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KING CRICKET.

OW that -the Cup Final has been fought out it is
natural that you fellows should turn to thoughts of
ericket, and upon that subject -I have a very im-
portant annowncenrent to make. So successful bas
the Feotball Bupplement beon that I have persuaded Harry
Wharton to go right on now with cricket. This will, I
know, come as good news to you, for Maegnetites, as far as
[ can_gather. from the thousands of letters I receive, are
even more keen on cricket than they are on footer. Ana
with the Australian test team in our midst this intercst
natyrally 1z all the more pronounced, 8o in next weel's
1z5u¢ of this paper you will find the first of the new supple-
ment—a crickel one. In it will be found interesting and
instructive contributions from thoze well-known and popular
cricketers, J. B. Hobbs—the backbone of English cricket, as
he has heen styled, and rightly so—and Philip Mead, the
Hampshire “left hander.” In addition, there are some fine
informative features dealing with the prospects of the comin
seazon, and amongst them will be found a =zpecial * Paun
Pry ” article written around Herbert Collins, the man in
charge of ‘our friendly enemy, the Australians. I'll say no
more. Indeed, Magnetites are so quick to respond to any
“pood news" I have to tell them that I feel confident in
advance the new supplement will go like hot cakes. Till
next week, then ! :

TWENTY READERS WIN OUR TOPPING TABLE GAMES |

I am gratified beyond measure to see the spleadid en-
thusiasm with which Magnetites are entering the simplo
Fooler Pars Contest, and it 15 with great pleasure that I
arnounce the result of Pars No. 4. In case some of you have
miszed earlier announcements on “what to do6 ™ to win one
of the splendid Table Football Games offered, 1 hasten to
enlighten you. All you have to do, then, is to jot down on
A postcard some interesting incident connected with football
which vou have either seen for youreelf, or of which you
have heard. That's all. Addresz your efforts to * Pars”
No. 8, The “Magnet Library,” Gough House, Gough quuar-:-,
London, E.C. 4, For the best twenty efforts sent in I am
awarding twenty table Football games. You might draw
some encouragement from seeing the names of the prize-
winners in Pars No. 4. Here they are: :

E. Johnson, 109, Probyn House, Page Street, Westminster,
London, 8.W.1: E. W. Groves, 13, Arthur Street, Alder.
shot, Hants; Leonard Boyle, 29, Malmeshury Road, South.
hampton; George Morgan, 12, Birkbeck Road, Enfield,
AMiddlesex, N.; Alired John Webster, 55, Eladen Road,
Bruce Grove, Tottenham, N.17; Teddy 3. Calvert, 74,
Moorland Hoad, Burslem, Stoke-on-Trent; William Garner,
29, Bt. James Avenue, West Ealing, W, 13; Frank Mashiter,
20, Holeroft Hill, Barrow-in-Furress; Leslie A. Booth, 103,
Hall Street, Mansheld, Notts; Charles L. Néwman, 185,
Eieen’s Road, Dalston, E, 8; 1. M. Edwards, 87a, Barndale
Road, Mossley Hill, Liverpool; E. Parsons, § Ashburnham
Road, King's Road, Chelsea, 3.W. 10; C. Btroud, 19, Chid-
leigh Road, Brockley, S.E.4; Mervyn Raithby, The
Imperial Cafe, High 8treet, Sutton-on-Bea, Lincs; George
Rayner, 28, Paradize Place, Seoles Green, Market Lane,
Norwich; K. Neale, Leasingham, Sleaford, Lines; George
Steventon, 8, Cornice ng, Stoneveraft, Liverpool; W,
Speahe, 10, Brierley Avenue, Ardwick, Manchester; C. Godii-
man, 23, Pole Hill Road, Hillingdon, Middlesex; F. More,
14, Leas Road, Guildford.

For Next Monday.

“ HARRY WHARTON'S FEUD ! *
By Frank Richards.

This is an excellent sequel to the story you now held n
your hands. “As it features Moszoo and Harry Wharton,
captain of the Remave, there is little need for me to urge
vou to make certain of reading it. You'll do that off your
own bats. Next week, then.

THE SUPPLEMENT !

I have previously made mention of this new supplement.
In pqta-ainf. however, I would like to add that I'd much
obhged if vouw told your non-reader pal about it. Many
thanks! -

“THE PHANTOM OF THE DOGGER BANK!"

There will, of coursze, be another stirring instalment of
thiz fine seria}l. Look ont for it. Al=o No. 33 in the Portrait
Gallery. Chin, chin, chums! YOTIR EDITOR.




A BIT THICK!

For Wharton. caplain of the Form, o be accused of being the ringleader in a ray agoinst Monsicur

Chavpentier when, actually, he has done his utmost fo put a stop to it, is enough to make the best-tempered fellow
rvatty. . And Wharfon, in his anger, joins wholeheartedly in—
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THE FIRST CHAPTER.
A Remove Rag!

MACK !
S ad 0“. !.'l!
l'fﬂl.t !.JJ'

It was DMonsienr Charpentier
who smacked. It was Billy Bunter who
velled “Ow!” And nearly all the Re-
move cjaculated “Oh!” in  their sur-
priae. .

Billy Dunter rubbed his head and
splattered with fury.

The Reniove fellows stared at Mon-
sieur Charpentier.

Maossoo stood rooted to the floor,
surprised himself at what he had done.
“Alv hat!” murmured Bob Cherry.
The French class had not been
orderly that afternoon. Thera were
fellows in the Remove who made it a
point to rag in the French ¢lass, relying
upon  the long-suffering good temper
and almost inexhaustible patience of the

I"rench master,
But on this especial afterncon Mon.
sienr Charpentier was not_in his usual
ood temper, and his patience, so far
rom  being  inexhaustible as usual,
peterad out almost at the start.

Bolsover major drummed his feet on.

the fioor, almost drowning the French
neaster's voiee; Skinner sprung a rattlo
hidden wnder his desk; and both of
themr wero surprised and enraged to

receive  heavy impots on  the spot.
Mossoo generally passed over little
jests  of  that kind, affecting  io

notice nothing. Johnny Dull, carryin
an an  interesting  conversation  with
IFrank Nupent on the subject of the
coming cricket season, had his knuckles
rapped  with a pointer, much to his
astonishment,

Put the ¢limax came with Bunter.

William George Bunter had a rooted
objection to work of any kind. In the
French colass, where nearly everybody
~lacked or ragged, Bunicr was acons-
tomed to taking things very easily,
Freneh Le regarded az " rot "—not per-
haps quite so rotten as Lotin or maths.
Ltk inclubitably rob! Fle was not likely
io waszte his ftime on Freneh, if he
vould help it; and in Mossoo's class,
renerally, he could help it

And it was a warm spring afternoon,
and Danter had had many snacks sinee

dinner. Naturally, he dozed. He
often dozed in the Irench class—he
had been known to snore in that clase-
roonm. ’

But on this occasion his awakening
was sudden and startling., Thriee had
Mossoo addressed him in vain.

“Buntair! Buntair! Duniair!”

Mossoo's voice had risen crescendo,
and Bunter had not answered.  And
then that smack on Bunter’s head had
rung through the class-room like a
pistol-shot !

Mossoo had lost his temper !

It was surprising that he did not lose
his temper aboub twenty times in cach
class: but, as 8 mattor of fact, 1t was
very unusual for him to do so. Now,
however. he had lost it, and that loud
and ringing smack was the result.

Bunter velled and rubbed his head,
and sat uwp and took notice, The Re-
move [ellows stared blankly.

The smacking of heads was quite un-
known at Greyfriars as a form of
punishment. The Remove [cllows were
astonished, and they were indignant,
Bunter, of course, did not matter per-
sonally; as an individual, his unim-
portance was abysmal. Buot he was a
Remove fellow, and Remove heads
were not to be smacked.

“Ouw!” yelled Bunter. - “0w! Wow!
Wow!"”

Really, Dunter was not much hurt.
He wns startled and he was annoved;
and he folt, too, that he had the
French mastor at a disadvantage, be-
cause Dr. Locke would undoubtedly
have condemned such & method of cor-
rection as the smacking of heads, Se,
on second thoughts, Bunter continued to
roar, hoping that the IHead might be
passing the class-roam deor, and might
step in to inguire what wab the matter,

“Yow! Ow | Whoop!"  roarecd
Dunter. :
“Uhoek 1t, old  man!™  muttercd

Harry Wharton, “No need to raise the
roof, vou know."™

“I'm hurt! Yarooh!”

“Liook here,. Bunter-—" whispered
Harry.

Wharten quite  understood  why
Bunter was roaring: and he haod a
kindly feeling towards the TFrench
master, and desired to  silence the

vorring of Dunter,
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But the result was unfortunate.

Monsienr Charpentier’s eya wait on
the captain of the Remove at once.

* Wharton " he rapped out.

“Oh! Yes, sir!®
“You speak in class, isn't it ?"
“Oh! Yes™

“I give you five hundred lines of ze
Honriade to write, Wharton.”

“Oh!" gasped Wharton.

“Ha, ha, ha!” yelled Vernon-8mith.
quite inveluntarily.

Having overheard Wharton's remarka
to Bunter, and divined the reason of
them, the Bounder was immenscly
tickled at sceing the chopper come down
like this,

“Bmit’ "' shouted Mossoo, _

“Oh! VYes, Mossoo,” said Vernom-
Smith, suddenly ceasing to laugh.

“You laff viz yourself in class! Take
five hundred lines of ze Henriade!™

“0Oh, my hat!”

Five hondred lines was no jest
Monsieur Charpentier was handing out
impols at an amazing rate.  Vernon-
emith, no longer in & merry mood, sat
and glared at the French master.

“I vill keep ordair in zis class!” said
Monsieur Charpentier. “I vill not have
one garden of bears wiz me! Buntair,
you shall ecase fo make zat noiso!™

“Ow! Ow! Ow!”

"Taizer-vous!™  shouted Monsieur
Charpentier.  “Silence viz you, Bun-
tair ™

“Owl!l Ow! Wow!"

Mossoo grabbed up a pointer, and
started towards the Owl of the Remave.
Bunter's roaring suddenly stopped.

*MNow, Buntpir—"

“I'm hurt, air!” moaned DRunter.
“My head’s aching frightfully, sir!
I've got a fearfnl pain, sir.  Mr. Queleh
never strikes ns like that. sie.”

“It's against the rules, sir” said
Skinner. “If the Head knew that vou
had struck Dunter, sir—"

Hap!

“Wheoop!” roared Skinner as
pointer came cown across hia bony
kouckles,

“Taiscz-vons, Skinner! T will
no impertinence in zis class!™
Monsicur Charpentior,

Skinner  sucked hiz  lknuekles, and
lopked like o demon in a pantomime.
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Mossoo was in an extraordinary mood
to-day; he was really not safe abt close
quarters! ]

“¥You shall not say zat I strike Bun-
tair, Skinnair,” said Monsieur Charpen-
tier. “I smack him on ze head because
he go to sleep in class! Buntair, you
lazy boy—vous dormez, n'est-ce-pas?”

“No, sir!” gasped Bunter. 1 wasn't
asleep—I just closed my eyes to—to
think over what you were saving, sir!
I—T alwavs think better with my eyes
shut1”

“YVat? Zen yon was to listen to what
I say? )

“Cortainly, sir; every word.”

“ And val is it, zen, zat I have said?1”

*0hi" :

¥ %au cannot answer zat question,
isn't it, Buntair?” .

“Yeag, sir—I mean, no, sir! -1
can’t remember now that you have hit
me on the head, sir! I—I feel stunned,
&ir.” .

“B8hame ! roared Bolsover major.

Bolsover major was indignant, IHe
had himself smacked Bunter's head times
without number. Nevertheless, Mossoo
had transgressed the rules, and Bolsover
waa indignant. Also, he perceived the
opportunity for a rag of unusual dimen-
stons, with the wheole Form in an angry
and indignant mood.

Monsieur Charpentier swung round
towards the bully of the Remove,

“You speak, Bolsover? You say——"

1] shnmc !”‘

“Shame '™ shouted three or four other
voices,

“1 sayv, you fellows, I'm fearfully
hurt! ~howled Bunter.  “ Almost
s:;:_mn?d! My head's singing like any-
thing 1"

"Egilanm!” shouted Mossbo.

Tramp, tramp, tramp went Bol:zover
major's heavy boots on the floor!
Tramp, tremp, tramp! went a dozen
other pairs of boots, and the din in the
class-room was nproarious, -

Maonsiour Charpentier almost tore his
hair,

Ilis glance went for a moment tao
1arry Wharlon. Wharton, as head boy
of the Remove and captain of the Form,
often exerted himself to keep order in
the French elass, where more thought-
lezg fellaws considered that they had a
prescriptive right to let themselves go.

Bt Wharton, for once, failed to back
up the persccuted little gontleman.

Having chipped in once, and received
five hundrad lines for his pains, the cap-
tain of the Remove was.not in the best
of tompers, and he did not feel disposed
{o chip in again.

Ho sat with his eyes an his desk and »
frown en his brow, and joined in with
the Form as a stamping of feet began.

Tramp, tramp, tramp, tramp!

"“Will you be silent " roared Monsicur
Charpentier, his face erimson with anger
and apprehension., The din in the class-
room could undoubtedly be heard all over
(rreyfriars; it was likely to reach the
august ears of the headmaster in the
Sixth Form room.

Dften and often had the Remove
fellows ragged in Mossoo's class, but this
rag was something like a rvecord. The
smacking of Bunier's bullet. head had
done it. The class felt that they had a
moral right to kick up a shindy. And
they did,

“Taisez-vous! Bilence!
Ordair! Mon Dien!
noise viz you! Ciel!™

Tramp, tramp, tramp!

Books flew across the class-room and
crached on the walle. A Henriada
whizzed so closely past the Trench
master’s head that he jumped.

THY. AlacxET LIBRARY.—No. 830,

Attentlion!
fut you cease zis

“Go ik, vou cheps!™ roared Bolsover

major,
amp, tramp, tramp!

Bang, bang, bang! went the lids of
the desks,

“My esteemed chums,” eaxclaimed
Hurree Jamset Ram Singh, “we shall
have tho oeminent and Iudicrous Hoad
here soon.”

“That's what we want!” chuckled
Vernon Smith; and with a heavy ruler
the Bounder banged on his desi at a
great rate.

“Rilence!” shricked Monsieur Char-

pentier.
Tramp, tramp! Crash! Bang!
OngIeur arpentier was almost

dancing, by this time, with rage and
axcitement. ) .
The uproar was at its height when the

door opened,
The angular figure and severe features
of Mr. Quelch, Fortn master of the

BRemove, appeared there.

“Cave!” exclaimed Johnny Bull.

And silence settled with surprising
suddenness on the room, and & pin might
almost have been heard to drop as the
Homove mastor strode in,

— e e

THE SECOND CHAPTER.
The Heavy Hand!

L ON Dieua!” 2

M Monsieur Charpentier

mopped his perspiving fore-
head and almost moaned.

He was glad enough to sec the Remove
master onter, and restore order by his
mera entrance. But he was chagrined
and humiliated, too. His loudest voice
his wnost frantic gesticulation, prodused
less effect on the juniors than the mere
footsteps of Henry Quelch. Why it.was
g0 Mossoo did not know: but undoubt-
edly it was so.

'ﬁhﬂ Remove fellows’ seomed suddenly
to have turned from lions into lambs.

Billy Bunter tried to look as if butter
would not melt in his mouth; Bolsover
major kEFt his large feet glued to the
floor, as if he had never dreamed of shuf-
fling and stamping therg; Harold Skinner
hid behind him the hanfl that hiad an ink-
pot in it. Every fellow was as good as
gold all of & sudden.

Mr. Quelch surveyed the class grimly.

* Monsieur Charpentier I

“Qui, monsieur ™

The little French gentleman almaost
quailed. Mr. Quelch had alrmost as ter-
rifyimg an effeck upon him as upon the
juniors. Strength of character almost
exuded from Mr. Quelch; a quality of
which Mossoo had little. ITis l.mﬂt.iﬂs
of good temper, and patience, and gentle-
ness were more lovable, but much less
useful in dealing with & Form like the
Greylriars Remove;

But Mr. Quelch’s manper was polite—
a little icy, perhaps, but very conrteous,
Whatever he thought of Mossoo's
methad of manageing a French class, he
was not likely to betray his unfavour-
able opinion in the presence of the
puptls.

*1 am afraid my Form is giving you
trouble to-day, monsieur,” zaid the
Remove master,

“Ah, mon Dien, mais o !” gn.ﬁpm{
Monsieur Charpentier, “It seem to me
zat zey are possessed, hein?  Key are
very bad. Zey make zo grand noise, It
is terrible !”

“I am sorry that my Form should he
so unruly, Monsieur Charpentior, and as
their Form master T apologise to you,”

said Mr. Quelch in his most icy and
stately manner,
“0Oh, monsicur ?* muormured the

French master,

“Perhaps you will have the.kindness
to Ilmm them to me for a few minutes,
el

“Mais oui, cela va sans dire I

“Thank youl™

Mr. Quelch turned to his Form.

His expression was like unto that of
the Gorgon of old, and under his glance
the Remove fellows indeed seemed almost
turned to stone.

The juniors sat tight.

Alter Mr, Quelch had apologised for
hizr Form they knew what to expect.
This was the calm before the storm, and
the storm was going to be “some * hueri-
CArg.,

i Bﬂ]"! |2

Mr. Quelch’s voice was not lond, but
deep. It was heard distinctly in the far-
ther eorner; it made some of the fellows
shiver,

“] heard the disturbance you have
been making as far as the Sixth Forn
room, where I was speaking to the Head.
Dr. Locke heard it also, and was aware
that it was my Form that was making
the disturbance.”

“Oh dear!” murmured Bob Gh&ﬂ;‘.

The juniors waited dismally. ‘'Lhey
were no longer the French class in the
hands of Monsteur Charpentier; they
were once more the Lower Fourth Form
in the hands of their Form master. The
difference was enormous. "

“Every boy who has taken part in this
disturbance will bhe severely caned,” sanl
Mr. Quelch. I imagine that the whole
Form has taken part in it. Is not fhat
the case, Monsiour Charpentier ™

“Mais, je le crois,” said Mossoo, blink-
ing uneasily over the class, “Non;
Linley, he iz not neisy like ozzers; ainl
Maunleverer, he sit still like one good
garcon.”

Mark Linley and Lord Mauleverer
flushed uncomfortably. Mark had kepe
out of the rag from compassion for 1he
persecuted little gentleman: Lowld
Mgauleverer from sheer laziness, not fecel-
ing energetic annujih to join in a rag.
MNeither, however, liked to be pointed ouni
as shining examples to the rest.

“Wharton " gaid Mr. Quelch.

“Yes, sir!” answered Harry.

“As head boy in my Form, you
should have made some effort to gquell
this disorder.”

Wharton's face set.

“Did you do so, Wharton?”

“No, sir "

““No doubt you joined in it?"

“I stamped my feet, sir,” said Harry,

“Upon my word! I am very nun
surprised at you, Wharton. ou will
be punished with the rest, and more
severely than the rest.”

“Very well, sir!"”

Skinner jumped up.

*May I zpeak, sir?'

“You may, Skinner, if you have any
explanation to give of your disorderly
conduct.

“It was a demonstration, sir," sail
Bkinner. “Wea wera shocked at what
Monsieur Charpentier did, sir,™

“What "

“Mon Dieu!” murmured Mossoo, lis
unhappy face crimsoning.

“Masters are not allowed to strilie
fellows, sir,” said Skinner. “ Yon never
strikn 1A, sip. '

“Cortainly not, Skinner: and liow
dare you suggest that Monsicur Cha.
pentier iz eapable of anything of tle
kind?*

“Ho struck Bunter, sir!”

“Tt waz zo lectle smack " murmured
Mansienr Charpentier. * Zea leells
siinck on ze head—""

Mr, Quelch waved that aside.

“Bkinner! Your statement: js impo-
dent,” he said. I shall punisl yon
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especially for making such a statement,
skinner. ™ ]
“It's true, sir!” bawled Bolsover

major. “Mossoo lint Bunter on the
head, didn’t he, Bunter?"

“Yes, he ::]i:i, sir!" exclaimed Billy
Bunter, “1 was stunned, sir—="

“What?'"

“I mean, nearly stunned, sir. I've
got & frightful bruise on my lLead, sir;
s fenrful swelling——"

Mr., Quelch's expression changed a
little.

He realized that Monsieur Charpen-
tier had been injudicious, and had
given his unruly pupils the excuse they
wanted for an uproar.

“ Bunter | Step out before the class!"

“Yes, sir!” said Bunter. And he
rolled out.

Y Lot me see your head!™

“M-m-my head, sir?"

f“ Yes; point out the bruise you speak
0 |“

“Oh!" gasped Bunter,

The Owl of the Remove fell over his
head in a faint hope of finding some-
thing there in the nature of a bump.
I3ut there. was nothing.

“Wall, Bunter " said Mr. Quelch, in
o grinding voice,

“It's—it's gone, sir!™ gasped Bunter.

“Oh, my hat!” murmured Bob
Cherry.  “IE Bunter expects Quelchy
to swallow that——"

*Bilence, Bunter !

'E hﬁr. Queleh picked up a cane from the
rlesk.

Billy Bunter blinked at him through
his big spectacles, with dire apprehen-
sion. William George Bunter's fertile
imagination often landed him in
trouble. The imaginary bruise evidently
had to be paid for now.

“Bunter! Bend over that desk!"

“Oh, log* !

Bunter bent dismally over the desk.
The cane rose and fell six times in Mr,
Queleh’s sinewy hand.

Bix successive and fearful yells rang
throngh the room.

“Now go back
Bunter.”

* Whoooooop !

“If vou make another gsound, DBuun-
ter, 1 shall cdne you again.™

1-.{-}'1!!]‘_

Billy Bunter discovered that Le could
cntdure his anguish in silence.

He limped back to his place woefully,
but without another sound.

“BEkinner t*

Harold Skinner came out reluctantls.
He had hoped to score over the French
master by explaining the cause of the
ihisturbance.  Apparently he had only
made matters worse,

“Bend over that desk, Skinner.”

It was four for Bkinner. He crawled
hack to his place when the cane ceased
to whack, with an expression on his
features that would have done credit to
a Hun,

“The rest of the Form will file out,’
sabd Mr, Queleh, “with the cxception
of Linley and Mauleverer.™

The Hemovites filed out, and were
told to hold out their hands in passing,
recowving two cuts each. Wharton re-
ceived two exira, as head boy of the
Form who had failed in his duty. To
Mr. Quelch’s surprise, he found Lord
Mauleverer in the file.

“"Mauleverer I You did not take pard
in the dhaturbance " '

“MNo, sir,” zaid Mauly.

“Then why are you hore "

“If wou don't mind, =ir, I'd hke to
stand in with the Form, sir,” said
Hanleverer cheerily, “I should have

to your place,

PRICE
TWOPENGE.

vagged with tho others
scemed a lot of trouble

Whack! Whaeck!

The two cuts that Lord Mauleverer
received made him wriggle. His noble
countenance was quite twisted as ho
limped away.

It was a dismal class after Mr. Queleh
had bnished with the cane. Monsieur
Charpenticr looked on with a face
almost as dismal as any in the class.
Severity was needed ; but it jarred upon
the sensitive little gentleman: he would
have preferved the rag to the punish-
ment of the raggers on these drastic
lines, But it was impossible for him
to mtervene.

Mr. Queich laid down the cane at
last.

“1 leave you now lo Monsieur Char.
pentier,” he said, breathing hard. Mr.
Quelech was a [fairly hefty gentleman
for his age, bt so wholesale an exccu-
tion had “taken it out ¥ of him a little.
“Any further disturbance in this class
will have very serious consequences.”

And Mr. Quelch stalked out of the
class-room.

Thera was dead silence when e was
gone, broken only by an oeccasional
murmur or gasp from some suffering
junior.

Monsicur Charpentier coughed almost
apologetically.

