


Here's Another Interesting * Soccer " Talk, Chums!

INSIDE INFORMATION!
BY THE “OLD REF.”
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« Old Ref’s’” store of knowledge is at the disposal of all “Magnet-
iles.”” Send along your gqueries, and then Ilook for a reply in

this regular weekly feature.

AM reluctantly foreod to the conclusion that many of m
rondors are still of opinion that my supply of web towels
has not yet run out. Some of the puzzlos in my post-bag
roally demand that I should put s wet towsl round my

head in ordor to elarify my thinking box.

Just liston to this one from a reader in Halifax : ** Which
football rule would wou say iz the most frequently broken
withont the ofenders boing punished in any way ?!"
Theoretically, of course, no football rule should be breken
wit.ht:inut- the people breaking it being punished in some [orm
or other.

The rules of the game were framed o boe obeped,
anid those wha break them showld e punished m seme
LECERY

as the self-sameo rules lay down what the punishment shall bo
for ench offence.

It i= a fact, however, that cortain rules are broken quite often
without any punishment following, and while I find it difficult
to decide which rule iz broken most frequently with impunity,
I ghin!l mention a few and thon leave my readers to form their
own canclusions, based on observation at matches which they
witness.

In these notes some months back I mentioned one rule which
goalkeopers break gquite a lot, and yot I have never ecem a
player punished for doing it. I refer to the habit of goalkeepora
swinging on the cross-bar. This is against the rules, and the
goalkecper whoe does it should be warned that he is guilty of
ungentlemanly conduet. DBub some of our most famous goal-
keopers just keop on deing it when a high shot is seat in, bub
referoos pass over the ofemce.

Then there is anothor rule which poalkecpers very frequontly
break without being " called over the coals.” This in regard
to the numbor of stops they take while holding the ball, If
vou watch o lot of football—like I do—you would never get
the impression that it was illognl for the goalkecper to take
more than two steps while holding the ball, Searecly ever do
I watch & game in which one goalkecper or the other does not
take three, four, or evon as many as half a dozen steps with the
ball in his hand without being punished.

Indoed, so often is this rule broken with impunity that 1
am almost foreed to the conclusion that the referees in
poneral think it sn unfair rule. I admit that it iz a pretty
drastic rule.

if & goolkeeper calehes the ball, and a couple of
opponends come for him af the same tihnme, it ix
very difficuld for Rim fo dodge those opponents and
n:l vidd of the ball while faking no more than e
stepsa,

Heowever, that is what the rule says, and so long as it iz a
tule, then the refcrces should see that it s ckeyed.

perhaps mention that when the relerce doos punish o

%mll-:n;-a or for taling more than two steps with the

all in his hand a goal cannot be scorad direct from tho

free kick. Ome othor point concerning this rule which is

important is that an official decision has been given to the offecd
T'ne Micxer Lienmany.—No, 1,153,

BY the way, in reference to thia carrying rule, I ghould

that bouncing the ball on the hand s
squivalent to carrying, which really means
that the goalkeeper who does find 1t neces-
zary to dodge opponents should drop the
ball on to the ground between each sories
of two steps.

There iz another rule, too, which is
broken in almost every match, and indeed
there are many players who do not know
that such a rule exists. But it is & feob
that, according to rule,

a ball is not in play until i hes
travel'ed a distance equal to ils

Own circitniference.

Now a full-sized football iz about twenty-

zeven inches in eircumfercnce, and o ball
] should travel that distance before 1t 18 in

play. Now, remombering this ruls, watch
at the next match and see if it isn’t broken,
It is the habit in these days, when kicks
are being taken, for the full-back, havin
placed the ball on the line, to tap it b
to the goalkeeper, who stands quite close
to him. The gonlkeepor immediately picks
up the ball and puants it down the field.
Tll?tia picking up by the goalkeeper fro-
quently occurs before the ball has travelled
ity own cireumforence, and therefore such
gonl-kicks are not properly taken.
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is set down in the rules ss five minutes, but I can

honestly say that in no first ¢lass mateh I have witnessed

this season has the interval been confined to five minutes
only. The players, with the tacit consent of the referee, usually
take a fow minutes over the five, and from the Iast kick of the
first half to the first kick of the second halfi ten minutes are
taken much more frequently than five.

Indeed, it might almost be said that some first class football
grounds are 80 construeted that if playera had to carry out this
five minutes' interval rule they would have to run to the
dressing-rooms and back again. Take the Cup Final ground
ot Wembley., From the $:mi farthest [rom the dressing-rooma
it is at least two minutes’ walk, and if a player had to restard
in five minutes ho would only have ono minute left for his
“ refreshor ™ at the interval. Relfcreea are very lemient on this
point, but I would hate to suggest that their leniency is due
to the fact that they, as well as the players concerned, hke to
have an extra minute or two in which to get back their wind
and enjoy thoir refresher. Yes, the lemon-time rule is very
irequently broken.

T HE length of timo allowed teams for a reet at the inferval

O fer as the literal reading is concerned, there is one rule
on the books which ig repoatedly broken, for the simple
reason that the rule does not mean what it saye. Hero
is o se¢tion of the rule in question §

v After a gonl is scoved the losing side shall kick
off."”?

Now consider this for a moment. Suppose a side which is five
goals down manages to score & goal. The other gide, then having
o lead of five goals to one, cannot by any streteh of imagination
be called the losing side. But they have to kick off. What this
rule really means, of course——though it certainly docs not say
it—is that the side losing the goal shall then kick off {rom the
centre of the feld.

If you watch football carefully, too, you cannot fail to observe
that referces generally are somewhat lax coneerning the taking
of cortain [reo kicks. It is laid dewn in the rules that when a
freo kick is being takem no player of tho opposing side shall
take up his position within ten yerds of the ball.

Now eonsider what happens whon the referee finds it neccssary
to give a free kick against the defonding side just outside their
penalty area—or anywhere within shooting range. The playorms
whoze job it iz to try to prevent a score, line up with a
view to making a solid mass through which the ball cannot
be shot.

Iy way of a start they don’t stand anything like ten yards
away, but probably the relerce notices this. He comes along,
and measures cub very carefully the ten steps which are supposoed
to ropresent ton yards. And he tells the defenders that
they must stand on an imaginary line that distance away
from the ball.

Posaibly they do so, but as the man who ia taking the kick
ap o3 the ball, the whole of those defonders move nearer,
and in my experience it is quite the usual thing for defendors to
bo no more than six yards away from the ball when it is actually
kickad. Very peldomn, however, does the referee order the kick
to be re-taken, but this is whaet ke should do if he earries cut the

rules properly.
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THE FIRST CHAPTER.

A Modern Daniel !

(1 LACEERS
William Wibley made that
remark with great emphasis.
“Rotten slackers!™
Wibley plarcd an?n%&ly at his wrist-
watch, Elared at tha four walle of tho
. glarod at his wrist-watch again,
lared at the partly open deor, and
then snorted. eally it was too bad!
It was a half-holiday at Greyviriavs,
and William Wibley, president of the
Remove Dramatic S8ociety, had called a
rehearsal of his latest play: *Tha
Flying Terror " for two o'cleck prompt,
It was now five minutes past the hour,
and so far the only member of the cast
te put in an appearance in the Rag was
William Wibley himself.
“This iz too bad I he mutterad.

L.

L

“8hut up,” eaid Wibley magisterially,

“and have a look ot your lines! I ex-
pock iﬂu’ve forgotten them."

*Oh, reajH Wibley 1" otestod
Bunter, “I j ly woll haven’t forgotten
the silly linea! Seel"

Which remark was true in substance,

for the Owl of the Remove had not even
attempted fo learn the few lincs
Wibley had scen fit to allot to him, so
II:lIE certainly could not have forgotten
In.
“"Where arc the othor chaps? asked

Wibley.
“Talking footer in the Common-
room,” said Bunter, with a grin.
Wible jumped.
"'1'—taﬁun§ ooter 1"’
Bunter nodded.

Wibley scemed to be on the verge of
an apoplectic fit. .
“Talking silly footer when I've called

=
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Bunter that his play was & “lob of
trash " was the limit,

Next moment Bunter's bullet head was
smiting tho wall of the Rag,

Bump |

“Yaroooooh '

And, fcelin somewhat mollified
Wibley stalked out of the Rag and
made tracks for tho Common-reom to
round up the slackers, as he chose. to
regard the members of the dramatio
aociety.

Billy DBunter glared after him, then
his fat face broke into a grin,

“Yah! T'll make the rotter sit up!™
ho muttered, caressing tho back of his
head where it had come in contact with
the wall,

Next moment Bunter coughed, and
anyone whoe knew the Owl of the
Bemove would have recognised in that
cough a preliminary to Bunter's ven-

_Willinm Wibley took his triloguism. It was the one
histrionic adventures very Act? Why, Willilam Wibley can act their heads and _only gift the fat He-
goriousty—too serioucly. That o __  in more senses of the word than one, Movite possessed, and he pos-

ha could act, all the members
of the Remove Dramatic
dociety were fully prepared
to admit; but, like man
other aspirants to histrionic

laurels, Wibley had a pre-
forence for “fat parts,” All his plays
were written round one contral

character, who did most of tho tolking,
and who occupied the stage practically
all the time. And the central character
was always William Wibley. In the
pircumstances, 1t was perhaps possible
to understand the general fumng off of
keenness among the remaining members
of thg society.

“Ten past twol” growled Wibley.

And he began to tramp up and down
the floor of the Rag in the manner of
an old time tragedian,

“I say, Wibley, old cha »

A fat face, adorned with a largo pair
of spectacles, suddenly appeared ronnd
the door.of the Rag.

Wibley paused in his perambulations
snd beatowed a frown on the podgy face
of William George Bunter,

“Roll in, barrell” he said grufily.
“You're the first to arrivel”

“Oh, really, Willey!'* said Dunter.

¥

#I came to ask you—

Get started on this snappy complete story of
Harry Wharton & Co. at Greyfriars,

By FRANK RICHARDS.

a rehearsal of the play for two prompt?
Of all the slecking asses !

He started for the door of the Rag
at a groat pace. Bunter rolled between
him and his objoctive.

~T sné', old chap,” he blinked, “never
mind about your rotten play. It's o lot
of trash, if $ou don't mind my saying
Eu_'l

Wibley pavsed, and a waerlike gleam
camo to his cyes.

“A l-lot of trash?" he ejaculated.

“Yes,” said DBunter, with great
frankness. “ Besides, you've got all the
Bl‘mmpai lines in the play. You always

o bag & [at part, you know, But
nover mind that., The play can wait.
Look here, old chap,”” he went on in a
confidential tone, “I've been disap-
pointed about a postalerder from one
of my titled relations—"

But thiz was more than the wrathful
William Wibley could stand. To ve
told by & fat frcak like William George

sessed it to o marked degrée.

“Wibley 1"

The president of the Ro-
move Dramatic Soctety stop-
f-ed and wheeled sharply as
10 recognised the acid tonoe
of Mr. Henry SBamuel Quelch, master
cf the Lower Fourth at Greviriars.

*Yeg, sir ™

Wibloy answoered nutormaticaliv,
although he saw no sign of Mr. Quelch.

“Follow me to my siudy at onee!
And kindly return my cap and gown "

“0Oh ¢rumbs! I mean, ves, sir ™

Wibley’s mabile features expressed
sudden dismav., That summons to blr,

uelch's study could mean only one
thing—the master of the Hemove had
discovered the cwlprit wheo had bor-
rowed his spare cap and gown., Heally
Wibley could have kicked himself for
not returning those articles of apparel
g little more quickly., They bad becn
roquired o complete a Little impersona-
tion he hod given the previous night
to an admiring audience of Ilemovitos,
and Wibley had borrowed them without
troubling to ask Mr. Queleb’s permis-
sion. Furthermore, he had forgotten to
return them.

Tne Macxer LBrirT.~Neo, 1,153
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How the master of the Remove had
been able to fix the loss of his scholastio
E:l_ra]phwmha on the head of William

‘ibley puzzled that Lmhap}l:y junior
Naturally, he was not to hknow that
William Georsa Bunter, who was lurk-
ing out of sight in the Rag, bad made
full use of hia knowledge concerming
the said cap and gown to wreak ven-

eance on the fellow who had banged
Eis head against the wall, .

“0h crumbs ! Wibley was quite de-
jected as he tramped off to Study No. 6
to retricve the cap and gown; uad o8
ho disappeared from view Billy Bunter
emerged from the Rag and chuckled
victoriously.

“He, he, hel That'll teach the silly
ass to ila}ni my head oun the walll Ho o
he gets it hot! He, he, hel ¥Yooooop!

Bunter's fat cachinnation changed to
s howl of anguish as a firm fihger and
thumb closed on one of his podgy ears

“Hope who gets it hot, fatty?"’ asked
Bob Clierry, who had come olong tl::u
passage in time to overhear Bunter's
charitable e:cprmiﬂns. “What have you
been up tol’ .

“Yooop! Leggo my ear, vou beast!
roared Bunter.

“YWhat have you been up to, old fat
mani" asked Bob Cherry.

“ Nothing, old chap!” gas Bunter,
#1f you think I imitated old Quelchy's
voice and sent Wibley to bim, you're
wrong! Seoel”

“What1" ; -

“ Nothing of the kind, old fellowl

said Bunm:,ﬂdu:mmualy wriggling hli

car out of DBob's playful grasp.

never told him to take the cap and
wn back to Quelchy.  Besides, ne

Egngud my head on the wall, the

rotter I o

“Oh 1" said Bob, beginning to see day-
light. “You've been up to your rotten
ventrilogquizm again |” o

“Nunno!" gasped Dunter, not liking
the grim look that came to Bob Cherry's
eyes. "I didn't imitate Quelchy’s voice,
T'm not tho rort of chap to get anothar
fellow a licking, I hopet”

“You fat wormi!" said DBob, wha
know all about Wibley's impersonation
of & schoolmaster the night before, and
the circumstances attaching .hereto,
“VYou've sent Wibley to Quel with
the blessed cap and gownl Oh, you
rotter I

“MNunno 1" said the Owl of the Re-
move. “You know I wouldn't do o
thing like that1™

“You fat worm "

And, banging Bunter's head agamnst
the wall by way of giving cutlet to his

indignation, Bob rushed off to Study
No. 6.

A glapce in that apartment told him
that %le had arrived too late. Wiblsy
was already on his way to Mr, Quelch's
study.

I!-::‘:Fb raccd off to Master’s corridar
just in time to see the forlorn figura of
Villiam Wibley, carrying & cap and
gown, spprozching the Form master's
study.

“Wib ™
Bob's voice carried the length of the
corricdor, but if Wibley heard it he
heeded not. Doubtless his thoughts
were far away, for ho paid no*heed to
the warning.

“Wibley I" roared
m].l]l i ]

But the shining light of the Bemorve
Dramatic Socicty did not stop, Hia
hand was on the door of Mr. Quelch's
study, and Bob Cherry renlised with
dismay that his warning had -ome two
lata. At that moment Bob ~ompared
William Wibley to Daniel entering the
lion's den—a simile that occurred to
Wibley himsaif as ho tapped at -he door,

Tue Micwer Lamminr.—No, 1,155

h-:;b. " Stop, you

THE SECOND CHAPTER.

The One Enthusiast ]

AP|
Mr. Quelch looked wup
irritably. .
Although it was a hali-holiday
at Greyfriars that alternoon, the master
of the Remove had at least an hour's
work in front of him correcting the
papers of his Form. And, with vecy
few exceptions, those papers scrved only
to add fucl to Mr. Quelch’s lrr;tnhlhtg‘é
Really it was amazing how little
members of the Remove seemed to know
about the early erhlﬁemrs of Rome—or
so it appeared to Mr. Quelch,

“Come in!” Mr. Quelch’s tone was
not inviting.

Wibley entered the study. It waa
unfortunate that & trailing end of ihe
voluminous gown managed to get en-
tangled beneath his fect, for without
warning Wibley suddenly found him-
self sprawling in a horizontal position
on the carpet, and the umrtnrabﬁnrd,ﬁ}
ing from his rs, caught o
Quelch & glancing blow over the nose
and then toppled into the fire where it
speedily began to burn,

“Bless my soul!” -

“Oh dear 1" gasped Wibley.

He scrambled to his feet and made a
terrific dive to retrieve the burping
mortar-board, It was a case of great
minds thinking alike for Mr. Quelch
dived at the same time, with the same
object in view. ;

The result was disastrous and painful,
for their heads met with o resounding
thud 1

Bump!

“0Ohl Ah! OQocoochl!l”
Quelch. 2

*“Whoooop 1" roared Wibley. ]

Master and pupil staggered to their
feet clasping their damaged heads. For
the space of a second or two Mr
Quelch eyed the horrified Wibley
wolfishly. .

“Boy 1" he articulated at length.

“I'm ss-sorry, sirl” gusped Wibley.
"It was an accident, sirl”

“What 1" : .

“Tt was an accident, sir,” said the
unhappy Wibley, “I—I—I tried to s-&-
save the hat, sirl"”

Mr. Quelch breathed hard. He was
angry, very ﬂ.ngrg, but he was a jush
man. It was obvious that to rescue
the hat had been Wibloy's ‘_ﬂ'ﬂl.'tilg in-
tention. The collision was indeed amn
accident, Still that did not lesten the
pain Mr. Queleh was experiencing
where hizs head had come in contact
with Wibley's. Neither did his wrath
abate when, on looking at the burning
mortar-board, bhe discovered it to be
his own property.

“Boy 1" thundered Mr. Quelech at
last. *That is my bhat!®

“Ye.cs, sirl”

The Form master's eyes roved to the
gown which Wibley had picked up from
the floor and was holding in his armas
liko a bundle of laundry.

“And is it possible? Do my eyes
deceive mo? Thaot is my gowni™

“Ve.os, #irl” answered Wibley, won-
dering why Mr. Quelch should indulge
in ulF these unnccessary questions,

“Pless my zoul I

After that ecjaculation the master of
tho Remove scemed specchless [or a
few moments. A

Wibley waited in a state of growing
apprehension, not liking the terrific
expression that was beginning to take
hold of Mr. Quelch’s angular features.

“Roy ™ Mr. Quelch found his tongue
at last. “Boyl”

“Ye-o8, sirl"

“What does this mean? How come

gasped Mr.

THE MAGNET

you to be iIn possession of my
property 1"

illiom Wibley, wishing that the
floor would open and swallow him,

shifted uneasily from one foot to the

other.

“J—=]—F—" he began.

. Mr. Queleh ecut him short with an
imporious gesture, P

“I—F—I—" began Wibley
again,

_“Do not indulge in such useless repe-
tition of the persopal pronoun [M
snapped the master of the Remove.

“You see,” began Wibley, starting on
another tack, so to speak.

“ Well 1

“I—I—borrowed them, sirl”

Mr. Quelch started.

I 1 hear you uigoht? Am I to
understand that you borrowed these
articles of apparel without asking my
permission 1™
_ “Yees, pirl”
junior.

OnCe

gulped the wunhappy

“This is monstrous!  Quirageous!
The audaeity of it!” thunde Mr.
Quelech, now roughly wound up.
“Boy, how dare you

Wibley, standing there, wondered now
how he had dared to borrow those
articles of apparel. Certainly he had
never bargained on this

Mr, Quelch gave one glance at the
remnants of his muan.r-gmrd, pursed
his lips, and then reached for his cane,

Wibley watched these proceedings with
alarm.

