
the stories of the Bounder when he first came,

By H. H. Hemus, 188, IHubert Road, Helly
Oak, Birmingham.—Back numbers of MAONET
generally.

By B. 3, Austin, 197, Seven Bister: Road,
Finzbury Park, N.—% Rebels of the Bemove®
% Rake's Rival.” ® His Own Fault.”

By W. Bmith, 6. Shinglera Row, Htowe
#ireet, Lichfeld.—* Hurree S8ingh's Perll.®

29-9-17