“Ve vill now resume !" he said,

And the class resumed in perfect
order, but with black looks. It was an
unhappy afterncon both for the French
class and the ¥French master,

I

sir, only it
or nothin'."

THE THIRD CHAPTER.
Lines for Two |

o ( ::CIMII'-IG ont "
M
"BM ]

“Lines !” snapped Wharton.

“Oh!"” said Nugent, and he paused.

It was after tea in Study No. 1 in the
Ilemova,

In the Remove studies, and the Re
nove passage, indignant ‘voices could
be heard; the juniors were still dis.
cussing, on and off, the happenings of
the afternoon in the French class,

Blost of them felt that the tremendous
rag on the French master had been
justified; or as near as nesd be. "ho
drastic manner in which Mr. Qualch
had handled the raggers bad intensified
the general indignation and resentment,
But these wrathy feelings turned almost
wholly upon the French master.

As Vernon-Bmith remarked, Quelchy
was a Tartar, anyhow ; fellows expected
him to be Tartaric. Moreover, it was
not of much vuse being indignant or re-
sentful towards Mr. Queleh; he would
pass such things by lhike an idle wind
which he regarded not. But Mossoo
was not so formideble a character as
the Remove master. Mossoo could be
made to sit up. Mossoo was within the
reach of reprisals. And the Remove
generally agreed upon & feud against
Massoo, {ill he had been made to sit
up properly and feel sorry for himself.

Harry Wharton & Co. were not
“down " on the idea, as many of the
fellows expected they would be.

ONE FOR BUNTER!

Ao

&

It was Billy Bunfer who yelled ** Ow ! **
“0Oh ! " in their surprise.
with fury,

Smack ! “*Ow!I” “0h!* If was Monsieur Charpentier whoe smacked.

And rearly all the Remove ejaculated

The Owl of the Remove rubbed his head and splultered
“ My hat ! ** murmured Bob Cherry. (See Chapter 1.)
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All of them had suffered at the hands
of Mr. Quelch; and Wharton had, in
addition, a heavy, impot from the French
master—an impot earned by his good-
natured attempt to pour oil on the
troubled waters in the class.room.

He was deeply irritated thereby; and
on this occasion was certainly not likely
to intervene on Mossoo's behalf,

His brow was dark as he pushed back
the tea-things, and drag out a
volume of the Henriade and a stack of
im paper. Five hundred lines was o
task to keep him busy for a long time.

“Let me help, old son,” said Frank
glugrentu “Mossoo isn't likely to spot my

st.’

“Oh, you don't want to stay in!" said
Herry.

MNugent langhed.

“Weall, T don't want to; bub I will!™
he said. “I suppose yvou'd do as much
for me?”

Wharton did not answer.

He sat down to his task.

Frank Nugent made a movement [o-
wards the door, frowning himself. DBut
his kind, good temper saved the situa-
tion, as was very often the case m
Study No. 1.

He came back fo the table,
Wharton sal grim and lowering.

**Harry, old man, don't pley the
goat,” he said.

“What do you mean?”

“It's hard cheese on you; but there's
no peed to rag oan old pal, Nobk my
fault, you know,"

Wharton looked at him, lard and

grim, snd then hia face refaxed.
"4 My fault,” he said.  “The [act is,
Frank, I'm in a ratly temper, Mossoo
had no right to give me these lines. I
was trimg to keep that fat idiot Bunter
from. brawling and making a lot of
tronble [or sson; and that ass of a
Froggy gave me five hundred lines for
my painsl’

‘I know. But—"

“Ho don't take any notica of my rotten
temper,” said Harry, “I'll be glad if
you'll help me, Frank—jolly glad; only
it seem: a shame to keep you in on a
fine afterncon like thist®

“That's nothing,” said Nugent
amicably. * But I was thinking, Harry,
that 1f Mossoo knew, he would let you
off the impot. Of oourse, he simpl
thought you were falking in class—an
g0 you were, of course. He didn't know
you were irying to bottle up Bunter.”

“He might have known!” growled
Wharton, “He knows I never join in
tag%ling- him.”

tThe faet is, Mossoo was out of sorts
to-day,” said Frank. “He's not been in
his usual good temper for some days,
I've noticad. May bo seedy.”

“Ne reason why he should give me
lineg!™
" No; but if you explained to Inm how
it wes, I'm sure he would lek you off.
Drop into his study and tell him, I
know he'd take vour word.”™

Wharton shook his head.

“I'm not going to beg ofl,” he said.

“I don't ses that it would come. to
that. You were trying to do him a

turn in the class, and he didn't
now it. If he knew it he'd be sorry
for having lined you,”

“I'm not geing to tall him.”

Nugent compressed his lips a little.

Wharton was one of the best of
fellows; but there was a proud and un-
hending strain in his temper which was
rﬁﬂ"&r & trial sommetimes oven to his hest
chum.

“Waell then, let's pile in!" said Nugent
as cheerfully as he could, “ After all, it
will do our French good and come in
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ugseful some time. I'll lake the first
part, and begin * Je chante de cc heros
qui regnait sur la France ’; you begin a
hundred lines

#lrtller on™
Wharton smiled.

“¥ou begin farther on,’™ he said,
“The frst bit had better be in my fst.”

“Right-ho, then. Go it!"

The volume was propped up against
the inkstand, and the two juniors set to
work with racing pons.

Wharton's brow cleared as he worked.

His attention was concentrated on his
task, and he had no time leit to [eel
angry and sullen.

The imposition grew at a great rate,
the juniors working rapidly by the glow
of the westering sun at the study
windaw,

“1 say, you lellows—-=""

¥Yrharton waved an impatient pen at
Billy Bunter, as the fat face and big
spectacles of the Owl of the Remove
glimmered in at the door,

“Hook it!"” he snapped,

“0Oh, really, Wharton—"

L1] Dut!‘li

“1 say, vou fellows, Skinner's got a
wheeze—-""

“*Bother Skirner and his
Wea'ra busy !
“1 say, it's up against Mossog——""

“We've got lines to do!™ roared
Wharton, * Buzz off 1"

“But it's ne end of a wheeze, and I
came to tell you fellows," s=aid Bunter,
m an injured tone. “Bkinner's got some
old clothes off & scarecrow.”

“Eh! What on earth for ¥" exclaimod
the captain of the Remove, staring at
Bunter, his attention arrested for the
moment,

Bunter chuckled.

“They're for Mossoo,” he said.
“That's the wheeza! You know how old
his clathes are. Ha can't afford new
trougers—he, he, he! Well, Skinner's
going to send him some, as a present
from the Remove! Make him feel no
end of a fool—what?"

Wharton frowned.

“Just like one of Skinner's caddish
tricks,” he said. “It's the sort of thing
Skinner would ihl:nk of. "

“I think it's a jolly good ides!™ said
Bunter.

“You would! Get out!”™

Billy Bunter grunted, and rolled
away. Frank Nugent laid down his pen
and loocked at the captain of the
Remova.

“1 say, that's jolly thick, Harry!" he
said. “We all know that Mossoo is
poor: it's pretty well known that he
sends over & good slice of his salary to
hiz family in France, It's simply vile
to chip him about his old clothes I

“ Just Skinner's sort " said Harry,

“ Oughtn't wa to chip in?"

“We've got these lines to do.™

“Dut it's too thick, Harry, and you're
captain of the Form."

Wharton shrugged his shoulders.

“1f Moseoo wanted me to look alter
him he shouldu't have kept me so busy
with lines,” he said. “I'm not going to
interfere. Let Skinner do as he likes!”

“It's a beastly mean thing "

“1 know that™

“Well, thenm—"

“"We've pot three hundred or so more
to do between us,’ said Harry., “If you
want to go and punch Skinner on
Mos=oo's ‘account, you ecan do it:; I'm
getting on with Mossoo's lines I

Nugent hesitated & minute or so, and
then %m picked up his pen again and
resumed the lines, Skinner of the Re-
move was left to his own devices without
any interference from Study No. 1.

wheeze !

ey

THE FOURTH CHAPTER.
Just Like Skinner !

i Hﬂ, ha, ha!*
“Topping "
“That will make him sit up,

I think!"” ehuckled Skinner.

“MNot much doubt about that,” =aid
Bolsover major. “But how are we
going to get it to his study? Mustn's
be seen!”

“My hat! No!"

“1 puess Bunter ought to take it,"
sald Fisher T. Fish.

“0Oh, really, Fishy—"

“PBunter's the man,” agreed Skinner.

Billy Bunter winked a fat wink,

“"Neo jolly fear!™ he said. "“Too jolly
dangerous ! You take it, Skinner:
it's your stunt, you know!™

But Harold Bkinner did not seem ot
all keen, Like the monkey in the stary,
he preferred a cat to pull his chestnuts
out of the fire,

Nineé or ten of the Remove wera

thered round the table in the Rag.
g{ the table lay a large bundle, wrapped
in brown paper, and tied with string.
A label was atteched to the string, and
the label bore the inseription, in block
capital letters:

“A PRESENT TOR
MONSIEUR CHARPENTIER.”

Skinner had writien that very neatly.
Capital letters gave no clue to the
writer.

The parcel contained the ancient gar-
ments which Skinner had raided from a
scarecrow 1n & field near Greyiriars.

This allusion to Mossoo’s old clothes
seemed no end of a jest to Skinner and
hiz- frionds, Undoubtedly it was likely
to cause Mossoo quite as much pain as
the Remove fellows had experienced
that afternoon in & different way.

Skinner, so far, had been the leading
spirit in this remarkable stunt, But
now he was modestly desirous of resign-
ing the leadership into other hands,

The 1dea was to convey the pareel sur-
reptitiously to Monsieur Charpentier's
study, and leave it on his table, to be
found by him when he came in. If was,
as Bkinner explained to fellow after
fellow, easy encugh and safe enough.
But the other fellows seemed to think
that, if i1t was easy and safo, there was
no reason why Bkinner shnuld_n"tr takeo
that parcel to Mossoo’s study himsell.

On thizs point Skinner did not agree
with them. He was a very retiring
youth, when it was a question of risks
to be run. And his own arguments dic
not seem’ to convince Skinner himself
that it was guite easy and quite safe.

"Well, it's got to go,” said Bolsover
major, looking muncE “After all, it's
safe. Mossoo’s gone out—we zaw hit
going—"

“"He might come in," zaid Sidney
James Snoop.

“Weall, it's not really likely.”

“"Too likely for me ! grinned Snoop.

" oomebody  else might drep inlo
Mossoo's study,” said Stott. * Quelchy
sometimes goes in to see him and fuw.”

“It's got to be done,” said Bolsover
major, “Thiz will make Mossoo simply
eringe. And it's got to be done before
he. comes in. Now, wha's Fgoing o
volunteer ¥ What about you, Fishy 7™

Fisher T, Fish grinned.

“Nothing about me, 1 gless,” he
anawered. ‘' Count me out.”

“You, Stott?”

“Not qguite I grinned Stoit,

“Look here! Don't all be funks ™
growled Skinner, "I've taken a lot of
trouble over this wheeze. 1've thought
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* Mauleverer ! ** sald Mr. Quelch.
the disiurbanee 2 **
you here? '
the Form, sir,”

s

“*You did not take .part in
** No, sir,” said Mauly.
““If you don*t mind, sir, I"d like to stand in with
said Mauleverer cheerlly.
ragged with the others, sir, only It seemed a lot of trouble for

““"Then why are
“*1 should have

it all out, and -got the stuff. It's only
got to be landed on Mossoo now,"

“Go ashead snd land it,” suggested
Trevor.

Bkinner did not $cem to hear that

remark.

“Halle, hallo, hallo! What's the
pane ! asked BLob Cherry, coming into
the Rag with Johnny Bull and Hurree

Jamsct Ram Singh.

Bkinner winked at . his friends. )

"You're the man, Cherry ! he =aud.
“ Look bore, old bean, we've got a pre-
sent for Mossao. ™

“A present for Mossoo!” exclaimed
Bob, in astonishment. “After the way
the little beast was ragging us to-day !”

“You sco, we Iorgive him,"” said
Skinner. “The idea is to heap coals of
firo on his head, vouy koow. Getting
this present from us, Ke will feel that he
has treated us badly. Bee?"

“That's how it i5," chimed in Snoop.
“Coals of fire, you know. (Good [or
evil, apd that sort of thung.”

Eob Cherry whistled,

“MNot much in your line, Bkinner,"
gaid Johnny Dull suspicicusly.

“"Well, I sulppma ‘'m as forgiving a
chap as anybody else,” said Skinner. 1
never bear malice.”

“My hat! That's a suddoen change !

“Look here—" roared Skinner.

“ But what is the contentfulness of the
cstimable parcel 7 asked Hurree Jamset
Ram 3ingh.

“Oh, just some thing< we thought that
Mossoo  would like " said  PBolsover

nothin® 1**  (See Chapter 2.)

major. " We want the parcel left in his
study, as a sort of pleasant surprise-
packet far him. Will you take it there,
Cherry ?"

“Oh, I don’t mind!™ said Bob.

“Leave it alone, you nss!” growled
Johnny Bull. "It's some sort of a jape
on Moszoo, and they want o catspaw.”

“Oh!l" ejaculated Bob.

“The trickyfulness of the estecined
Skinner is terrtfic,” remarked Hurreo
Jamset Bam Singh, with a shake of his
dusky head.

And the thrée chums walked on,

“ Nothing doing there!” grinned
Snoop. “You'll have to take the giddy
present home, after all, Skinner.”

“Hold on! Here's auly,”
mured Skinner. “Mauly isn't such a
suspicious beast asz those blighters, I
say, Mauly ™

“Yaasl”

Tord Mauleverer had sauntered into
the Rag, and he stug:-md at the table
whera the group of juniors stood, IHe
sat on the table to listen to what Skinner
had to say; his lazy lordship nover steod
if he could find anvthing fo sit down
UpOIL.

“We've gob & present here for
Mossoo, to show him that we doen't bear
malice,” said Skinner.

“Good 1 said Mauly,

“Will vou take it to his study, old
bean "

“Borry. No!”

“Why not. you ass?"

“Too much trouble.”

mur-

“Look here, you fathead, are vou too
jolly lazy to walk as far as Mossoo's
study 1" demanded Skinner.

“* Yaas,"

" ¥ou—you—you—-—"

“Why can't you take it yourself?"
asked l{urd Mauleveorer.

“You sec, we'ro gm!-r.iug this present
anonymously. We don't want to show
off,” explained SBkinner., *We don't
want to appear personally in it at all.”

“Mo fear!™ murmured Snoop.

“You can just toll Mossoo that you
were asked to hrinﬁ it to him, without
mentioning names,” explained Bkinner
further, " That is, if he's in the study.
If he isn't, just leave 1t on the table.™

“0Oh dear! murmured Lord
Manleverer.
“DBoe a good chap, Mauly! Look

here, I'll write vour next letter home, il
you like !

“Dono ! zaid Mauleverer.

Ho slid off the table and picked up the
parcel. Bkinner & Co. exchanged bliss-
ful glaneces. They had found the neces-
sary catspaw ot last. ‘There was not a
single suspicion in the innocent mind of
Lord Mauleverer. lle loafed out of the
Rag, with the parcel under his srm, and
Bkinner & Co. chuckled, ;

“ After all, he's safe enough,” said
Dolsover major. “We all saw Moxoo
go out, and he's not come in yet—"

“My hat! Look!" murmured Snoop,
with a gesture towards the window.,

“Phew! Mossoo !'
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From the window the juniors had a
view of Monsieur Charpentier, coming
towards the House from the gates. The
trim little figure of the Fremch gentle-
man, in his black frock-coat and silk-hat
and little, polished shoes, whisked along
briskly, and disappeared towards the big
doorway.

Skinner whistled,

“Ha will ,just catch Mauleverer ! he
remarked, “Lucky we didn't take the
parcel—what ¥

And Skinner's comrades agreed that it
was lucky, Lord Mauleverar, probably,
would not have regarded it as so very
lucky ; but that could not be helped.

THE FIFTH CHAPTER.
One for Coker !

L1 O0RES jolly—what " )
Hobzson of the Bhell made

that remark, as
Charpentier came inte the
Housze,

_ James Hobsen was lounging in the
dootway with his comrade Hoskins of
the Shell. Both of them glanced at the
neat little figure of the French gentle-

mAen as he came 1n,
Hobson's remark was sarcastic,

Monsieur Charpentier lookod anythi‘nﬂ'
but jolly. His little sallow face, wit

ita Little pointed black beard, had &
troubled and worried expression, as if
most of the woes of the universe had
fallen in a lLeap upon his slim little
ghoulders.

Clande Hozkins grinned.

“MNo end jolly!" he agreed. “He's
growing to be a bad-tempered litile
beast lately. He raﬁgnd me in class

esterday. Actually kicked up a fuss

ause I had some music-paper in my
desk and was jottmg down a little
melody that came into my head and for-
got that he was handing out irregular
varbs. As if & man ever works at
French "

“Cheek " agreed Hohson.

“T hear he'z been having trouble with
the Remove, too,™ soid Hoskins, * Ha
will jolly well have trouble with tha
Shell, too, if he keeps on fussing. The
Remove seem to have given him plenty
to go on with, from his looks.™

Monsieur Charpentier walked on
without glancing at the Shell fellows.

Monsieur

His worries, whatever they were, occu-
pied hiz whole attention. He whisked
along the corrider, and almost ran into
Coker of the Fifth, whe was coming
along with Potter and Greene.

“Whea! Steady on!” ejaculated
Coker. -

Coker of the Fifth was a big and
hefty fellow—considerably. bigger and
heftier than the French master.. He put
out a large hand and grabbed Mossoo's
shoulder. The dapper little gentleman
almost erumpled up under Coker's large
and heavy hand. .

“Mon Dieu! Vat do vyoun, Cokair?"
13:-:{:]3&&;113:1 Munﬁicu; Charpentier a::ng;;]:r.

“ Btopm on from runming mtc a
chap, :E:E!I’ligazid Coker coolly. “Y¥You
might have knocked me spioning, sir.”

Potter and Greene chuckled.

Monsieur Charpentier had about as
much chance of knocking the burly
Coker over as a grasshopper would have
had of knocking over a traction-engine,

Monsieur harpentier  crimsoned.
Coker's sarcastic humour was not lost
on him, Like many gentlemen of
diminutive stature, he was rather sensi-
tive on the point.

“(Cokair! You are insolent!” he ex-
claimed. *Is it zat you vish me to box
¥ou ze ears]’

“0Oh, my hat!" ejaculated Coker.
“Not wmt all, sir—besides, you couldn’t
reach, ™

Coker had had his own little troubles
of late with Mossoo in the French
classes. As a rule Coker regardod. Henri
Charpentier as s harmless little ass, to
be tolerated with good-humoured dis-
dain. But when Mossoo was ratlty, and
displayed hiz ratty temper to the extent
of wanting to make Horace Coker work,
the matter was different. In such ecir-
cumstances Mossoo had to be put in
his place. 8o the great Coker was put-
ting him thera!

Monsieur Charpentier trembled with
wrath,

”G::_:]knir!

as [
. “F‘?in, he, ha!” roared Coker.

“Name of & name,” in French, was
something in the nature of a swear-
word., But in English it sounded so
absurd that Coker could not help
langhing.

“Hat! You laff, isn't it exclaimed
Monsieur Charpentier. “'lsn’t il zat you
laff viz yourself, Cokair?"

Name of & name!" he
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“Ha, ha, ha!” roared Coker. “Nama
of a—ha, ha !—name! Oh, my hat|"

Smack !

Coker stagpered.

The amm:ﬁ delivered by the enraged
little gentleman would not in itself have
made him stagger. Mossoo nmught
almost as well have smacked the grey old
tower of Greyfriars itself, so far as that
went, But in sheer surprise and rage
Coker staggered back.

_Before he could recover himself Mon-
sieur Charpentier whisked on and dis-
appeared into his study and slammed
the door.

Coker panted.

“My hat! He's smacked my head!”
he exclaimed. *“Smacked my head—
iqe. & Fifth Form man! I'll slaughter
11001 C

Patter and Greene %I:SPE{I their com-
rade just in time, as was rushing in
pursuit of the French master,

“Hold on!"” gasped Potter,

“Let go!” roared Coker.
think I'm going to have my head
smacked by & Froggy? Do you think
I'm going to Fave a paw poked at my
napper by a blessed foreigner?  ILet

n Ell
¢ “¥You cheeked him, von know,” smid
Greena, “Chuck it, Coker!”

“Let go!” roared Coker.

“You'll get bunked if you toush him,
you ass!” exclaimed Potter. *“*Come
on! Drag him away, Greeney!"”

“My head's been smacked—"

“Well, thera's nothing in it to hart.”

“ What?"

“I—I mean—"

“Do you think I'm slanding i7"
bawled Coker. “Why, I'll make shav-
inga of the cheeky little beast! I
wouldn’t stand it from Prout, let.alons
that whipper-snapper——"'

" Coker ! said a deep, fruity voice.

“My hat! Hera's Prout!” murmured
Greene.

Mr. Prout, the master of the Filth
Form, came up with a frowning brow.
Coker calmed down a little in the pre-
zsence of his Form master.

“Cokar, what does this mean?”

“That cheeky litile beast—"

“What?"

“I—T mean Mossoo, sir—-=>"

“How dare you apply such epithets
to a Greyfriars master, Coker!”

Coker gasped. ’

* [le smacked my head, sir,"”

“What? What? What?” ejaculafad
Mr. Prout.

“Smacked my head!" gasped Coker,
“He was smacking heads in the Re-
move this alternoon, and there was a
row. MNow he's started smacking Filth
Form heads! I'm jolly well not going
to stand 1] I—"

“I can searcely believe that Monsicur
Charpentier has so far forgotten him-
self I* said Mr. Prout, in his portly,
ponderous way. ‘'Were you witnesses
to thiz astounding occurrence, Poiter
and Greene?” k

“Well, yes, sir,” said Potter. * Mas.
500 mcmuﬁ to be in a bit of a wax, sir,
and he smacked Coker's head.”

“ Tneredible !’ said Mr., Prout, greaily
shocked.

¢ @racked my head!” pasped Coker.
“Me, a Fifth Form manl I hear that
he's been smacking beads all round in
the Remove to-day. All very well for
the fags! But a Fifth Form man—"

“1 can scarcely believe my ears™ said
Mr. Prout majestically. E

“wWell, he did, sir,” said Greenr.
“He scemed to be rather annoyed abont
something, sir.”

“Am oing to have my head
smacked, Mr. Prouti” bawled Coken,

Mr. Prout gave & snort,

“Do you
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“Certeinly no boy in my Form shall
be treated in such a manner,” he said.
“*1 shall speak to Monsieur Charpentier
at once, You may leave the matter in
my hands, Coker."”

And Mr. Prout rolled away, portly
and ponderous, to Monsieur Charpen-
tier's study, leaving Potter and Greene
grinning, and Horace Coker rubbing his

mmsulted napper.

THE SIXTH CHAPTER.

Monsieur Charpentier Recelves His
Present !

(1 ATTLEVERER!
M heret”
“Oh pgad!”

Lord Mauleverer.

Mauly had placed the parcel on Mos-
so0's study table, finding the study
vacant. Having done so, he was about
to leave the study, when the door flew
open, and Monsieur Charpentier Bew 1,
in his rapid, excitable way. He almost
cannoned with Mauleverer, who jumped
back just in time.

‘I'he French gentleman fixed an angry
and suspicious eye upon Lord Maul-

Everer, .
© “Vat you do here? he exclaimed.
“You explicate viz yoursell—you ex-
plain him, hein?"

“You see, sir——  said Mauleverer
soothingly, a good deal as if he were
speaking to an excited infant. .

“Rxpliquez I snapped Monsieur Char-
pentier, '

“Bome fellows asked me to bring you
this parcel, sir.”

" Comment 77

“It's a present from somoe Remove

follows, sir, to show that there's no ill-
feelin' over the trouble in class to-day,
sir,” raid Lord Mauleverer amicably.