“I won't trouble to ask you why you
borrowed these things” said I.
Quelch grimly, “for I am well
acquainted with your idictio interest in
things theatrical. But 1 shall endeavour
to point out to you that borrowing of
this nature ia not to be encouraged.”

“Oht"

“By your act of returning these
things I take it that {:ur better nature
lt':rum'pted you to make a full explana-
ion. Otherwise you could have re-
placed them without my being any the
wiser that they had been abstracted.”

William Wibley wondered what all
this meant, still, of course, being un-
aware of Bunter’s contribution to the
drama, o to speak, that had taken
pluce, . . :

T shall take that into consideration
when I fpunish you,” continued the
master of the Remove.

“Thank you, sir[" oo

“*And while I am on thiz History sub-
ject,” said the Form master, “let me
offer you a fow words of advice. Your

History paper is very noarly the worst
in the Form.”
“h, siri®?

“If you would give more time to
your Form work and less to a uscless
study of the histrionic art it would be
to wour advantage.”

«{W-would it, sir?” mumbled Wibley.

“It would indecd!” Mr. Quelch
swithed the cane suggestively.

“Touch your toesl”

Whack, whack, whack!

The master of the Remove put con-
giderabhle vigour inte those strokes.

Whack, whack, whack!

Wibley bit his lip bard, but no ery
escapéed him. ‘

Mr. Queleh, breathin
aftar his exertions, lai
desk. . )

Wibley resumed o perpendicular posi-
tion.

“T hope that will bo a lesson to you,”
said Mr. Quelch; and then, as his
glance rosted on the smouldering
remains of his mortar-hoard, he added :
1 shall deduct the cost of a new
martar-board from your allowance.”

“ Grooooough 1M

“You may gol?

a trifla heavily
tha cano on bis



EVERY SATURDAY

And William Wibley, with feelings
too deep for words, departed.

Qutside in the corridor he enmo
acrozs Bob Cherry who bad been wait-
ing for him to emerge.

Had it hot, old chep?” asked Dob
gympathetically. "I tried to ltufl you.”
ibley looked at him curiously.

“You tried to stop mef? t do

vou mean #
And Bob explained. 'When he had

finished, Wibley's expression was
almost homicidal. o
“Bunter ! That fat villainl Why,

I'll] burst him !

And the infurinted junior threw off
Chorry's detaining hand and rushed off
towards the Rag, breathing threats and
slaughter on the devoted head of
.“"':Ligam George Bunter. SR

But that wrﬁ; youth was wise in his
generation; he emulated Bror HRabbit
and lay low. Certain it was that
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Wibley, baving oxplored cvery likely
hiding-place, had to give up the secarch
at last, for time was running short and
the rchearsal fized for the new play was
already an hour overdue.

Buot a fresh set-back awaited the
amatour actor of the Remove, for when
he started to round up the pcting mem-
bers in “The Flying Terror!"” he found
only one enthusiast—and that indivi-
dunl was William Wiblev !

ammmy e

THE THIRD CHAPTER.
Rough on Wibley !

e OING down to the Rngi™
G Frank Nugent asked that
question of Harry Wharton

after tea that day. .
“What forf" asked the captain of
the Remove.

“Wibloy's called a meeting of the
dramatic society !”

“Oh, blow Wibley!” grunted Whar-
kor. “I'm getting rather fed up with
Wibley and his rotten plays."

Nupgent grinned. _

“So are all the fellows!™ he said,

“It's all Wibley,” said Wharton. “ He
writes these blessed plays for himself.
The rest of us are almost supers.”

“That's true,” admitte Nugent.
“8till the silly ass can act. you know.”

“8o can the other fellows,” snid the
captain of the Remove, “but they never
get a chance now.” .

Nugent relapsed into silence.

Before Wibley had arrived at Grey-
friars Harry arton & Co. had been
the leading lights in the Remove
Dramatic &ciﬁty, but with the advent
of Wibley & complete change had come

over their prospects. The juniors had
been quick io sce the -:-ut:-l;aﬂ‘ding
merits of Willinm Wibley and he ha
speedily taken charge of affairs; but
with acting, like everything clse, one
can bave too much of o good thing.

The Remwove lad arrived at the
stage where they had hnd enough of
a good thing, and Willinm Wibley's star
was on the wanc.

“]1 suppose wo might as well toddle
along and hear what the eilly ass has
got to say.” conceded Whatton nt last.
“After all, he's president of the
socioty.” :

“BMight as well1” snid Nugent.

And the two chums strolled down to
the Rag calling on Bob Cherry, Hurrce
Singh, and Jobnny DBull en route.

r&nim a crowd of Romovites had
decided to turn up at Wibley’s meet-
ing, not from anv real motives of
intercst in the doings of the Remove
Dramatic Society, but merely for the
sako of a diversion.

. William Wibley, looking as important
as he could, was mounted on the dais
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at the end of the room. A} last be
r&Pp-ed the table in front of him.

*Order, please!” bollowed Dolsover
& }or.

And the Remore, glad of the chance
to eoxercise their lungs, velled lustily:

“ Order 1

William Wible
amile to cross his
his throat.

"Go ik, Wib!"

“On the ball "

“Get o move on!"

"Ladies and gontlomen,” bogan Wib-
ley, “that is to say, gentlemen of the
Remove——"

ellowed & frozen
ace, Then he cleared

The voluminous gown became entangled

between Wibley’'s feet and the junior

went sprawling headlong, while the

moriar-hoard landed on Mr. Queleh's
rather prominent nose |

"%-If:ar. hen.lr 1"
“I have called this meat.inig:——”

“We know that, fathead V’

William Wibley gave the interrupter
o ferocious glare, and Bolsover major,
who was always glad to listen to the
sound of hiz own voice, beéllowed :

“Order, please [

“SBhut up, DBolzaver!” roared DBul
strode.

“Can it, Dulstrode 1

“1 have oelled this mmt.ing,"
repeated Wibley, rairing hiz voice, "to

oint out to you worthy members of tha

ermove that the dramatic soclety ia
not receiving a fair support.”

(44 Dh!l?‘

“Gentlemen,” said Wibley, striking
a dramatic attitude, *I ask wyou, how
can the Remove hold up its head in
theatrical endeavour when the mombers
of this socioty will not give a few of

their leisure hours to necessary ro-
hearsals ¥
“Ia that 21 conundrom ®* asked

Harold Skinner.
“Ha, ha, ha!”
“Shut up, Skinner
“Order I bellowed Dolsover major.
“Order yourself, you silly fathead,”

remarked Sampson  Quincey  Ifley

Ficld.

Wibley stepped into the momentary
lull that followed.

“Here wo have p good

Tie MacRer LiBRAny.—

t.l'l
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Flying Terror ' all ready for produc-
tion,” he went on, “and what happens?
Y call 2 raheura.ui, and no one, except
myself, turns up.”

‘Too bad 1"

“Eﬂttﬂﬂ Il-I ,

“Poor. old Wib"

“Gentlemen, this—ahem |—wondarful
play is billed to he produced in less
than a fortnight, but & production
worthy of tho Remove car never be
accomplished unless certain gentlemen
are preparcd to give uop & little of
the time they now devote to football.”

Wibley pauszed and eéyed the erowd
appealingly. Practised performer as he
was, he knew that the juniors had not
attended his meeting ta hear him dis-
course on the shortcomings of the
dramatic society. They wero out for
a rag; yet such was the cgotism of
William Wibley that he hoped to sway
them to hiz point of view.

“Foothall 18 all right in its way,”
continued Wibley, *“but, fellow Thes-
piang—"

“Who "

“What 1

“Which 7"

“Fellow Thespians,” roared Wibley,
“we must rally round and—and pull
together, All of you will admit that
the finest dramatic socioty in Greyfriars
is the Remove.”

“"Hear, hear!”

“1 want to say to all of you,”

went

on Wible enrnestl’y—"l want to
By — ooooooop I’
““Ha, ha, ha!"

William Wibley had no intention of
saying that, but from somewhere in the
Rag a erfect hail of peas descended
on his flushed face. Evidently a few
choice spirits had seen fit to enliven
the occasion by bringing their pea-
shooters with them.

T

i
|,|.'.-.I
3 Lk
1 \
]
T

“1 want to say to you,” resumed
Wibley, *that the only way to keep the
Remove Hag Hying in the theatre world
13. for all the members of tho society
to put their backs into rehearsals,
Some of you will remember that Bir
Henry Irving was once heard to say—
Grooooough! Oh crumbs! Wow-ow IV

“Ha, ha, hal"

Another avalanche of peas had found
a billet.

“Did 8ir Henry Irving say that, old
scout 7

“"Ha, ha, ha I

William Wibley, with a face as red
a3 a beetroot, held up a commanding
hand.

“(entlemen of the Removel” he
roared. " Ow-yvowp " :

Once more the peashooters came into
play with stinging effect.

“QOrder, please]” bellowed Dolsover
major. " I'll—— Whoooop 1"

Bolsover subsided in a burst of un-
intelligible mutlerings as the pea-
shooters were levelled in his direction.

“You rotters |" roared Wibley, shak-
ing a fist at the juntors at the back of
the Rag. “You've got no intercst in
the theatre. You don’t appreciate a
firgt-class actor! But art cannot
stifled ! No, gentlemen—owp l—you
rotters—the time will come when the
world will look to art as hubitually as
it does to—— Yaroooop "

“ Ha, ha, hal” )
Once again the peashooter brigade
got busy, and this time several of the

juniors in the line of fira were the
vietima in addition to William Wibley.
In & moment the Rag was in an uproar.

“"You rotters |

“"Hmash ‘em [

“Collar the rotters!™

William Wibley struggled to his fect.
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*Gantlemen 1 he bellowed,
men——"

But no one paid any heed to William
Wibiey.  Something spproaching a
Rugby scrimmage was developing in
the body of the Rag. Harry Wharton
& Co. found themselves hitting out in-
dizcriminately as the struggle surged
round them.

"MD]:I "El:ﬁ up !u

“Serag the cads!”

" Hurrah 1"
shricked  Wibloy.

“ Gentle-

“Gentlemen !
“Oh crikey 1"
. In his eagerness to address the raging
juniors Wibley did not pay sufficient
attontion to his [ooting, with the resuld
that he stepped off the dais into space,

Bump |

Wibloy landed on his b..x with a
thud and a roar. The juniors tramped
over his prostrate body regardless.

And in the midst of the din the awe-

ing~iring figure of Dr. Locke loomed
in the doorway.
" Boys 1"

At sound of that imperious voice tha
battle came to an abrupt halt,

“Bless my soul!”™ Fr. Locke was
scandalised. “"This is disgraceful,
abon ‘nable 1

A vory shecpish crowd of Removitos
faced him.

“Wharten,” szaid Dr. Locks, “will
you kindly explain the meaning of this
abominable distorbance i

The captain of the Romove crimsoned.

“It's—it's a meoting, sir!*

“A meoting? Bless my soul! Tou

s have very strange ideas of con-
ducting a meeting,” said the Head. "1
could hear the disturbance from my
study 1”

“I'm sorry, sir!” said Wharton
lamely, although he felt he was hardly

to blame.

“A meeting, indeed!” spapped Dr.
Locke. “ It appeared to bo more of a
riot than anything else. I am greatly
displeased that such & disturbance
should take Flsma the mnight before I
go for my holiday.”

The Removites were silent.

Rumour had run the round that Dr.
Locke was taking a month's holiday,
but the date of his departure was not
known. Even Billy Bunter, who usually
knew everything that went on at
Greyfriars had not nosed out that pieco
of information.

“ Disgraceful I boomed Dr. Locke.
“I shall make it my business to acquaint
my successor with the unruliness of this
Form 1"

The Removites hung their heads
sheepishly.

* Every boy hero will take a hundred

lines," rosumed Dr. Locke, *and
if there iz any recurrence of this
nature—""

He did not finish the sentence, bug
the juniors had no difficulty in finishing
it for him.

“Now disperse to your studies ™

The juniors filed past him at the door-
way with ¢Xpressions that suggested
butter wouldn't melt in their mouths,

Wihlgf was the last to leava.

The Head stopped him with o motion
of the hand.

“Wibley, Mr. Quelch informs mo that
you arc very backward in your Form
wnrk‘-.u

i Dh, lil' !ﬂ

“T trust you will give Mr., Quelch
a very differont impression by the time
I return from my holiday. T understand
from him that your mind is more occu-

wd with the histrionic art than with

orm work. That’ will not do. Youw
will cblige me, Wibley, by putting your
back into your work, otherwise, it will
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be my duly to give you apecial alien-
tion.”

“Oh, ah, ses, sir ¥ mombled Wibler.

And Dr. Locke dismissed him with a
majestic wave of the hand. .

Really, it seemed that William
Wibley's luck was out, He sountered
off to Study No. 6, which ho shared with
Micky Desmond and Dick Rake, with a
very woebegone expression, but once in
the confines of the study his enthusinsm
for “The Flying Terror!” came back
with full force. ]

Desmond and Rake were just start-
ing prep when Wibley came in.

‘Sﬂ- you know your lines, Desmond "

“Faith, an’ I've no interest in any
linps at all,” grunted thie Irish {umnr.

“But the pla?*—" began Wibley.

“Blow the play!” grunted Desmond.

“Bless the play{” added Rake.

Wibley ql&md.

“But it's the finest play I've ever
written |"” he exclaimed indignantly.
“I’ll give you a sample of the opening
of the first sct.” >

“Faith, an' there'll be a dead Wibley
knocking around if you do, begorrahl”
hinted Desmond.

But Wibley ran on regardless. -

“The scene is the study' of Bir
William Willoughby. The time is mid-
night. Sir William, who had been read-
ing, dropa off to sleep in his armchair.
Suddenly there is 8 slight movement
behind tho curtains at the window. The
Terror—that's me—creeps into the reom
like & menacing shadow.” i ;

In his enthusiasm William Wibley did
not perceive the expressiva glance that
Hake and Desmond exchanged.

“Ho creeps behind the sleeping figure
of Sir Willoughby,” went on Wibiey,
“and— Yooocop! Wharrer you
doing? COh crikey!"”

Before he was quite aware of what
was happening William Wibley found
himself desposited on the cold, hard, un-
sympathetic linoleum ontside the door
of Study No. 6 with a bump that shook
every bone in his body, Then the door
of Study No. 6 slammed, and o key
grated in the lock. s

By the time it dawned on William
Wibley that he had been thrown out'uf
his own study, it also dawned on him
that he hod bLeen locked out, too: and,
with feelings too deep for words, the
hapies: amateur actor went down to
the Common.-room, where, with an
gadience consisting of the four walls, he
ran over the leading part in his latest
pluy: “The Flying Tervor I

THE FOURTH CHAPTER,
William Wibley’s Wheeza !

8t w2 'LL show ‘'em 1"

E Williaem Waibley was

rezponsible for that ejaculalion.

It was the following day. and
tho shining light of the Remove
Dramatic Society was strolling down to
Friardale to get some grease-paint,
Wihley was still feeling very sore at the
indifference the Removioe: showad {o lna
latest plaxv.

“The sinckers!”

Wibley secrued to find solace in utbor-
ing these ejaculations as he tramped
elonr moodily. After tea he hod once
more attempted to call n rchearsal of
“The Flying Terror!” but the Remov.
ites had made it |a1_|1ta clent that they
were fod-up with “The Flying Terror 1™
and ita author. Indeed, some of the
more candid juniors bad told Wibley in
no uncertain terms that he couldn't act
for tolfee: that he was o conceited nss,
and that he could go awd bury himself
ond bis play aasoon as he liked. Really,

swept by.

it was very discouraging for a budding
Nonald Colman and a Sir Henry Irving
rolled into ono.

Wibley was full of his griovances as he
trudﬁed along. LEven the fact that the
Head was departing from Greyfriars
tlmat evening, and that his successor was
due to arrive the next afterncon, was of
*repg little importance to William
Wibley.

He was so engrossed with his own
!,huu I;a that he hardly heard the warn-
ing b of a car coming from behind
him, but as the car flashed by, Wibley
saw the stately figure of Dr. Locke in it.
Wibley mim:f his cap, and received a
gracious nod in roturn; and the car
Evidently the Head's holiday
Lad started.

Wibley walked on a few hundred
yards, end then he saw that the Head's
car had come to a halt. A tclegraph-
boy was standing beside the car.

The Remove junior drew level, and
was about to pass on when De. Locke
called him.

“Wibley IV

“Yes, sir|”

“I want you to convey a message lo
Mr. Prout,” said the Head, who
appeared & trifle worried. “The tele-
graph-boy has just handed me a wire
from Dr. Mitchell—my successor.™

M ssssssarvannnnasasnssnnssnnsnnansnsnnnaanen M

ANOTHER READER WINS A
USEFUL LEATHER POCKET
WALLET

sendin . in Ehe . fu“ﬂwi:ng
Greyfriars Limenck :

Sald Bunter, one day, with a
aqueak :
“1'm fed-up with Latin and
Greek.
With this beastly muock.
I alwaya get stpck,
And then that beast Quelch
meakes ms shriek ! "

for

Sent in by : Mervyn Stephens,
14, Lansdown Place, Clifton,
Bnistol.
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“Yes, sir,” said Wibley helpfully.

“It appears that Dr, Mitchell cannot
take over my duties to-morrow, as was
firat arranged, but will arrive in threo
days' time.”

The Head paused, and Wibley waited.

" In the cireumstances, Mr. Prout will
take chargo of the school until Dr,
Mitcholl arrives. I lLave no time to
veturn and acquaint Mr. Prout of this
cventuality, my boy, so you will kindly
inform him for me of the last-pinute
change. ™

“Coertainly, sic 1"

“Thank you, WibleyI®

Tho ITead dismissed the telograph-lios
after tipping him generously for his
astuteness in slopping the car, and
waved a smiling farewell to William
Wibley. That junior raized his cap, and
once ore the car resumed its journey.

For some moments tho Removile
stared after the fast disappearing ear,
deop in thonught. Thers was a peculiar
mischievous look in his eyes that plaialy
indicated William Wibley was i the
throes of a brain-wave,

“ Ay hat!” Le ejaculated at length.
“I'll do 1t! DBlessed 1if I don't 1™

The very audacity of the schome that
had taken root in his bLrain fairly
stagpgered him.
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“T'H de itt Dy Jova! What a rag!
Can’t act, can’t It T'll show the silly
ngses |

And, filled with his new idea, William
Wibley fairly ran to Frinrdale and took
the first tenin to Courlfickl. Onee thero

7

he made all haste for the theafrieal
costumier's; and Mr. Sandy, the pro-
prieter, who valued Wibley as a good
customer, was eoon bustling about to
fulfil Wii:-lax'a amazing ordor.

All the way back to Greyfriars Wibley
was chuckling to himself, for the great
echeme he intended to put into operation
was nothing less thar an imperzonation
of the temporary headmaster !

“Three days’ time!” ruminated
Wibley. “That'll give mo a chance to
show the chaps that I can act. Dr.
Mitchell will arrive to-morrow, accord-
ing to the original programme, in the

erson of William Wibley., My hat!

Vhat o whecza 1”

The more Wibley pondered over ik
the more enthusiastic he became. Of
the alarming consequences that werc
likely to attend such a dnrinqaim osture
he gave scarcely a thought. Wibley was
an actor Brat and last; and hero was a

nce of showing the doubting
Thomases at Greyfriars that he reallv
could act—eould act their henlls off, o
to speak,
_ Not even the
lines for being

unishment of a hundred
te for call-over damped
Wibley's spirits. What was a hundred
lines to a chap who would, with a little
luck, be in a position on the morrow to
award thousands of lines when and. to
whom ho pleased ?

In Study No. 6 that evening Micky
Desmond and Dick Rake were amazod
by Wibley's peculiar behaviour. All
through prep the shining light of the
Remove Dramatic Society was chuckling
to himsdif.

Desmond looked up at last,

“Faith, an’ 15 it potty ve arei” he
asked,

“Fh1” ejaculated Wiblay,

“Begorrah, you'va done nothing else
but chucklo like a loony spalpeen for the
past hour, at all, at all1*

“ His blessed play’s got on his mind,”
said Rako sagely. “Take 2 tip from
me, Wib, old scont, and chuck that
footling acting and play-writing, other-
wige you'll finish up at Colnoy Hateh.”

“ Asa1” said Wibley cheerfully: and,
closing his eyes, he leaned back in hiz
chair to “rchearsa” once again the
most amazing role he had ever conteusr-
plated acting.

He was still chuckling when Alicky
Desmond and Rake, having finished
their prop, went down to the Common-
roont.

Then William  Wibley became
galvanised with life. With a cautious
step Lo entered the Sixth Form quarters
and headed for the prefects” room. In
that sanctum of sanctuma was a fele.
phone installed for the exclusive use of
the prefeets. Turning the key of the
door on the inside, Williaom Wibley
crossed to the telephono and took up
the recoiver.

He asked for Dr. Locke, knowing
beforchand that Mre. Prout, who was
deputising until Dre. Miteholl should
arrive, would take the call, In a2 few
maments the fruity voice of the master
of the Fifth same over the wires,

“Who is it speaking 7
L Wibley cleared his throat and mot

NEY.

Ay name is Wibley——"" ha Legun
in 8 deep voico,

And Mr. Prout, doubtless feeling hi=
new position, temporary as it was, very
T-:f*ui-n v hastened to make Limzelf agree-
ablo.

“Ah! Yes, Mr. Wihley. Yeos, ves,
[ remomber vou, sir, T think, You bave
a son in the Remove,™

. YEE. Dr. Locke=William Wibler,

; o
But again Me, Prout jumped in.
Tine Mauxer Linapy.—No. 1,135
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% 1ot me hasten to enlighten you, Mr.
Wibley,” said Mr. Prout. “ Dr. Locke
has just departed for s month's holiday.
I am acting for hum until the new Head
arrives., If there is anything | can Jo
for you, sir, I shall be only too happy
to oblige.” .

“You are very kind,” amid Wibley.

“Not at all. Not at all, my dear
sir I’ came Prout's fruity voice. *Ooly
too happy to oblige you, Mr. Wibley !”

Then William Wibley took the
plunge. _ _

“1 would like Willam to be given
leave of abscnce for a few days,’ be
said, in the deep tones of his paternal
relative. ]

“H'm1”* Mr. Prout's effusiveness
underwent a slight change.

“1 know the request is rather un-
usual,” Wibley hastened to explain,
“hut the circumstances leadiog up to 16
are ruther exceptional. I should deem
it a personal favour, Mr. Frout, if you
would concede the point.” §

That little Battery did the trick.
Wibley could almost see Prout’s rubi-
ound face as he replied. . i

“Wall, of coursa, Mr, Wibley, if you

ut it like that 1 think 1 can manage
Ec- grant your son leavo of absence for a
few days.” i N

“You are very kind, Mr. Prout,” said
Mr. Wibley alias William Wibley. “I
might add you're a sportsman, sir.”

'ﬁr. Prout, st his cnd of the wire,
positively beamed. He prided himsclf
on being & sportsman, and was about
to plunge into s lengthy description of
his apbrt.inilu.cl;iﬂma in the Rockies in
1839 when Mr. Wibley cut him short,

“Then I can expect Williom early to-

morrow, my dear Mr. Prout?”
“ Certain my dear Mr. Wibloy,”
paid Prout fruiml,v. “Hea shall leave

first thing after breakfast.”

il Eju.‘E very much obliged, Mr.
Prout.' )

“Don’t mention it, Mr. Wibley. I
am only ton bappy to be of service to
FOU. Gmd-!:;.'ﬂ. my dear Mr. Wibley,
good-bye—'

But Williamm Wibley bad already
rung off. There was the sound of a
furious knocking on the deor of the
prefect’s room, and then Wibley recog-
nised Wingate's volce, :

“Hallo! Who's locked this blessed
dmr ?‘I L] L] -

“Tg it locked?” This time it was
Patrick Gwynne speaking. ]

“ Of coursa it'a locked, fathead!” said
the captain of the school testily. “ Blow
it! 1 shall have to ask Prout if I can
uze his telephono. T expect some of the
voungstors have been skylarking about
and hidden the key.”

“Haold on!"™ said Patrick Gwyone,
who was peering at the kevhole. “The
Llessnd key's in the lock 1

“Fh?" said Wingate,  *Where 1"

“On the inside,” said Gwynne. “You
can sco for yourself.”

Wingata stooped down and eaw for

himeelf that Gwyane's words were
correch.

“ My hat! Then there's someone in the
room.”

“0Of course ! :

And as William Wikley heard that
remark his heart leaped to his mouth.

He gazed ahout him like a cornered

rat. It would never do to be caught in
the prefects’-reom  with  the door
locked. Tt might mean the ruination

of all his plans Yet the only way of
escape was by the window, which meant
a risky climb down the ivy tn the quad
iglow—a matter of twentv feet or more.

“ipen thia door!” roared Wingate.
“] know thore's sameone hero P

“Open it beporrah, ve spalpean !
roared Owynne. rolapsing  into  his
Tng Maexer Lisraky.—No. 1,153

native brogue in his excitement, *or
we'll burst 1t in 1"

William Wibley bit his lip. Then he
made up g mind. Crossing soltly to
the window, he began to prise it up.
Fortunately for him the sash did not
creak, otherwise the raging prefects out-
side would have gucsscd his intention
and eircumvented 1t.

Bang, bang!

Wingate was beating a furious fist on
the panels.

Bang, bang! o
Patrick Gwynne was doing likewise,
Mcantime, William ibley had

elambered over the sill, and was seeking
a handhold and a foothold on the old
ivy, His heart was beating fast, for
the descent was decidedly risky. Foot
hlf foot he lowered himself to the quad.
ths knocking from the prefects’ room
becoming fainter and fainter.

Three feet from the ground William
Wibley jumped. He touched ground,
and then was speeding off to the School
House as fast as his legs would car
him. In the corridor he ran into Tub
of tha Third.

Tubb was
pleasod.

“QOh, hera you are!” he growled.
“T've been loo ing for you for the past
five minutes. Comes to Ea-mathing when
a chap’s got to fag about for a blessed

looking anything but

Remaovite [ :
“What's up?” asked Wibley
pleasantly, wi beforehand the

answor to that guestion.

“0ld Prouty wants you in the Hoad’s
study,” growled Tubb. “Like hia cheek

to fag moe'! You blessed Removites
want putting in your places. Yah !"
With which elegant remark Georgo

Tubb stalked off with all the dignity of
the Jeader of the Third Form. DBut a
well-placed foot from William Wibl
rather spoiled the effect, for Tubb su
denly found himself pitching forward
oo his hands and kneecs.

' Yoooo You rotter I he roared.
“Why, I*ﬁ—"
But Wibley did not stay to hear the

warlike Tubb’s murderous threata; he
was trekking it for Dr. Locke's study.

Mr. Prout beamed at the junior when
he entered the study.

'{v‘fﬁr sent for me, sir?" "

ibley was quite composed.

“ Ah, yes, ﬁ?ibleyi" said Mr. Prout.
“Your fathocr has just been in com-
munication with me over the teole-

hone.™

{3 ﬂh- H-il" Iu

“It appearz, my h-‘::-ly,’ went on Mr.
Prout, in his long-winded fashion, " that
he desires your presence at home for o
few days, and to that end he has asked
me to prant you leave of absence. In
the circumstances, T am only too happy
to oblige your father, my boy, so you
may make your arrangements to depart
from this school after breakfast to-
marrow marning."

“ Ok, sir! Thank wyow, sir!” said
Wikley, with a beaming emile. * That's
jolly good of you, sirl”

Mr. Prout beamed.

“ Mot at all, my boy—not at all 1™

_And he waved a majestic dismissal,

Oneca outside tha study Wibley felt
like executing a war-dance. Bul he
restrained his feelings, and his face was

wite composed when he joined the
c‘[‘lc_;;»muvitm in the Common-room.

The great wheeze was already work:
ing. Leave of absence had been granted
to William Wildey, and the rest was as
easy as [alling off a form. or so thought
the shining light of the Remove
Dramnatic Saciety.

Anyway, after breakfast next morn-
ing Wibley shook the dust of Greyiriars

THE MAGNET

from his feet, his exit causing no little
envy among hLis Form-fellows; but cer-
tainly no suspicion.

THE FIFTH CHAFPTER.
Trouble with Highcliffe !

i ERK she comes!"
H Bob Cherry made that

remark, and pointed Blﬂnﬁ
the platform st Courthiel

Junction.

; Thoe two-thirty express was steaming

1.

“Now for it!” said Frank Nugent.
i‘_Wunder what the old bird will be
1ke ¥
“The wonderfulness of the old bird
will bo terrific 1™ remarked Hurree Jam-
set Ram Singh, in his original Englich.
“Lot wus  hopefully hope that the
ridieulous and esteemed Dr. Mitchell is
not a toughful hird 1™

“ Hear, hear!"

The Famous Five weited expectantly.
At Mr. Queleh's request Harry Whartan
& Co. had turned up at Courthald
Junction to welcome the new Head and
to give a bhand with his luggage, il
MEPCR ALY 3

Originally, Mr. Prout, in all the glory
of hizs brief headship, had detailed Mr,
Quelch to meet and welcome the now
Head, but the master of the Remove,
without consulting the pompous mastoer
of the Fifth, had passed on the job lo
tho Famous Five.

Harry Wharton & Co. had been only
too eager to comply, for a trip to Court-
ficld was distinetly preferable to swot-
tmf maths in the Remove Form room.

The express steamed in and cume to o

halt, and the Removites eagerly
scanned the passengers who were
n.ltghl:ing.

Change 'ere for Friardala!" bawled
a porter. *“Number three platform!”

ut the only travellers who made
tracka for No. & platform were two
labourers and an old lady. As neither
one of thesu answered In any way to
what a hecadmaster would 'faok like
Harry Wharton & Co. came to the con-
clusion that they had drawn a blank.

“Doesn't look as if the old Beak’s
travellod by thia train,” romarked DBob
Cherry. .

“ And the next train isn't due for an
hour,” said Wharton. 1 suppose wo
had better hoof it back to school.”

“No need to hurry, though,” eaid
Mugent. “The Quelch bird didn't tie
us to timeo.”

The five juniors waited a little longer,
but there was no sign of Dr Mitchell,
and when tha express stcamed out again
they made & combined move to the
barrier. ) .

“ A journcy for nothing,"” said Johnny

ull.

“apill, it's a thumping sight hettor
than mugging in the Form-room " said
Bob Cherry, with a grin,

“Oh. rather!™

The Famous Five wera unanimous
on that paint.

They began to step out briskly for
Friardala. It wnas a fGne nprinF after-
noon, and walking was a pleasure;
furthermore, walking meant dodeing at
least another halfl an hour of classes.

“Tlalla, hallo, hallo " exclaimed Bob
Cherry suddenly. * Highelilfe rotters!”

The Famous Five had suddenly turned
a corner in the lane, and approachins
them was & srore, at least, of High-

cliflians, At their head were Ponsonby
& Co.

4 (Near decka far  action!” said
Johnny DBull significantly; and his

chimes nadded.
Cecil Ponsonby & Co. were always at



EVERY SATURDAY

s This pvergrown boy seems very stupld-looking,'’ said the pseudo Dr. Mitchell, In a voice that reached the burning ears ol

Coker and most of the Fifth-Formers.

war with the Remove in general, and
Harry Wharton & Co. in particular;
but the FHighelifie cads usually pre-
ferred to make war when the odds were
in their favour. i

Certainly, the odds were well in their
favour now.

The Higheliffie juniers came nIcrlmi_l ot
a swinging stride. Evidently they had
Leen ont for onoe of their customary
natural history lessons, for cach junior
carricd a notebook nnder his arm.
That, undor the leaderzhip of Cenl
TPansonby the weekly natural histor
lesson degenerated into an_hour’s indul-
geneo in smoking and card-playing, the
authorities at Highelife were not yet
aware, althourh it was known to Harry
Wharton & Co.

“ahoulder to shoulder, you men!"

gaid Wharton. * You can bet there'll
Le trouhle 1™
0f that there was no shadow of

doubit, no possitle, probable shadow of
doulit, no possible doubt whatever. To
retreat was unthinkable  for  the
I'amaus Five, so thoy kept on.

At o word from Ponsonby, the Iigh-
eliffe juniors apread out across the lane
entiroly blocking the way.

Stin Harry Wharton & Co. marched
on. Each of them realiscd that a scrap
was imminent; but, despite the heavy
odds of four to one, they showed no
trace of turmng back. .

“Collar  the rotters!”  exclaimed
Ponsonhy suddenly; and like one man
the Ilighelife jumors rushed to obuoy.

“LBack up, L‘-‘re:ffriars " welled DBob

Cherry; and simultancously his left

camno  into t:inlc:nt coitact with Cecil
P'onsonby's cicgant nose.

" Yooooon ! You rotter!” roaresd
Pon, and he staggered back elasping hLis
damaged nusal organ.

Vavasour and Gadsby [ared no betier,
for Johnny DBull and Wharton both
recigtered “direct hits,” and two Iligh-
cliffians rolled in the road roaring.

urree Singh was fichting gamely
with Monson, and was more than
holding his own, whilst Frank Nogent
was hitting out right lustily to two
Lefty Fourth-Formors.

“(Jollar the cads!™ roarcd Pon=onby,
taking care, however, to keep some-
where in the background.

“0Oh, absolutely ! =zaid Vavesour,
“Orogoough! My dose!”
“Wow! My eye!” moaned Gad:ly.

“Tuck up. Greylriars!™

“Down the cada!™

“Mﬂ]"! 1';““ up 1»

The Famous Five fought like
Trojana, but tho odids were already
beginning to tell. Wharton was down
on the ground with “four Highelilfe
ljuniur:nr*s sitting on him, although he
wad lelt his mark on morve than one luce
belore that happencd.

Cries and moans rang out on all sides,
for the Famous Five were the chame
pion fighting men of the Greyvfriars
Remove, and they wero doing deadly
damage. DBut weight of numbers told
in tne end. A combined rush swept thoe
Greyfriars juniors literally off their
fect. and soon they were lying helpless
and panting st the mercy of their
EIEINes,

* ]—h'm—h'm !—must give him my personal attention !

“Now you're going through it !" said
Ponsonby unploasantly, giving Wharton
a diz in the ribs,

Wharton's eyos blazed.

“And yvou'd go through it, too, if I
could pot my hands on you!" he
snapped.

“Call this fair play ! panted Johnny
Buil. “Four to one! Just like you
Higheliffe cads!™

“Told the cads tight while we gei
busy with the crayons!” drawled
'anzanby. :

“ (%h, ahzolutely "

The Famous i‘iva were hold tight,
despite their frantic struggling., and
then DPonsonby and his cronies selected
a number of erayons from their boxes,
Those crayons were issned by the school
awthoritics for the purpose of transmit-
ting lo paper the outline and general
characteristics of trece and shrubs; but
they came in excecdingly handy to the
vietorious Hizhelifhans in the prescnt
instance.

Pansonby, who was something of an
artist, began to cxercise his art on the
erimson focos of the helpless Remorites.
ifirst he whitoned Wharton's face, P.nd
thien procceded to streak diagonal lines
of preen and red across it. A big black
spot on the end of Wharton's nose
completed the picture

“0Oh, you rotter!” panted the eap-
tain of the Greyfriars Remove.

“Doun't like it. what?"” drawled
Ponsonby. * Dear me, some [ellows are
never satisfiod !

“Ha, ha. ha!”
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‘Uhe Higheliffions laughed, as in duly
Lound, at this Bash of wit from their
¢legant leader.

Lolh Cherry was the next vwictim.
In his caso the colour scheme was
entirely different. On a groundwork
of black chalk Ponsonby exceuted some
very woird designs in yellow, with the
result that the hapless Liob looked like
nothing so much as a zebra by the time
tha Higheliffe dandy had finished.

Each member of the Famous Five
underwent similar treaiment, with the
vesult that their own parents would
hardly have recognised them.

The Famous Five writhed and strug-
gled to get free, but they wers too
securely held, and each attempt at
Ireedom merely raised s roar of laugh-
ter from the #triumphant Highcliffe
juniors.

“You awlful ecads!™ s=aid Wharton
between his teeth,

“I'd like to have Ponsonh
for five minutes !" growled
“I1'd burst him 1"

“Tho burstiulness would be terrific!”
ndded Hurree 8ingh, who had taken
their Eg];ght with all the philosophy of
the t. “But the proverb tolls us
}hﬁt he who waits last laughs long-
ully.

“ﬁing off 1" growled Gadshy.

“Take their jackets off " ordered
Ponsonby. “Don't let the cads
escape 1

But there was no fear of that. In a
very short time the Famous Five were
minus their jackets.

“Now turn 'em inside ocut and put
'em on again!” drawled Ponsonby.

Tha Hlﬁhcﬁffﬂ juniors, hastened to
obey. The effect was startling, and
Ponsonby & Co. roarad with merriment.

“Now tie their wrists behind them, ™
commanded Ponsonby, “and join the
cads together in a cirele I

The Famous Five struggled desper-
elely; but it wes of no avail, Their
wrists were securely fastened behind
their backs, and another longth of cord
joined the.five helpless juniors togethor
in & circle,

“Now got going,” said Ponsonby, in
Ligh glee; and he gave ihe circle a
push towards Greviriars,

“Ha, ha, hal®

It was all Harry Wharton & Co. could
do to keep from falling, for only two
of them were walking naturally.
Nugent, Bull, and Cherry were walk-
ing hall sidoeways half backwards, by
reason of the cirele Pansanby had made
in tying their wrists together. How
long it would take the hapless five to
reach Groeyfriars was a matter of con-
jecture, for their progress was pain-

to mysolf
ob Cherry.

{ully slow and eomewhat dangerous.
“Go it, you cripples!”
“Ha, ha, hat”
“0Oh, thizs i3 awfyl!" groaned

Wharton.

He was facing the route to Grey-
friars, and stumbling along with great
difliculty, for Dob Cherry, who was
walking backwards, kept falling on to
him. Thus Wharton was unaware of
ithe approach of & taxicab,

Buat Bob, walking backwards, was.
To hiz amazement, the taxi suddenly
pulled  up alongside the chortling
Higheliffe juniors, and an elderly gentlo-
man, in frock coat, jumped out.

Ha displayed surprising agility for a
man past middle age. His faca fairly
bristled with wrath as he took in the
scene.  Next moment the umbrella ke
vas carrymng started to flay tho hilarious
Higheliffie juniors, and their roars of
laughter changed with startling ewd-
denness to roars of anguish,
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“¥ou young rascals!”
Swish, swish, swish [
And with each swish of the umbreila
came a3 Higheliffe vell. any
18

"Took out!? yelled Ponsonby.
man's mad— Yooooooop !

Heo ended with a yell as the whirling
umbrella caught him with full force.