Vat you do

murmured

“Mon Dien!” murmured Monsienr
Cherpentier. “ Vraiment? Zat is one
sirprise to me. I do not understand
him."”

“That's all, sir,” said Lord Maule-
verer., " Not findin® you here, sir, I waa
leavin® it on the table. Good-alterncon,

sic i

And his lordship quitted the study,
leaving the French master with strange
and varying expressions on his face.
The door closed after his lordship.

“Mon Dieu!” Monsicur Charpentier
gazed at tho neatly-wrapped parcel on
the table, and then he walked to and
fro in an agitated way. " Helas! comme
j'avais tort aujourdhui! I lose ze temper
viz z¢ garcons, because I have some
worry on ze mind, and zoy forgive me!
T cannot accept zis present from zese
pauvres garcons, but it is kind—it is
good—zey are good boya”

Monsienr Charpentier heaved a deep
sigh.

Maossoo had a worry on his mind, un-
doubtedly ; and anyone acquainted with
his circumstances might have guessed
that it was a worry connected with
financial matiers. Mossoo, & dry, un.
romantic little figure ot Greyfriars, was
not 80 dry and unromantic within as
without. Walking the green old quad,
or the grev old Cloisters, driving his
lwnutifu’i‘ language into reluctant boyish
heads in dusky old elass rooms—NMossoo's
thoughts often and often wandered to his
own country, to & little white-walled
house with green shutters on the banks
of the Loire, where an ancient couple
stifl thought of him as their *petit
Heonri,” and where three or foirr black-
haired wurchins greeted him as “cher
oncle ” when he crossed the Channel in
the school vacations—and never knew
how hardly earned were the francs that

PRICE 9
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“MAGNET” PORTRAIT GALLERY.
No. 32—Mr. Quelch, M.A. (Master of the Lower Fourth.)

Respected by all the decent fellows under his charge, and feared by Skinner
& Co., the black sheep of the Remove, Mr. Quelch must, from a scholastic
point of view, constitute the ideal master. He rules firmly but wisely,
and his judgment is Impartial. Possesses what his pupils call the ** glm-
let ** eye, being able to siit lies from truth, guilt from innocence with un-

canny wisdom.

His frown i5 enough to make his charges sit up and take
notlee, his smile is as friendly as the morning sun.

Mot very keen on

sports, for *° Quelehy ** is essentially a secholar, but he likes to think that
his pupils are sportsmen in every sense of the term, and is, therefore, very
tolerant of the hours spent on the playing fields.

he brought with him on his visits, and
which were so sorely needed there.

The most thoughtless fellow in the
Remove would have berne a little more
patiently with Mossoo's irritable temnper,
pechaps, had he known—hbut Mossoo was
not likely to tell. Dry little figure ns he
was, almost comic to the eyes of the
Greyiriars fellows in his dapper neatness,
Mossoo was a hero in his own way—
working hard, and living sparely, to
shoulder the burdens of a brother who
had fallen in the War.

To the little urchins in the house by
the Loire, he was dear uncle and earihly
Providence: to Greyiriars gencrally he
was o harmless little ass: to Coker of
the Fifth he .was an offensive little beast.
4o widely may the point of view dilfer
on the same subject.

“1 must take guard,” Monsieur Char-
pentier murmured to himself, as he
gazed ab the parcel on his table. “I
must take my guards, and be more care-
ful—it iz not ze fault of zese garcons zat
I have had to borrow ze money, and zat
zat monevlender he worry, worry,
worry 1*

Monsicur Charpentier passed his hand
across his brow, as if (o wipe away his
worry, worry, worry, for the momaent;
and then cut the string of the parcel and

nnwrapped the paper. His kind little
heart was touched by a present from the
Remove after the painful scene in the
I'rench class that day. Certainly, he
had no idea of accepting it—but he was
pleazed by the kind thought of it—as he
supposed. He would return it to the
rpenoerous donors, with a little spoech of
thanks, and he would be very, very care-
ful in future not to allow his private
worriea to affect his temper in dealing-
with his pupils, howsoever unruly or
obtuse thoy might be.

And then—

He threw back the wrapping-paper
and the ™ present™ was disclosed to view.

It consisted of an ancient coat, full of
gashes and rents, and an equally ancient
pair of trousers, torn and muddy, and
“halfi " a bowler-hat!

Dnii; 8 d;iancu was needed, to aszcar-
tain that these garments must have been
raided from a scarecrow, Iiren for a
gearcerow they were very near the Hmit.

Maonsieur Charpentier gazed at the
wrebched things, as if stunned. His face
flushed a deep crimson, and then the
colour faded away, leaving him pale and
worn. He did not look angry; the insult
was too deep for that, for tho moment
at least. He caught his breath with a

Tie MAcXET IABRART —No. 350,
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little choking gasp, and two tears rolled
down his dry, sallow cheeks.

He did not heed, or did net hear, a
knock at his studyrdoor.

'The door opened after the knock, and
a majestic figure marched in. Mr. Prout,
the master of the Fifth Form, fixed his
majestic and accusing glance on Mon-
sieur Charpentier,

The French master gazed at him

dumbly. He was too overcome by the
shock i’w had received to speak,
“Monsieur Charpentier ! said Mr.

Prout, in hiz fruitiest voice. " A word
with you, sir.”

MNo angwer.

“Coker, of my Form, has been stewck,
go he tells me, by you,” said Mr, Prout,
“Tt is noedless to point out to you, Mon-
sieur Charpentier, that no Grexfriars
master i3 aflowed to lay s hand upon
any boy in the way of chastisement.
Even the dane is not uged in the senior
Forms, excepting upon very ¢xeceptional
coeasions. Should such an oceasion
arise, it would be my duty to eonsider
thé matter—not vours, Monsiour Char-
pentier. I repeat, not yours.”

Mr. Prout was always oratorical. He
grew more -and more oratorical as he
proceeded, encouraged by his own deep,
fruity voice; somewhat hike the politicdl
gentleman who was: inebriated by the
exuberance of his own verbosity,

“Had Coker given you offence, Mon-
siour Charpentier, it was open to you to
roport him to me—his Form master]”
pursued Me, Prout. “'The administra-
tion "of chastisament to & member of my
Form, by any person excopting the head-
master or myself, is a thing tEat I eould
not think of tolerating, Mongieur Char-
pentier! I could not, sir, telerate it for
one moment=—naot for one instant. Yot
it appears that you have struck Coker!
I pause, Monsieur Charpenticr, for a
reply.”

Having paused, like Brutus, for a
reply, Mr. Prout waited for the reply—
which did not eome.

Brutus waited in vain for the reply
for which he paused; and so did Mr.
Prout.

Mr. Prout raised his evebrows,

“ Monsieur Charpentier 1 he said,
raising his voice to match hiz evebrows.
“T addressed s=some remarks to you!
Will you have the goodness, sir, -the
eivility, to acknowlcdge my remarks.”

“Mon Dieu!” murmured the dis-
trossed little gentleman,

Mr. Prout was about to recommoence,
mora booming and oratorics] than ever,
when his lofty glance fell uwpon the
rapged garments on the French master's
tahla,

He started violentlr,

“Bless my soul!"” exclaimed Mr.
Prout, forpetting for wonee (o he
oratorical. * What—what—what—-=—="

He broke off, and stared at the gar-
ments. He stared also at the label by
which the parcel had been accompanied,
and he understond. Neat, dapper. even
elegant, as the little French gentleman
was, his clothes were only too cbviously
wall-worn; only too evidently he ex-
tracted the last guinea's worth from
them hefore he discarded them., Bailly
Bunter claimed to have seen the French
master mending his “bags * with needla
and thread. Undoubtedly all Mossoo's
noat and dapper garments were well-
mended. Mr. Prout had observed that
fact, as indecd all Greviriars had, and
he understood the brutal jest that was
conveyed by the “present™ of the
scarecrow garments,

His plump, portly face flushed red.
* Upon my word, this is outrageous!”
Tae Macser Lissary.—No. 950.

he exclaimed. “Monsieur Charpentier,
I regret that I entered your study at this
—this inauspicious moment! I am sorry
to see that you have been the victim of
a cruel and unfeeling prank! I recom-
mend you, sir, to report this outrage to
the Head—I will, if you wish, sccom-
pany you now to Dr. Locke, conveying
these hideous garments for his inspec-
tion.”

Monsieur Charpentier could not speak.

He shook his head in silence, trying
to overcomeo his emotion. The crimson
was creeping into his pale cheeks.

Mot for worlds would he have com-
plained to the Head. Inquiry and dire

unishment for the offenders would
oubtless have followed—but even more
certainly, thera would have followed end.
less discussion and derision and laughter
in the studies,

Poor Mossoo was only desirous of hush-
ing up that insult, of burying it as
deeply and as early as he could. It was
a’ bitter humiliation to him that Mr.
Prout . should have seen what he had
seen. Even his sympathy was another
blow to the unhappy little gentleman.

*I will retire, sir,” boomed Mr., Prout,
“The incident &f Coker, though a serious
one, I will not trouble you with now, 1
will, sir, retire,”

And Paul Pontifex Prout retired,
greatly to the relief of Monsiour Char-
pentier.

Monsieur Charpentier was left contem-
plating-the ragged garments with a grief
and humilation ﬁmt- gradually gave
place to angry resentment.

Knock ! _

It -was another knock at the door of
the study.

With a hurried hand, Monsieur Char-
pentier threw the wrapping-paper over
the ragged garments to hide them from
viow.

The door opened, and he turned a
flushed face to the newcomer., It was
Harry Wharton. The captain of thg
Itemove had a sheaf of written sheets in
his hand. )

Monsicur Charpentior fixed a glittering
glance on him.

That the *“present” had come from
the Remove he had no doubt, especially
as a Remove fellow had brought it to the
studyv. He had little doubt that the
whole Form were in the scheme to
humiliate him; and Wharton was the
captain of the Form, generally the
leader in anything that went on in the
Lower Fourth. ,ﬁ:ui Wharton, contrary
to his usual custom, had shared in the
rag in the French class that day. Mon-
sieur Charpentier was not, therefore, in

‘a mood to receive the -::a]iltnin of the

Removoe genially,  Wharton's glance fel]
for & moment on the half-wrapped pareel
on the table; and Henri Charpenticr had
no doubt that ho knew what was in it,
and had been a party to the whole thing.

His eyes gleamed at Harry.

“Vat you vant, Wharton 7' he snapped.
"How dare you come here?”

Wharton looked at him.

“My lines, sir!”" he said coldly.

“YWat! Hein#

Poor Mossoo had forgotien the lines.

“You gave me five hundred lines, sir,”
said Wharton sarcastically. "I did not
know you had forgotten them, sir.”

Monsicur Charpentier bit his lip.

“It is vun excuse to come here and
see——"" he began,

“"To zee what 1" exelaimed Wharten in
astonishment.

Monstcur Charpenticr opened his lips
and closed them again., His impression
was that Wharton had made the lines
the excuse to como to his stndy just then
to witness the effect on him of the " pre-
sont ' from the Remove. But it was

barely possible that the junior was not
in the scheme, and if he did not know,
did not .want to tell him. He
pushed the wrapping-paper a litile more
closely over the offending garments.

“1 domn't understand you, sir,” sajd
Harry. "I came here to bring you 'my
lines, as you orderdd. I did not want
an excuse for coming., I did not want to
come.

“That will do Wharton!” said Mon-
sieur Charpentier. Taisez-vous—zat
you be silent! I will look at zese lines.”

“Am I to wait, sir?” asked the Re-
movite, with sarcastic politéness.

“You are to vait, and to wvait
silence 1” snn.fipad the French master.

""-’er;r,f well, sir."

Monstieuwr Charpentier was not aceus-
tomed to searching over an imposition
with a meticulous eye. But on this ocou-
sion he searched—or, rather, hunted—for
faults to find. He ecould not punish the
senders of the ™ present withput makin
the affair the talk of Greyinars E—chmﬁ
and he shuddered at the thought of that.
But he could punish a Removite if his
imposition was not up to the mark.

nfortunately, Wharton’s impot was
very far from !i}éing up to the mark.
Nugent, in lending Wharton his aid, had
counted ui:ou Mozzoo's habitual easy-
going carelessness in such matters.

Monsieur Charpentior looked up from
the “wi-lithau Ehﬂi};ts.

“Wharton ! he snapped out.

“Yes, sir,” said Harry quietly.

He knew at once that the difference of
hands had been detected,

“Did you write zis all of yourself ¥*

FE Eh ?JI

“Did you write him all of your own
hand ¥

“I don't quite follow, sir,” said the
captain of the ‘Remove, with cool im-

[}
1

.Eortil_l_ﬂnm: “If you would put it in
nglish, sip—>"

f:'" at?” shricked Monsieur Charpen-
QT

“Who i3 the ‘him' to whom you are
referring, sir?" asked Wharton, *“It
is a hittle diffienlt to follow you, sir. I'm
trying to understand.”

Monsieur Charpentier breathed hard

and 'duﬁp.

His English was, as a matter of fact,
a little mixed. But the captain of the
Remove had never before failed to under-
stand hiz meaning. .

Wharton!™ he

“Zis is  impudenee,
gn?eﬂ. “You pretend zat you do not
understand viz yourself. I ask you vunco
more if =zis paper he is written all
entirely by yourself ¥

Wharton's lip curled.

“ You know 1t isn't, sir!” he anawered,

“Vat, vat?”

YIf you are frying to catch me out,
sir, you needn’t take the trouble,™ =aid
the captain of the Remove disdainfully.
“A friend helped me to write the lines,
as you have found ent already.”

Monsieur Charpentier flushed,

“1t is you who are bad garcon, to zink
zat [ try to trap you, Wharton,” ho said,
“You admit zat you do not write him all
by vourself ™

“Oh, yos, sir!” said Harry carelos:ly,

“¥You are vun bad hoy, Wharton.”

“Indecd!” said the captain of the
Remove, with an air of polite interest.
“Do you think so, sic?”

Monsicur Charpentier made a motion
with his hand.

Wharton's eyes glittered.

_ Bunter's head might be smacked with
vimpunity, and even Coker’s, perhaps,
But had Meonsieur Charpentierigiven way
to that angry impulse, with Wharton's
head as the ohjeet of his wrath, the out-
come would have been rather serious,
ezpecially for Wharton!

Fortunately, Monzicur Charpentier
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coutrolled his impulse. Perhaps Mr.
Prout's rolling eloguenee had done him

ood.
“Wharton, I shall take you to your
Form master.”

“Yery good, eir.”

“Take up zose papers and follow me.”

B o , sie*

Monsieur Dharﬁentier whisked out of
tiwe study, and Harry Wharton picked
up the offending impot and followed him.

THE SEVENTH CHAPTER.

Going Through It !
1 ORE trouble®” asked PBob
Cherry.
Wharton's friends were

waiting for him at the corner
of the passage. They looked rather
dismayed a3 the angry French master
whisked by, with Harry following in his
wake, i

Wharton nodded and smiled.

“Lots! he enswored. “I'm for it!
Mossoo has spotted that somebody
bielped me with ihe lines”

*“0Oh, rotten!” . muttered Nugent.
“Why, we've done it lots and lots of
times for Mossoo”

“'he dear man is rather ratty these
days,” vawned Wharton. “Something
seems to have gone wrong with the
works, WMNever mind. I can stand & jaw
from Quelehy.”

“Hadn't I better come " asked Frank

anxigusly,

“What's the good? T shouldn't get
anv the less.”

“"That's so,"” zaid Johnny Bull, “BStand
clear, Franky! DBut I say, I'm getting
fed-up with Mossoo.”

“The fed-upfulness is [%mwiug' ter-
rifie,” remarked Hurree Jamset Ram

Singh, shaking his head. “If this goes
ov, wa shall become infuriated.”

“Halle, hallo, hallo! He's got on to
Mauly now ! murmured Cherry.
“YWhat the thump can Mauly have
done ¥

Monsienr Charpentier was  Jooking
round, about to call to Wharton to
come on, when Lord Manleverer ap-
eared in the offing. Instantly the
rench master’s eyos %x&d on his inno-
cent lordship,

“Mauleverer!" he rapped out.

“Eh!  Yaaa? said his lordship,
coming up. " Yaas, sir?”

“You come to my study some time
ago, Mauleverer, and you bring viz
vourself one parcel.”

“Yaasz, sir. Present from some fel-
lows, sir."

“1 shall not go to ze Head about himi,
Maaleverer,”

Al Eh?:!

“1 shall say nozzings.”

“Wha-a-tt"

“Only I speak to yon and say vaf T
zink,” continued Monsieur Charpentier.
“You, Mauleverer, vou are nobleman---
gentilhomme, as we say in France.
You should be a gentlernan, Mauleverver.
But you are none.™

“Whatt" pasped his lovdship blankly,

¥T despise  you,” said Monsieur
Charpantier.  “ Vat you have done is
uwnworthy, and you are no gentloman!
Yut in all—1 say no more! Pas un mot!
Allez! Wharton, do you keep me to
vait for yout”

“Coaming, sir!” drawled Wharton,

The captain of the Remove followed
ilix French master as he whizsked on,
leaving Lord DMauleverer staring- and
ritbbing his ¢hin with amazement.

“Gireat gad!” zaid Torvd Mauleverer,
Wlinking al the chums of the Remove.
“Whai's the matier wilh Moswoo?”

oy

= = =

=1

i

COKER CATCHES IT!

L

“ Cokalir ! You are Insolent !
pentier,
the Fifth-Former. * Oh, my hat ! "
smote Coker on the side of the face.
staggered back.

You laff, isn't it 7 ** exclaimed Monsieur Char-
“ Isn't it zat yon 1alf viz yourself, Cokair? "

Smack !
In sheer surprise and rage the great Horace

~ **Ha, ha, ha !*" roared
The French master's open palm

(See Chapter G.)

“Goodness knows!" grunted Johnny
Bull.

“But what's bitin’ him?” asked his
lordship helplessly. “He tells a fellow
he's no gentlaman—that’s raither thick,

vou know. I don't know whoether
ought to punch his blessed nose. What
would the Head say-if I punched

Mossoo's nose, you men!”

The juniors chuckled,

“Homething rather emphatic, 1
fancy 1" grinned Dob Cherry. “ Leave
his nose alone, Mauly."

“Yaas. But i's rather thick, wou
know."

" Mossoo's fairly on the warpath these
dave.” satd Nugeni., “"He's never wor-
ried over a [ellow's impot before. Ho
always was a good Little beast.™

“And now he's a little beast withont

the piddy adjective!” grinned Dol
Cherry, " Let's follow on and sce what
happens.™”

And the juniors followed on to &fr,
Quelch’s atudy.

Mr. Queleh, with a grim brow, was
listening to the Fronch master’s exeited
pxposition of the stale of affairs, The
door of the Remove master’s study was
halt open, and Monsienr Charpentier’s
shrill voice floated out inte the pas-
sape,

MMr, Queleh made a gesture ot last,
aud the French master’s shrill tones
ceasoed.

“Wharton !” came the decper voice of
the Remove master.

"Yeu, sie,” saud ITarre.

“ Monsisur Charpentior gave you five
hundred lines for your shave in the dis-
ordar this afternoon.”

“He gave me five hundred lines for
nothing, sir,” answered Harry.

“IHa speak in clase—zey all speak in

class—] have no Tespect vz nese
bﬂ_’}'ﬂ_” :
Monsieur Charpentier  gesticulated

excitedly; his hands scemed to be play-
ing several invisible instiruments all at
onuce.

“{alm  wvourself, Monsieur Charpen-

tier,” eaid Mr. Queleh icily. “T am not
likely to heed Wharton's  impudent
remark, ™

“It is the truth, sir,” said Harry,

“IDo vou venture to deny that you
woere speaking  in class. as Mounsicur
Charpentier states "

“ Mo, sir. DBut—"

“That is zuflicient. Now it appears
that von have attempted {e palm off
on Monsienr Charpentior an imposition

not wholly written by vourself. Ilow
many of these lines did vou write,
Wharton ¥

“ About lalf, sir”

“And wha wrote the others "

%A fricnd helped me, =0,"

“His name!?”

No anzwer,

“1 domand the name of (he Loy who
helped voul in what almost sinonota Lo
a  frand!?  thundered 1l Remove
master.

Whartoir's Tip enrled.

The Maaxer Linaary,— Na, 950,
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The Remove master might think that
one fellow helping another with an im-

ot amounted to a fraud, if he liked;
Eut no schoolboy was likely to agree
with him. :

It was one of those points upon which
sehioolboy and schoolmastor were never
likely to see eye to eve.

“YVou hear me, Wharton "

“I hear you, sir.”

“Give me tho boy's name.”

Silence, .

“If the boy's name i3 mnob given,
Wharton, I shall take you to the head-
master and request him to deal with
you,” i ]

“YVory well,” said Harry quietly.

The half open door was pushed wide
open, and Frank Nugent of the Remove
stepped into the study.

“It was I, sir,” he said,

“ Indecd | You, Nugent, helped
Wharton to write t!hesﬂ lines 3™
“ Yos, sir,” said Frank,

“ At his request?”

“Nag, sir; 1 offered.”

“Very well. Then you are hoth
equally zuilty,” said Mr. Queleh. ™ ¥You
have practically attempted to deecive
Monsienr Charpentier.” J

“Wa don't look at it like that, sir,”
said Harry Wharton. -

“Probably not, Wharton; but that js
how the matter stands. Both of you will
be severely punished. Monsieur Char-
pentier, will gﬂu have the kindness to
tuke my cane®”

“Maig oui, monsicur,”

“YWharton, bend over that chair

Wharton stiffened up, and his hands
clenched, For a moment 16 looked as
if he would resist the order. Frank
Nugent's imploring glance had wmore
effcct on him than the sense of danger
or the knowledge of the futility of
vezistance, © With a set- face .and  set
teeth, the captain of the Remove bent
over the chair,

“Phe matter 38 in vour hands, Mon-
gionr Charpentier!” said the master of
the Lower Fourth.

Monsieur Charpentier switched the

ClaIne,
The fellows outside the study looked

at one another. They knew the mild,
good-tempered little gentleman so well
that they could scarcely believe that
he was going to administer & severe
castigation, in Mr. Queleh’s own drastic
stvlo. They were not aware, yet, of the
“present ¥ the French master had re-
ceived from the Remove, and of its em-
hittering effect on his already troubled
and excibted temper,

FFor onee the French master was ina
vengeful mood; in eaning Wharton for
that imperfect imposition he was, so to
spreak, eaning the TRemove, in  the
perzon of their captain, for the insult of
the scarcerow garments,

Whaeck, whack, whaek!

“My hat!™ murmured DBob Cherry,
catching his breath as the lashes rang
from the study, “Iic's gomg it!”

“Ferocious little beast!" murmured
Tord Mauleverer.

Whack, whaeck, whack!

It was “six "—as severe a six as the
captain of the Hemove had ever experi-
enced.  He rose to his feet with a pale,
sct lace,

“ Nugent I” rapped ont Mr. Queleh.

Frank Nugpent quictly bent over the
chair in his turn. The canc swished in
the hand of the French master,

Three or four fellows came along the
passage to listen. Skioner ef the Re-
mave was amongst them,

“What's tho
sxked Bkinner., z
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jolly  old ;Er::m!ma :

“That little beast Mossoo, taking it
out of Wharton and Nugent,” answered
Johnny Bull.

“Oh, my hat! What a game!”

Skinner mned  ecstatically, 1t
flashed into his mind at once that this
was the outecome of his  preciouns
“present ™ to the French master,

“Game, 18 1LT” prowled Beb Cherry
savagely. “Co and grin somewhere
else, vou cad!®

And, with a g:}werful shove of his
arm, Bob sent SBkinner spinning along
tha wall,

Whack, whack, whack! rang from
tha Remove master's study, There was
a faint cry in the room; poor Nugent
was not made of stern stuff like the cap-
tain of the Remove,

Harry Wharton, looking on at his
chum's punishment, breathed: hard and
deep. His own punishment had been
severe encugh, but it is true to say
that he felt Nugent’s more severely.
Every lash of the cane on the slim,
bent figure was like a blow at his own
heart.