“Young hooligans !” hooted the new-
comer, “Disgraceful —h’'m —h'm |—
abominable I

The Highelifie juniors scattered in
alarm before that avenging umbrella.
Who the newecomer was they hadn't the
faintest idea; neither could they
reason why he had interfered, Their
unanimous conclusion was that they had
encountered a madman,

Bwish, swish, swish !

The Highelifians  scattered like
chaff before the wind as the elderly
gentleman rushed in amongst them,
smiting lustily, and moans and cries
rang out on all sides.

“ Run for it!”

“He's mad I

“0Oh erikey !

In the-space of a very short time
the Highcliffe juniors were flyi for
their lives, cager to put as much dis-
tance between the “madman * and
themseolves as was humanly possible,

And only when the last junior had
disappeared round a bend in the lane
did the elderly gentleman call a halk.

*“My hati” That ejaculation sounded
amazingly out of place, for the
elderly ﬁimtlnma.n gsported a beard and
moustaches, and his wrinkled face sug-
gested that much water had flowed
beneath the bridge since he had been a
schoalboy., “My hat! That gave the
Higheliffe bounders something to think
about! Ha, ha, ha 1"

Again the youthful laughter was
cntirely unreconcilable with an elderly
man, but bencath that elderly waist
coat beat tho heart of William Wibley,
elias Dr. Mitchell

The amateur actor of the Remove
Ihad missed the train at Courtfield,
whither he had repaired to don his
make-up, and had hastily chartered a
taxi to take him to the school. His
ma.l-m-u]p was perfect in cvery detail;
ecertainly no one would have recognised
Wiliiam Wibley of the Remove now.

It was more than the disguised Re-
move junior could do to paza by the
triumphant Ilighelifians without chip-
ping in, Lbut despitoe the fact that he had
put Ponsonby & Co. to rout, Wibley had
not the sligntest intention of freeing
Hurry Wharton & Co. from their plight.
A far Dbetter idea had occurred to
Wibley's mind. He felt he had s grievw-
ance against the Famous Five for not
having backed him vup in the production
of *The Flying Torror |¥ Like the other
juniors of thgngmnue, Harry Wharton
& Ca. had told Wibley that ?ﬂ couldn't
act for tolfec. Well, they wore soon to
be enlightened on thet point

The cirela of captive juniors had come
to a halt as soon as Dob had explained
what was roing on in the ranks of the
Higheliffe fellows, and their spirits
rose. Lf the newcomer had been sporty
cnough to chip in and put Pon and hia
merry men to rout then, of o surety, he
would liherate the captive five.

Accordingly the hopes of
Wharton & (o, rose.

But they reccived & sudden damper
when the elderly gentleman stepped
back into hia iaxi and commanded the
astorizhed driver to procesd to Grey-
friara.

Not s plance did the elderly gentle-
man give to Harry Wharton & %‘ﬂ. B
the taxi whizzed past,

*“Uh erumhbs 7

Hearry

THE MAGNET

That dismal ejaculation proceeded
from Harry Wharton & Co.

The whole thing seemed inexplicable
to them. Who was the man who had
interfered? And why hadn't he liberated
them? Why hadn’t he looked at them
even a3 ho drove past?

“Oh, come on,” groancd Wharton at
last, “It's no good hanging about here.
Let's geu on”?

And with feelings too deep for words,
the hapless five shuffled their way to-
wards Greyiriars, where, if they only
knew it, another surprise of a painful
nature awaited them.

THE SIXTH CHAPTER,

Put to the Test]
OXK|
William Gosling, the porter,
came out of his lodge as the

: sound of a taxi born disturbed
his afternoon sicsta. But he quickly
became alive as he beheld the staid
gentlerman in the cab,

Gosling did not need telling that this
was the tempovary hnadwﬂriaiditchnil#r
for like overyone else at Greyfriars, Gos.
ling knew that Dr. Mitchell was expected
that afterncon, -

“Good arterncon, sir,” said Gosling
:t«aﬁccﬁlully, and he touched his cap
and hastened to open the gates to admit
the taxi.

“ Dr. Mitchell” gave Gosling a wintry

e and waved the taxi on.

“gt halted outside the School ITours
3.
ibley, his heart beating furiously,

des :taegfu outward appearance of cnlmr.

paid off the driver, and, from the corner
his aye, saw Mr. Prout bearing down
upon him,

Mr. Prout was all smiles. He came up
to the new lead and introduced him-
self, the while he examned the gentle:
man who was to control the destinies of
Greyfriars until Dr, Locke's return,

_ The master of the Fifth was nore too
impressed. Dr. Mitchell appeared to be
a very undersized gentleman who hore
& distinetly Victorion stamp about him,
but thero was a very {authful gleam in
his eycs as he shook Mr. Prout by the
hand.

“Ow—wow "™ Mr. Prout could not
restrain the yeil that camoe fo his lips as
ho felt his own podgy hand gripped as
i a Yoo,

“How do you do, Mr. Prout,” gaid Dr.
Mitchell, in & deep voice, “Iam pleased
—h'm—h'm |—to make your acquaint-
tance."

“0h, ah, yes!” muttercd Mr. Prout,
trying to withdraw his erushed hand.

*1 fecl certain we shall pull together
—h'm—h'm!—my dear Prout,” con.
tinued Dr. Mitchell. “0h, ah—h'm-—
h'ml=—your haund. I'm sgorry. 1 em
burting youi"

“N-not ot all,” mumbled Mr. Prout,
who felt that hin hand had been
damnaged for life, “You would like to
gea over tho school, sir, before you take
over officially ¥*' he added.

Wibley, alins Dr. Mitehell, shoak his
head.

“I am a.great beliover in striking
whila the iron is hot, Mr. Lout—2="1"

“Prout!" said that gentleman stiffly,
trifle stiffly.

“H'm—b'm, oh, ah! Prout!” zaid
Wibley, who by this time was thoroughly
enjoying himself, =zafo in the knowledge
that the master of the Fifth had not
penctrated hise disguise.  “Will  vou
kindly assembile the school in the quad
here—"

I’rout's eyes opened wide, for the re-
quest was a very unusual one, a fact thag
he ventured to fell the new Head.
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*It may be unusual, my dear Grout,”
murmured the Hoad. “But I wish il
I want to see the boys. in my charge; I
want to sddress them. You will kindly
h—h’n}’—h’m |l—proceed to assomble them

cre.

Mr. Prout could do nothing more than
nod his compliance. Already the “ under-
sized " gentleman who had taken Dr.
Locke's place had proved that he had
& will—and a hand-grip—of his own.

And while the master of the Fifth
proceoded to inform the warious Form
masters of the new Hend's command,
William Wibley strutted up and down
the quad turning things over in his
mind. So far, hiz masquerade had becn
a trinmph. Certainly tho {rockcoated
gentleman with the Victorian beard
bore wo resemblance to Willinm Wibley
of the Greyfriars Hemove.

In tho space of five minutes the Grey-
friars faellows, soniors, juniors, and fags,
were marching into the quad, and many
surreptitious glances were levelled at
the new Head.

Dr. Mitchell was unconscious of them.
His sttention scemed to be directed to-
wards the gates where he expected at
any moment Harry Wharton & Co. to
appear. ) :

“1'l show the silly asses,” Wibley
muttered to himself, “Can't act, can’t
17 Well, they'll be thumping sorry they
said that before I've finished with "em.”

Mr. Quelch and the rest of the masters
came striding majestically towards their
new headmaster.

Wibley, with beating heart, turned
to greet them,

“Good afternoon, gentlemen,” he said
in deep tones. “I trust—h'm—h’ml—
that our acguaintance will be of a
pleasant nature.”

And the masters, having been intro-
duced by the pompous Mr. Prout, all
hoped the same.

Cortainly not ono of them ever guessed
the real identity of the “man™ who
stood before them. Even Mr. Quelch’'s
keon eyes, often compared to gimicts b{
the members of his Form on account o
their etrating gquelitics, did not sce
anything amiss 10 Wibley's clever mako-
u
% Mr. Prout—h'm—h"m |——"' said the
Head. * You will kindly call the roll.”

“Certainly, sir!”

The roll was called, and Mr. Prout
rolled towards Mr. Mitchell with his
:a?ﬂth

‘ Five boys of the Remove are absont
—Wharton, Cherry, Hurree Singh, Bull,
and Nugent,” said Mr. Prout, in his
fruity voice., “I gather from Mr. Quelch
that they went down Lo the station to
meet you."

“That is s0,” said Mr. Quelch. “I
am surprised that they have not yet
returned,” :

Dir. Aitchell smiled.

“Ah—h'm—b'm!—my dear Mr.
Scuoleh, U'm afraid T did not travel by
the two-thirty express as was expeoctod,
so—=h'm—i'm !—that perhaps explainz
why these boys nre still ahsent™

“One boy from the Remove, Wibley,
by name, is absent on leave,” went on
Mr. Prout.

“ Indeed 1™

“ Yoa, sir; his parent desired him to be
allowad two or three days away from
the echosl,” explained the master of tha
Tifth, *“ao0, in the circumstances, I gave
the necessery permission.’’

“That was qunite right," said Dr.
Mitehell agroeably, ™I will now—h'm —
h'in '*—inspect the boys™

Accompanied by a bodygnard of
masters, the new Head went down the

ranks of the various TForms, passing
commonts in audible veico that made
the objects of the said comments blush.

GREYFRIARS CELEBRITIES.

This week our clever Greyfrlars Rhymester
tells a few home-truths about Lord
Mauleverer, the slacker of the Hemove.

REYFRIARS has o specica rarp,
G Though others may beo
oleverer,

That noble schoolboy million-

a1re
Great Harbore P, Maulovarer.
Hi.uhiireim are fAlled with blood that's
ue,
This fact's not false or hazy;

Supplied with %'uocl rey matter, too,
Though usually it.q;.q {a.a;,u '

Heo first arrived in coach and four,
Which ecaused a great scnsation;
And * slugs " and “toadies ¥ looked

him o'er :
In thoughtful speculation.
Lord Mauleverer, they found
To be & chap worth knoowidg,
His money he will share around,
And ¢'en forget what's owing.

An aristocrat is he—begad |
Hizs polished tonc betrays it.
You'd gucss the fam'ly of the lad,
His every move betrays it.
But Mauly's very popular,
Mot only for his fortune—
He's just a boy, like others are,
His money's no misflortunc.

He shares a Study—Number Twelve—
With Vivian, hiz cousin;

Lut into books he dows not delve,
Nor learn things by the dozen,

He's got a brain that, when it tries,
Can shine just how it chooses,

DBut wvsually it slecning lies,
As Mauly gently snoczes.

He's clegant and so refined,
But not the least bit uppish;

To luxury he's mueh melined,
And yet he's never foppish.

FPiot Delarey, and his “eoz ™
Enjoy the study-sharing—

Heo's gentlemanly in all he does,
And never over-bearing.

o lilt your glasscs in the air,
While other chaps you're toasting,
And cheor the nrﬁn-n]huy millionaire,
Who's free from pride and boasting.

He's gencrona, a kindly chap,
Who likes to sce folk happy:

And though he aits in Fortune's lap,
He's a downripght decent chappie!

Dr. Mitchell paused when he cama
abreast of Coker of the Fifth, and eyed
him appraisingly.

The rugged faced Cokor glared ab
him. Ho had taken an instinctive dis-
like to the new Head. Thedislike scemed
mutual,

Dr. Mitchell turned to Mr, Prout.
“Thizs overgrown boy seems very
stupid-locking,” he said, in & voice thal
reached the burnming ears of Coker and
most of tha Fifth-Formers,

“Oh, really, eirl” burst out Coker,
but a glare from Mr. Prout silenced
him, and the Fifth Form men who were
tittering.

“*“Very stupid-looking."” murmured Dr.
Mitchall. "I—h'm—i*m!—must give
him my personal attention."”

The new Head passed on leaving bee
hind him-a ecrimson Fifth-Former whe
would have given anything to have
shown Dr. Mitchell his *left.”

Cercil Reginald Temple of the Upper
Fourth was the next to be placed in the
stocks so Lo speak. The new Head
hulted before him and gave him a glance
of disfavour,

“ What is your name, my boy "

“Temple, sir,” drawiud the leader of
the Upper Fourth.

“Your full name?”" rapped the new
Head.

“Cecil Reginald Tomple—"

Aund the bapless Temple gave his full
name in such confusion, that his Form
fcllows burst out inte a roar of laughter.

“Ha, ha, ha!" - ’

“¥You look a very stupid boy,” said
Dr. Mitchell candidly.

“D-do—deo I, sir{”

“Ingredibly stupid!"
Mitchell.

“Ha, ha, ha!" roared the rest of the
Upper Fourth.

“Bilence " commanded Mr, Capper.
“Boys, how dare you laugh like this [

Dr. Mitchell held up his hand.

“Me, Capper, as your Form scems to

snapped Dr.

be imbued with laughter, wo will give
them a little—h'm—h'm |l—exerciso.
ll'imr.rl. boys, when 1 count threo, all
augh." .

A dead gilence eettled on the Upper
Faurth.

Was the new Head mad? ]

But tho new Head was :m_z.rt.hmgc but
mad. Ilo held up his hand and began
o count:

“One, two, three—laugh !

There was & feeble response from the
confused Upper Fourth

Dr. Mitchell's eyebrows came together
[erociously.

“] have commanded you boys to
laugh,'" he said grimly. * Any boy whe
doecs not obey: will be caned. Now, then
-ou hilaricus Twni gentlemen, al
i’ﬁ.ugh—mld laugh heartily—when
count three! One, two, three—"

“Ha, ha, hal” It was a ridiculous
burst of laughter, and it rang absurdly
false. ' .

The mastors behind Dr. Mitchell
bogan to ontertain the notion that he
wils not quite right in the head. N

“Once more!” commanded D
Mitchedl, thoroughly enjoying himself.

“tHa, ha, ha?!” b-ellnweg the crimson-
faced Fourth-Formers. Y

And then. to Lhoir intense relicl, the
new Head pasied on s

“Yo s!" gasped Temple. “The
old I'E:;rﬂ s batty i

* bhad as a hatter

Meantime, Dr. Mitchell was inspect.
ing the Remove. [Tis comments
amongst those juniors were thrustful
and in many cases bumibiating, Skinner
& Co., the cads of the Remove, camo 1n
for epocial attention. They were told
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that they were weeds, lazy, and gener-
glly good for nothing-=—a judgment that
waa marvellously accurste, coming from
a hecadmaster who was beholding thom
for the first time. :

Skinner & Co. wero shaking in their
shoes when Dr. Mitchell had finished
with them.

“The rotter must bs a blessed charac-
ter-reader ' muttered Skinner to Snoop.
“ How did he guess that we smoked and
played cards, and didn't play footer?”’

“Shurrup I'* hiesed Soocop, who was
thoroughly unnerved. .

Dr. %.‘[itcha]l came to a halt again,
This: time it was the u.mﬁle figure of
William George Bunter that held his

nttention. . )
" Disgustingly [at!" waarhla audible
comment. o boy obviously over-

cats—

“Oh, really, sir!” protested Bunter.
“"T'va got a delicate constitution that
pequires constant nourishment——"'

‘Bilence I” . . ]

And Bunter, quaking like a jelly, re-
lapsed into silence.

“This boy ia o disgrace to the school,”
said Dr. Mitchell, who evidently did not
believe in mincing his words. “'His
condition is disgraceful! That boy, my
dear Mr. S8quelch, must be put on o dict
at once." .

“Quelch, my dear sir)”

“Horry—er—Mr. Quelch, Dot ns I
said, thia bﬂlj must be put on diet.”

“Oh lor’ 1™ groaned Bunter,

Mr. Queleh pursed hie lipa.

Like any Form master, he felt that
on insult levelled at any of his boys
was an insult to him. Ha knew quite
well, however, that Bunter was a greedy
i-nuth given to over-cating, but he dis-
iked being reminded of it in this public
fachion by a man who hod been in the
school barely ton minutes. This sort of
thing wasn't done in the best scholastic
oircles.

“You will see to that—h'm—h'm!—
Ty dear Belch!”

‘Quelch, sir,” said the master of the
Bemevo pointedly. “Q.-U-E-L-C-H.”

“0Oh! Ah=h'm—Ii'm " muombled Dr.
Mitchell.

And he passed from the Remove ranks
to the Third and Second Forms, much
to Mr. Quelch's relicl.

The inspection finished, William
Wibley, aliaz Dr. Mitchell, proceeded
to address the assembled school.

“My bovs,” he began in a deoep,

carrying voice, “I trust that my—h'm—
h'mi—short stay smongst you will Le
m l—fruitinl

& happf one, and—h'm—h
of results. You will not—h'm—h'm 1=—
find me a hard taskmaster; but I expect
complete oboedicnes on all occasions—
h'm—h'm —without question.
sidoration of——"

His words trailed off and his eyes
travelled towards the gates,

_The eyes of the assembled school did
likewise,

Then there was one gigantic roar of
laughter, as all Greyiriars saw the weird
approach of Harry Wharton & Co. roped
together in a circle, with faces painted
in moro colours then went to make
Jﬂﬁﬂl}h’ﬂ coat of many colours famous,

“Ha, ha, ha "

“Ho, ho, ho!"

Harry Wharton & Co. groaned, 'Too
late they saw  the ' assembled school.
There was no retreat. With burning
faces and feelings that were inexpres-
sible, t-in:qf stumbled on towards the
ranks of the Greyiriara fellows, to the
pecompaniment of a storm of derisive
cheers and laughter,

Wibley, aling Dr. Mitchell, could not
have timed things better.
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THE SEVENTH CHAPTER.
The Fall of Horace Coker !

i A, HA,L HAI®
H Again and again the roars

of merriment rang out, and

the hapless Famous Five
fervently hoped that the earth would
open and swallow them,

Stumbli against each other, they
came level at [ast with the horrified
group of Form masters.

Dr. Mitchell, with well-feigned sur-
rise, €yed them as if they were freaks
rom & Cirdus,

And as Wharton & Co. saw that
alderly gentleman they jumped ; for theﬁ
recognised him as the man who la
intervened when Ponsonby & Co. had
started them off on their painful journey
to Greyfriars.

“Bless my soull” ejaculated Mr.
Quelch.

“Goodness gracious!” boomed Mr.
Prout.

I Dh 'ﬂmmbﬁ -ll!' ‘

It was a groan in unison from the
Famous Five,

“What does thiz mean—h'm—h'm?"”
demanded Dre. Mitchell warmly, * Whao
ara thess freakish peoplet nd what
are they doing heret"”

“ Bless my soull" gasped Mr, Quelah
for the sccond time. *“'Is it pussib]*::'}
Wharton—Cherry—-"

~ “Yes, eir!’" groaned those unhappy
juniors from beneath their make-up.

“ Well—"

Mr. Quelch secerned incapable of
further speech at that moment. And
while the unfortunata BEemovitea waited
like a lot of sheep huddled together the
rest of tho echool gave voice once agnin,

“Ha, ha, ha I"’

“Tt's Wharton and his erowd I”

“0h, my hat!"

“a, ha, ha!"

g I;Luul sainted aunt!' .
“BILENCE!" Dr. Mitchell’s voico
boomed out above the din command-

ing] E
: ]gqgs, what does this mean? Mr.
Quelch had recovered his voice at last.
The captain of the Remove felt it in-
cumbent upon him to explain.
“We fell foul of some fellows on the
way back to the school, sir,”" he eaid
miserably, “and they ragged us—"'

“ Bless my soul 1™

Dr. Mitchell Et-l:}pped forward.

“"Do I gather from your words, my
dear Felch, that these strange in-

dividuals are’ known to youi"
r. Quelch gulped.

“They are the—the boys of my Form
whom I zent to meet you at Courtfield
Junction, eir,” ho said stiffty,

“Indeed !” snapped Dr. Mitchell.
““This is positively disgraceful! T re-
member now passing these boys on my
way to the school, but I had no idea
that they were Greyfrinrs boys. Dis-
graceful, indeed 1"

“The boys were—ahoem l—attacked by
some other boys,” mumbled Mr. Quelch.
“One can _hardfyr blame them for their
{:l‘rment plight, sir. And these boys—

‘harton, Nugent, Bull, Cherry, and
Hurrce Singh—rank among the best
members of my Form." _

“¥ou eurprise ma,' said Dr. Mitchnll
sarcastically  “Kindly release them=—
I'm—h'm |—Melch—h'm |—Quelch "

The master of the Remove procecded
to do so. .

Oncoe the cords holding the juniors’
wrists wore severed, Harry irton
& Co. wera able 10 adopt more normal
positions; but their general aﬁpcara.nce
still provoked laughter from the rest of
the school.

With hurning faces and ears, the hap-
less five ranged themsolves before the
temporary Head.

THE MAGNET

Dr. Mitchell eyed them with strong
disfavour.

“l1 do not approve—h'm—h'm [—of
this foolish behaviour,” he said grimly,
“ It ig not—h'm—h'm !—in ke&ging with
the traditions of a school like Grey-
friarg—-=:="

“It was hardly our faualt, sir,” said
Wharton.  “You yourself, sir, saw the
odds we had to face,

““Indeed I'* snapped Dr. Mitchell. *I
am not the slightest bit intercsted—
?’m—h*ng I—in t a—the—ar—-uddmﬁﬂ But

am gomg to Impresa upon you g—
h'm—_—h‘mn!g—thn folly of Ehis J;t.u. id Fh&-
haviour, ¥You are strictly forbidden to
ramove any of that disfguring paint or
chelk until I give you permission——"

“Oh lor' ¥

The idea of having to walk about
amongst their TForm fellows with
painted faces for an indefinite period

vite unnerved Harry Wharton & Co,

ey groaned in chorus.

Mr. Queleh stepped into the breach.

“Dr. Mitchell, may I bo allowed to
exXpress my opinion——""

“You may!"

“Waell, then, I think tho punishment
you have seen fit to a.wartf these un-
fortunate boys rather—rather humili-
ating."

“1'm sorry you think so, my dear
Grelech — h'm ! — Quelch,”  said Dr,
Mitchell. "But I am a man of my
word,"

He waved a dismissal to Mr. Quelch,
and that indignant Forin master sub-
sided into silenee,

“Boys!” Dr. Mitchell addressed the
assembled school. ™ You may consider
the rest of the afterncon—h'm—bE’'m |—
your own. You may dismiss!”

A burst of cheering greeted the an-
nouncement. The new Head was a
queer old bird in many respects, but he
had e¢xeused the school from further
lessons that day, o circumstance that
gﬁidcnﬁd the hearts of seniors and fags
alike.

The school dismissed and Dr. Mitchell,
escorted by the portly Mr. Prout, stalked
towards tho Head's study, leaving Hay
Wharton & Co. in the midst of a crow
of hilaricus juniors and fags.

“YWhere did you get that facei®
chanted Skinner.

ianl hﬂq hﬂ-l”

Horry Wharton & Co. felt their
position kcenly. They were in rebellions
mood yet even their disregard of ccn-
sequences fell short of disebeying the
Head's command. But if they couldn’t
disobey Dr. Mitchell’s orders, they could
at least give an outlet to their feelinga
by hammering the hilarious juniors
around them.

“The Five Freaks!" roared Bolsover
major. " 'What a sight 1"

“Ha, ha, hal"”

“Oh, stop your silly eackling,”
growled Johnny Buil,

“"Walk up, walk up!” ealled oot

SEnoop. " No charge! Come and seo the
Five IFrcakal™

* Ha, ha, hat"

But this was morg than Harry Whar-
ton could stand. Their lempers woro
rising.

Skinner, Snoop, Bolsover major, and
Bulstredae suddenly found their merri-
ment cut short az the Famoua Five
charged at them with clenched fists and
gont them stagrering.

“h, my noz2e!”

“Ay eyel Yooocop!”

“Groococough I

“MNow, vou cackling asmes,"” roaved
Wharton, "como on and cackle at cloge
guarters.”

But the erowd hopan fo break and
goatter. ‘I'he Famousz Five were harid
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hitters as many 1uninra knew to their
cost, and although they were frepared
to laugh, the majority of the fellows had
no desire to engege 1n a scrap with such
formidable opponents,

“Come on, you chaps,” said Wharton.
“Let's get along to the study.”

The Famous Five started at a run for
Study No. 1.

A whooping crowd followed them—at
a safe distence.

The door of the study was kicked open
and the breathless juniors swarmed in.
Wharton kicked the door shut and
turned the key in the lock. Then, and
only then did the Famouz Five realize
that there was another person in the
YOO,

It was Horace James Coker.

The burly Fifth Former eyed them
with strong disapproval.

“What the thump are you doing
here " demanded Bob Cherry.

Coker, hcedless of the ferocious
glances levelled at him, frowned.

“I've been waiting for you to come
in,” he said magisterially,

“"0Oh, have you,”" snapped Wharten
crossly. ""Wall, vou can clear out—
sharp I

“ 1 want no cheek from you, Wharton,"
roared Coker. “I must say, you blessed
fags look o pesitive disgrace. Look at
your faces!”

" Have you ever looked at your own ("
demanded Nugent esrcastically. *I
shouldn’t, though, if I were you; you
might not survive the shock.™

“¥You checky Remove kid ™

“You fathended Fifth Former!"

Coker breathed hard. He had what
he was pleased to term a short way with
faga: and the cheeky juniors wanted a
leszon, ]

* Fancy Greyiriars fellows allowing
themselves to be ragged like this,"" said

113 I
Mite
are known to ,"'gl'l.‘i"l.l.""l
“ They

Coker scornfully. “It's a disgrace to
Greyfriars, but I might have expected it
from vou uhmk; rotters."

“0h, can it!"

“ Buzz off, while you're safe!™

. Btill Coker paid no heed to the war-
like glances that went the round of the
Famous Five.

“I'm going to give each of you a

lamming,"” went on the .burly Fifth
Former, prﬂducin% from behind his
bﬂf‘ﬁ ﬁ?ﬁ’mln bat. “Bend over!”

“Bend over! said Coker mapgister-
ially. *I don't mind who's first 1"

The Famous Five exchanged glances.

“0Oh, you don't mind wh-f’a first,"
eaid Harry Wharton. “Right-ho! ¥You
can be first, old fathead!"

And befora Coker fully realised the
position, five pairs of hands seized hold

cf him and dragged him to the fluor of
the study.

“Here, wharrer you deing! he
ropred. “Lemme gerrup! I'll smash

you! I'll tan you—"' g
" Your little mistakes,” said the captain
of the Remove grimly. "™ We're going to

tan youl"
“Turn him overl” exclaimed DBob
Cherry. “We'll teach the silly idiot to

como looking for trouble.”
And Coker, desnite 'his herculean
struggles found himself turned over like
a sack of coals.
“Btoppit! I'll skin you for this!* he
roered.
“Some other time," snapped Wharton.
®{zive me that five's bat, Franky.”
Nugent obli in‘glﬁ fielded the five's bat
Coker had thoughtfully brought with
him, and YWharton started in to
Whack, whack, whack!
“Yoooooop ! ﬁtnppil‘.! I'll slaughter
you! Oh erikey "
Whack, whack, whack!

BEINRES,

Wharton waa

1

g:thar, my dear Felch,” said Dr.

I, ** that these strange individuals

Al !;H;Jr. ﬂllfﬁlﬁh g#lped

are the—the boys of my Form,
sir ! " he said stiffy.

Eﬂinlg great guns with the bat, doubtless

nding some consolation to his own out-

raged feelings in lamming Coker.
“Whoop! Groooough!"” came Coker's

muffled howls, for his head was jammed

in the carpet. “ Lemme gerrup! Wow I
Whack, whack, whack!

“That's enough, I think," said Whar-
ton, a trifle breathlessly, and he tossed
the bat asido. " Open that door, Johnny,
a.n:iuwe'll sling this Fifth Form freak
cut,

* What-hg 1"

Johnny DBull turned the key in the
lock and threw open the study door.
Then he returned to the wriggling Coker

and lent his aid in the throwing out
process,

“You rottera!” roared Coker. "TIl
smash you. 'E'c-unnpl"

“Out with him!"

The burly Fifth Former was lifted in
five pairs of hands in vory unceremon-
ious fashion; and five pairs of hands
digpatched him from the study.

Bump!

Hornee James Coker shot on to the
cold, hard, unsympathetic linoleum with
& bump and & roar, scattering a number
of Bemovites who were still lurking i
the passage.

“ You checky rotters!” reared Coker.
“I'Il—I'll burst vou !’

“COEERI”™ It was an imperious
voice, and the Fifth Former recognised
it at once,

“Oht"

Through the crowd stalked the fipure
of Dr. Mitchell, He frowned at Coker
in & way that made Horace James feo]
very small and unimportant.

“(‘oker—h'm !'—that is your name, I
believe "

“Ye-ca, sir!" mumbled Coker.

(Continued on page 16.)
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As William Wibley’s first

unanimous approval, we have given Wib. a “ bit more
rope” and confidently submit for your entertainment
his second spasm.

“Talkie” met with your

FFEAAEREREEREE

HERE'S A CHANCE FOR YOU AMAT!

This week :

“BATTLING JACK!™

', and it 'ard [ M

£ OW look ‘ere, Jack Manley.
N If you'll only ‘it *'Tiger®
Punchard like you've been
*itting ue this morning, you'll

knock him to bits and win the World's
Championship."

“*HEar, "ear ™

“Oh, thank you for those [ew kind
words, The worst of it is I get s0
pervous and hysterical i {ront of
crowds. dear old white-haired
mater was always the same——"

“Bust your dear old white-haired
mater |

“Qh, really, Elc:glgar Brown, if you
weren't my trainer I should rebuke you
for speaking about my mater like that.”

“Br-r-r-r-r ] Look 'ere, boys, we shall
*ava to do something to hinspire this
coming World's Champ.-before the fight
comes off. We'll talk it over when he's
gone. Going now, Jack Manley "

“Yes. rather | My mater iz expectin
me to have a cup of tea and a bat
'I.'n.n;.t with her this afternoon., Toodle-
oo I*

“Ta-ta! And now '¢'s gone, boys, we
can chew the mop over tho great
roblem—'ow to make sure of Jack
fanley winning the World's Cham-
pionsiip.  Gimme that bar of irom,
eomebody—I feel *ungry 1”

T4 e'e naughty to fight! Y

+

Surely ﬁuu'rc ¥

“0Oh, Jacky, my son!
not going to scrap with that horrid
Tiger Punchard to-night? They teoll
moe he's an ex-burglar and kidoapper.
Dan't sey you're going fo fight m.uE a
dreadful person 1M

“I'm awfully sorry, mater, but you
g0 they want me to win the World's
Championship. And then, of course,
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1 thera's tha
| “But,

 purge of a million pounds
be considered.”
dear, you shouldn't bother
about that. I've enough housckeeping
money to last me through next week,
It's really very naughty of you to fight
horrid men for a mere million ™
“Boo-hoo! 1 know it is, mater, You

Jacky-Wacky? And zyou—you won’t
spank me?*
But 1

“Not if you're a good loy.
supposa it's no use tnlhing;. They
haven't nicknamed vou “‘Dattling Jack'’
| for nothing. You always were fond of
fighting since that horrid boy next door
poked out his tongue at you!"

“ Another cup of tea, mater?™
. "No, thank you, Jacky dear! I am
just going down the road to buy some
smelling-salts apd o packet of curling-

= ¥

ping.’

" Mind how you ¢ross the road, mater.
And walk quiﬂkiﬁ if yon see any bag-
snatchers or ecar-bandits!™

“Dearic ma! I shall seream for a
policeman if T see such horrid people
about. Good-bye, Jacky —and don"t
forget to put on your littlo flannel vest
if you go out in the cold "

" Collar her, boys ! "
“*Arf a mo', missus ]
Manley's man "
“Yea, I am. What's it to do with
you, young manf? And why are you
woaring that horrid black mask?”

Are you Jack

“Ha, hal Not geoing to tcll youl
Collar the old dame, boys!”

“Waotto 1

“"Help! Qooooh! Poliee! You're

treading on my corns, you horrid men |
Ooer 1M ) ]

“Gag 'er, Bill, before she brings the
cops 'ere |l In you get, ma "

“Oh, you wicked men, kidnapping a
widd? womain! I'll tell my son about
ou ™
“'E won't "olp you, ma! By this {ime
'e's on 'is way to the big fight. Don't
struggle, and wo won't 'urt you. The
gent who hired us told us to treat you
gentle, didn't ‘e, boys?"

“"Waotto 1"

“Now yon're all right, mal Drive

on, Bill, and don't stop for nothing till
‘wa got to 'eadquarters [P

won't bo very angry with vour little §

L OT to-night, Slogger Brown—
N not to-might] I've  just
learned that my dear old
white-haired mater hos been
kidnapped by masked thugs, and I'm
not going to fight till she's found !*'

“"But what about the World’s Cham-
pionship 1*

e er the World's Championship1
What's that compared with my dear
old white-haired mater 7"

“Bah | The old girl’s a3z sale as
"ouses 1 Listen to the erowd, They’ll
serag you bald-'eaded! Come on

“Bhan'tl I'm going out to look for
my mater |*

. *’?uu_ mean you're nok gﬂini in to
gﬁht Tiger Punchard for the \World's
‘Championship ™

*I'm not!™

“Oh lor"| Grab the silly kite, boys!
,_.i?‘d lend ma a pin, _uum-:;hndl}’ s

. Watcha want a pin_for, Slogger "
_“Tao change his mind with'! "0Old *im
tight, bova! Now, Jack Manley | Going
to ﬁght-?"

“Nol Yowoooop|”

“"Cortain "

“Yez! Ow-wowl”

“'0ld "im, al I'm going to kee
stabbing 'im l:;;f:h this ‘ere p?rl till h§
decides to fight, after alll "Ero goes|”

“Yaroooooh! Yoooocop! Grocoohl
Yow-ow-ow 1™

“Say when!*

MNever! Whooooop! Yow! Al
right ! I'll fight, then, blow youl But
I shall be fighting with a heavy heart 1™

“Good enough! Better carry 'im in,

%1 wan't fAght, until—>

bﬂ¥'5, in case ‘o ¢hanl¥ea is mind agnin

before the first round! OFf wo pol*
“Hooray 1

“Good old Jack Manley ™
“Attaboy, Battling Jock 1"

“Ladies and gontlemen, on my righlr.,
Jack Manley, and on my left Tiger
Punchard! Theso two gentlemen aro

now going to knock each other about
for the Heavy-weight Championship of
the World 1"

“ Hooray |™

“The fight will be carried out under
catch-as-catch-can rules, The principals

in this contest will nat bo allowed
to discard their gloves and escratch,

——

-

p——



ACTORS TO SHOW YOUR TALENTI

Similarly, neither must sit on the other's
chest and bang his head on the Hoor.
Biting is expressly forbidden. Now,
gentlemen, are you ready "
“Ay, ay, sirl’
“Then go ¥
“Hooray! (Geo it, Tigor ¥
“Hit him, Jack 1"
Bang! Crash! Thud!
“¥arooooh! You're hurting me,
Tiger Punchard [*

Thud! Wallop! Thod!

“Grr-r-r]  This is only the begin-
ulngl Heold this onel”
Wallop 1

bl 4 1 Oh dear! I'm bepinning
to get all worked up and nervous! T
wish thoss peopla wouldn't shout so
mueh |

“Boooo! Go for him, Tiger! He's
funking yon 1

Thud] Wallop! Thad)

_Ow-wow cggo by dose, Tiger!
Yooooop " -

Crash 1

“Man down !

“ One—two—three—{{oup—"*

“He's up again! Good old Jack!
Oh lor’t He's running zll round the
ring! Wallop him, Tiger!”

ng !

“"Tima! First round over ™

“Oh dear! I told you I should get
nervous, Slogger ! Theso great crowds
of rough people make me asll of a
flutter | at shall I doi*

"“Brer-r-r! What vou want to do is
to hit out! If vou'd only use it, my
Loy, you've got the finest punch in the
world I

“1 know, Dut I'm too dithery to

uzo it, SBloggor, and, besides, I feel so
worried about that dear old white-
haired mater of mine [

Daong !

“Time! Seconds, thirds, and fourths
out of tho ring!”

*"Go it, Tigor "

“On the ball, Jack JManley !

Crash! Thud| Bang!

“"Owl Whoooop! Lomme alone,
Tig&r, you rotter [™ ] .
Grr-r-rl I ain't lettin® you alone,

my bor, till Ive won the World's Cham-

pionship! Take Lhat—and that—and
that 1™
“Yow! Wow! Yarooogh!”

“Hoorey | Sock it into him, Tiger 1"
After Three Rounds.

T QOO0 ! Throw him out] He
B can't scrap for toffea 1™
“0Oh, Bloggor, 1 have o feel-
ing I'm losing this fight 1™
“MNot you, Jack! | you want to
win 1= o littlo inspiration, and that’s
what I'm just going to give you. You
Lknow that old mother of yourst”

“Ow! What's happened {o her,
Elﬂgg&r s
“'Sall right, Jack)! Bhe's sale and

sound. I've had "er reseuad and brought
*ere, and she's in your dressing-room
now 1"

“Hooray ! I'll chueck the fight and go
and geo hoe!™

“'0ld "un, boys! No, you don'tl We
want to tell 'im something ficss, don't
e, borsi1"

_ " Now, Jack Manley, who do you think
it was that kidnapped the frowsy old

frump 7"
“¥You mean my mater? I've really
no ides ¥

“Well, it was Tiger Punchard| What
do you think of thati”

T T-Tiger Punchard I

“That's the bloke!” -

“My opponent for the World's Cham-

.fiﬂnship to-night? That crms-aiéd. ia-
the other

aced apology for a baxor in
carner 1
“Haw, haw, haw! That's *im "
“Why, I'll epiflicate him! I'll—
I'll—— EKidnap my mater, would he?
I'll slaughter him | me geb at him 1™
“Haw haw, haw! 1 thought that
would hinspire 'im, boys! Wait till the

?ﬂnﬁ*m% Jack, and then give "im what
ar

D !