. As Nugent gave that faint ¢ry Whar-
ton clenched his hands convulsively and
made a step towards the French master.

“Wharton ! thundered Mr. Quelch.
“Are you out of your senses? Stand
back at once !

Nugent looked round anxiously.

“For goodness’ sake, Harry! TIt's all
right—I can stand it."

Wharton clenched his hands till the
natls dug into hiz palms. He was in a
mood for any reckless act.

Monsienr Charpentier lowered the
cane, It did not oecur to Harry at the
moment that that low crv of pain had
giﬁhﬂ te¢ the French gentleman’s heart
also.

“Assez ! said Monsieur Charpenticr.
“Zat is enoff zen!™

He laid the cane on
master's table.

the Remove

“Wery  well?  sud  Mr.  Quelch.
“Nugent, Monsieur Charpentier has
dealt with you move lightly than 1
should have dome. Wou may both go;
and I trust that this will be a warning
to both of you,”

The twe juniors left. the study in
silence—Nugent’s face pale and twitch-
ing 3 Wharton's black with rage.

“Merei, monsieur!” sald the French
master in a low voice, and he also
guitted the study.

Lowering looks were cast upon him

the Remove fellows as he went. As
he walked back to his own study a
hiss followed him.

The French master spun round, stung
by the sound.

The group of juniors did not budge.
They ﬁtamg at him steadily and de-
finntly, and Johnny Bull deliberately
hissed again, For a moment Monsieur
Charpentier gazed at them, with a
flushed and troubled face, and then he
turned quickly and hurried into his
own room and shut the door,

“(fame on, vou ¢haps!” muttered Bob
Cherry. “Let's get out of this!™”

Wharton took Nugent's arm and led
him away. Frank was wriggling pain-
fully as he walked.

“Hurt, old chap?’ muttered Wharton,

Nugent made a grimace.

“T'm not made of iron, like vou, old
fellow.” ho =aid. “Fancy the little
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beast laying into a fellow like that!
Whe'd have thought it?"”

“We'll make him sorry for it!™ said
ihe captain of the Remove through his
set teeth. ;

“0Oh, it's all right! After all,. we ﬂ?g
spoof him about the impot, you know;

faid Frank, trying to smile. “ No nead
to make o fuss about it. We help one
another with impots, but the aks

always' make a fuss if they spot the
wheozo ™

* Mossoo’s never made o foss before.”

“"MNo; something’s happened to upsot
hiz jolly old equanimity, I suppose.
He's been ratty for days and days;
they've had his giddy temper in the
Shell and the Fifth."

““He will find that he can't take it out
of us becaunee somebody else has upset
him,” said Harry,

Nugent looked at him,

“Chuck it, old chap!" he said in a
low voice. “You had it rather hard—
but you're not the fellow to make &
song about o licking.”

“I'm not thinking of my own licking,
and you know it, Frank.”

“I do know, old chap! But—7

‘" Never, mind now, at any rate,” said
Harry. “Come up to the study.”

Nugent nodded, and they went up
the Remove stairense. Neither felt in
a mood for the company of the other
fellows in the Rag just then.

Y1 can't quite understand Moasoo
these days,” Nugent remarked, as they
went into Study No, 1. “I fancy he
must have some private trouble on his
mind, Harry, to make him so jolly
rusty.”

Wharton shrugged his shonlders. He
was net in a humour to care much abont
Henri Charpentier’s private troubles.

“Don't you think so?™ asked Frank.

“I don't know—and 1 don't care
much,” said the captain of the Remove.
“T know that he's Jicked yon for help-
ing me with my impet. ‘That's all I
want te know at present."

“I'd rather you forget all about that,
cld «chap,” said Nugent uneasily.
“Chuck it, old man!"”

‘“Right-ho! Let's chuek it," =aid
Harry, with & smile.

- And the subject dropped; Tbut if
Harry Wharton said the less, he thought
the more, and his face grew harder and
darker with his thoughts.

el —

THE EIGHTH CHAPTER.
Up to Mauly !

i O gentleman 1™
“Really?"
“Yaaz—hiz very words!

No gentleman!" said Lord
Maunleverer in tones more of sorrow
than of angor.

There was a general grin among the
Remove fellows in the Rag. ) .

Lord Mauleverer seemad to be faking
the matter to heart, but to the other
fellows the serionsmess of it was not 0
apparent, In fact, Mauly's seriousncss
seemed to entertain them somewhat,

“ Awfnl!” said Bob Cherry, with por-
tentious solemnity.

“he awlulness is terrifie.”

"Did Mozsoo really zay that vou were
ne gentleman,  Mauleverer!'  asked
Skinner.

i -\rmﬁ

“Obscervant chap!™ said Skinner,

“Wha-a-at ¥

‘“[Ia, ha, ha!™

1 suppose that’s meant for a joke,
Shkinner,” said Lord Mauleverer, 0OF
course, it wouldn’t have mattered tf

(Confinued on page 17.)
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FINALETTES!

By The Man in the Street.

Hit most dramatle goal ever scored in an English Cup Final
I tic was that obtained by Tuinell for Barnsley in the last
minute of extra time against West Bromwich A'lhinP in

the replay at Sheffleld in 1912. Better late than never?

The losing team In the Final has failed to score on thirty-four
neeasions,  The winners srée not in the mood to give anything
WaY.

There were fiftecn entries for the first competition for the Cup,
it of these three clubs: subzequently scratched,

It iz pot generally known that a Cup Semi-Final has been played

nt Edinburgh. In 1385 Queen’s Park and Notts Forest drew at
berby, aod afterwards met at Merchiston Park.

When Bradford City won the Cup In 1811 there were only two
Voglishmen in the team. Another was Irish, but the rest were
seotsmen. No wonder it Is not really called the English Cop?

In 18734 there were but tyenty-eight competitors tor the English
Cup, Bheffield and Shropshire Wanderers being the first clubs from
the North and the Midlands to join Lhe competition, They were
paired together, played two draws, and then tossed as to which
should go on.

In 1837} a rule was drafted whereby the F.A. took all the receipts
in the Semi-Final and Final, the competing clubs belng allowed
travelling and hotel expenses. This held good for two years,

Toltenham Hotspur is the only Southern professional club whose
name & engraved on the Cop. That is perhaps why they are ealled
hot Spurs.

Wolverhamplon Wanderers, Nottzs County, and Barnslev are the
ohly clubs to win the Cop while members of the Sccond Division
of the Football League. .

Fxtra time has only been played once in a Final tie since the
War—in the game between the Villa and Huddersfleld in 1920—
and the playera declared that they never want to have that extra
talf-Lour aguin,

The Footbhall Azsociation officials don't like the knock-out com.
petitlon referred to as the English Cup. The real title is the
Football Assoclation Challenge Cup. Yet when Burnley won the
irophy in 1914 the players were given medals on which the English
Cup was mentloned.

Yorkshire lost all direct interest in this season’s competition at
4 very early stage—the Heeond Round. But it is a Yorkshire Cup
all the rame, having been made in Sheffield to the order of a
Hradford frm,

_

In last season’s Cup Final—between Cardifi City and Shefeld
United—there were fourteen International players on view. The
pame ought to have been a clasaic, but it wasn't.

Ooly one foothaller still playing has three Cup-winners” medals—
Clein Stephenson, of Huddersfeld ‘Town,
civ¥ of all the plavers he meets

I

Ho.13 (New Series). Yol. 1.

gy

His watch-chiain iz the ]

Supplement™
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April 241h, 1926.

L

! have managed. lo secure the services of some of the fines!
football cxperts in the couniry as contributors fo onr wewn
Supplement,
be sure of getling the very latest and most exclusive news,
interesting goagip, and information —H, Wharton, Eil.

MAGNET veaders who follow it regulariy can

Players who suffered from stage-fright in
the last great round.

By “LINESMAN.”

UDGED purely from the standpoint of football, there are

precious few Final tles which are really worth watching.

But that doesn't worry the followers of football. 'Whatever

15 lacking in the way of the finer points of the game is

compensated for by the excitement of the occasion—by the fact
that the mo:l coveted trophy in the world of sport is af stake.

How is it that not one Final tie out of three produces as good
feotball ns can be witnessed in any ordinary League game? There
can only be one answer to that question, and the word * nepyes ™
supplies it. Men don't play good football in Cup Finals because
they wre too excited, too anxions to win, and too highly strong.

When Preston North End and Huddersfield played at Stamford
Bridge some four years ago I saw a well-known player—it would
scarcely be fair to give his name—in such a state of nerves hefore
the matech that he bad to get the trainer to tie his hootlaces
for him, His hands were trembling to beat any aspen-leaf I have
ever seen,

Iro you know that the one ambition of every tralner In echarpe
of o Cup Final team Is to keep the men from thinking too much
about the contest belore it actually takes place? The trainer
knows that the more the players ihink about it. the less Hkely
are they to play their natural game. 1 remember the trainer of
Newcastle Unlked, the first time that club went to the Final tie,
almost tearing his hair in despair. Try a5 he would, he ecould not
get the lads to talk or think about anything but the Final tie
which was on hand, and when the day came-——well, it was only a
shadow of the real Newcastle which we saw. There were eleven
men with stage-fright.

It Is an amazing thing that the Neweastle United team reached
the Final tic five times in the seven seasons hetween 1805 and 1811,
¥et only once did they win the Cup in those five tries, and even
then they only suceeeded in the replay., 1 asked one of these
Newcenstle United players the renson for their repeated fallures,
and this waz Lis reply. " We have all suffered from what I eall
Finalitis. We have got it intv our heads that the Crystal Palace
ground iz unlneky for us, and I don't think we should ever win
there if we got to the Final every senson for twenty years.”

That there may have been something in thiz explanation of

! Neweastle failures is evidenced by the fact that, although they

played. aL the Palace flve times, nnd never won once, they were
victorious on the only cccasion when they played at Wembley.
Thase who witneszed last senson's Final ot a clear view of the
effect of Cup Final neérves. During the first half Wake, the young
half-back of Cardilf Cily, gnt the ball in such a way that he had
plenty of time to clear. Suddenly, though, it seemed that his
feet became things of lead. He just couldn™t kick the balt, and

“while he was stroggling invain to get it away, Tunstall came

dashing up, took the ball from bim, and scored the goal which won
the mateh. Not once in a thousand ordinary League games would
Wake have allowed Tunstall to get the ball from him.

80 when yon gee a Final tie full of indiferent foothall, T want
you to feel sorry for the lads who have stage-fright. Sympathy
should alin be extended in another dircction—for the losers. Of
all the galling experiences in the world of sport, to have been in
a Final tie and then lost must be about the worst.
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The Romance of a Cup Final from the Newspaper
point of view

By “ REPORTER.”

T iz certaln that the Cup Final of mext

Baturday will be witnessed by an

assembly of nearly one hundred thoo-

gand people, for  practically that
number of tickets has already been disposed
of. Thus there wil] be a hundred thoueand
lucky people who will have frst-hand know-
ledge of the proceedings.

Apart from the hundred thousand who will
look on, however, there are millions of folk
gcatterad all over the world who will be at
Wembley Im spirit, and on land and sea
there will be anxious ears and eyes waiting
for the resnlt. The business ol {elling the
world all about the Cup Final fs a fased-
nating side of the struggle for the trophy
which fs zeldom touwched wpon.

Here, therefors, T propose fo describe how
this business of telling the world is done.
Away ut the wvery top of the bhuge stand
at Wembley there Iz a long corridor with
nearly two hundred little seats, and desks
in front of them. To gain admission to this
sedtion of Wembley you must possess n
tlcket on which is the magic word * Press.”
It may surprise you {o know that at every
Cup Final there are something like
twa hundred busy
reople whose  job
It Is to write up
the Cup Final froon

every  point  of
view: and as
miders and ahet.
tors of these Lwo
hundred busy
perited  there are
gcores of mes-
gsenger - boys  and
telegraphists, Ho

that, In all, it is
ot on eXagEera-
tlon to say that

£ 5 i there ara Bome

ST five hundred people
JOE SMITH, captain ¢ a Wembley
of Bolton Wanderers. (yp Final who

have o greater concern than merely watch-
ing a game of foothall; their job is to tell
the world what happens.

AMany there will be to envy the lucky mes-
senger-lads their post, and who will think
that it would be rather nice to Lave the
jub of telling the world ull about o LCup
Final. But, believe me, it is not all honey
and jam. So far as many of the reporiers
arc concerned, thelr job certainly comes
poder the heading of hard work.

The fellows who have to work hardest of
wll are those connected with the newspapors
of the towns which are directly interested
in the Cnp. Here Is & man from an evening
paper at Manchester. Let us wateh hilm.
He will probably send to hils paper, in the
course of the game, three thousand words
or more of detailed deseription, telling
graphicaily the ineidents as they happen, o
thnt those people who have not been able

to travel from Manchester may kpow all
about how their favourites played. He
won't write these three thousund words, He

will speak his report—dictate t—over the
Lelephone.-wira which has Leen reserved for
the exciusive use of his peper for the whaole
of the afterncon, Think what thizs means—
thut at the very moment when Tom Browell,
gay, I8 Kicking a goul on the plitch at
Wornbdey they are Dearing in the newspaper

Tne MacseT LigRarRY.—No, 850.

office at Manchester exactly how he did ik
At the nmewspaper offlce the “copy ¥ is
sent up to the compositors slip by slip, so
that the machines are keeping pace with
the reporters. A few minutes before the end
af the game the man at Wembley will give
the score as it then stands. Tt wlll be eet
up Ip type, all resdy to &lip into tha
eolumn which you know in all newspapers
as the  Stop Presa ™ space. It will be on
the machines which print the papers two or
three minntes before the end of the contest,
And us the referee ruises his hand to blow
for * Time!" the message will he Aashed—
o Result. 1—0," or whatever (& l=.
simultanecusiy with the fashing of the
message the rotury machines will be el
guing, turning oul papers at an amaziong
rute.  And probably within three minutes of
the last whistle sounding at Wembley there
will be newsboyas rusbing hither and thither

with this ery on their lpa: "“Cop Final
result ! How thoze papers will be snatched
up! How the word will flash from lip to
lip! Wkhat hopes realized or dashed to the

ground, az the cnge may hel

The picture T have painted of a Manchester
affice will be repested at the office of évéry
evening pewspaper which caters for football
renders throughout the length and breadth
of the lund. There are something liké sixty
telephones in rooms hehind the ress seats
at Wembley, and there are scores of tele-
graphists there who never see & ball kicked,
They are workers, not watchers.

Iu recent years, of course, a change has
come aver the bosiness of telling the world
about the Cup Final—wireless is the carry-
ing agency. Awny out ab sea, perlnps s
thousand miles from Jand, there will be
Marconi lads on board ship Hstening, with
tant nerves. for their instruments to tiek
pirt to them the result of the Final tie,
From ship to ship, frond wiceless station o
wireless station, the news will travel as fast
ms thought almost, amd o leas time than
the telling takes the world will know how
the Cop Final of 1980 has Anizled.

What would our grest-grandfothers have
tharuglit about L all? Perhaps in the Tuturs
your children, or yoar ehildeen’s children,
will not only be able ta hear the result
af the Cop Final thonzands of miles [rom
Lhe spot where it §s beipg played, buot they
muy be able bo see every movement as If
bappens without going near the ground at
all.

I bave safld that telling the world aboul
a Cup Fioal fso't wll just hopey. Somelimes
there come complications which are enough
ta turn the reporter's bair white. Sdch a
complication occurred in 1023, The Final tie
of that year should bave started at three
p'elock. The crowd having surged om the
Aeld, the kick-off wos deélayed nearly three
gquarters of an hour. Think of the arrange.
ments which were put all ont of order by
such a change of thme; telephone details all
thrown out; pewspaper editions missed by
wurrled reporters who could wot keep faith
with their editors.

Perhaps few people outslde the world of
newspapers aven  think of these things.
Ferbaps it I8 true to say thul the newspaper
man doesn't even want them to thivk about
this phase of the Cup Fioal., 1t iz Liz job
to tell tha world—the job for which bhe ls
pald. Hut I think he desérves a pat on the
back, dou't you?

HERE are two very wintched

excellent reasons for A

ik Paul Py
an. WemsiLey!

Wembley this week, The
Arst s that beyond sl
ehadow of doubt, It Is In
many respocts the most
wronderful arenm on which
any football mateh has ever

many

ither

beem gtaged. The other mins wp into the realmy of
regann 1 that the final tle the siars: and that may
which will be plaved at acoount for the fact that

d

Wembley thia week-end is,
in all probability, the last
bigz sporting event which

first

will ever be decided there. As I looked round Wemblganmment as to who had done the deed,
thought of all jts possibili ties, considersd how nearly it Arverlooking  this distance drawback, however,
to being the ideal arena, I felt an additional lump in @8Wembley isas near the ideal from the accommadation and

aying polnt of view a2 it = posaible

. . curred to me i
region of my Adam's apple when It oceurr = which the people who pay the m

in a very short time that wonderinl arenn may be

to bits under hind of the house-bresker Roused prevent any croshing. There was erushing no end

Tt has no “ﬁcﬂmﬁuﬁhﬁwﬂ definitely decided that theda 1923, of course, when filty thousand people more than
will be nio ____.szun Cup Finals at Wembley., When the . Libe Stadium would hohl wanted to see this new gronnd,
agreed to play the last big Cup fAghts thers, it was thongiand the game between Bolton Wanderers and West Ham
that for twenty years, at least, Wembley would be ued Enited, The trouble arosc then, however, beesuse the

But the Exhibition has gone ; my application for o tlek
for Saturday's mateh had to be made to-the Liguidators
terdble word that—and it
whether the preservation of the Stadium will preve
while, seelng that the rates and taxes on the place amoum
to five thousand pounds & year.

It will certalnly be & thousand pities I the Stading
at Wembley is lost as a spot where final thes can be H—.@?
For years and ..W:_!.m we had lamented that the t
Association had no fifting stage on which to sct.th
greatest mateh of the football calendar, Thore was
for plenty of -uuﬁ_ww_ at the old Crvsinl Palace
and as meny as 120,000 people pald their money on
day to see o final tie there, Hut, alas, it is safe to
thot at least & quarter of those people only saw the
when a kindly player kicked It high in the air, When 1
m:EE_ at the Crystal Palace was nno longer availablgie find It

tamford Bridge, home of the Chelzea Club, was ch
for several sensoma, There were two drawbacks to th|R the emsh, and wonld be glad to kno
w...n:::_ though. The first was that the accommodation wi [ken pleked up ;
imited to about seventy thousand ; the sccond that thefdsim for a new, pair of trousers, as the
was alwave a possibility of Chelsea getting to the final tifkeen torn to ribhons.
and _.M_E having the privilege of playing on their om
gromnd,

Thus we did welcome .n..imi_h_aw,_ a place worthy of
oceasion with open arms,  There is seating accommoda
there for thirty thousand people. 1 haven't counted
seats myeelf, of eonrse, but I have the word of an off
for the fact. Neither have I walked all round the
and when T was told that to do this would demand a t
of umpteen miles, I was paturally content to take
gtatement without question.

Mind you, I think that In one or two respects Wen
may scarcely be considered ddeal from the watehe
point of view. The wide rmning track and the am.
trark Inovitably mean that even the nearest specta
are o considerable distance away, And for the fart
spectator opera glasscs are tho fisst necesslty, 1 h

i in the game. The gates, which

atelrwood,
nble of two

1 was thera that day,

WE:E. Bald one:
‘minea for a eeat and can't get to
rk the other replied: 1
_d__ﬁ _I__.? and would willingly
_”': I 1]

pgand people. n the banguetfing ha

wpoaed plavers who were stripping to U
eir Riemdds,

here are something like eighty steps to

:i
T

tie from the heavens—or at
least that was my Impres-
slon—and it seemed as if,
far down below, there were
memles at  play,
naint little Deares dodging
ﬂ and thither. '
Press peata are right at the
top of this stand,

when Newenstle geoned thede

goal,
there wons a terrific

horities nover fmspected the Interest which

: dounbill e superfinous people out, vielded to pressaee like so much
BRELIS CXtPAGELy _-_unm”h e s ¥ and listened to the

have pald a guinea to
pay five guinecis o

I'oking my nose nto the offices connected with the
adivm, 1 fonnd the originals of ono ar two
garding that most amazing of all final ties,

" The first letter was from & man saying that he had lost
mounid note in the dining-room—there |8 room for one

thorities Rindly look round sod return it if they happened
« Another letter maid that the writer had lost a eollar stud

while a Laneashire enthuslast sent In a

Unfortunately, the people who bullt Wembley did not
iy as mueh attention to the welfare of the plavers who
ippear there for Cup Finals as they might have done.
ir. Rinder, then shalrman of the Aston Villa Club, made
following complaint after the final te of 1924 :
" The dresing-rooms are very small ;
iled for players to hang their clothes ong and the
ipboards, which run the full lepgth of the apartment,

Furthermore, there §s & plonge bath fu only
of the rooms, the players who were using the other
artment having to use the ordinary elipper bath.
iteil behind one of the goals, the rooms are inaceessible
club officials who might wish to eonsult the pinyers,
it 12 quita five minntes” walk from the stand, and thon

a Wembley flual

' Tha
wiliieh

W vears ngo,

to get. The pens
inimum price nre

winitld  he
shoubd have kept

Y1 have paid a

it." To which

quaint letters
—and would- the

w whether it had
omes he wore had

nd hooks arce
1e risk of Injuring

Nelng

oo down.™
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enormous crowd, and the rival teams beisg)presented to the Duke and Duch

showing tha

ese of York.

Final Ties which have been won by goals that were
hotly disputed.

mu- ki Eru u:z..qu

TST a casual glonce at the results of
Cup Finals of recent years is enough
to convince anybody how close these
P gumes uwsually are—how little there is
to choose belween the competing teams. Tt
may surprise yoo to know—but it iz, neverthe-
lesa, & fact—that of the last eleven Cup
Finuls which have been played, no fewer
than eight have been decided by the same
erore—one goal to nothing. Almosg equally
amazing is it to find that not once In those
last eleven measons has the side which lost
the Final tle suwcceeded in scoring a single
goal. Thus it cam be eaid to be demon-
ktrated that the team which scores the first
goal in a Cap Fionl has, to all intents and
purposés, won the Final.

I want to drive home that polot about
the closeness of Cop Fipals as o rule,
becapse when yom get the fdea stuck in
your minds that one goal wsually decides
the destination of the trophy, you will really
understand how  vital it is that correct
decislons - ahould be given regarding goal
seoring  incidents, or alleged goal-seoring
incidents, It is also easy to understand why
there should have been many occasions In
the past when hot debates have followed the
award of a doubtful goal to thiz or that
gide in the Cup Final.

The last Cup Final played at Stamford
Bridge—In I1022—Jed to a scene without
parallel s0 far a5 my experience of Final
bics goes. Hudderasfield were playing Preston
Nurth End, a3 you may remember, and it
was o close fight, Indeed, the word fight
is about the hest possible description of that
worak Final T have ever seen. Im the second
half Billy Smith, the sutalde-left of Hudders-
field Town, camae dashing along to the
attack, aud cot in to get & clear shot at
pral. e was wnfairly tackled by Hamilton,
the Preston North End full-back=tripped
beyond the shadow of doubt. The referee
awarded a pebally-kick to Hoddersfield, but
thouzands of people fell that lie had made
n mistake, hecause they were convineed that
the offence took place a foob or eo outside
the penalty-nren. However, the penalty-kick
wing Jduly taken, and a gonl scored by which
the mateh was won.

When tlhe game was all over humilreds of
peaple swarmed round the pitch to examine
the spot where the tripping of Smith had
tuken place. There, plainly to be seen on
the turf, Just outside the pennlby-area, was
a mark which many people thonght was
mnide by the foot of the Preston North End
full-back as he made his wnfair tackle of
Smith. Whethoer the mark on Lhe Lurl really
defined the ploce, I am not geing to say,
bk it was a strappge sipht to st 2o many
speclulors congregated round a  particular
spot. on a foothall pitch, confirming their
opinion that the referce was wrong in
awarding Huddersficld a penalty-kick.