Crash! Bang! Wallep! Thud!
Clatter-clatterl Crash! *

" Hallol What the thump——"

“Look at him 1"
“Look at Battling Jack '™
“Good old Jack Alanley1”

“Hooray I"
Thud! Thump! Wallop! Bang!
“¥Yarooooh! Wharrer you dein’, you

fearful brutei™”
“Avenging my dear old white-haired

 Uge that punch of yours 1 ¥

mater, Tiger1 Btand np and take your
gruel like a man I

Cragh! Thudl

“YWhoooop! Keepimoff, refl The
man’s gone mad I

“Pah] That's no concern of mine!
Fight him before 1 give you & smack on
the nut with my ﬂﬂlscinl mallet I

“Ha, ha, ha 1"

“Take that—and that—lkewiza that 1**

“Help! Oh ecrikeyt Lemma alone,
Jack Manley! I don't want to ha
World's Champion 1"

“No;: but I'm going to make you the
World's Champion Wreck before I've
finished with you! Come on and be
slanghterad 1™

“Yowoop! Gerroff miy chest! Stop
the hight! I've just remembered an
important appointment "

“Ha, ha, ha I"™

* Mop up the floor with him, Fighting
Jack 1™

“I will, gentlemen! XNow, Tigzer, as
vou can't stand, lean your head cn my
shoulcer so that 1 can potish you off 1™

“ Mmmmmmm "

Crazh! DBoom! Thudt

“Hooray

" Ong—two—three—lonr—five — six —
seven—eight—nine—0QUT 1™

“Ladies and gentlemen !  As reforee,
AMLC., and head cock ond bottle-wzsher
of the show, 1 now beg to announce that
tha scrap has been won by Jack Manley,
who now becomes Heavy-weight Cham-
pion of the World ¥

“ Honray |

“All that remains is to carry out the
remaing of Tiger Punchard—"

“ Booooo 1"

“And poss a vote of thanks lo the

ho threw

referee—mysali~—for hmldlingﬁtha fight | /

so ¢lliciently— Yowooop |
ihat tomato?”
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“"Ha, ha, ha "

“Anyway, the fghi's over. and y6a

ean all go home, bust you!”
“Good old Battling Jack I*

" ERE you gro, Mr. Manley. +
think you'll find this umﬂm].f.;
to e=xactly one million
pounds. "

“Thanks very much |
& .ainute while I count it, will you?
¥es, you're quite right—it's jnst o
million! This means sausages ana
mashed for supper to-night, mater 1

My boy, I am proud of you for
knocking out that horrid bruiser! Give
me the mgney so that I can look after
it for you I™

v partn:ply,_, mater! Are you sure
,:ﬁg I‘Hﬂ?ﬂ]tﬂ recovered from being kid-

“I think so, Jacky, dear. This bag
of gold geems to take a weight off
mind, somehow., Faney that horrible
Tiger Punchard nabbing me in broad
daylight, though! What are you grin-
ning at, Sloggér Brown "

“Haw, haw, haw | I couldn't 'elp it,
mum ! You seo, it wasn't Tiger Punchs-
ard Eyhn?]jgliuappeis-nul It was mo "™

il |

“Littla me| Or, rather, the gan
tﬂuﬂm that I hired for the pu:p%:.m "ﬂf
“ But—but—-"
“Haw, haw, haw! I thought vou'd
look surprised, Jack, when I told you 1"
“But why the thump should you kid-
nap my dear old white-haired mator 7"
That's ensy! 1 did it so as to give
you_ hinspiration "
‘‘Inspiration 7"
“Jest so—hinspiration! You sce, I
knew vou'd get nervous in front of the
crowd when 1t came to the time of the
fight, g0 I thonght 1'd have something
up my sleeve to wake you up with in the
fourth round.”
o P ot e dahs ki ped
a a0 ama kidnap Just
bofore the ﬁlght- 50 that you'd hear about
it. Then 1 sent some of the bovs to
collect her and told you it was all Tiger
Punchard's work, Secel” *

Just wait half

“And—and I fell for it?™

" Hore you are, ona million poundas |

“Haw, haw, haw! I should say you
did ! First three rounds you fought like
a rabbit, But as soom as you heard the
news you started mopping up the floor
with him 1"

"I'hen—then I'vo won the Heavy-
werght Championship of the \World by
mistake 7"

“Exactly |”

“0Oh, well, I can't thick of kecping
tho nioney then. Just take back this
willion pounds with my compliments,
sr. Promoter, and give it to the poor
aml needy, will sou? Half a minute,
thougih! Perhaps on zecond thoughts,
T'Hl keep it after alll Good-might,
crerybouy—good-night 1"

THE END.

{Anaother of these Macser ' Talkies ™
will appear shortly. Meanwchile, look
wut sexl week for the return of your old
favourites=—Dr, Birchemalli and (hae
el of St Sam's in & gereamingl:
winy yarn entited: 4 MHANGING
MAITER!)
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“I am surprised that & boy of
vaars should—h’m—h'm t—behave liko a

our

amall child—"'

“ But—but—but—"  began Coker
wrathfully, looking a very stupid figuro
sprawling on tho passage floor.

“Bilenco ! commanded Dr. Mitchell
sternly. “I repeat, I am surprised. My
first 1mpression of you was that you
were stupid and certainly not o fit
member of a scnior Form like tho
Fifth—*"'

“What!" roared Coker.

"And now I have proof,” continued
the new Head., *I find you indulging in
childish hﬂrseph;}'l' In junior quarters
whﬂm you—h'm—h'm I—-—lhu.'-'a no right to

be.

“But I came to give those cheeky
rotters a good hiding for letting down
tho school,” babbled Coker, scrambling
to his fect, .

“ Didyou, indeed | said Dr. Mitchell
coldly.” “ And sintd when, Coker, have
you been invested with the powers of
prefect '’

Coker gulped.

Harry Wharton & Co. looking on from
the door of Study No. 1, grinned, forget-
ful of their own ridiculons appearanco
QOW.

“8inco when!” persisted Dr. Mitchell.

*I—I—I—"" stuttered Coker.

The Head's lps fightened, He bock-
oncd te Bkipoer; who was an interested
vnlooker.

“ Kindly fetch mo my cane, hay.™

*Oh; vamprtainly, sir,” said Skinner,
Htiﬂigg‘ g grin, and he departed with ull
spoed.

The crowd of Removites waited ex-
pectantly ; so did Horace Coker.

“1-mm going to cane you, Coker”
sgid Dr. Mitehell, “in the hope that
corporal punishment will help to
resteain your' childish and pugilistic
tendencies,” :

A murmur ran through the crowd of
i;.lnmm, Coker to be caned! A Fifth-

ormer to be caned like a fag! It was
almost incredible.

And so 1t seemed to Horace James
Coker. He, the great man of the Fifth,
to be whacked—it was unthinkable!

“You're going to e-c-cane me, sir?”
ho askod dazedly.

“You hewrd what I said,” said Dr.

Mitchell enlmly.
and his big fists

Coker glared,
clenched.

*“You're jolly well not 1" he exclaimed,
“1 protest! It isn't dome, sic!  'The
Fiith ero never caned!”

Dy, Mitehell smiled faintly.

“T am aware of that—h'm—h'ml—
Coker. DBut set your mind at rest. I
do not intend to cone o Fifth-Former,"

Coker brightened wistbly. )

“Oh, good!” hoe said involurtarily.
“But you sald—"

“J.am not going to cane a TFifth
Forin Loy, continued the Head, “TFrom
now on, my boy, you will consider your-
self & membor of the Remove Form!"

“Wha-n-t?” Coker could hardly
believe hiz ears.

And tho juniors in the passage stared.

“You wil}I in future take your lessonus
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in the lower Fourth class-room under
the — h'm — h'm! — tutelage of Mr.
Queleh,” said Dr. Mitchell dryly.

Coker almost collapsed.

“But it's impossible—" he began.

“It iz » .. impossible,” said Dr. Bit-
chell  *1 iz by way of being an accom-
plished fact. 1 eee your stupidity is
even more hopeless than I at  first
imagined, Ah! Thank you, my boy!”

Tho latter remark was addressed to
Harold Skinner who had arrived with
the necessary cane.

“Touch your toes, Cokert™ Dr. Mit-
chell’s voice was vory stern.

Coker blazed u

“I won't!” he roared. “I don't
accept your ﬁ“d ment! You're only &
toemporary He heri,honnd you have
not the authority to ve me into &
lower Form.”

And with o defiant glare Coker began
to march off,

Dr. Mitchell barred his way.

“ Btop !” he tommanded.

Cokor did not stop.

“If you attcmpt to stop me, sirl®
said Coker truculently, “I shall be com-
pelled to hit out—"

A buzz ran round the juniors.

“Wha-a-at 1" -ejn.nuln.h:ti Dr. Mitchell.
"You would strike your head-
master 7"

Even Coker gquailed before that., But
the burly Fifth-Former was not in the
habit of backing down. Heinous as
was tho offence, Coker of & cortainty

me,

felt that he would biff the dimmmutive Sk

Er. Mitchell if he attempted to cane
11T

And Dr. Mitchell, alias William
Wibley, who knew Coker better than
that individual koew limself, felt
assured, too, that the Fifth-Former
would sztick to his word.

For o moment there was a silence.
Then Dr. Mitchell beckoned to Dolsover
major, Squiff, Bulstrode, and Ogilvy.

“Kindly hold this recaleitrant boy
while [—h’m—h'm |—chastise him,"” said
the Head.

And the juniors concerned, who wero
enjoying the situation, were not slow
in obeying. They, like the rest of the
Romovites, felt that it was time that
the high-handed Coker was taught a
real lesson.  And here was the ready-
made opportunity, so to speak.

“If you rotters touch me——" began
Coker.

And that was all he had time to say,
for next moment he was collared on all
sides and bent over into the required
posibion.

Dr. Mitehell surveved the scene with
a peculiar smile, cn the cane rose
and fell.

Whaek, whack, whack!

“Yoooop! Oh crikey!
you—— LUiroooough I

Coker's roavs rang the lenpth of the
eorridor, and mingled with them were
the shrieks of laughter [rom the
Bemovites. The sight of Coker being
caned was too rich.

Wibley laid it on with an athletic
arm. Coker onco had bagged his play;
once Coker had told Wibley that he
couldn’t act for toffee: on more than
one occasion Coker had lammed Wibley
for alleged “check.” A few of those
old scores were being  very happily
gettled now—happily from Wibley's
point of view, at least. : :

Wibley was breathing o trille heavily
when he had finished.

“My hat! That was warm work!”
he muttered aloud; and the juniors
who heard that exceedingly. boyish
oxclamation jumped.

Strange words for a hoadmaster of
middle age to use, Yet eve g Was
strange about Dr. Mitchell,  Wibley
recovered himself on the moment. He

I'll smash

THE MAGNET

roalised that he had come near to

giving himsel faway.
He coughed and eyed the raging
at will be & lesson—h'm-—

Coker aturu‘l]):

“1 hopo
h'm |—to you, sir!" he remarked grimly,
“Your threat to me is enfficient cause
for me to expel you from Greyfriars.
But I am inclined—h'm—b'm |—to view
that typical crass etupidity with a
lenient eye.”

“Oh!" Coker felt quite done. For
the moment the burly and aggressive
Fifth-Former was ns meek and as mild
as & Second Form fag.

“¥ou will procesd to your study in
the Fifth Form,” continued Dr. Mitchell
“and collect your things, You .will
then dig 3n+-§'m—h'm1—shnra Stud
No. 11 which is nt the moment, |
believe, occupied by Skinner, Snoop,
and Stott!”

The faces of the black sheep of the
Ralj_:lnnva fell.

orace Coker in their study! Coker,
the fellow who was “down ™ on any
form of hlan:lcgunrdimn_

Skinner & Co. almost groaned.

Card parties, smoking, and other

etty vices t{;g:lﬁh the cads of the

Movo Tegar as sporting pastimes
faded from their vision like E beautiful
dream.

Coker hardly knew whether he was
on his head or his feet.

Relegated to the Remove Form—to
share a study with smoky rotters like
inner & Co. Really it was time for
the stars to fall end the earth to turn
round. But neither of thesa amazing
things happened. What did happen
was that Coker tried to voice his pro-
testations, succeeded in  producing
nothing more t an unintelligible
murmur and slunk away to teil the
awful tragedy to Potter and Greene,
his atudg-mates.

He leit a crowd of Bemovites in a
buzz of excitement.

Dr. Mitchell, feeling rather pleased
with himself, was about to stalk off
to his study when Harry Wharton
touched him on the arm.

“3ir,"” began the captain of the
BRemove, "may wé—magy we—" Un-
consciously he touched his face:; and
Dr. Mitchell, who remembered his com-
mand to the hapless Famous Five to
Keep their decorated faces intact, so to
speak, until further orders, felt that the
joke had gone on long enough.

“You may, my bay,” =aid Wih[n;
majestically. “And—h'm—h’'m !—don’t
let such s thing occur again.”

“Thank you, sir!™

And Harry Wharton & Co. rushed off
to the bath-rocem to rid themselves of
thae chalks with which Ponsonby had
so liberally adorned them.

3o for William Wibley, in the role
of Dr. Witchell, was a success. It
remained to be seen, howeover, just how
far his amazing luck would carry him.

[ gre——

THE EIGCHTH CHAPTER.
One for Quelch |

1 O0OD-EVENING, gentlemen !
@ } Dre. Mitchell smiled cheerily
at the masters who were
taking their ease in Masters'
Common-room ; and the masters rose to
their feet and acknowledged the gicet.
ing. It waz not an unknown thing for
the Head to drop into Masters’
Common-room for a chat, although 1t
wns the forvent hope of more than one
master that once having dropped
the Head would drop ocut agam wvery
speedily. Tho presence of such an
important personage in their midst
rather reztricted the conversation.
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Mr. Prout bore down upon the mew
IHead with a beaming emile.

“Delighted to szee you here, sir,” he
said in bis ponderous fashion. *I was
just recounting to Mr. Wiggins my
cxperiences in the Rockies in 1889 when
I was zhooting bears—"

But William Wibley, who was as
tired of hearing about Mr. Prout's
adventurcs, real and imaginary, as any
of the masters present, moved an
sottled himself in a chair by the roar
:ng fire. ;

Mr. Quelch, who was deeply immersed
in Sophocles, looked up and smniled.

“Ah, oeles, 1 see!” remarked
Wibley, rather vaguely. *“Very—h'm—
I¥m l—interesting, is it not, BMr.
Quelch.”

The master of Lhe Remove beamed.
Mo had his own peculiar theorics as to
the intended mecaning of several obscure
passages in that ancient and learned
gentleman®s  works—theories which he
was wont to discuss with Dr. Locke at
preat length,

Perhaps Dr. Mitchell would £l the
gap that Dr. Locke's absence meant to
Mr. Quelch in classical discussions.

“If 1 remember, Dr. Mitchell, you
took a first in Classics at Oxford, did
vou not " he asked. '

Wibley felt a chill go through him.

“D-did 7" he stammered. “H'm—
h'm —I—*

AMr. Quelch beamed. 3

“You're too modest, my dear sir,”
he said chidingly. “If ot any time you
would care to join me in & discus-
gion—" 3

Y Of coursge, Mr. Quelch——" Wibley's
courage was returning.  “You must

come along to tea—h'm—h'm l—one da
w I have settled down here, an
we'll talk jolly old Sophocles till we're
blue in the—h'm—b'm |l—quite !*

Mr Quelch started.

“Jolly old Sophocles——" he mnr-
mured, overcomo at such irreverence.

'i’q'ibfﬁj changed the conversation; he
realised ho was on dangeroas ground.

" About tho—er—bm-—hm!—boy

d Wabbley, Webelay——"

“Wibley,
helpfully.
r. Mitehell smiled,

girt” put in Mr. Quelch

“Ah! 'That's the name! WNow, what
sort of boy is this—h'm—b'ml—
Wibley 2"

Mr. Quelch's lips tightened,

“Fiankly, sir,” he said grimly,
“Wibley is rather trymg——"

“Whatt" ejocalate that young

gentleman with more warmth than tho
occasion warranted.

“Very trying, I might say,” said Mr.
Quelech. “He's quite a capable boy, i
he likes to put tiﬁa mind to his work,

but I am afraid his obszession is the
theatra———"

“Jolly good, too!” i

“1 didn't q.uil:a cateh what vou said,
Dr. Mitchell,” remarked the master of
the Remove.

“Hm—h'm—h'm! Go on, my dear
Mr. Quealeh.”

“This boy Wibley has been glacking
of late,” resumed the Remove Form
master. “ Hia Form work 13 very poor
and slovenly. On mora than one occa-
sion I have found him writing some
stupid play, * The Flying Terror I’ when
he should have been giving his time to

i7

tho lesson. ‘The Flying Terror ! I ask
you, sir—"

And Mr, Quelch cast aa affectionalne’
Elﬂuw at his beloved Bophocles, aa if

y way of comparison.

"A jolly—h’'m—h'm!—a very good
title, too ! said Wibloy warmly.

Mr. Quelch eoughed.

“Perhaps our taste in literature
differs,” he remarked dryly. “ However,
wo were talking of this boy Wibley. ' lle
not ouly slacks in the Form-room, but
I fcar that his obsession for theatrical
nonsenso is so etr that he neglecis
his sports. Exercise is very nccessary io
a growing boy, you will adwit. Exor-
cige and fresh air, sir—"

Wibley zcowled.

It “wos rather unigque te hear this
frank and candid opinion of himself
from Mr. Quelch’s own lips. 8o he
thought Wibley was a slacker. HExer-
cise—{resh aipr—

A gleam came into the pseudo Dr.
Mitchell's oyes, )

“H'm—h'm! Talking of fresh air”
he said, rapidly developing the idea that
had come to him. “I sm o great be-
liever in what the Army deseribes as—
h'im—h'm l-—physical jerks belore break-
fast every morning ¥

“Physical j-j-jerks, sicl”

“Physical drill—h’'m—h'm!” was the
reply. *This sort of thing, you know 1"

And the Head started to demonstrate
in practical fashion by stretching his
arms backwards ,mﬂ forwards
vigorously. ;

%-’hather by dccident or design 1s
known only to William Wibley, but ono

(Continued on next page)
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knuekled fist eaught Mr. Quelch on the
tip of his rather prominent nose.

"* Yooooop ! he master of the
Remove fopped back in his chair as if
ha had been shot, clasping his damaged
nasal organ,

“My dear Mr. Quelch, I'm so sorry,”
apologised Dr. Mitchell “I1 fear my

excitement earried me away.”

“(irocooogh 1" mumbled Mr. Quelch, 8E

dabbing away at his nose, “It's quite—
groooogh !—all right I’

The other masters stood round doing
their utmost to refrain from grinning
and failing rather badly in the process.
1t was the first time they had scen the
nose of Mr. Henry Samuel Quelch,
M.A., punched, .

Dr. Mitchell uttered profuse apologies
until Mr., Quelch had fully recovered.
Then he addressed the masters at large.

“1 was talking to Mr Quelch about
my enthusiusm for physical drill—h'm—
h'm 1" he said. * It ic to be encouraged
—a very worthy way of filling in half
an hour before breakfanst every
morning.” ; -

“\-’Bﬁ good indeed, Dr. Mitchell 1"
came Br. Prout’s booming voice. *In
Iy yOUmng cays—''

Dr. Mitchell broke in:

“During my short stay at thiz school
I am going to inaugurate thia before
brekker—h'nmi—h'm !—breakfust, A sys-
tem of drill. In fact, I shall parade the
achool to-morrow morning before break-
fnf},uﬁziﬁ drill them mysell.”

Dr. Mitchell smiled upotthis audience.

“And I want thoe co-operation of
you fellows—h'm—h'm !—gentlemen, In
short, gentlemen, 1 want you all to turn
out with your respective Forms to-
morrow morning in suitable attire—
trousers and singlets—to set an oxample
to all the boys."

“Oh!" It was a poneral chorus of
dismay.

The idea of the mas.crs turning out
on parade before breakfast attired 1n
singlets to taoke part 1o Swedish drill
excreige was alarming in the extreme.

There was an uncomfortable silence,

Mr, Quelch was the brst to break it.

“Don't you think Dr. Mitchell, that
such an appearance as you suggest
would tend to lower tho dignity of the
masterg—="

Dr. Mitenell smmled.