Many a fleree argnment has been waged
round the guestion of whether a4 Cup Final
goal was or was not offside. My most vivid
recollection of a dispute on these lines goos
haek to 1008, bot- 1 remember the oecazion
as If it were hut yesrterday. Manchester
City had Dodton Waniderers 48 appeooents in
that Finml tie, and Willy Meredith was the
sutstde-right of Manchester Cliy. The hall

was swung out to him, and he cut in and

banged the ball Into the net. The spcc-
tators yelled * Offside!" the Bolton playera
appealed as I have seldom seen any players

appeal, but the referee awarded a goal, and
stuck to that decision. Ry that goal did
Manchester City win, but it Is scarcely an
exnggeration to say that the referee was
about the only man on the fleld who did nat
think the scorer was offelde. I travelled
back to Lancashire with the Rolton team
after the mateh, and our saloon on the train
was littered with bits of paper on which
“ﬂ.ﬂ _ﬂ___n n____uunrﬂwn_.qn _wﬂ ___,__T_.__u as to the

QAN e varlous players when
Meredith received the ball. il

Old Tottenham Hotspur pluyers awear that
they really won the Cup twice in 1801, heat-
ing Shefficld United twice according to their
views. In the frst meeting between these
clubs at the Crystal Palace the final score
was two each, according to the referee;
but, according to the Tottenham players and
many of the officials, the real score was
three goals to two in favour of the London
team, one shot,
according to John
Cameron, going a
yard over the goal.
line before the hall
was huostied back
into play. How-
ever, as it bap-
pened, no injustice
was done to the
Bpurs on that oc-
cogfon, for they
wan £ he replay.
In connection with
that Eu_nw, a good
story ls told,
whichh suggests a
Final-tie dizpute of
ann __.___mww-,::_,
(1} 3..—.— L1 3.’.—.—._.
the m_”_.h__ﬂ.ﬁ centre-forward of that day, showed
glona of extrewne nervonsness, apd _.=.m play
suggested to Johnny Cameron, the Totten-
ham capbain, that he had “lost his head.™
80 Cameron went over to Drown aml
threatened him that, if he did_not pull
himself together and play his natural game,
he would stuff him full of pork-pics at the
end of the game. Pork being Trown's
bete noire, the threat bad ita eiflect. E

Rather a peculiar point for argument
arose in connection with Bradford Cilys
defeal of Newcastle United in the replayed
Final tie of 1911. In the course of a Brad-
ford attack one of their men was injured,
and two or three of the Newcastle players
stopped to give attention to the injured
opponent.  But the referce did not stop tha
game, and Spiers went on to =ecore what
proved to be the winning goal. Terbaps
that incident shows more than anything clse
ecould do that, although there is very much
at stake in & Cup Final, the sporting spirit
is not entirely absent. And after It was all-
aver, and T sympathised with the Neweastlo
players ahout the manner in which the goal
neninst them had been scored, tlis was the
only reply I got: *We lave no regreta, and
would do the same thing again.™
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HARRY WHARTON'S FOOTBALL SUPPLEMENT!

TWO MANCHESTER

XK STARS!- %

Brief biographies of Frank Barson,
stalwart

and James McMullan,

Manchester United'’s
captain,

who skippers Manchester

HERE are few people who have pot

I lieard of Frank Barson, and [ewer

still who do not think that his recog-

nition as England’s centre-half is not

long overdue. Barson, without doubt, is the

most brilliant centre-half that England pos-
meases Lo-day.

He iz also the man to whom Manchester

United are indebted for thelr position in the

Football League to-day; he Is the man who

baz lifted them pp out of the Second
Division into the

Firzst, and who has
been mainly respon-
gible for their fAne
pchievements in the
Cup this sensomn. |
He iz also the man
who helped the Yilla
to win the Cup in
1018-20, and the man
who was England's
plvot against Wales
in 1920, That inci-
dentally, at the
moment of writing,

iz his only Inter-
F. BARSON national _hn‘nuur.
{Mancheater United., though it Is pro-

bable, by the time
you read this, that he will have played for
England against Scotland. )

Earson is a native of Shefield, though it
was ns a playver with Barnsley that he came
into prominence. That was in 1919-20, when
the Villa, languishing at the bottom of the
First Division table, set about looking for
new blood to Help them up. Their chief
cholee fell upon Frank; for a fec of E2,700
he was induced to swap Barnsley's colours
for the famons claret and blue of the Villa.
[ Lave already mentioned that the Birming:
ham club won the Cop that year; I now
mention that they finished the season in the
top half of the table. ANl due to Barson?
Xo; but Frank had a lot to do with it.

Tight-ho, then' TUniil the season of
1922-23 Barson remaloed with the Villa, and
then, owisg to some difficulty regarding his
lodging—Frank wanted to live in Sheffleld,
where he had business interestz; the Villa
wanted him to live in Birmingham, 20 as
to be within easy reach of the club—he was
transterred. Mapchester United was, of
course, the club to get him, and they
counted themselves fortunate when they
nbialned his signature for a consideration of
something like £6,000.

And so, with the United, Frank has settled
dewn and has made the team into one ol
the most dominant among ail the big foot-
hall battalions of to-day. Dig and strong.
F'rank is always a conspieuous Hgure on the
feld, where he usually gets throogh the work
nf three men or more. His ehlel velue to
the United, however, lies in his fine general-
ship. Frank is a skipper to be prond of.
He has a thorough knowledge of his dutiea,
and does not confine those duties to the
tosging of the coln at the commencement.
iz men love him. BSo doeés everybody clse
who knows a really pood foothaller.

s

A MIGHTY MIDGET.

Switching over fo James MceMullan, of
Maopchester City, I flnd it difficult indeed
to crowd into this short article a' detailed
story of his career, for McMullan's history—
in & foofball sense, &t any rate—would HIl a
small-sized volurne. A half-back of Inter-
national renown, Jamez, & few seasons ago,
vied with Andy Wilson and Jock. Marshall
for beimg the most potorious footbmiler of
the day. _
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AeMullan was born In Debny, 4
Bcotland, and there presumably
learnt his football, though i6 is
not as a Tootballer that  his
parents decided he zhould
blozsom. James camfe of mining 1
gtock, you see, and when he was
old enough, into the pit he
went, -filling in the intervals by
playing for the local Hibernian .
club, It .was there, in 1913, that
certain representatives of Partick
Thistle discovered him, and,
anxious to him on, per-
guaded him to append his signa-
C- ture to.g professional form.

ll'_'p"r Belng & opeal zom o Beot-

lahd, James did not let suoch
an opporbunity slip. Hy signed on, and
thereafter .Firhill Park became his foot-
ball home, and the mine was dead for
ever. In the Iollowing season he developed
with his new elob to such an extent that
International honours were prophesied Tor
him, apd it is certain that bhe would have
got them hed not the War intervened. Alter
the War, however, James and bis club had
a dispute, the upshot of which was that
McMullan scooted to England, and threw in
his lot with the Kent League team of Maid-
stone, Here, as player-manager, he remained
until the season of 1923-24, and then, being
prevailed upon to return ta Beotland,
patched up his differences with Parbick, and
gigned for his old club onee more,

In the February of this year, however,
James was transferred to Manchester City
for a sum which is rumoured to be very
near the £5000 mark. With the City he
haz made good, and has shown that, despite
a tendency to put on flesh, that he is the
ideal man for the left-half berth. It is ques-
tionable, indeed, il there iz another man in
football to-day who can beat him in that
position.

As footballers go, McMullan iz on the small
side, being only & fL. § Ins. in height. But
what he lacks in inchea he more than makes
up for in speed, ekill, and all-round ability.
A glance at his International record shows
that, for James Iz already the proud owner
of seven caps, with, possibly, many more ¥et
to follow.

&
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JAMES MaMULLEH, of Monohasiar

City; as sesn bFE Jimmy Sead; of the
purs,

Jﬂ@"

cmcatﬁ'r.,_&

By the Editor.

ERE we are, you chaps, at the cross-
roads. Behind ut we have to leave
the football seasom, ahead of us
there iz the cricket seasom. These

arg the two games which, for players and
for watchers, have no equal in this country.
Some people think that football encroaches
on cricket rather more than it ought to
do. but ot the moment cricket is certalnly
looking sufficiently healthy {0 be able to
take cara of itself. Why, we have even been
discussing ericket in the very heart of the
football season!

During the past few weeks I have, In this
Supplement, tried to keep you all alive with
interest in the footbnll semzon, and in this
connection there are two things [ want to
gay. The firat. is to express my gratitude
to the many leading footballers who have
lent me such & ready hand. Becaugse they
have so nicely responded to my request to
write for the MagNer I have heen able to
give my readers the benefit of the experience
of the fellows who have risem €o the top
of the tree.

_The other thing T want to say In connec-
tion with our Football Supplenient is a word
ol thanks fo all my rezders who have written
telling me how pleased they have besn with
our efforts to satisfy them in the direction
of Football hints, news, and gossip.” I have
tried to make our Foothall Sopplement
unique in its way, and it is gnod to know
thac my readers think I have succeeded,

That there is real interest in football
apiong my boy readers iz shown by the
number of letters I have received asking for
advice on this or that phase of the game.
The greater the number of these questions
I receive, the hetter I am pleased.

Kow T am golng to let you into 8 scered.
I have made arrangements which will, 1
nm counfldent, enable us to go one better
with our Cricket Supplement than we hawve
done with our Football, You want to know
what the top-notchers are doing, what they
are thinking, and how they do I, We have
gnt them “on the stafl.” refusing to be
]alnt.lfﬂed with anything lesz than the wery
hezk.

I am not going £o Introduce Jack Hobbs—
you know him. Well, dering the sommer
there will be contributions in ocur Sopple-
ment by Jack Hobba. What Jack Hobbs iz
te English batting. £o is Maurice Tate to
English bowling. Maurice himself iz aleo
hooked to do some articles for me. Al
about the Australianz will be told, too, and
my readera in far-off Australia will therefore
have eomething to interest them.

My cricket bag includes sarprises which
will amuse, articles which will instruct, and
contributions which will recall matches that
have pone down &0 history as classics. On
bop of it all, of course, il there iz &Ry
problem you wizh answered, and phase ol
your play which ¥ou are deslrous of Improv-
ting, all you have to do §s send me a line.
If you want a speedy reply, and will send
i Et. stamped addrezsed envelops, you will
et it
F‘My innate modesty prevents me from
Mowing my own trompet, of course; hut
when I Ipok over the arrangements which
[ have made for my cricket readers—and
how many have I who don't take an interest
in ericket?—T tell myself that I have
arranpod the very best programme pozsible.

Our Cricket Supplement will, in a word,
prove worthy of the occasion, and, believe
me, this is golng to be *“some ™ cricket
sensan. We have got €o try to snatch those
# Aghes ¥ 'from the Australians. Whether we
shall do it or not remains to be seen. But
it as ecertain az anything can be that aven
Wembley itself would not be big enough to
hold all the people who will want (o see
the fight for those ™ Ashes.™ A last word :
Drder your MaogNer to be delivered every
week!  Tell yoor pals that we are giving
thein a  Cricket  Supplement  which  will
“ powl out * all the others!

Switchi
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(Continued from page 12.)

he'd said it to you! DBut it's a bit thick
te say such a thing to a gentleman ™

“Why, vou cheeky ass——"" exclaimed
Skinner.

“Ha, ha, ha!"

“One for yon,
Vernon-Smith.

“But what did tha man mean?" askoed
Lord Mauleverer plaintively. “So far
as I know, I've done nothin' to offend
him. The fact iz, I've always treated
the littlea beast with respect. There
1sn't much of him, but what therc i
of him is pood stuff—at least, I've
always thought so. But he says I'm no
gentleman ! That's a thing no fellow
can stand.”

“Coffce and pistels for two!” said
Bob.

“Ha, ha, hal”

“But what's a fellow
it?" asked Mauly.

“3trew the hungry churchyard with
his bones!" suggested the Bounder; and
thers was another laungh.

“It's all very well to cackle,” szaid
Mauleverer, “DBut I can't let it rest
at this. I haven't done anythin', but
he thinks I've done somethin’, Either
I owe him an apology, or he owes me
ane. What doez a man mean by sad-
denly roostin® en a chap in o corrider
and jerkin' out at him that he's no
rontleman i

“Well, what have you done to him 7
asked Vernon-Smith.

**Nothin' "

“Then what haven't you donae?™

"I'iﬂnr hﬂg hﬂ!”

“1 took that parcel to his study™
zaicl Lovd Mauleverer., *'But I suppese
that hasn't upset him, haz it? I thought
he'd be pleased to get a present from
the Hemove, showin' that there was no
ill-fochin',”

“ e, ha, ha!” rearaed Bolsover major.

“Oh, you asz. Mauly!” exclaimed
Johnny Bull.  *Did you let Bkinner
sponf you inte landing that parcel on
Mos=soo? That's dono it1"”
blinkad

Skinney " chuckled

to do about

Lord Mauleverce in amare-
miemnt.

“It's all serene, AManly!" chuckled
Sidney James Snoop. "It wasz a hand-
some present for Mossoo—one that he's
in need of. You've noticed that he
woears old clothes, haven't youi”

“1 should think it ungentlemanly to
notice anythin® of the sort, Snoop,”

“0Oh, my hat1?

“Well, that wonldn't hurt n, a4
vou're mno  gentleman, by Mossoo's
account I chnckled Skinner. “He does
wear old clothes, whether yon've noticed
it or not, Mauly. And we, like kind-
hearted fellows as we are; made him o
present of a fresh lot,”

Lord Mauleverer's face became very
grave,

“8kinner, old man, von  shouldn't
bave douc that,” he said. “I dare say
von meant well, as yvan sav so: but it
was hound fo hnrt hia feelin's, Ile ean’t
aecept such a present, and it shows: him
ilat hi= old clothes have been noticed.
Yan shouldn™t have done it, Skinpes”

There was o howl of merrinent from
Skinner & (o, Alnuly wak evidently
under the hmprezsion that the rapggers
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had sont Mossoo a new suit of clothes,
and had been guilty only of o fault of
taste, Lord Mauleverer gazed at them
with grave inguiry.

“It's not a laughin® matter,” ha said.
“¥ou must be an ass, Skinner, to think
that Mossoo could possibly wear the
clothes you zent him, if they're ever so
much better than his own,”

“Ha, ha, ha!" shricked Skinner

il 1 i’d uessed anythin' of the sort,
I'd never have had o hand in it,” said
Lord Mauleverer in distress.  * Ha must
think us a lot of no-class duffers to do a
thing like that., And you've wasted
your money, too, He will give you the
things back.”

“Oh, we got the things cheap,” said
Skinner. "It doesn't cost much to
clothe a scareerow, and still less to take
the rags off a scarccrow when nobody's
looking 1"

“Ha, ha, hal"

Lord Mauleverer jumped,

“Impoéssible [” ho exclaimed. “You—
o never did a dirty thing like that,

kinner 1"

“0Oh, draw it mild ! said Skinner con-
temptuously. | *It's the jape of the
term. 1 fancy he thought that Wharton
and Nugent had a hand in it, by the
way he took it out of them in Quelel's
study.™

“He must have fancied that I had a
hand in it, from the way he spoke to
me ! exclaimed Lord Mauleverer,
aghast, '

“What was he to faney, when you
took the giddy parcel to his studyi*
chortled Snoop.

“Ha, hr, ha!"

“Good gad !

Lord Mauleverey rushed to the door of b

the 1'11};3.

“Where are you going, you ass?”
EhﬂuEEd Skinner,

“I'm going to Mossoo to explain!™
Lord Mauleverer called back over his
ﬁmu!dur, as he disappearcd from the

ag.

“Btop him!" gasped Skinner. “If
he mentions my name—"  Harold
Skinner was making a rush affer

Mauleverer, when Bob Cherry grasped
his arm and swung him back.

“Let go!” yelled Skinner furiously.

“Leave Mauly alone!” said Hoh.
“¥You've played a dirty trick on Mossoo,
Skinner, and Mauly’s bound to explain
that he had no hend in it. I'd de the
some, if you'd landed me in your rotten
gamo, as you did him. If your name
comes out you can take your gruel, and
SCIYE YOu }u:r]l_v well right I

“You silly ass! Let me go!" roared
Skinner, struggling to freo himseli,
“Do you think I'm going to let that
maundering ass get mo a licking? Why,
it might be & Head's licking if it all
came out !

“All the bhetier if it 1s,” said Dob
coolly. “You're not going to stop
Mauleverer. Awnd iff you wriggle too
much, I shall tap your head on the
table—like that——*"

if ﬂ\‘; !'I‘il

“And like that—"

“*Yaroooh |

Skinner ceased to wriggle.

Meanwhile, Lord Mauleverer, ip great
distress of mind, hurried away to Mon-
stenr Charpontier’s study,

IIe rapped at the door, and opencd it

Monsicur Charpentier was standing at
the table, ecavefully tving up a parcel.
Manly knew that pareel,

“Mowoo " he gasped.

“Mauleverer!  Allez vousg en!®
snapped Monsieur Charpentier. TTaw
dare you eome here viz vourself! 1 am

disguxt viz you! Va-t-en!”
“Yaun told me T was no centleman,
gir,” said Lovd Mouleverer, poimling Lo

the parcel. “If I'd known what was in
that parcel when I brought it to you,
sir, you would have been right. But I
fwa you my word of honour, sir, that

never knew! I was spoofed into
bringin’ it here, on my word, sir, and- I

never knew it was a dirty trick 1"

The French master stared at him.
The eager earnestness in Lord Maule-
verer's face carried conviction, and
Mozs00’s face softened.

* Beliove me, sir, I had no iden of it,"
said Mauleverer. “The fellows told me
i was & present for you, sir, and I never
thought any further, I'd rather have
cut off my hand, sir, if I'd known !

“1 believe you, mon garcon,” said the
Fronch master. “ Poardonnez moi zat I
have speak to you as I did speak. I
take back to me zat vat I havo said,
and I am sorry”

“Thank you, sir!”™ said Lord
Mauleverer, greatly relieved, A Head's
licking would not have worried Mauly
nearly as much as the supposition that
he had had a willing hand in Skinner's
wretched japo.

He backed to the door, and then
paused,

“Can I get rid of that rubbish for you,
sir 7" he asked. Mauleverer could guess
casily enough that the Frenmch master
was fastening up the parcel to convey it
BWAY as unostertatiously as possible,
and disposc of it,

“Zank you, mon garcon, I zink

“I can shove it in a dustbiu, sir,” said
Mauleverer. “I—I can’t say how sorry
I am that this happened, sir, and I give
you my word, sir, that very few fellows
i the Remove knew anything about it—
only & few outsiders, sir, who knew no
etter,”

Monsieur Charpentier smiled faintly,
and handed the parcel to his lordship.
Mauleverer quuftc{l tho =tudy with it,
much relieved in his mind. = He went
directly out ef the IHouse with the
offending bundle, and int & fow minutes
it was dropped into a dustbin,

“That’'s done!™ murmured Mauly.
“DBy gad, SBkinner ought to be dropped
in after it, Awful outsider!”

Mauleverer walked back into the
Iouse, and as he appeared in the Rag
several anxious glances were turned upan
him., Bkinner & Co. were in a very un-
casy frame of mind.

“Well, you silly owl™
Bolsover major, “have you given u
away to Froggy, vou burbling duffer?”

“Have you mentioned my name?”
hizsed Skinner.

“Wouldn't soil my lips with it, if T
could help it, old bean.” answered Lowd
Mauleverer amiably., “I've told Frogey
nothin’, exeeplin’ that I had no hand in
that dirty trick!”

“That what ?” hooted Bolsover major,

" Dhivty trick ™

“Do you want meoe to bang your
checky head an the table ' demanded
the bully of the ltemove,

“"Not at all, dear man—in fact, I
abjeet strongly,” said Lerd Mauleverer
calmly. “But when I zay divty trick, T
mean  dirty  trick! I explained to
Mossoo that only a few chaps were in it
—only a few rvank outsiders. T felt
bound fo suy that mucl, for the eredit
of the Form.”

“Ha, ha, ha!"

“Aro you calling me a rank outsider "
bawled lsover,

“ ¥YaasM

“Then T'll jolly well——"" Tolsover
major made an angry stride towards
Manly.

Bob Cherry's fool came in the wavw,
and Bolsover major went headlong, He
sprawhod on the floor with a roar,
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*(Oh, what a fall was there, my
pountrymen ! said the Bounder.

Bolesover scrambled up, red with fury,
and rushed at Bob. That sturdy youth
met him cheerily, with left and right,
and for five minutes there was high
excitement in the Rag. The excitement
was so high, in foct, that Wingate of
the 8ixth came in, and introduced his
official ashplant inte the matter—afler
which there was peace; if not good will.

THE NINTH CHAPTER.
Mauly on the Warpath !

L1 OU fellows busy 7
- Harey Wharton and Frank
Nugent did not look very

husy. It was the following
morning, and the twe chums were
gauntering in the quad in morning

break.

Mugent was looking as cheery af
usual; but Wharton seemed to be in a
rather dark and thoughtful mood. The
former had dismissed the trouble with

Mongieur Charpentier fyom his mind;
the latter had ﬁmgw gnd [ess forgiv-
ing: memory.: N :

“Not werv,” said -Frank, with 2
smile, as Lord Mauleverer camo up and
asked - the question. “What's the
tronble 7"

“T'm lookin’ for a second.”

“A—a—a what?"”

Wharton and Nugent looked blankly
at Mguleverer. His lgrdship was
most good-natured and pacific fellow in
the Lower Fourth, and was hardly ever
known to be mixed up in a scrap.

“A serzqnd?” repeated Wharton.

“¥Yaas.'

“You're not fighting anybody 7

£ 'fau. (k] o

YWho's the miserable victim " asked
Nugent.

Skinner.”

HWell, my hat!” exclaimed the cap-
¥ain of the Remove. “This is a new
thing [or you, MagI?;r What the thump
do vou want to fight Skinner for?™

“I don’t want tol"”

“Wall, you ass——"

“Fut I feel bound to,” explained his
lordship. *It's a horrible exertion, and
I don't like touchin’ Bkinner, either;
but I feel bound to thrash him! I'd
rather lick him with a fives bat; but I've
asked him if he'd take it that way, and
he ‘says no."

“Ha, ha, ha!" .

“ But “iu}:“:it IET'ms Skinner done this
time ¥’ aske ugent. .

“Played the rotten cad, dear boy!”

“¢ Cala va sans dire,” as Mossoo would
gay. ‘That goes without saying, old
bean; Skinner never does anything else,
But what iz the particular crime?”

Lord Mauleverer explained the inci-
dent of the parcel. Nugent langhed,
and Wharton shrogged his shoulders.

SWop see, it was too rotten for
words!” said Mauleverer. “ Skinner
can’t help bein’ a cad; but he can help
drﬂ.g%in' me into his caddish games.

I've told him so. Mossoo told me T was
no gentleman.” -
"Mossoo's a  checky little bédst!

grunted Wharton. :

Lord Mauleveraer raised his evebrows.

*Oh, he's not a bad little animal!”
he said tolerantly.’ “I've explained to
him, to begin- with: and I'm goin' to
thrash Skinner, to finish. with., T want
& second, to bring Skinner up to the
seratoh.” i

“Tan't he keen?" grinned Nugent.

“Nunne! He says he feels too
friendly towards me. ‘Then he called
me & silly ass! I don't mind - that; I
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just asked Lim what time it would suit
him to come round behind the gym.
He told me to ask him again next term."

“Ha, ha, hal" -

“] want to get it over, you see,’ said
Mauly. * At present I'm boilin' with
rage, but it's frightfully difficult to keop
on boilin' with rage for any length of
time. If it hangs about for two or three
days, I shall forget all about it, and
forgive Bkinner; and I focl-that it's up
to me tg thrash him before forgivin'
him, You '&E:H.-itl'tdes. sich 4 mean trick
to play on poor o rogey!"

‘?*ililiw I[:E::r old Frogey!"
Wharton.

Lord. Mauleverar nodded.

“&till feelin’ sore from the lickin' ¥ he
asked. “SBeorrev: I'd forgotten about
that! T'll ask another chap.”

And his amiable lordship ambled:away
in search of a. second. Hurree Jamsect
Ram Singh . was coming out of @ the
House, and Mauly bore down en him,
and proffered his request. :

~Thﬁ3nhboh of glhﬁt:plur m;'ddeg{

“My estepmed Mawly, the pleasure
will be tEtrrE:ﬁ-c;” he said. “I will be
your excellent and ludicrous second."

paid
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Lord Mauleverer grinned.
“Thaoks, old bean! Any time and
place will suit me, so long az it comes
off soon, before I forget all about if,
| know. loves or not, jusk as
skinner chooses.”

‘T “ratherfully think that the estim-
abla Skinner will choose gloves,"
rinned the nabob. “Dut he cannot
e allowed to choose the time, or I
fancy te would fix it for the end of
next  year, or the year alter. will
soekiully look for Bkinner at once.”

Hurrce Jamset Ram Singh proceeded
to look for S8kinnor; but Harold Skinner
was a little difficult to discover.

Bunter had seen' him going vound to
the back of the school buildings with
Snoop; but he was not to ba found there
when looked for. Vernon-Smith had
seen him going into the House later,
and Hurree Singh accordingly went into
the House. :

But Skinner was not to Le found in
the Remove quarters, Skinner seemed
to have disappeared,

He did not appear till the hell rang
for third lesson; and then he turned
up in the Form-room with Snoop and
Stott, all three of them grinning. Ap-
parently Skinuer & Co. had some new
Jjest on.

Third lesson proceeded with Me.
Quelch in charge.

It was guddenly interrupted.

The door of the Remove Form-room

was thrown suddenly open, and an ex-

.cited ‘figure appeared in the doorway-—

that of Monsieur Henri Charpentier.

“ Hallo, hallo, halle!
murmured Bob Cherry.

Mr. Queleh turned an icy glance on
the French gentleman.

“Monsieur Qeulch,” hooted the un-
expected visilor, 1 demand zat you
come viz me and see viz your own eves!l”

“What?"' exclaimed Mr. Quelch.

Monsieur Charpentier waved
hands wildly.

“I am insult! I am humiliate!” he
shrieked, " Zis' is ze second time! o
first time I' say nozzings, and ze zing:
are taken away. Now I find zem in
my room, and [ de not endure ziz! 1
demand zat you come.”

“I1 do not understand you, Monsieur
Charpentier,” said the Remove master
coldly. *“May I point out that you are
interrupting this lesson ¥"

“Zatb is nozzings—nozzings! I will
not be insult by garcons in zis Form!"
exclaimed Monsiour Charpentier. *1
do not stand him—ecomprenes, monsicur ¥
I repeats zat I vill not stand him! s 1t
zat & maater shall be given old rags?®"

“ Bless my sopl!”

The French pgentloman gesticulated
excitedly.

“Venoz!" he hooted.
moi! You shall see viz your own eyes.,
tsn’t 1?7 Come—] demand zat you
coma ™

““Wharton! I leave vou in charge of
the class for a few minutes;,” said Mr.
Queleh,

“¥Yes, sir”

The Remove master followed the
excited Frenchman from the Form-room.
There was a buzz as soon ps they weps

ne.

“What on earth’s the row this tima?"
asked Pefer Todd. ** What's that about
old rags? Have vou been larking again,
Skinner #"

“1%" exclaimed Skinner, with an air
of surprise. My dear man, you know
that I nover lark!™

“The fibfulness is terrifié, my
esteemed Skinner ! said Hurree Singh.
“I was searchiully looking for you in
morning break, and I think I know now
where you were,”

“ And where ' askéed Skinner coolly,

“1 thinkfully believe vou were gotting
thoze searecrow clothes out of the dust-
bin, where the csteemed Mauly pladed
them."

“Oh, gad!” ejaculated Mauleverer.

Skinner shrugged his shoulders.

“What an 1dea 1™ he yawned.

"Bg' rfad! I know I ought to have
thrashed SBkinncer without lésin' the time
about it!" eaid Lord Mauleverer. %I
wonder if Quelchy will be gone long
enough for me to thrash him now®"

“Cave! Here comes Quelchy !

Mr. Queleh came back into the Form-
room with a brow like thunder. And
silence fell upon the Remove,

Morve troublé!"

his

"Venez avee

i

THE TENTH CHAPTER.
Not Gullty !

R. QUELCH looked at bis Form
with eves that seemed a-
Emmtutiug as pimlets, Hi-

A

row wns darkly knitbed.

“ A disgraceful thing haa lm|itpmmﬂ!"

he =aid, in a wvoice rezembling the
rumble of distant thunder. “Some
offensive garments—apparently taken

from & scarecrow—have been plw:'ud i
Monsieny Charpenfier’s room !
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along with his coats,” said Mr. Quelch,
“This, has apparently been done as an
insult to Monsieur Charpentier. There
is & label attached to the—the garments,
purporting to apprise him that the
articles are sent to him by a friend
aware of his need of—of such articles,
Apparently this is intended as a brutal
jest. Monsieur Charpentier suspects that
this outrage waz perpetrated by some
member of my Form. I trust that he is
mistaken.”

Jome of the Remove fellows glanced
at Skinner.

All the Form knew that Monsieur
Charpentier was not mistaken in  hia
suspicion. But Harold BSkinner sat

uite uneonscious in looks: he was sure
that ihere was no proof, and that was
all hio cared about.

“If any boy present knows anythin
of the matter, I command him to te
me at once,” sand Mr., Queleh. )

Silence.

"I am waiting for the guilty person
to confars, 1f the fnilt}' person 18 here, ™
rumbled Mr. Quelch,

There was no answor,

i “Fh!.!"t.-l-jﬂ!”
“Yeag, sir!” said the captain of the
Remove quietly, but with a flush in his
cheeks,

“ Are you concerned in this 1

Wharton sct his teeth.

“It's not fair to ask me that, sir!”
he answered.

“Wha-a-0t 1 ejaculated Mr. Quelch,
as if ho could not quite believe his ears,
Perhaps he couldn't.

“AMonsicur Charpentier has punished
me unjustly,” said Harry Wharton
stead:ly. “ But no decent fellow would
play a dirty trick like that, punished or
nat, and it 18 an insult to ask me 1f T
sm concerned in it "

“Hear, hear " murmured Bob Cherry,
guite audibly.

Mr. Quﬁlc‘ny paused for a moment.

"You must measura yvour words more
carefully, in addressing your Form
master. Wharton,” he zeid. “Bot I am

lad to sce that you look upon this

isgraceful ineident in a proper light. I
should not have asked you the ques-
tion but for the circumstance that Mon.
siour Charpentier suspects yvou.”

“DMonsieur Charpentier hes no right
to suspect me, sir.”

“Wharton I

Harry Wharton's face set doggedly,

“Monsieur Charpentier seema ta be-

lieve that he has grounds for suspeeting
you, ‘harton,” said. the move
master, after another pause. “You

have been impertinent to him, and you
were severely punished yesterday for at-
tempting to trick him in the matter of
an imposition. But I accept your assur-
ance wilhout reserve. I s nuﬁ& be very
much surprised personally to find that
}ruu were concerned in such a disgrace-
ul sct.”

“Thank you, sir,” said Harry, "1
had pothing whatever to do with it, of
eourse, sir,”

T heliove  you,

ueleh's gimlet eves roamed over the
class, "“The matter cannot be passed
over; but I hope and helieve that no
boy in my Form is capable of such
a dastardly act. I shall question every
Remove boy in turn™ -

“h erumbs!” whispered Snoop.

Skinner gave Sidney James Snoop a
harea leck.

“Every boy will answer in turn as I
put the question,” said the Remove
mastor,

And

Wharton.”  Mr.

he proceeded to question the

Romove. with his eyes searching every
face in turn as tha answers were given.

The trim httle figure of Monsieur
Charpentier appeared in the doorway
again., Wharton gave him & grnm
look, fearlessly meeting the angry
glance the French master turned upon
him.

Monsieur Charpentier listened to the
questioning, an to . the
“nocs * from the Removites. Skinner
and Bnoop and Stott answered “"No”
like the rest. A falschood more or less
did not cost Skinner very much; but
his two sssociates wriggled uneasily
under the Remove master’s searching
eves a4z they lied. When it came to
Bolsover major’s turn, the bully of the
Remove almost squirmed.

“Ilave you anything teo r::qi, Bol-
sover ¥’ asked Mr. Quelch grimly.

“1 had a hand in it the first time,
sir,” said Bolsover major sullenly, “I
Ezmwi nothing about what's nappened to-
ay.”
'?Mnnuimtr - Charpontier complaing
only of what haos ]'mpgenrrd to-day.
Were you concerned in that?”

“MNo, sir”

“Verv good.™

And Mr. Queleh passed on,

The last guestion was asked, and the
last answer given. Mr. Quelch was
considerably relieved when the process
torminated, Ho was glad to be able to
find his Form wpot guilty on such a
chargo.

repeated

Every lash of the wane on
Nugent's slim, bent figure was
like a blow omn Wharton's
heari. As Nugent gave a
faint ery, the caplaln of the
Remove e¢lenched his hands
convulsively, and made a step
towards the French master,
** Wharton ! ** thundered Mr.
Quelch. ** Are you out of your
senses ? Stand back at once ! !
{See Chapter 7.)

He turned to the French master.

" Nathing appears to be known of the
matter here,” he said, “If you are
satisfied—"

“Y am not satisfly!* hooted Monsienr
Charpentier, waving his hands. “Pas
du tout! It was someone in zis Form,
I zink zat it wes zat sheeky YWharton.”

“Wharton denies any knowledge of
the affair,”

“Il ment! Il ment! It ia not
troof 1™

Wharton flushed crimson.

“HReally, Monsicur Charpentier, I

cannot hsten to such language!” ex-
elaimed Mr. Quelch tartly. “[Jﬂm
every faith in Wharton's word, and you
have adduced no particle of evidence
against him. Iie reasonable, sir,”

PBut the French gentleman was not in
& rcasonable mood.

“1 believe zat it Is him!" he ex-
claimed. "I demand of you zat he be
punish,

“I shall scarcely find a- hoy of my
Form guilty of & disgraccful act with-
out  evidence, Monsiteur Charpentier!™

said Mr. Quelch. “Still less should I

dream  of  administering pumshmend
wi!thuut proof. 1 beg you to calm your-
gelf.”

“Mon Dien! I tell you—"

“Thore arc other Forms at Grey-
friars,” said My Queleh indignantly.
“Procced to question the Fourth

TrE MagseT LisRARY.—No. 050,
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Form, the Shell, and the Fifth Form, if
you are not satisfied.”

“Zo boy ha is here.” 1

“1 decline to believe ﬂ.ﬂj’thlﬂF of the
kind. It is open to you to place the
matter before the Head, if you choose.
I can do nothing further for you, Mon-
sieur Charpentier. I am extremely
offended that vou should suppose, with.
out evidence, that a boy guilty of such
dizgraceful conduct belongs to my
Forin,” ]

“Bais je vous disz—" shricked the
French master,

“ Monsteur Charpentier, my time is of
value, and wvou are interrupting a
legzon 1™ said the Remove master
grimly. 5 : :

“Ja m'en wvails, monsieur, je m'en
vais!” gas Monsieur Charpentier;
and he whisked away, crimson with
wrath and indignation.

Third lesson came to an end in the
Remove-room. When the Hemove
went out, Skinner lounged up to the
captain “of the Form, in the corridor,
with & grin on his face.

“Was it you, Wharton?”

Wharton loocked at him coldly and
contemptuously,

“Don’t speak to me, you rotter!
Every [ellow in the Form knows that
it was you, and that you lied like =
Hun to Quelchy. You're not fit to
speak to.”

“Hoity-toity 1" said SBkinner, as the
captain of the Remove walked on; but
even Harold Skinner flushed uncomfort-
ably uwnder the glances that wers
turned on him.

-Hurree Jamset Ram Bingh tapped
him on the shonlder.

“MNow I have foundfully got you, my

esteemed, disgusting Skinner, will you
come alonpfully ¥

“What do you want?” snarled
Bkinner.

“1 am Mauly's esteomed secomd,” ex-
plained the nabob. " You are going to
the excellent and ridiculous

tight
Iﬁ-‘?ﬂulj-——”

“"I'm not!™ hooted Skinner.

“Hold on!” seid Lord Mauleverer,
comming up. “Cut it out, Inky! I'm
not ﬁuing to fight Skinner !"

My esteemed Mauly——" .

“I can't fight him without touchin’
him, and he's not Bt to touch,” said
Lord Mauleverer. "I'm goin® to kick
him instead. I can get my boots
cleaned mfterwards”

“Ha, ha, hal"

“ ¥ou si!iy 33" roared Skinner.

“Perhaps the ~ kickfulness is
proper caper:” admitted the nabob.
“Do you prefer the scrapfulness or the
kickfulness, my estimable hnd execrable
Skinner*™

Skinner made & rush along the corri-
dor. Lord Mauleverer made another
rush, affer him, displaying an activily

uite nnusual in the slacker of the

g Lnky s

Crash!

His lordzhip's boot landed.

Skinner fairly flew along the passage,
and landed on his bands snd knees,

“Goal I roared Bob Cherry,

“Hu, ha, ha!"

Skinner sat up dizzily. :

You—you—you—" he  pgasped,
“You checky rotter! I'Il-I'Il—*

He scrambled up with a furious face.

“Oh, gad! Don't =ay vou want to
schap, after all, now I've taken the
tmugla to  kick vou instead,” re-
monstrated Lord Mauleverer.

“Ha, ha, ha!”

For a moment Skinner loocked as if ho
would hurl himself at the schoolboy earl.
But it was only for a moment; the next
he stamped away savagely, followed by
a chuckle from the Removites.

the

THE ELEVENTH CHAPTER.
The Rebel !

ONSIEUR HENRI CHARPEN.

TIER came out of Masters'-

room at Greyfriars with a

. faint Bush in his sallow cheeks

and his lower lip trembling. © Mossoo
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‘had had his tea, which was generally
served to the staff in their Common-
room. Mossoo, the least important mem-
ber of the Greyiriars -staff, was, a3 a
rule, unnoticed in the Common-room;
his Temarks, when he made any, were
frequently ignored; his ol.)inimls. if
heeded at  all, were very lightly and
slightly heeded. Often the portly voice
of Mr. Prout woulgd boom right into some
observation of the French master, drown-
iuﬁ_ it, and almozt drowning Mossoo him-
self, ®entleness of nature and weakness
of character combined to place Mossoo
at 4 disadvantage there. He was acous-
tomed to being considered of no acconnt
—indeed, to considering himself of no
account.

But for once monsieur attracted
general notice. The unfortunate affair
of the scarecrow garments was known all
over Greyfriars, and it had concenirated
attention upon Mossoo, with a mingling
of derision, compassion, sympathy, pity,
and contempt.

Mozsoo had very wisely decided to
swallow the insult in the first place, and
say nothing about it, hoping to keep it
dark. But the discovery of the objec-
tionable garments in his wardrobe had
been too much for him; his excited visit
+o the Remove-room had followed, .and
endless discussion. Fortunately, Mossoo
had sfﬂpﬁvetl short of laving & complaint
before the Head, who would certainly
have taken up the matter officially, and
ordered an ingquiry—an inquiry that
would have covered poor Mossoo with
utter ridicule as with a garment.

But enough had been done, and
cnough had been said, to make the
affair a topic of the studies and the Com-
mon-recm, and Mossoo, who had often
wished to make a more conspicuous
figure in Masters'-room, found himself
more conspicuous than he desired, and
would have been overjoved to retire into
his former obseurity,

Mr. Prout, in bis ponderons way, was
sympathetic.

In a deep woice that was heard all
over Masters'.-room, ho had expressoed
his sympathy and indignation, advised
Mossoo to complain to the Head, and
assured him of his moral support. In
his lofty and patronising kindness, Mr.
FProut did not even perceive that the
chject of his compassien was fairly writh-
writhing under it, only praving that
Mr. Prout would leave off. Mr. Prout
did not leave off till he had finished.
and when Mr. Prout once began speak-
ing he was a long time finishing,

The other masters had more tact. \INo-
body else referred to the wretched affair.

But Mossoo knew what they were
thinking; and he detected & lurking
smile on the face of Mr. Hacker, the
master of the Shell, and fancied that he
detected another on  the severe coun-
tenance of Mr. Quelch, the master of the
Remove.

In point of fact, the masters were not
thinking about Moeszoo quite so much
s he su? . He was an acutely
sensitiva little man, somewhat like the
gentleman in the play who suppozed that
certain parties must be Lﬂlﬁmg ahout
him _because they laughed.

Mossoo's touchy and sensitive mind
was fairly hannted by those ancient and
dilapidated trousers bestowed on him by
Skinner of the Remove., Il he passed a
chuckling fag he was convinced that
he was the cause of the fag's chuckle—if
a Fifth Form man grinned in his sight.
it was proof to him that his little troubl-
was subject-matter for merriment all
through the Fifth Form.

In this frame of mind, and with privale
troubles of his own to boot, Dossoo
seemed quite unlike the kind and patiens
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little gentleman he had always been. His
temper was touchy and irritable; he was
ready to fly out at a word or & look.
Fellows who bhad always found the
French class easy, and had slacked
through it cheerfully and contentedly,
began to look forward to it with appre-
hension. Smithy remarked that French
was petting as beastc]‘y as maths, and the
other fellows agreed. Which did not
make the French master popular, It
was one of the laws of Nature, from the
schoolboy point of view, that a mathe-
matics master should be a beast, But it
wes altogether too “thick” that a
French master should take it upon him-
self to be a beast also.

Monsienr Charpentier was almost per-
spiring from Mr. Prout’s sympathy when
he came out of Maszsters’ Common-room.
It was unfortunate that he came on
Harry Wharton in the corvidor.

Wharton glanced at ham.

His look was not exactly disrespectiul.
But Wharton was thinking of that lick-
ing of his chum in the Form master's
study, and of his fixed intention of
making Mossoo “sit up” in  payment
thereof. He smiled with a tinge of
irgny as he noted the little gentleman’s
flustered face. ‘That smile, slight and
momentary as it was, had the effect on
Mozsoo of a red rag on a bull,

He halted, fixing his black eyes on
Wharton, hiz little black beard almost
bristling with suppressed anger and
indignation.

“Wharton i :

The junicr passed on as if he did not
hear.

“ Wharton!” shouted Monsieur Char-
pentier,

Harry Wharton lurned back.

“Did you call me, monsieur?” he
asked, with drawling civility,

“Mais vous saver bien—you know
verrce well zat I call. ~Wharton, you
tell one untroof when you are asked if
vou send zose zings to me, isn't 16"

Wharton shrugged his shoulders, It
was & way he had that sometimes irri-
Lated even his friends, and it made
Mossoo tremble with anger.

“You answer me, garcon!” snapped
Moszzo0.

“1 gnswered Mr. Quelch, sir,” said
Harry. I am answerable to my Form
mwaszter, and not to you.”

“1 do not believe your answer to your
Form master,”

“Vou may please yourself about that,
st
Monsicur clenchad his hands hard.

Wharton did not budge: he eved the
pxcited little man coolly and fearlessly.
With a great effort Mossoo restrained
Lhimzelf. Twice had he smacked heads
of late—and froan Mr. Quelch he had
heard at considerable I&nﬁth, in private,
on the subject of Bunter's bullet head—
from Mr. Prout he had heard, at greater
length and less in private—on the sub-
ject of Coker's offended napper. Newver
had he desired {o smack a head so keanly
a3 he desired to smack Wharton's at that
moment; but he realized that it would
not do.  But there was anothor rezource.

*You have noi done vour lines, Whar-
toi!” he gasped.

Wharton raized his eychrows.

My line=!" I repeated.
lines 3" .

“Did I ot give you live hundeed lines
io write ont viz yourself from ze
Heoriade? Ilave you written zom ¥

The junior's lip enrfed.

Tha alfair of the mixed nposition was
over amd done with, from his point of
view. ‘The camng i Mr. Queleh’s study
had lnished that matier. Ho AMonsienr
Charpoutier  himzelf would have con-
~itlered, Lot for his intense clesire to
puni=li the captain of the Renove.

" What

table, advanced towards him.

master 17’

Monsienr Charpentier looked into the Rag, and percelving Wharton at the ehess-
““ Have you written rose lines, Wharion % **
asked the French master, in a coneentrated volee, in the midst of a breaihless
silence, ** No !*’ answered the junior capiain.
Wharton did not move. (See Chapler 12.)

** Zen you follow me to ze head-

“Youn have not written =zose lines,
Whairton

“Neo, sir!”
nously.

ks Yau;-u vill write zem and bring zem to
me s evening.”

Wharton gave another shrug of the
shoulders that brought a crimson flush
to the French master's sallow cheeks.

It indicated that he regarded the
master as taking a mean advantage, and
poor Mossoo's copnscience was not quite
easy; he felt that he ought not to have
asked for the lines after the camng.
But having taken up that position he
could not recede from it. \

iz eveming, Wharton, you bring
zose lines to my study!™ he snapped.

“"That matter's closed, sir,” said the
captain of the Remove.

“Pas dn tout! Nozzings of ze sort!
1 gi!;‘:: vou ovdair to bring zoze lines viz

ou.

Wharton's lips sct.

“I shall not do the lines,” he said.

“Hein! Yat you sayi”

1 zshall not do the lines!” repeated
the captain of the Remove deliberately,
"¥on've no right to azk for them, and
1 shall not do them."™

Monsienr Charpentior pazed hixedly at
the junior. YWharten's loak was cool
and resolute. Apgain Mossoo came very
near fo smacking a head, Apain he
restrained himself,

“ Eeontez!” he gasped. “You hring
e zoso lines, or 1 report yon to ze
headmaster ! Assea|™

And  Mop<iere  Charpentier  whisked
away, the junier stering after him
vonfemptuonsly,

said the junior contempt-

THE TWELFTH CHAPTER.
Up Against It !

7 SAY, vou fellows!™ .
Billy Bunter burst into the
Rag, full of news.
1 say, you fellows! Whar-
ton's for it 1"

“Hallo, hallo, hallo! What's
matter now !’ yawned Bob Cherry.

Bunter chuckled, a fat chuckle.

“Mossoo's after those piddy lines—
vou remember Nugent helped Wharten
with his impot, and they both got
licked. MNow Mossoo wants his lines,
after all.”

“Bhame!"” said Johnony Bull. "“The
licking washes it out, That isn't play-
ing the game,”

“Wharton says ho won't do them!™
grinned Bunter.

“Rats! He will have to do them,
Imt it’s a shame,” said Frank Nugent.
“Mossoo iz getting a bil too thick.”

“le told Mossoo he wouldn't!”
irilled Bunter. *I heard him—I was at
thae corner, and I heard him! e, he,
he! I =zay, yon fellows, do you thiok
Wharton will get Rogged or bunked "

“Shut wp, you silly fat chump!”
roared Bob.

“(0h, really, Cherry——"

“Did Wharton really say so?” ax.
claimed Skinner. “Oh, iny hat! Whar-
ton’s too jolly magnificent to go back

ithe

on his word, if he did! What a al"
“He told Mossoo so!" grinned Bun-
ter. “Tald him so to his face! He, he,

he! Mossoo's going to take him to the
Iead _if he doesn’t! 1 say, it will ho
Tre MacxET L1BRARY.—No. 950,
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s flogging at least! Of course, T'm
gorry for Wharton. He, he, he!" And
the Owl of the Remove chortled agsin,
‘perhaps by way of showing his sorrow.
“FHere he iz grinned Snoop. _
Harry Wharton walked carelessly -into
the Rag. y
All eves were turned on him at once.
The strain of obetinacy in Wharton's
nature was pretty well known in the
Remove. It was quite certain that if
Bunter's version was correct, Wharton
would not do the lines; and the result
was equally certain to be serions. It
was quite exhilarating to Skioner, but
the other fellows looked grave, especi-
ally Wharton's friends.