“1 do not, [rankly, Quelch. There iz
nothing like—h'm—h'm !--sctting an ex-
ample to boys in a practical form. Very
well, then, gentlemen, I shall—h'm—
b’'m !—expeet the school paraded in the
quad before brekker—h'm—b'm !—break-
fast to-morrow, for the first drill, Yon
gentlemen will, of course, be present in
accordance with my wishes [

“Oh "

ﬂml lH

“H'm "
~ Dr. bMitchell seemed oblivious of the
dismal feces belore him. He persisted
in smiling.

*“Mr. Prout, will vou kindly pest a
notice on Lue school board to that effect
at once? Thank vou, gentiemen. [ am
YEry hn?p}' o have been In your
cnmpani. f

And before the masters could quite
grasp the fzct that they had been, to
all intents and purposes, practically
commanded to be resent on  the
Y physical jerks™ parace, De, Mitchell
had departed with rustling gown.

Back in Dr. Locke's study William
Wibley executed a war-dance, chuckling
the while.

And while he indulged in these antics
Heorace Coker appeared in the deorway.

The burly Fifth-Former stared in
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_ the Head.

amazement ab the weird capers Dr,
Mitchell was cutting, for he was leapin
about like amn excited schoolboy an
chuckling,

“Oh, great Scott!” As that involun-

tary exclamation escaped Coker's lips
Wibley's capers ceased as il by magie,
and Wibley, the schoolbey, became Dr.,
blitchell, ¢ middle-aged gentleman
ailn.
“(Jh—ah |—Coker—h"m—bh'm ! began
“Do not look so bewildered,
boy. You doubtless saw mo—h'm—h'm !
—trying some physical joerks. Very goord
exercise, my boy. Keeps the muscles—
h'm—h'm [—young.”

“D-d-dees it, sir?"” babbled Coker,
who began to think that Dr. Mitchell
was off his rocker. "I—-I—-1—"

“Bpeak up 1"

“1 came to ask you if you would re.
consider your decision about placing me
in the Remove, sir—"

“ Impossible I snapped the Head.
“You are an incredibly stupid boy,
Coker, and a stay in the Remove will do
you a power of —h'm—h'm !—gapd [V

gic,” fared up Coker, “I shall

1] Buti :
- be the laughing-stock of the school—"

“That is a matter with which I am
not mnmmed{,l Coker,” said Dr.
Mitchell icily. *¥You may gol”

i * roared Coker.

“But, sir—

JIED !‘H‘

Coker clenched his big fists, . Really it
locked as -if Dr. Mitchell was going to
sample the weight of them, [or Coker
was completely out of hand now. For-
tunately for Dr. Mitchell, Wingate of
the Hixth arrived at that moment ac-
companied by his pal, Patrick Gwynune.

“Wingato—Gwynno ¥ snapped Dr.
Mitehell. * Kindly remove this stupid
boy befors I am tempted to cxpel him
for threatened assault !

Wingate and Gwynne jumped. They
knew Coker of old, but that he would
contemiplate striking the august Head of
Groyiriars almost unnerved thom., Be-
fore Coker knew what wos happening he
was being whirled along the passage to
the Fifth Form quarters.

“Thoare, you eilly idiot!"
Wingate, “ You cool off !
vou're simply asking for the sack!
gods! Btriking the Head! FPhew!"”

“Just like Coker, begorrah ! grinned
Patrick Gwynne.

And, leaving the raging Coker in the

snapped
Why, man,
Yo

cara of Potter and Greene, Wingate
and Gwynne strodo off
Meantime, Willlam ‘Wibley was

chockling hugely. The idea of atartin
a physical jorks class, complete with
masters, was really a brain-wave,

“I'm a slucker, am I!" muttered
Wibley to himself, “Right-ho, Mr.
Henrv Samuel Queleh. I['ll jolly well
sce that you got your fair share of
exercise and fresh air. Ha, ha, ha ™

The more William Wibley thought
ovor it the heartior beeams his chuckles,
Nothing like this in the entire history
of Greyiriars had ever happencd before.
And. so far, no one suspected that Dr.
Mitchell was, in reality, William
Wibley of the Remove, otherwise it
would have gone hardly with the daring
impersonator.

THE NINTH CHAPTER.
Physical Jerks |

e UMBLE out, yvou slackers!"
Bob  Cherry's  stentorian
tones rang out through the
Remove dormitory next

marning.

Rising-bell was  clanging  out
through the crisp morning air, and
Bob was out of bed with the first peal.
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Other fellows, not unnaturally, pre-
ferred to stay between the warm sheets
a3 long B3 was Possibla,

*“Tuinble out!™

Bob was full of energg:. a3 usual, and
50 were the rest of the Famous Co., for
thar matier.

Each ol them was briskly sponging
down betore Gosling had finished his
first task of the morning. Yet when
rising-bell had clanged its last note
quite s dozen juniors were still in bed,

“Bhow a leg, Mauly!” cried the
exubcerant Bob, i

“h, begad!” drawled hig lordship.
“ Has the beastly bell gonei” .

“ Yes, you slacker, Tumbla out!”
cried Bob. *Don't forget we start che
physical jerks stuff this morning.”

“h gad!” -
Lord Mauloverer wineed and
groaned. Mauly hated

thing in
the shape of exertion, aud,ﬁnﬁka many
other tellows at Greyfriars, he had
read with dismay the notice that had
appearad on the board the _pm\'iuua
evening, intimating the Head's inten-
tion. Bkinner & Co. William
George Bunter had eyed that notice
with equal dismay, for not one of them
was given to athletio pursuits,

Lord Maulevercr closed his eyes and
turned over on his side. But not for
long. Bob grabbed & sponge and
goaked 1t well with water, ‘Lhen e
went over to the sleeping junior and
squeezed it over his face,

“"Yoooooooop! Ohb gadl”

Lord Mauleverer leaped from the
bed, with a howl, as if he had becn
shot,

“Ha, ha, ha!”

The juniors who were already out of
bed roared with laughter. Really, 1t
was wonderful what a sponge soaked
in ice-cold water could do. Mauly,
however, did not appreciate the assist-
ance he had been given. He glared ot
the humorous Bob balefully.

“By Jove, Cherry, I'd give you a
hiding for that, only I'm too tired,
begad 1"

But Bob wasn't paying any f[urther
attention to the schoolboy earl. He
was approaching Skinner & Co,, re
plemishung the spouge on his way,

Skinner & Co. suw him coming.

“Den't you sqguecze that rotten water
over me!” shricked Skinner.

“Tumble out, then!™ exclaimod Bob.
“I'll give {.nu slackers three seconds,
One—two—three——"

But Bkinner & Co. were scrambling
out of bed before the expiration of the
three seconds. They glared savagely
at Cherry.

That yuuth,_ guite unporturbed,
reached Bunter's bed. The Uwl of the
Remove was snoring, and his sonorous
nota echoed through the dormitory.
Bob yanked the bedelothes off the fab
junior with one jerk of the hand.

“(Grooooough Y gusped Buutﬂr‘, as the
keen winter's air caught him. "Wow!
You awful beast!™

“Turn out!” said Bobh., © Risinﬁ'-hqﬂ
went five minutes ago. Turn out!™

And he poised the dripping sponge
aloft significantly.

“You rotter!” roared Dunter. *I'm
not jolly well going to turn out yet—
ses

But, for all his words, William
George Bunter scrambled out of bed
very hurriedly. One look at that drip-
ping sponge was enough for him.,

He stood shivering on  the cold
linolewm and glared at Bob,

“You boastly rotter!” he exelaimod.
"T'm fedup with Greylriers.  First
some fathoaded Ffreak of a new master
puts me on & special diet, and then a
silly fathead with the name of Cherry
mies me get out of bed before I've

A
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had my praper rest. YVal! I'm pgoing
1o write ro myﬂ_p('uph:-."

“Oby, ring off!* said Peter Todd,
towelling E:ielﬂ}h “You jaw tloo
rauch ™

“0Oh, really, Toddy—"

" You'll hg'late, if you stand there
ehivering like a fat jelly,” said Peter.
" Don't %urgtit thore's an early parade
far physical Lerki."

“Oh lox"!” DBunter groaned, and
then proceeded to go through his zeanty
sblutions, with ihe result that,
although hie was the last out of bed, he
was the first junior dressed,

“All ready?” gang out Wharton.
“Come on, cﬁn sl There goes the et
for physical jerks.”

Clang, clangl

For the second time that morning
the bell rang out, and
soon  all reyiriars,
from youngest fag to
eidest  senior, waa —
hurrying towards the el
qum{ i]a.nh fellow was [ﬂ;}
olad in singlet and flan- LU
nel trousers, as per the

'y
Head's instructions. /
‘The majority of the ; A
fellows were cheerfully H ol
looking forward to the
drill, but others were

ansrt’hing but cheeriul.

But even the cheers
lozs fellows hegan to
take heart when they /
saw each Form master :
on parade and suitably
clad for thoe occasion.
1t hod not been known
the night before that | !
the masters wore 1
sttonding the parade.
And at eighe of tho

In r. Prout,
Fkir?jn:,;* Mr. Capper,
bhony Mr. Quelch, and
stout  Mr. Twige,
a roar of laughter
wont up.

“Ta, ha, hal”

{alt
hoy
vera wishing Dr. Mitchell anywhere but
at Greyfriars at that moment. But the
appearance of the gentleman himself
brought a sudden stop to the lzughter.

The masters crimszoned. The
their position keenly cnough, and t

Wibley, carefully made up, could
ccarcely restrain his laughter as he
hoheld the strange and uncomely
physical Empurtimm of the Greyfriars
inasters, but his {ace was deadly serious
as ho brought the sehool to attention
and explained to thoin that he would
give them a run round the quad as a
preliminary exereise in order to “warm
them up.” And even the masters were
glad of that preliminary exercise, for it
was decidedly chilly in the quad clad in
such scanty garments. Dr. Mitchell,
they noted, was fully dressed, even to
his cap and gown. Evidently he was
prepared to take little part in the
physical jecks.

The run commenced.

““Left, right, left,” called out Dr,
Mitchell, * Bend your knees a little
more, Mr, Prout}”

Mr. Prout glared and his face erim-
soned. At that moment he could cheer
fally have bent Dr. Mitchell across his
tihee,  DBut he relramed from giving
voire to the low of indignation his pride
prompted for the simple reason he was
it mead of all his breath to keep moving.
Aid keep moving he had to—for the
ranks of the Fifth wera behind him—
o o'za be trampled underfoot.

The Greyfriars fellows enjoyed that
rain, It hrought the colour to their

]
{
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cheeks and set their rmouzcles tingling
pleasurably.

Buat Mr. Prout did not; neither did
Mesers, Uueleh, Capper, Hacker, Wig-
ging, or Twigy,

Thesa yentlemen were in the “middle-
age™ stape of life, and running was
something they had left fur behind them
with the passing of the years

“You're doing splendid—h’'m—h'm!”
called out Dr. Mitchell, " Keep your
head up a little more, Mr. Quelch, 1t
assists inhalation.  That's better, Won-
derful example to the hors—h'm—
h'm )

Mr. Quelch felt his cars burning, end
fancied he could hear the chuckles of
tho juniors behind him, 2z he led the
way across the guad in tho fashion of

an oflicer in front of his men. Ile was
Al
.I.: ' Lf |
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s
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f';"‘r“'{':.:f-'".

?i 2 3L i 'F-";iy.
ot & i

i

sorely tempted to pack up the whole
ridiculous affaiy and return to his
study; but, like Prout, once lLe had
started he was perforce oblized to go
on. Belind him “doubled ™ two ranks
of Removites. In their rear cama the
Upper IFourth, with the puffing Capper
dividing them. DBehind the Upper
Fourth camo the Shell with tha short-
winded Mr. Hacker panting in the van.
After the Shell cameo the Fifth, led by
the portly I'rout, and Ar. Prout was
labouring in his stride and pufling like
o Frampus.

Such a sight had never heforo been
seen in the precincts of Greylriars, and
Wibley enjoved it to tho full. He fiat-
tered here and coached there, so that,
whatever the inner feclings of the
masters, they had, once having set their
hands to the plough, to keep going.

“About turn!” roaved Wilidey, as the
Second-Formers reached the boundary
af the quad. And the whelos school
“about turncd ¥ very ably, und started
{o double back,

“ Halt1"”

The welcome command came at length

(¥

—welcome, at least, to {he panting
mastpre,
. Titters and sniggers were smothered
in well-feigned coughs as the membeors
of the various Forms saw the hapless
plight of their masters,
Dre, Mitchell beamed
aszsembly. :
“Very ably done, gontlemoen,* he szaid
flatteringly. *'¥You set 2 {ine example to
the boys. H'm—NI'm!—we will now
nave a little arm-strotehing, School,
'shunl Take'the time from me.”

And Wibley, in front of the assembled
school, indulged In arm-stretchine back-
wurds and forwards, sideways and down-
wards, to give them the “time.” After
that, he left the arm-streteling to go on
untimed.

“Very good!™ he s=aid at length.
“Now we will try a litile balancing, On
the command, * Left log raise,” you will
bend the knee in this position—zo. The

upon the

Whether by accident or design, Willlam

Wibley’s fist eaught Mr. Quelch on the

tip of his nose. ** Ycoooop ! * yelled the
Remove master.
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fm“t thing is to preserve the balanca—
'm ! The next command is, * Arma side-
ways streteh "—s0. Now—"ghun |
The school sprang to attention.
“Loft leg ratse,” roared Dr. Mitchell,
“left knee bend=hold it! Bunterl
Boy, don’t wobble like a jelly-fish 1”
“1 e-ccan't help it, sivl” gasped
Buntor.
"“Arms sideways stretchl
little higher, Mr. Prout|”
Again Mr, Prout glared.
“A little highlanl:, Mr, Prout,"” insisted
Dr, Mitchell, “Ah! II'ml That's
batter—stendy 1
But steady himself Mr. Prout could
not do. e carried a considerable
quantity of avoirdupois, and was well
past the time in life when he could in-
dulge in balancing tricks. It was not
surprising thercfore aa Prout lifted his
knee high, according to instructions, he
began to wobble, and from wobbling he
crazhed to carth in a sprawling heap.
“Oh dear! Blesa my soul | %mng y 7
Blundell and Potter and Fitzgernld
left the ranks and assisted their un.
fortunate Form master to his feet, (o
Tre Magxcr Lisnary.—No, 1,153,
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tha accampaniment of suppressed
laughter from the rest of the Fifth ond
those members of other Forms who had
witaessed Prout's fall,

Limping a little, and very much
winde‘s rout np!:ruaﬂhﬁd Dr, Mitchell.

“Dr. Mitchell,” he pantod, “I—I—I
must ask you to excuse me.”

And with that dignified remark—for
dignified it was considering the state
of Mr, Prout's inner feelings towards
Dr. Mitchell, the master of the Fifth
trudged off into the House.

The other masters were not slow to
follow his example. They had had
enough, and each end all made various
cxcuses to the Head as they departed
for a change of clothes and scenery.

Wibley felt jubilant, If anyone had
gnid two days ago that William Wibley,
an insignificant Bemeovite, could have
“ persuadedd the Greyfriars Form
mosters to turn out for physical jerks
before breakfast, he would have 0
regarded ne a fit subject to onter o
lunatic asylum, : ;

But tho scemingly impossible had hap-

ened. No wn-ndir William Wibley felt
jubilant,

“1I'Il bot old Quelch has had all the
fresh air he wants for a fow hours,” the
schoolboy nctor” muttered to  himself,
“My hat' 'This is a gol”

For the next five minutes the pseude
Head put the school through u number
of exercises and then he dizmissed them
—and no one wos moro thankful than
Lord Mauleverer, who hadn't exertod
himself in such hectic fashion for years,
Skinner & Co., who had bellows to mend
with & vengeance, and Willisin George
Bunter, who felt thoroughly done and
more hungry than ever.

And as Bunter bethought him of the
seanty breakfast tnat was to be his on
account of his spevial dieting he groaned
aloud. Really all the sunshine had gone
out of Bunter's life with the mmmi of
Dr. Mitchell. Already the fat Owl of
the Remove was paying dearly for his
trick on Wibley.

THE TENTH CHAPTER.
The Head Comes Down Heavy!l
sigr M not goinpg to stand it!"
E It was Horace James Coker
who made that- remark.
looke:d

Potter and Greene
sympathetic,

“I'm not gomg to stand it 1" repeated
the burly Fifth-Former, and he hrought
“his heavy fist down on the study table
with a heavy crash.

It was aftor breakfast that
morning

By orde. of the Head Coker was to
consider himself a Removite until
further notice., but Coker found no
Measure in the prospect.  Neither did
i:is study-mates.  Coker was s difficult
chap to get on with, but he was vory
fronerous, and ubunﬂi.* stood the high
foeds in the study, which was dounbtless
why Potter and Greene stood tim To
lose Coker from the study was o scrious
business, for it spelled the end of [ree
foads. Thus Poiter and Greene looked
ns worricd as Herace Cloler.

“The silly old fogey ordered me to
take my things out of here hissed
{oker, “and he's had tha cheek to
plant me with Skuwmer & Co,  Me—
planted with that checky, swoky gang
in the Bemove! Why——"

Coker aimed a terrific swipe at an
imagnary e Mitenoll and in hia
excitement sent the clock whirling from
the mantelpiece

Thud .
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The clock crashed into the fireplace
and broke in a score of picccs of wood,
glass, and whirring machinery., But
Coker did not heed the clock; it wasn't
his, anyway |

“I say, old bean,” ventured Polter,
“that's my clook |™

“ Blow your clock!™ snorted Coker.
"What's a silly clock at s time like
this 1"

And Potter, with & last sorrowlul look
at the clock, tried to forget its exist-
oo,

“Bomething's got to bo donel"
snapped Coker savagely.

“The gquestion is, what?"” said
(irecne.

Coker whirled on him.

“Don’t jaw g0 much, William
Greene!"” he snapped. ""You make me
tired I™

Which was rather ungenerous of

Coker, for that remark was the frst
William Greene had centributed to tho
conversation—if conversation it could be
eallad.

“I"mn not going into the Remove Form
room with Wharton and his gilly fag
gang I went on Coker. “I'm not
going to stand 1it, soc!”

Potter and Greene pnodded dutifully,
They had heard all this a hundred times
before—ever since the previous evening,
in fact—and they were growing rather
tired of it

“It'll bo classes in o few momonts,”
said Potter.

Coker.

“Blow classes "
Ll L

He broke off, and a gleam came into
his oyes.

“By gad, I've got it " he exclaimed.
“The vory thing! She'll do it1 She'll
make him seo ronson! Why didn't I
think of it before?”

“Eh?" ejaculated Potter, as Coker's
glance dwelt on him

“Why didn't you put me up to iti"
snapped Coker,

“Put you up to it—" stammerad
Potter, bewildered.

Coker's lip enrled.

"OF course, I might have known not
to expect anything from you chaps. Still,
I've thought of it myself. I'll seo
whether BMister blessed Mitehell ean
ride tha high horse over me"

“Might 'a follow azk what all this
means oxactly ! asked Greene,

“You're an aszs, Williamm Greene!
You're denae, too! Can’t yvou zeo ghe'll
mwake that old goeyaer see reason?”

Patter and Greene exchanged hape-
lezz glances.

"Whn iz ‘she,’ old chap?™ venturad
Greene,

roared

Haoraes Coker snorted.

“Don't I koep telling you it's Aunt
Judy ¥

Potter and Greone jumped.,  They

br:Fan to sen davlight now.