“Is it true, Wharton!” called ount

Vernon-Smith.

“Is what true?' asked Harry.

“Has Mozsoo Jlanded those lhines on
vou again??

“0Oh, yes!” said Harry carvelessly.

“ Are vou going to do them? grinned
Bkinner.

Ll Hl}n”

“PBunter says vou teld Mozzoo so lo
his face ! exclaimed Snoop breathlessly.

“PBunter's an  eavesdropping, fat
bounder, then.”

“Oh, really, Wharton——"' :

“PBut it's true,” said the captain of
the Remove., “ Mossoo had no right to
ask for the lines, and I'm not going lo
do them.” :

“You told him s0%" howled Skinner.

“Yes."

“0h, my hat! What a neck!”

Frank Nugent looked very anxious.

“Harry, old man—" he began.

“Nothing doing ! said the captain of
the Remove tersely. *“I'm fed-up with

Mossoo and his  twopenny-balfpenny
tyranny. I'm not going to do the
lines.™

“He will ask for them if you don't
band them in"
“1ot him." )
“It will mean trouble with the Head,
old man.”
et 1t
UMy esteermned and pigheaded chum
Y murmured Huorree Jamset Ram
Bingh.
rry Wharton laughed.
“Where's your chess, Inky? We've
got time for a game before dorm."

——
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ALWAYS A “ MAGNET" READER!

" Harry Wharton and the nabob sat
down to chess. Prep was over, and
most of the Remove and the Fourth had
gathered in the Rag. Harry Wharton's
chums gathered round the chess-table,
looking on at the game, but thinking
little about the chees. They were think-
ing of the trouble that impended over
the captain of the Remove.

Wharton did not seem to care.

He played an excellent game of chess,
and Hurree Jamset Ram Singh, who was
a mabfer of the game, found himself
Wharton kept his eyes on
the board, as if he had no thought in
his mind but of brnging off & mate.

Temple of the Fourth came intn the
Bag soon after nine.

“Wharton here?’ he asked.

“Yes,"” Harry looked round.

“"Moszoo's looking for you,” said

Temple. **He's been up to your study
in the Remove. He¢ asked me if 1'd
seen you”

“Your moye, Inky,” said Harry.

“And by the same token, here he
comes " said Micky Desmond.

The dapper little, frockscoated figure
appeared in the doorway of the Rag.

onsicur Charpentier loocked into the
room, and, perceiving Wharton at the
chess-table, advanced towards |him,
Wharton did not seem to be awarp of
his presence,

“Wharton !" he rapped out,

“¥our move, Inky!”

“ My esteemed chum !” murmured the
naholy uneasily, “the excellent and
lndicrous Mossoo, is addressing you”

Wharton looked up at that,

“Have you written zose lines, Whar-
ton?" asked Monsieur Charpentier, in
o concentrated volce, in the midst of &
breathless silence.

[ N':. !!l

“Zen you follow me to ze head-
master.”

Wharton did not move,

“You hear me, Wharton?" gasped
Maonsieur Charpentier,

“1 hear you!" assented the captain of
the Remgve,

“¥ill you follow me, Wharton "

“I am not at your orders, siv! I am
at the orders of my Form master.”

“Wharton! You refusel” gasped
Mossoo.

+ YHS."

“Oh, my hat!” murmured Skinner,
almost overcome. “Jevver hear such
cheek, vou fellows?”

Monsieur Charpontier stood rooted to
the Aoor for some moments, his face
burning. The juniors were beginnming
to grin now. The French master turned
away slowly snd left the Rag, and a
laugh from some of the fellows foated
after him. _

Boly Cherry whistled softly.

“Your move, Inky!" said Harry
Wharton, unmoved. “Buck up, old
man, or we sha'n't finish before dorm.”

Hurree Jamset Ram Singh mechani-
cally made his move. Harry Wharton
followed it up with a smile.

“Mate in two!” he said,

The naboby scanned the board, and
nodded.

“The matefulness is terrific I he =aid.
“1 am beatfully licked, my estcomed
Wharton [

“Look out for squalls!” =aid the
Bounder. " Hera come: Wingate [
R‘Wingntﬁ of the Sixth stepped into the

ag,

“Wharton hore i he called out.

“Here ! answered Ilarry, rising from
the chess-table. i

The captain of Greyiviars eved him
curiously,

“The Head has rent me for
Wharton, It scems that you refus

rou,
to

follow Monsieur Charpenticr to his study
when told to do so.”

“Quate " assented Harry.

“Oh! Then it's not some misunder-
standing 1

“Not at all.”

“Well, you're a young ass." said the
'Etiﬂh-Fﬂrmer. “What do you mean by
1% &

“I mean that I'm fed-up with the little

beast-1"

Wingate stared at him.

“Are you speaking of Monsiour Char-
pentier,- Wharton i
© ¥ ¥ea "

“Then you'd better pick your words a
bit more ecarefully,” said Wingate
gruffly. *Follow me "

“Certainly [

The captain of the Remove followed
Wingate, and there was a rush of the
juniors ko the passage to stare after
them. KExcitement was at fever-heat in
the Rag now. Billy Bunter scudded
down the passages, and came back with
the news that Wharton had been taken
into the Iead's study, and that Mossoo
was there, _

“ After pride comes a fall!” remarked
Skinner, with a grin. *“ His Lofty Mag-
nificence is going through it now!”

“Bhut up, you worm!” growled DBob
Cheorry,

The Co. waited with anxiety; the
other fellows with deep interest, for
Wharton's return., Fry of the Fourth
came into the Rag, and announced that
an execution was going on in the Head’s
study. Fry had heard the whacking of
the Head's cane,

“ Rotten " muttered Bob glumly.

“I say, vou fellows, here he is!’
ié{':rﬂ" Wharton appeared in the cor-
ridor, His comrades joined him at
once,

His face was white and set. Only too
ohviously the captain of the Remove had
been *through ¥ it. Frank Nugent
slipped his arm through Wharton's and
lmf him away to the stairs, In silenco
they went up to the Remove passage,
and into Study No. 1.

Bob Cherry and Johnny Bull and the
nabob lingered there for a moment,

“Rotten, old man [ =aid Bob,

“The rottenfulness iz terrific!”
B':“B{-t-har the little beast 1™ said Johnny

ull.

Wharton nodded, and smiled faintly,
and the three juniors went on, and left
him with his study-mate. The captain
of the Remove leaned on tha wall,

“"Had it bad " said Nugent.

“Yery "

“The Head really couldn't help hLim-
self, old chap, after what Mossoo st
have reported to him.*

“1 know. I don't blame the Head."

There was a long silence. Wharton's
face quivered, as a twinge went through
him. He set his teeth,

Y1 fancy Mossoo will be rather ROITY,
too, when he gets over his temper,” saud
Frank,

“He will be, 1f I can make him so!"
said Wharton, “I'm going to do my

best to ke hi . My ve

b;:t ‘[" mMakRe 1 30rTY, ¥ ry
Nugent said no more.  Wharton's face

was hard and implacable, and it was

only too clear that there was more
tronkla in store—for the French master,
or for the captain of the Remove—or
both.

THE END,

{And more "trouble there {5 Wy
echums! Onee Wharton gefs the bat
between hiz feeth, azx it were, there's
ne stepping him. Mind you read the
cxeelient soquel to this stery next week,
entitled: "“"Harry Wharton's Feud!"
It's a winncr all the way.)
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A Magnificent Story of Detective Adventure, featuring Ferrers Locke,
the celebrated private investigator, and Jack Drake, his boy assistant.
( Introduction on page 24.)

A Bid for Freedom !

* OCKE and Dvake crawled back

agrross the roof, and then jumped

off o to the hillside, whijl-a If: .

kiu%‘: Langlev, and Blayne, as

they now knew the men to be, came

tearing through ithe doorway and round
che buildings.

The rough dwelling was huilt to
within a foot of the hewn lava-rock,
and the men peered info this space be-
tween wall and rock. Then they
svarched the sheds.

“We'll have to get back to the end

of the gorge, sir,” whispered Jack
Drake, “1 take it we must make
straight tracks for Angholdt Fjord

again, to warn Proctor to get out of ii.
tie could be bottled up there easily by
tasking & Co.”

*That nust be our first consideration,
Mrake,” replied Locke calmly. “Now,
my boy, I think we shall have to run.”

“They've thought of the roof, sir,”
iamd Joack swiftly., “They're shouting
about it even now. They're running
down the gorge.”’

“Quick, lad! Best foob foremost!
Once past the end of the gorge we keep
the Pole Star on our left.  We have
ihiree big valleys to cross. then we come
to our own fjord. Ah, down, my boy,
and he guiet hehind this boulder [

Locke sank down beside Jack Drake,
aml the pair crouched silently in the
pitchy darkness dnder the curve of the
houlder, The crushing of fooksteps
grew louder and louwder; now came the
sound of a pony's hoofs on the slony
errouni,

A stentorian bellow scunded ont.

*1allo, there! What's all the run-
ning for

“It's Biremsund !

“Things are going wrong, chief !"

“We're looking for spies. ‘They'll
nanyhe spying round the gorge
wmeeting-place at the moment,”

“YWhat apiles?" The voice of Sirom-
sund rasped jike a coarse fle on cast
sioal,

“TIerrers Locke an' bis assistant, sir,"”

gusped the big man whe had escaped
rom the Stormcock. * Langley clashed
wi’ & big Icelandman on the Dogger—
the sister ship to the ¢ne ye bﬂu!g t for
Hasking, Called the Storimcock.”

“I know that, fool!
bought her, But—but—"

“%t’a like this, chief.,” broke in
Langley. *“ You bought the Trum}:l-ehar
for Hosking, an’ Carr got held o' tha
Stormcock, s0's he'd have a boat o
power like the Phantom they be all
s0 scared of. Well, it appears Ferrers
Locke 1z on the job. And old Blazes
Proctor ‘'is skipperin’ ithé Stormceock. I
spotted her Lo the nor'ard o' the Dogger
a night or two n%o. and thought she was
the Trum_?-ater. heiled her—"

“Fool!

“Wait a bit, chief! While we wera
parlevin’ the wireless message from the
"Trumpeter came through saying as the
Stormeock had been bought by Carr
an' was out wi' the fect. So 1 knew
what 1 was up against, 1 tried to ram
the Stormeock. But Proctor slowed her
round, an’ it was a glancin® blow: Didn't
do any damage to speak of, Just dented
the Stormeock’s side.

“"Wa boarded, meanin® to capture Lhe
Stormcock; for we were five to their
o, But that derned detective in the
hght threw loose our starn grapple-hook,
and his cub o an assistant sipnalled the

Carr's agent

Stormeock’s engines full ahead. The
aother prapple-chain snapped——-""
“By Heaven, vou bunglep——="
“Wait a minute, chief! There was

a big busi-up, I can tell ye, an' all my
men but  onc—DBlavne here—got away
from the Stormecock. Blayne was kept
prisoner. MNow he tells me as the Stormn-
cock scotehed me up lo the Westaman
Isles. Proctor was usin' smokeless coal,
S0 how could I dream as he was in iny
wake? DBleyne escaped from the Storm-
cock, at present in Angholdt Fyord, Ha
gsays as Locke and his assistant left the
boat this momin®—and it's for them
we'ra searchin® wow—>"

¥ Langley, gel back to the trawlers!™
barked Stromsund, “Command ‘em

both, and blockade Proctor in Anghold§
Fjord, Take my pony and foot ib
smartly, You, Hosking and Blayne;
spread out, and we'll search every hidey
haole in this infernal gorge.”

The pony's hoofs clattered away, the
sound growing fainter and fainter: and
the three men left spread out, searching
behind every rock in the vicinity.

“Are you armed, I-li:ma,l.:in.g;'i'IE called
out Stromsund.

“Ay, ny, sir!" returned Hoszking,
away to the left.

Yirood ) Don't have any scruplez
about shooting! There's no one to
question here——"

Jack Drake felt Ferrers Locke stirring
as the pair crouched behind the boulder,
The detective's hand had gone to his hip
pocket, and it came out agamn, with the
blue glint of an automatic pistol accoms
panymg il.

“"They're bound to findd us, Drake!™
whispered the Baker Sircet detective.
AL my word of command leap forward
with me. As far as ] can see, we'll
have Lo fight our way through. If we
both pet out, well and good. If ohly
one of ug, that person must maks speedy
tracks for Angholdt Fjord to warn
Proctor.”

“They're closing 1o on us here, sir ™

“Bteady, then, my boy! Now, don’t
farget—once free, the I'ole Siar on qur
left takes us in the direction of the
fjord. [Ilere they come. ‘Now to take
them by surprise. Ready! Then right
inte the middla of them, lad! Now!?

Trapped !

RIPPING his sulomatic pistol, in
his right hand, Ferrvers Locke

leapt  forward, Jack Drake
beside humn.
Stronrsuml,

Hosking, and  Blayuoe,
searching for them, ?‘md closed .in a
irifle, now being about (ive yards apart.
Jack and Locke spread out, so- that the
whirl of their rush would startle all three
men, and possibly keep Btromsund or
Hosking from fring,
Tie MacyeT LIBRART.—No, 550,
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That was the great danger—Strom-
gund or Scar Hosking instantly raisin
their weapons, instead of starting bac
in alarm.  Thuyg the element of surprise
was what Locke and his young assistant
relied on to get them clear. And so
swiftly they rushed, so suddenly they
shonted, that™ they were past almost
before their would-be assailants knew
what was happening.

But the check was only momentary.
With savage shouts the men swung
round ; € rapicr of flame stabbed into the
darkness, [ollowed instantly by the crash
of & pistol-shot, A bullet whistled past
Jack's ear, but the uncertain light ad
spoilt Hosking's aim. The next instant,
further to the detective’s advantage, the
man Langley had called Dlayne charged
like & bull straight at him.

Jack swished an upper-cut at the man
sz he came hy, the blow catching hm
below the ecar. He staggered, but his
hands were round Ferrers Locke's waist,
and there he hung on, yelling lustily to
his comrades to rush in and aid in secur-
ing the detective.

Hosking and Stromsund wers now
afraid to fire, for fear of hitting Blayne.
But their holding back was only momen-
tary. And Locke's keen brain was alive
to the fact that, aflter the first wave of
reluctance to fire, the two villaing would

ut aszide all fear of the danger of hurt-
ing their own man, and do their best to
bring himself and Drake down.

" Keep near—close!” cried Ferrers
Locke to Drake.

And Jack ased In,

Blayne, E?rfgle-'imnded, could ‘have
gune-m:nthing with Locke. In matter of

rute strength Blayne could have bested
the Baker Street detective at any fime.
But, beside a sinewy toughness, Ferrers
Locke bad great skill on his side, He
knew where to grip, press, and so para-
lyse his opponent. 'This he did now,
forcing his thumb against the jugular
voin of the huge man who was hugging
him in & terrible bear-grasp.

Blayne's grip loosened. And Jack
Drake, just as I;m saw the dark form of
Stromsund close by, weapon raised pre-
paratory to’ firing, felt a rush of mir
across his face, and saw a great, dark,
hurtling mass leave the detective, then
hoard Stromsund’s wild yell as Blayne's
body et his with & thump.

The revelver-shot erashed out. But
the flame spat high into the air, and the
bullet sped harmlessly into space.

Next instant Ferrers Locke had leapt
at” Btromsind’a throat, his automatic
fiving frgm the end of its lanyard, which
the detective had slipped round his neck,

Jack closed in, too. Locke's idea was
clear to him. Fer, with Stromsund
mixed up in the melee, Hosking would
bo in deadly fear of the consequences of
using his own weapon.

“PDrake, slip off!” snmapped Locke, as
Stromsund went down to the ground
under the detective's atfack. *Into the
dark—quick! I'll shoot, if necessary.”

Jack was reluctant to go. But he
would not disobey Locke's order. Tle
leanpt for space, pausing only to crash his
fist on the point of Blayne's jaw, as the
man, groggily uncertain of his move-
ments. rose to his feet close by.

A shout from Hosking sounded. And
Jack heard the clumping of the man's
boots as he gave chase. But the boy
felt confident of his own speed. The
ground was smooth, and his feet, uncen-
cumbered by boots, flew over the turf.

He ran with the speed of & deer. Well,
would he have likad to stay by Locke's
side at that moment of peril. But well
he knew, too, that he, unarmed as he
was, would only be an encumbrance fo
the dotective. iz job was clear—to got
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free, make the fjord, and warn Proctor
out of the narrow inlet, so that the
Stormeock would net be trapped by
Stromsund’s vessels from the next f[jord
on towards Revkjavik.

The sky was paling in the east. The
short Icelandic night was drawing to a
close, The Great %&ar rode -high in the
heavens, and Jack glanced up at the
“pointers,” or the two stars of this con-
stellation which indicate the Pole Star.

Ha saw the Pole Star shining steadily,
and he kept it aver his left shoulder.

was still pursuing, and Jack
down to & trot, to .enable

Hoskin
dmpdge:F ! :
Hosking to get a glimpse of him as he

topped the crest of the hill he was ap-
proaching. He would borrow an idea
from the wild plover, which feigns injury
to decoy an intruder away from the nest.
If he could keep Hosking in chase for a
bit longer, Ferrers e's chances of
winning clear would be dovbled.

. Limping, and proceeding slowly, Jack
topped the crest. Hosking saw him
against the greving sky, and Jack heard
him shout in teiumph, The man's crash-
ing footste gquickened, and Jack
grinned to himself. He would decoy
him away—just keeping out of pistol-

rﬂﬂﬁ'ﬁh
The hcavy reports of & revolver
sounded away back near the gorgé, and
Jack winced. Stromsund was firing.
But the vicious crack of Locke's auto-
matic followed, and put heart into the
boy. Locke was evidently holding Strom-
sund in a gun-fight.

Now was the time to speed up, or
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MNEW READEREZ BEGIN HERE.

FERRERS LOCKE, the wizard deleclive of
Baker Streel, and

JACK DRAKE, his lve-wire assislant, have
been engaged Ly

JOHN CARE, vwner of the Carr Fiahing
Fleet, to pul a sfop (o the destruclive
raids made upon hiz fleet of veseelzs by
an  armoured [Ieelandman wehich, by
reasor of ils mysteridus eomings and
goings, i dubbed the Maniom.

EBLAIZE FPROCTOR, admiral of the fleet and
skipper of the North Star, Lnown to his
aisociates as ¥ Blozes.™

= & L] ] [ L] "

Aboard the North Star. Locke and Drake,
accompaniad by an able-bodied crew, et rail
to track doton the mrysterious Phantom, As
it cysfomary, the Phantem makes fle appear-
anee, but Loeke can detect nothing aboard
hee. t0 pive him a clee ag to her identily.
Ecarcely has the Phantom pazsed, howerer,
when the trawler-net of the North Star iz
found to contain a live mine. A ferrifie
cxplugion ensues, and the North Star, partly
drsabiled, hobbles back to porl.

Having -convineed himself that the male
of the trawler, 8CAR HOSKING, is a lraiter,
Loeke cides that the best way Lo round
up the Phanton: is 0 ket anoiher Phantem
o Tds Erack. Accordingly, Carr buye an Ice-
Tandmax—the Slormcock—for the purpose,
The sisler ship to the Stormcock, whick 2
named the Trumpeter, iz purchased by a nwean
namred Stromeund, and on this vessel Hosking
ts alleged to have set aafl. The Stormoock
and the Trunmpeter come indo conflict shortly
afferwards, I[rale’s slrategy, howerer, saves
the gituntion, and the Stormeock wakos 6%
gel-aay trith one prizsoner. The Phantom
veappears, butl the Starmeock, thiz time aided
by smokcless fuel, tracks it (o itz loir-—
fceland,

Ferrere Focke and Drake land, after which
they shadow Hoaking and another confedérate
to  their shack, The detective and his
azsistant are crouched on the roof listening
when, to thefr amazemend, the man whom
they supposed to be a prisener aloard the
Stormeock suddenly makes his appearance,
and warns Hosking of their prescwce.

o Outride, then,”™ bellows Nosking, " and
srarch vound the shaelk! They may be spy-
iRy On U even wow !

(Now read o)

again, he sped off,

Hozking would begin with his own
weapon. Jack could hear that the man
had drawn much closer. But his feet
were labouring heavily now, He was
evidently becoming tired.

Like a young roe suddenly scenting
danger, Jack shot forward at hiz best
speed. He peered into the darkness
ahead, searching the ground for good
surface. Ho saw a darker mass right in
hizs path, and a swift eoxclamation of
alarm escaped his lips. It was some sort
of a ditch, almost closed at the top by
rank grass growth.

The impetus of his rush was too great
to enable him to pull himself up. Bo,
unable to stop in time, he gave his limbs
fair play and leapt, chancing what lay
beyond the grass-choked gully.

The keen night air sang past the lad's
ears as he sailed high into the air and
then downwards, The hot blood pulsed
in his veins, and hiz heart pounded at the
madness of his rush. Yet he could not
help himself; and, such being the case,
he felt a wild sort of joy in his reckless-
nesa,

Thud!

His stockinged [et thumped on to hard

ground, and the jar of it made him
crumple up, to po down on his knees,
then flat on his face, his hands outfung
to break the force of his fall,
- Much shaken, but oftherwise unhurt,
Jack rose to his feet, calmly, and looked
at the obstacle which he had cleared so
magnificently. It was indeed a ditch,
and' a fairly deep one; but the grass
about the lip of 1t made it hardly dis-
cernible till quite close up.

Hosking was shill crashing on down
the slope. He, too, would come to the
ditoh! Jack grinhed as he moved away
ito the darkness, then turned to watch.

The man could hever clear that ditch
in a leap. He would try to draw back,
would stumble and sway on the lip.
Probably he would fall in. Ho might
not come to any serious. injury, but it
would surely knock the breath from his

E};un as Jack thought of all this he
heard Scar Hosking's feet halt dead.
Then he heard a sharp exclamation of
alarm, followed by a curse, then the
zound of scraping and gasping, termn-
ating in a dull thud.

Though Jack strained his cars no
sound came. Hosking might have
broken his neck in that fall, But Jack
could not think of jeopardising hi= own
life, Locke’s, and possibly those of many
people on the Stormeock, by going bac
to eee.  So, E;Ia.m:inﬁ at the JPole Star

] eeping the star on
s left. e

The paee he led at first was killing.
But he dropped down to a trot after the
first valley, for now he knew he was oul
of view from the porge. Daylight was
strengthening slowly, and the rugged
country was beginning to broaden under
his gaze.

Ruogged, barren country it wns, Tava
rocks reared their greyness here  and
there, and the beds of the valley: were
rocky and innocent of any greenstulff,

The second valley was passed, and the
Pale Star dimmed in_the sky, rapidiy
faded in the strengthing light.

Keeping to the trot, at which pace
Jack knew le could travel for hours, the
boy pressed on towards the red rim of
the sun as it peeped up behind the hills,
And by the time the sun was well up
from the hill-tops, indicating about seven
o'clock in the morning, Amgholdt IFjord
burst en the lad's view, almost startliug
in the unexpectedness of its proximity.

The Stormeock, steamn wreathing from
her safety-valve, thus denoting that
Proctor, a wize skipper, had kept a [ull
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head of steam up in case of emergency,
rode peacefully to her anchor.

Jack, almost exhausted after his long
journey, halted and waved his arms fran-
tically from the crest of the hill on which
he stood. A wave was returncd from
the trawler’s deck, and two men jumped
into the boat lopping quietly at the
trawler's quarter.

The young assistant was about to push
an down the hill when he saw signs of
fresh excitement on the trawler. The
boat which had started for the shore was
ﬁutt{ng back. El-;ip?er Proctor, on the

ridge, was waving his arms, semaphore
fashion, then Eninting to the westward.

Puzzled, Jack Drake locked over. And
there, on the next hill to the west he saw
& man, running towards the fjord and
waving hiz arm. There was no mis-
taking the slim figure of Ferrers Locke.

by his movements, he was evi-
dEntly being closely pursued. Even at
that distance, Juck conld see that Locke
was. nearing exhaustion.

Turning on the instant, Jack sped
away towards the next hill, to be ready
to assist his chief in any way necessary.
Locke was very distant, and, as Jack
mouitted to higher ground he saw the
pursuers—three men, Stromsund, Hosk-
mg. and Blayne.

tromsund halted, leaving the chase
to Hosking and Blayne. Jack saw the
man semaphoring towards the ses, and
his eyes shot & glance in that divection.
Then he caught his breath as he put the
last ounce of his strength in his efforts
to gam Locke's side,

“Gosh!” he gesped, as he sped on.
“"We're trapped—trapped "

or, steaming rapidly along_hy the
coast towards the entrance to Angholdt
Fjord were two big, powerful Iceland
trawlers—the Trumpeter and the
Phantom, for sure!

e oo

A Dash For Liberty !

HE boat which had been manned
to pick up Jack was now once
more alongside the trawler. And
four additional men jumped into

her, another pair of oars was thrust out,
and off for the shore she came, her fore-
foot foaming and the oar-blades laghing
madly at the water in a frantic stroke
for speed.

If the Stormecock’'s men could get up
the hill in time Locke could be saved
yet. But the approaching trawlers were
a fresh danger! Thei.r could blockade
the entrance to Angholdt Fjord, and be
certain of capturing the Stormeock if
she tried to make a dash for liberty.

“B Ju;;.niter, it looks as if the case
ends 1!‘:!'{:! * gasped Jack Drake to him-
self ag he sped onwards towards Locke.
“"We'ra hemmed in on all sides. By
Jave, Stromsund’s trawlers are lying to!
What's the stunt?™

A hoatload of men had put away from
one of the big trawlers lying-to off the
coast. In a few minutes they wero
swarming up the hill towards the point
where Blayne and Hosking would close
in on the detective.

Locke was labouring steadily; but
Jack could sce that ho had im{f about
enough, for Locke had suddenly turned,
and was waiting for his pursuers.

“He's going to stop and fight for it!"
muttered Drake. *“*Gosh, I just wish I
could fly! And those men from the
Phantom and Trumpeter, too! Hae's got
na_chance "

It was indeed so. Locke had at last
become aware of the newcomers from
the trawlers closing in on him. His
caplure seemed ecerlain—was certain.
He might delay it a little.  But one
against six dr seven men is long odds.

Prake's head ilirobbed painfully os
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he endeavoured to quicken his pace. As
in a red mist he =zaw the detective
closing with his men, saw the extra men
swearm round, saw his chief swung high
above them as two big fellows lifted
him by the waist.

The youwngster halted, and, the
mechanical meovement of his  limbs
ceasing, hiz legs lost.all power. He
crumpled up on the ground, and, sitting
thus, breathing+painfully deep down into
his stomach, Ea watched his employer.
“He's waving!" gasped the young
assistant to himself. *He's waving to
us all ta get back to the Btormcock.
Best, too, to get ont of that death-trap
of a fjord. If we keep free, we might
Eii.anr.l a chance of getting him. Not
elog—r>"

By o great effort of will Jack Drake
foreed his logs to support his hody, and,
with the last of hiz strength he stag-

ered down towards the men of the

tormecock who came crashing along to-
wards him. : 4 :

“No d!" he gasped. “They've
taken ihﬁh ief, T Img"m got him d}éwn
almost to the boat now——""

“By thunder, look at
steamers!" roared one of the men,
noticing the two powerful Iceland
trawlers _for the first time. ‘“They be
takin' the "tec out to them!"

“Back to the Stormecock!” cried
Drake weakly. “Two of you help me
along. Wea must run! Those steamers
are the Trumpeter and the Phantom,
and they mean to botlle up the Storm-
cock in Angholdt Fjord——""

“ Back, lads, quick as ye can! Harry
and Syd, help this ‘ere plucked 'un
along wi' ye. Old Dlazes don't know
as the other trawlers are makin® for the
entrance!”

Tt was Tom Harper who spoke, aml
Jack was gripped by strong hands and
assisted to the hoat,

“It'1l be out by the skin o' our Leetl
at host, mates!"

“We'll never do it!

them iwo
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Locke in the bodt nowl IYll take the
Stormeotk fifteen minutes to raise her
anchor. We've twenty-five fathom o
chain out!”

“Tom, semaphore to the skipper 1o
get the anchor up and make out. It
be minules well spent, The Storm-
cock'll be pointip’ for the open sea by
the time-our boat reaches it. An' we
can taill on an' board her while she's
steamin',™

*“Ay, ay! Halt all!"

.The deck-hand got busy with bhis
signalling, and his message was in-
mediately interpreted as needing instat
obedicnce. The anchor-winch steame
and rattled almost before Harper hal
finished signalling, and Jack san
Skipper Proctor stumping about on tiw
bridge, bellowing orders ﬁlmugh cupped
hands, getting a hand to the wheel aud
signalling for the engines to work slow
ahead to enable the trawler to overrice
her anchor so that the chain could be
rattled in with grcater speed.

When Jack and the others were in
the middle of the fjord in the boat, the
Stormeock, with a bone in her teaiir,
as =ailors <¢all the white feam

a boat's forefoot, came Llustering along
towards tham.,

“Harry, stand by to catch the line’
Come aft, all you not at the vars:™
Tom Iavper snapped his orders out, al
they were obeyed instantly. *Now
then, you, give way, an' get the boal
pointin’ same way as the trawler, el-o
we'll be capsized when we feel the jerl.
Steady there, Harry! Don't muff caleh-
ing that there line, an' take a turn w.
it through the painter-ring as them on
the Stormecock gives yo slack. They'il
deaden the jerk, too, round a bollard.
But hold tight all—""

Whiz!

The Stormeock thundered by, and 160
rope snaked out fromy its cail, thrown
true. Harry, standing in (he how-,
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caught the rope and swiftly passed it
through the painter-ring.
“ Keop low—an' to sta’board!” yelled

Harper.

Jaﬂc folt the boat jorked wath tre-
mendous power. The men were jostled
one against the other, and the boat
heeled over on her port side as she was
suddenly plucked to quick way by the
trawlar. )

Spray hissed over its occupants; but
the boat remained right side up, and
roared along in the white wake of the
stearmer. .

The towing-rope was handed in care-
fully, and soon the nose of the boat was
lifted up close to the quarter of the
trawler, .

The men serambled abeard, bundling
Jack up with them.

“What's to do?” demanded Proctor,
his big, bleak face confronting Jack the
moment the lad’s feet were on the steel
deck of the trawler. *Chief taken out
in a boat, is it? We'll get him again,
boy, never fearl I'll—-"

“T¢'s not that, skipper!” gasped Jack.
“The Phantom and thé Trumpeter are
just outside the fjord—or making close
up to ilt by now, anyway. They mean
to bottle us up—" y

“By hokey—"  began Bkipper
Proctor, crashing his fist on the rail
Then he seemed to freeze as he looked
forward at the fiord entrance, beyond
which lay the wide sea.

For beyond the headland the nose and
high turtle deck of ono of Stromsund’s
trawlers came to view, crashing along
in & smother of foam, and slewing round
to manmuvre for position to intercept
the Stormeock in her dash for liberty.

— ] —aam

The Fight For Freedom !

KIFFER PROCTOR, asking no
S more guestions at the moment,
had & word with DMae, the
enginser. He spoke down the
speaking-tube in the wheelhouse, and
Jack Drake stood beside him, still pant-
ing after his terrific exertions. )

“Every ounce o power ye can give
her ! ordered Proctor. * And stand you
by with your ear close to the tube. T'li
niaybe want ye to reverse spddenly or
stop. And be mighty quick wi' the
theottle, Mae! We're trying to dodge
the Trumpeter an' the Phantom [

Tho distance between the Stormeock
and the other two trawlers—for both
Stromsund’s steamers were now jockey-
ing about for hest position at the
entrance—stern on—grew rapidly leass,

Skipper Proctor stood, with legs
astride, in the little wheelhouse, jaw set,
and eves gplinting, He was thinking,
and, much ag Jack wanted particulars of
tho escapo of Blayno, the boy deemed it
best to lenve the skipper alone till they
were ¢lear, if clear they could get.

“Is wyour chief on one o them
teawlers 77 asked Proetor at last, with-
out altering his position.

“Yeg,” replied Drake; “but which
one I cannot say.”

“Pity, that. Well, I reckon we'd
hetter try to get clear, Rescue later—
Eh E!I

“Certainly [ cut in tha youngster.
“Rescue will be out of the question if
we don’t get clear, that's a sure thing.
Ilo you think they mean to ram us®”

“No, no! They intend to speed up
when we get near, and close in on either
side of uzs as we make a dash for 1t
Then they'll grapple, like the Phantom
did on the Dogger. It'll be ten to one
this time——"

“Ti they get the hooks to grip?” broke
in Jack,

Proctor nodded, ‘

“That's our stunt, young sir,” he
said. “I've been thinking it out. We
must get our mon living our bulwarks,
an' their job will ba to thow off any
grapple-hook that comes aboard before
the chains can tauten and the hook grips
on something, Itf'll be hot work; and
then, even, we're dependent on the
Stormcock being just & wee bit faster
than the others. Otherwise, we're done [

“I'lIl go and tell the men, and got
them in position,” said Jack Drake.
And Proctor nnﬂ_dud approvingly.

The young assistant wasted no time n
telling the men of the scheme. He put
in & word or two of advice on hiz own,
too.

“@tand by, and be like lightning if
vou see a grappling-iron come aboard,”
he said, “Throw it overboard, and
they'll waste precious seconds hauling 1t
in ngain for another cast. And keep
your heads below the bulwarks. I ex-
pect they’ll have firearms, and use 'em.’

The men seemed keen as mustard on
the struggle, though one or two were
showing signs of nervouspness. ‘Tom
Harper, however, put the right spirit
into the men by laughing loudly, and
rubbing his hands in anticipation of
goma hot and exciting work.

Jack moved aft, and stood near the
hoat, which had been hauled us_ on to
ita chocks again. The men disposed
themselves along the sides of the trawler,
and crouched down, like zoldierz in a
trench, waiting for an attack that was
imminent, And they all had that
fecling, Skipper Proctor waa directing
the man at the wheel by raising first one
hand, then the other, and twitching his
hngers,

They were very close to the trawlers
shead now,

Suddenly Proctor snapped out a word
or two down the engine-room speaking-
tube, then ordered the helm hard a-star-
board. ;

The Stormcock, listing with the sud-
denness of the turn, swerved away to
port. And the two waiting trawlers
ahead altered course, too, and began to
speed up. Jack saw Btromsund himself
in the wheelhouse of the trawler to port.

The entrance was so narrow, and the
rock dangers on either side so far out-
lving, that Proctor had no room to
mancuvre. S0, making a bold bid for
it, he straightened course again, and
drove the Stormcock at highest speed
dead in between the two opposing
trawlers,

Shouts sounded out from the decks.
Men hobbed up from behind bulwarks.
Iron hooks were hurled in the air, and
pame sailing over, falling with a clang
on to the Stormcock’s deck.

The men were ready, and, fast as
hooks came aboard, back they went.

Two revolver-shots crashed out from
the bridge of Stromsund’s boat, the
'Trumpeter, shattering ancther glass in
the Stormeock’s wheelhouse,

Jack gasped, as he looked anxipusly to
the bridge. DBut Proctor was unhurt.
The old skipper, however, ducked down
below the teak work beneath the panes,
to be out of sight in case of future shots,
The man at t%m wheel, too, decmed 1t
best to be out of sight.

The Stormcock was now dead between
Stromsund’s  trawlers, and grappling-
irons came aboard aft now, The men
beside Drake, however, quickly got rid
of them. One iron caught amidships,
and the chain attached to it tautened

 that seizing asz we heave it clear.

belore the man near by could zet a grip.
Though he tugged desperately, it could
not be freed. The Stormeock, however,
just at that second, rolled te starboard,
and the one prong of the hook that was
holding straightened out, lost hold, and
fell into the water,

“By hokey, we'll got clear!” gasped a
man close to Jack Drake, just after
ridding the Stermicock of the third hook
that eame aboard aver the quarter.

“IF we're quicker than them, mate,”
doubted another man. *“But I reckon
wa've all got about the same turn o
speed.”

Jack Drake crouched low, his eves sud-
denly gleaming., He had scen a coil of
steel wire rope lying on the deck close
by. The coil was seized, or kept pa
tightly by pieces of hemp.

‘T'he boy took out his knife and eut all
the ties of hemp but one. The springy
wire sprang looser; but the remaining
seizing held it.

“Give me a hand, you!" gasped Jack,
as he tugged at the heavy coil,

“What's on, mata?” nsked the man,
heaving as he spoke.

“Let's heave this over under fhe
Trumpeter's qguarter,” gasped Jack.
“DBut first out half-way through the last
seizing I've left. The coil will burst
We
must throw it so that it will foul the
Trumpeter’s propeller. This springy
stuff will play old Harry with the
Trumpeter's screw ™ _

“ By thunder, that's a brainy notion,
mate! Here you are.. Ready, steady—
heave [

Ovee went the coil, Jack hanging on
to the loose end., As the end felt the
strain, the seizing snapped, and Jack
and the deck-hand saw the wire ro
spring out in hundreds of loops in the
watar,

Throwing over the loose end, Jack and
the hand crouched down. That their
riuse had worked was soon apparent from
tha shouts of rage on the Trumpeter.
The vessel dropped rapidly astern, and
those defending the port side could now
leap over to starboard to help to beat off
the men attempting to board there. For
the Phantom had managed to grapple,
and hold.

A furious fight raged for some
minutes, and three men got busy with
axes, trying to hack through the holding
chains, Two were cut adrift, and
Skipper Proctor, noticing that only one
was now left, swerved the Stormeock to

rt.

PDT]m chain snapped, and the Stoermeock
was free. Tom Harper was struggling
desperately with a man at the rigging,
whora the hig dan-buoy was lashed.
Jack Drake, az he ducked to mizs the
spatter of revolvershots that came
aboard from the Phantom, saw Harper'y
great mutton fst lash out and eateh the
invader on the point of the jaw,

- Trown fell the man, head thrown back
to meet, the churning water with a big
splash. i

The Stormeock raced on, leaving the
Phantom to rescue ity own man.,  And
the delay to the Phantom enabled Proe-
tor to put a distance of two hundred
vards between him and his pursuer,

The Trumpeter was rolling helplessiy
a long way astern, with her foul pro-
peller a helpless tangle, and Stromsund
storming about on the bridge like a
madman.

The men of the Btormcock were now
langhing and talking excitedly, and, in
one or two cases binding up cuts om

faces and hands. Jack, his shoeless feet
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Jack Drake [elt a rush of air across his face and saw a great, dark, huriling mass leave Ferrers Locke’s arms.
heard Stromsund’s wild yell as Blayne's body met his with a thump. The revolver shot crashed out, but the flame spat

high in the air, (See page 24.)

Then he

Enint'ul and swollen, limped towards the
ridge, and mounted to the wheelhouse.

Skipper Proctor met him, his face like
the setting sun, and, to Jack's surprise,
clapped & great hand heavily on his
shoulder, and began shaking him by the
hand till Jack thought his arm would
hF'_ﬁ'ﬂrkcd out of its socket by the force
ol 1t.

“Well done, young sir!”
Proctor. “ We've diddled "em! But we
wouldn't have if the Trumpeter hadn't
been disabled. By thunder, that was a
good move, my lad! We've won, by the
great Harry—"

“Steady on, skipper,” laughed Jack
Drake. “We haven't won yet. The
guv'nor's still aboard one of thosze
boats !’

Proctor's face fell.

“Av, ay, too true!” he said, “Well,
in matters o' seamanship, I claim to be
boss, Now we're clear ¢ them black-

nardsp I'm at a loss as to what to do.
%’ha Phantom's our match in speed. But
if she gives up the chase, I'll look to
yau for orders.” '

“Jf she chases, our own course 1s
simple,™ replied Jack. “We run away.
We ean’t put our handiul of men against
the Phantom’s numercus crew. In fact,
skipper, if she doesn't chase, I'll be dis-
appointed,”

“Well, I can slow down a wee bit if

roared

we've got the advantage in speed, and
I:en]} her thinking she'can tuke us.”

“I think you'd better do that,
skipper,” replied Jack Drake, wrinkling
his brow in thought. ** And head for the

Dogger. We must man the Stormecock
with a fighting force by taking, say, one
hand from each of a number of the Carr

fleet. Then we could try a bit of grap-

pling, too. If we could capture the

Phantom; I have an idea we could turn
the tables nicely cn those villains.”
“"Right you ara!"
heartily. “It's something to work on.”
The old skipper stared astern through
narrowed eyes at the chasing Phantom.

HI'm thinking we'll not have to do any

slowing down;,” he continued. ‘‘Looks
to me az if that there Phantom has got
the heels of us. If she has, we be not
clear o' the tronble yet !

—

Collision !

wF FOW did Blayne escape,

H skipper?” asked Jack Drake,

as he sat opposite Proctor in

the lLittle state-room; a good

meal having been brought in and put
before them.

The Stormeock had been [;ﬂ]ﬁing her
way south-eastward at her best speed,
the Phantom gradually lessening the
distance between them. Hut a big sea

replied Proctor

was making, and Bkipper Proctor was
pleased to see it

“It'll prevent ooy further grappliv’
business,” he had said.

The trawler pitched and heaved #s she
breasted her way onwards. The gim-
halled lamp against the bulkhead seemed
to twist and oscillate to the motion; but
in reality, of course, it was steady. It
was' the trawler that was twisting and
dipping.

“Well, it's a thing I"'m not lookin' for-
ward to discossin® wi' your chief,” re-
plied Proctor glumly. **Tenderhearted-
like, he was allowed out on deck tg
take the air, us not dreamin’ o his
havin' any chance to escape. The boat
was loppin’ astarn. What did he do but
grab an axe, smash in a plank o' the
dinghy, jump into the boat, cast off, and
row ashore, lavghing at us! I tell ‘e,
we had something to say about it. We
got a tingle on the damaged plank in
the dinghy; but it was an hour afore
we could launch her, an’ then he was
gone who knows where—"

“T know! He went to a rendezvous in
a gorge, and E.'u'ﬂ Langley-—that's the
name of the skipper of the Phantom— .
and Hosking the tip youn were in Ang-
holdt Fjord—"

“The de'l he did! I might have
known it! Fool that T be—"

Tue MansrT Lrarary.—No. 850
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“In dealing with criminals, skipper.

dea'x oI, RUYE CUXQ UT

vourfust think of all possibilities; s saile MMy EK $ ENDS

Dyrake. *“The guv'nor left ovders for
|ril|i_‘_ to be bound——"

Skipper Proctor groamed; and Jack
felt4that it was not becoming in him,
a bov, to chide a prewn man ?il—r.e FProc-.
tor. . ITe was abont to change the sub-
ject; intending to ‘leave the matter for
Lacke's nottention, if ever they could
reseue lim, when a timely interruption
canrie.

The wircless . operator, his  faco
puztled. entered the state-room, follow-
ing iz knook.

“Well, what is i, Mareoni? asked
I'roctor.

“Mossage, skipper,” said the wircless

man. “Just picked it up. But T can’t
translofe it. 1t looks like Icelandic
tongue, o I thought it might
important.” '

“I rockon this iz a job for your de-
partment,” said FProctor, handing the
message-form to Jack Drake.

“Is it in Icelandic?
operator.

“MNo: Danish is spoken in Iceland,”
replied Drake. But when he looked at
the message he could understand the
operator’s mistake, for this is what Le
reqd—or, rather, saw s

I]S]-I:{.:d the

Fhe voungster frowned over the paper
for a second or {wo. .

“It's a message in a private code, for
sure,”” he said.
yvout The guv'nor tock a good deal of
paing in training me in decoding. I'll
see if I ean manage it."

The wireless operator hurried away.

Bkipper Proctor looked at the meszage.

“I'd back my chances o' gettin® Lo the
North Pole rather than my chances o
translatin® that,” he said. **Ye'll never
do it.”

“It may be quite simple,™
Drake. ““Let's feed first, anyway. I'm
famished. Then I'll tackle this message,
and then sleep. I'm dog-tired.”

Jack Drake and the skipper made a
hearty meal, after which the former got
busy with the message, his eves heavar
and tired, wlhile Proctor went on Jdéck
to sce how the chase was going on.

After two hours’ hard work Drake
discovered the key letter. It wai G.
(¢ represented A; ihe alphabet, i1 fact,.
for the purpose of the code, starting at
. With this discovery it was not long

rephed

before “Jack had -defoded  the curions-

looking words of the message to:

“Leave it to me, will

PRICE

TWoPENCE,
CHASE II' T.OSE WORK ON
DOGGER EXDS

Dreagging himzell wearily to his feet,
Fevrers Locke's assistant went on dock.
It was high noon, but fying leaden-
coloured clouds obscuved the san. A
heavy, rolling sea met his gaze, with the
TPhantom pitching and lunging in chase
close astern. '

The yoongster mounted to the spray-
wetted wheelhouse.

“Bhe's gainin',"” said Proctor. * But
it's makin' for heavy weather, and I m
hoping that’'ll be an advantage to us
We might be speedier than her in a
very heavy sea.”

“Well, if we are,” replied Jack
wearily,. * get dhead as much as yoa
CATL. - ?"_l‘]l re's ‘the message. Youn see,
ithe Phantom has instructions to get to
werk. again on the Dogger, even if she
loses s ™ Ty

(Bt the thought of flight wak not the
m!fﬁi'-_f_ﬁjiiuﬂ that worried .DF‘;::.F.T.‘ What
had _ﬁnﬁpa‘_@'ﬁl fo hiz ehief? Look out
far soine startling developments in nexi
week's thrilling instalment, ehums!)
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] 1 T 4
DON’T. BE BULLIED
Bend Four Pnni,rnﬂtamm un!i for TWO SPLENDID
ILLUSTRAT LE ME in JUIITEW; the Won-

“dorful Japancss art of Sell-Defchoeé witheub Wweapons.
. Eeiter than Boxlug or any other aclence ever invented.
Learn to take care of yonrstl! under ALI. cir-
cumatances and fear mo man. Yoo can bave m
' MONSTER larga Illustrated PFortlon for PO,

A2/9. BEND NOW io H“TATTFARA " {(Dapt..
10, Quesnsway; Hanworth, Foltham, HIDDLFﬁJx-

HAVE YOU A RED NOSE?

Hend. o stdmp to pay postage, and you will learn how to rid yourselt

of . such. a terrible affietion free of .charge. Enclose stamp.

Addreéfe in El.'.'?l”lfﬂlii:ﬁ: T J. TEMPLE, Spoeaiallat, " Palacs Houss,"
; T 128, en._ﬂglnbury Avenue, 'LONDON, W.1.

BTN T suppl¥ the fineat Coventry bullt aycles O 14
A l"|' P DAYE' APPROTAL, PACEED FREE
A AN

Aol I CARRIAGEH PAID, on reecipt of a {
Eted =il emall deponlt.--Lowest cash prices, oF ¢asy pary-
iy | ment torme,. Wrlte for¥res Barpalin Lists HOW.

FREE TO EHORT PEOPLE.—A beautifully fllustrated book entliled
“MHaow to Build Stature and Create the Beds Beagtliul ** Wreite far one. Tt
shows ¥ou how o ba taller and stronger. Enoclose 3d. stamps., Address:
AR INSTITUTE, 482, Cowhridde Road, OCardiff, B.W.

24-4-26