"Your Annt Judy I"—they ubferod the
words 1n unison,

“OFf course!™ Coker wns wildle
jubilant.  *“She'll talk thia old fool of
a headmaster into sceing things in their
right perspective.”
iLC l|l:I'

Totter and OGroene exchangod another
meaning glance.  They knew Coker's
Annt Judy very well—a  determined
little lady with nll Coker's obstinato
traits and a few more thrawn o Aunt
Jwdy doted on her nephew I-‘.ﬂrr.m: in
faet. she waz finnly convineed Fnat there
wasn't another fellow like him in the
whole wide werld, And in many
respects, if not Lvery, this was extremely
accurate. Potter and Greecne east their
minds back to their first meoting with
Harace Coker as a Fifth Form man.
Rumour had it that Awnt Judy had
threatened Dr. Locke with her umbrella

THE MAGNET

until that venerable old %antlemam had
promiged to move Horace Coker up from
the 3hell to the Fifth Form. How
trug that was perhaps only Dr, Looke
and Miss Judy could tell : but the fact re-
mained that Coker had been moved LD,
although his ignorance on many subjeets
ranked with that of a Third Form fag.

“I'll hire a cat and buzz off to her

¥

noy."” said Coker enthusiastically.
“ But what about classes?"
“Blow clazses!" snorted Coker.

“Bless classes! Do you think I'm going
in with those Romove fags? 1 tell you
I'm not going to stund it !™

“We've had all that before, old
seout,” said Potter wearily. " Ring off,
for goodness’ sake!™

“If you're trying to be cheeky, George
Pnfl!:_mr-'-—" began Coker, rolling up his
CLIEAR.

“Coming, old chap!”® ealled out
Potter to an imaginary caller; and he
doparted from the study in great haste,

William Greene was not a moment
after him., Coker did not eecem o
heed. He was full of his great idea.
And when the bell rang lor clusses
Horace Coker did not %ln into tho
Bomove Form room with Harry Whar-
ton & Co. He wes on his way to see
Aunt Judy, who was to be to Heoraco
Coker what Joan of Arc was fo por-
soecuted France. And as the hired car
nto up the miles to his gunt’s house the
frown began to leave the rugged foace
of Horace James Coker, and a con-
tented emile took its place.

Meantimo, Coker's absence had not
been noted in the Remove Form room,
for the simple reason that Mr. Quelch
had not been notified of the fact that
Coker was, in future to one of his
Form. Hia absenco from the Fifth
Form room was observed Mr. Prout,
and gloried in, for the master of tho
Fifth, who had been told of the Head's
order, congratulated himsell on having
at last been relieved of his most
troublesome pupil.

Those congratulations, however, were
destined to very short-lived.

Dr. Mitchell, alins Williom Wibley,
forgot the exiztence of Hornce Coker.
Tho Bixth were occupying Wibley's
attention.  Thoe lesson happenod to bo
Shakespeare—whose works wore very
dear to the heart of the actor of the
Remove,  And the Sixth, who asz a
general rule had very little time for
William Shakespeare, in the cluss-room
at any rate, found delight on this
occasion in declaiming passapes of his
immortal works aloud. For Wibley for-
got his part as a schoolmaster; ho was
oneo again the born actor.

The Sixth, with one exception, sak
enthralled as Wikley gave a first-class
rendering of Hamlet.  Certainly D,
Locke, who was a lover of Shakespeare's
works, had never put such fino shudes
of meaning into thoso immortal words,

Wibley was in his element. He eould
have jawed Shakespeare for the rest of
iz life. Theo suddenly he canght sight
of Gerald Loder. The black sheep of
the Sixth waa certainly not giving hia
attention to the lesson. As a matter of
fact, Loder was endeavouring by a pro-
coss of climination to find the winnoer of
the two-thirty race at Wapshot, To aid
him in this extromely diflicult task ho
had a racing “form " !

And Wibiey caught sight of this forin
book

* Loder ™ Dr. Mitehell’s voico
rapped out sharply. * You are not puy-
ipe attention to the lesscn.™

"ITndeed I am, sir,” replied
rascally prefect. )

Dr. Mitehell pursed his lips. :

“Como here—h'm—boy, and bring

tho
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with you the book
endeavoured to concea

Loder scowled. Dr. Locke had never
addressed him like this, or called him
out in front of the Bixth like a fag
in the Becond Form. Really, such treat-
El-unt. was not to be expected in the

ixth.

“You hear me, Loder?” snapped the
Head.

“I can hear anything you say from
here, sir,” answered Loder sullenly,

Dr. Mitchell fairly bristled.

“ Come out at once, wretched boy I he
snapped. " And kindly bring tho book
with you.”

For a few seconda it looked as if Loder
would openlv defy Dr. Mitchall, but he
seemed to think better of it, for he
shuffled to his feet and. walked outb in
front of thae Form, with the incriminat-
ing book in his hand.

Give me the book, boy!” snapped
Dr. Mitchall,

i ]

Iﬁ-ou have just

Loder handed over his book of
*Racing Form Up-to-date.”
The Head's eyes seemed to start from

their sockets when he saw the type of
book Gerald Loder had brought into the
Form-room, but the unscrupulous Sixth-
Formor was equal to the occasion—as
he thought.

“ Loder 1® Dr. Mitchell’'s voice was
expressive of his horror. “How dare
you bring a racing-book into classes?
How dare you, sir—h'm—h'm |” .

“Oh, there's no harm in it, sir,” seid
Loder casually. “I'm entering a com-
petition in which I have to give the
namos of several famous racghorses, so
I thought this book might be able to
help mo out.” i

“Indeed?” snapped Dr. Mitchell.
“ And does that explanation account for
the pencil notes which I zeo are written
here : ' Five pounds to five shillings,’
‘[wenty pounds to a pound, Banks'?”

For a moment Loder was taken aback.
The next his glib tongoe was rolling out
gnother lie. : .

“Oh, those notes, sir?” he said. "I
expect . the Erﬂ\rmuu owWRoer  was
responsible for those. You zee, I bought
the book at a second-hand shop.”

The members of the Bixth, who knew
Loder's shady ways, Im}md scornfully at
him as he rolled oub his %th lics. Put
the lies did not deceive * Dr. Mitchell,”
for William Wibley knew as much about
Loder's shady ways a3 any Sixth Form
man.

“T am—h'm—hk'ml|—sorry, Loder,”
snapped Dr. Mitchell, “but T am afraid
I cannot accept your explanation. (o
and stand on that chair while I—h'm—
h'm !—consider the matier!”

Thers was a buzz in the S8ixth!

It was unprecendented for a Sixth
Form man, and o prefect at that, to be
made to stand on a chair in the corner
i_:-f tha Form-room like some checky
ag.

lg;::-der’a faca turned a deop orimson.

“Wha-a-at 1" hao artieulated,

“You heard what T said!" snapped
Dr. Mitcholl. “Stand on that chair 1™

“ But. sir—"

. Mitchell picked np his cano and
looked so ferocious that Loder, who was
not over blessed with pluck, in-
voluntarily moved towards the corner
indicatod With burning foco and
hitter feclings in his breast, Gerald
Toder. prefect of the Bixth, perched
himself precariously on the chair; and
he stood there with downcast head.

The Sixth Farm men could hard]y
helipve their oves  This waz really fno
bad, and, but for the fact that it was
Loder who was the vietim of the Head's
petty tyranny, and not a decent c:!mF,
Wincate and his fellow prefects wonld
have remonstrated with the Head. As
it was they all folt that nothing was too

bad for a fellow who indulged in such
deliberate falschoods as Loder had
done.

And while the lesson went on, Loder,
white with fury, stood first on one leg
and then on the other, with feelings that
wore homicidal,

The atmosphere was so tense in tho
Form-room after that that neither the
Sixth nor their headmaster noticed the
passage of time. Morning break was
well under way when Billy Bunter, who
had been sent on a message to Dr.
Mitchell by Mr. Queich, looked in at
the Form-room,

Then he jumped as he eaught sight of
the dejected figure of Gerald Loder
standing on a chair in the corner of the
Form-room.,

“Oh, my only hat!” Bunter could
hardly believe the evidence of his eyes.
He looked again to satisfy himself that
it was indeed Loder, and then he rushed
off to the Remove quarters, fuﬁ of his
tidings.

—r———

THE ELEVENTH CHAPTER.

Enter Aunt Judy !

i SAY, you fellows—"
H “Run away, old fat lard-tub "
" But, I say—" began Bunter,
~ his eyes fairly glittering in his
excrtement.

“Bay it to the marines!” chuckled
Peter Todd.

“0Oh, really, Toddy 1*

The Famous Five and Peter Todd
were discussing footer when Bunter bore
down on them. The fat junior had
raced at full speed for the Remove after
his scnsational discovery in the Sixth
Form room, and he was out of breath,

“But I say, Toddy, old chap—"

“Buzz off, you fat wasp.,” roared
Todd, “or I'll burst you! Can't you sce
wo're talking footer ¥

“Oh, really, Toddy!” =aid Bunter
peevishly. “DBut Loder——"

“And I think Hazeldene will play a
better game in goal than DBulstrode,”
said Peter Todd, 1gnoring the existence
of his far study-mate. “What do you
think, Cherry 2%

“1 think the same as you, old bean,”
replied Bob scriously.

But Bunter was not to be denied.

“¥ah! You silly ases!” He was
getting his second wind now, so to
speak. " Loder’s standing on & chair in
tho corner of the Bixth Form room.
He, he, he! Fancy Loder—"

“What?” Tt was & combined shont
from six volees. Even footer could go
by the board if the news that, Bunter
had brought were really true.

Peter Todd grabbed the Owl by hus
shoulder.

“What's that ?” he ejaculated.

“0ld Mitchell’s made Laoder stand in
tha corner like &
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uantity doubtful ™ purted Hurreo
Eamset Ram Singh.

But Bunter's news was true.

The Fammous Five and Peter Todd
reached the door of the Sixth Form
room with a rush After them came a
score or more Removites, eager to sco
for themselves the amazing sight of o
prefect stunding in the cormer Like
recaleitrant fag.

“0Oh, my giddy

“Great Scott ™

“Jumping snakes|*

| guess this beats tis whole she-
bang1™

ixclamations of astonishment came
from the crowd of juniors pressing ab
the door of the SBixth Form room.

_ There was Gerald Loder, with a burn-
ing, crunson face and a ferocious ex-
pression thrown in, so to speak, standin

shecpishly on a chair in the corner o
the room.

“ Ha, ha, hal”

That spontancous burst of laughter
brought home to William Wibley and
the Sixth that they had almpost missed
their morning break. It also brought
home to Gerald Loder that he had been
made the laughing-stock of the school.

“ What, what?" began Dr. Mitehell;
and then he was hard put to it to stifle
a roar of laughter himself as he caught
sight of Loder's furious face and the
pack of juniors in the passage,

“ Dismiss " he called out.

And the Bixth shut their books and
made for the door.

Loder was the first.

Burning with shame and humiliation,
he forced his way through a chortling
crowd of Removites and rushed off to
hia study. Once there, he locked the
door and then indulged in such ex-
pressions ns would bave earned him
expulsion could anyone in authority
have heard them.

Never in all hiz life had he been made
to look =0 small. That he had in part,
desorved all he had got and more never
once crossed his mind. And had he
known that the persom responaible for
his humilintion was nome other than
Willianm Wibley, that cheery young
actor wonid have died & sndden death.

But then, Gerald Lode: did not know
furthermore, he was never likely to
know, although his humiliation would
live in the gossip of Greyiriars tor many
a long day to comao.

anny ™

“Good-morning, ma'am "

William Gosling touched hia cap wery
respectiully and bowed to the trim littla
lady sna.teé in the car.

By the lady's side sat Horace Jan.eca
Coker, a warlike gleam in his eyes,
and o dogged look on his rugged face.

Cokor had lost no time. The car ride
to Aunt Judith's house had been done
at u racing pace, and a few words with

(Continued on next page.)

blessed fag. He,
he, he!”

In o moment the
six  juniors were
scuddin for the
Sixth Feorm pas-
sage. JIf the news
wora  true, 1t was
a sight not to be
missed.

“0h, my giddy
annt!”  laughed
Wharton, as he
raced along.  “Do
you think Dunter's
got it right?”

“The rightlfulness
of the esteemed and
ridiculona DBunter’s
etory iz of tho
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his doting aunt was sulficient to send
that lady bustling about the house for
hor hat and coat—without which latter
ehe never went alyroad.

Auntg Judith had been shocked at tho
dreadful news. She had not waited
for Coker to ask her to. intercede om
his behalf with the temporary Head of
Greyfriars. 2ho had announced that as
Loing her intentign immediately, and
her faco had sct 1o that samo obatinate
and aggressive mould that was part and
parcel of Horace Coler. .

The return journey to Gmffrzms had
been made in record time. 'Throughout
the run Miss Coker had re-discussed the
glarming situstion with hnr“ue[:hew.

B

“Drbadiul, my dear boy, e had
said n scoro of times at least
H Ieadinl [

Gosling noted the warlike gleam in
tho eycs of Miss Coker as he thsew open
tho gates and the car swept up the
drive.

“Which I bet that young lady is
sgoin’ ou the warpath,” he muttered.
“Which as how I know the signs.
William Gosling, there's going to be
somme squalls efore long.”

And in that Gosling
romarkablo gift of pm;:ihch i

The car came it a halt outside the
Bchool Housoe steps, and Coler sprang
out end assisted his aunt to alight. Not
that Miss Coker necded assistance.
Bhe was as independggpt in 3&11‘11.? as her
pephow, and she barely took the hand
that Horaoo held outtbo her. .

“MNow lead m hq. hi:_l:s," sho said with
n very decidad eif. *“Show me this
ignorant man, Horace, dear, who has
dgﬂnrﬂd to relegate you to a lower Form."”

And it was noticeable that Biss Coker
seized a firmer grip on her umbrella, as
with Horace by her side she swept
into the Bchool House.

But the subject of her remarks,
to wit William Wibley, had seen_the
spproach of the formidable Aunt Judy
from tho window of the Head's study.

“Oh erikey!” ejaculated Wibley, and
his jaw dropped. _

Only too well he recognised the com:-
pact little figure, the old fashioned full
skirt quite fifteen years behind the
fashion, the Victorian cub of the coat
gnd freakish style of the hat.

Aunt Judy—the woman who had
terrified Dr. Locke—had errived.

No wonder William Wibley folt
dismayed. It came to®him in s flash
that Aunt Judy's wisit meant one
thing—Horace Colier had informed that
warﬁk\a spinster of his relegation to the
Remove,

“0
Wibley. :

FHe wished from the bottom of his
heart that Lo had not ellowed Lis joke
with Coker to go o far. There was no
knowing what might happen with Aunt
Judy on the premises. ) )

ibley gozed about him wildly.

There seemed no way of escape. And
footsteps were echoing alomg the cor-
ridor. In that moment, Wibley, who
hitherto had not known the meaning
of nperves, completely foll to pieces,
Bguratively speaking.

The footsteps drow nearer.

Wibley could hear voices—could hear
Aunt Judy's high-pitched tones.

“You leave him fo me, Horace dear,”
she waz saving, “I'll drive some zense

into him."
“Groccoough!™ Wibley, who hed
Judy's reputetion,

heard of Aunt
shivered.

A hand was on the door of the atudy.
There came the customary *“tap"” and
then Wibley acted. Even sa the door
openod ho dived beneath the table
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showed &

my sainted aunt!” gasped

and fervently bhoped that the deaping
folda of the table-cover would conceal
hmemaanm

orace Coker end Aunt Judy entered
the study.

“Dr Mitchell does not appear te bo
here."” said Bliss Coker acidly, " How-
ever, I will wait. Now run along,
my dear boy, and wait for me in your
gtudy. Den't worry, your euntie will
sea evoarything clesred up, never fear;
otherwise thers will be - trouble for
someone.”

Wibloy under the table, shivored.
At that moment he thought to himself
bow like Horace Aunt Judy was. The
samp aggressive epirit; the same
egotestic %)e]ief in her own powers.

“Very well, auntie,” said Coker
affectionately. I will wait in the study.
It's a half f;uﬁr]aj to-day, and I'll get
Potter apd Greene to lay in & nice
tea for us, Buk don't let Dr. Mitchell
bully youn.”

Aunt Judy sat bolt upright like &
soldier on & horse.

“Bully me, Horace?” she eclioed.
“Thero 15 no living man who could
bully me,”

And Wihnlf{y. under the table, felt that
that was indecd the literal trutlh.,

Herace Coker departed, snd Miss
Coker made hersclf comfortable. Tho
minutes passed, and with the passing of
the minutes Miss Coker's impatience
began to grow.

“Will the man nover come,” sha
communed with herself. “I must say
he seems to bo very lax. I have been
waiting in this room [or quite seven
minutes now, and yet this ]gn Mitchell
bes not put in an appearance,”

Which was the typical * Cokerish”
way of looking at thangs.

Wibley, under the table, felt that Le
was iﬂlﬂg to burst. For threa minutes
now he had been bottling up a desire to
sneaze. DBub he counld resiramn himeelf no
longer.

“ Atisliooooooo I*

It was a terrific sncese, and it mado
Aunt Judy jump out of the chair.

* Wall never ! sho ejaculated.
“Who was thati"

Bhe staved about her, but saw no sign
of anyone. Yet common senss told
lier that someons in the room had
sneezed. Many Jadies, in similar
circumstances would have been scared
by such a phenomenon. Not ec Aunt
Judy; she was made of sterner stuff.
With a grim exproszion on her face she
started to investigate.

* Atishoooooooo !

Thia ftime Wibley's snecee
thundered through the study.

ffﬁh!!j
table-cover and jerked 1t aside, for in
her perambulation of the room ahe Lad
suddenly caught sight of a foot pro-
truding {rom underncath its folda. * D,
Mitchell, I presumel”

Dr. BMitchell looked a pitiful fligure
g3 ho was revealed in that first moment,
on nhands and Lnees, with kis beard all
BWET.

“Como out, eir,” said Miss Coker
acidly. “This—this is surely an extra-
ordinary proceeding for a lieadmaster,
No wonder dear orace entertnined
the notion that vou wero mad.”

“Dr. Mitchell” came out and stood
erect, cutting a very sorry spectacle
indead.

* Madam—" he began lamely.

“Dr., Mitchell, T s surprised that
you should dezeend to such a cowvardly

fairly

resourco as to hido uwonderoeath the
table.”

lfI_I_I *

“Silenco, siv.” said  Miss  Color
authoritatively., "1 have made this

Miss Coker pounced on the 4
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special Journey from my home to sse
you, sir, ebout my nephew Horace,”

(11 'D'h_ﬂ-h'-"'h.rm-"-"""

“Ho informs mo that
relegated him to & lower

“You eco———"

_ But Miss Coker waved the umbrelia
in her excitement to “keep the foor,"
g0 to speak, and Wibley, mistaking the
action, backed away a step.

“Relogated my dear Horace to the
Remova! Why, sir, it's unthinkable!
It's moastrous, and I ghall certainly put
my case before the governors unless you
give me your word to cescind that
stupid order.”

“But, Miss Coker——" began Wibley,
and again the umbrella cut him short,
Like Horace James, Miss Coker was a
great talker,

“Let me say what 1 havo to say, Dr,
P:Iﬁ-:heg}," wont on Miss Coker firmly.

¥ _lme 15 procious, yery preclous,
But I refuse to leave tiua echool until
you have reinstated my dear Horace
to Lis rllg'ht-ful lace in «the Fifth.
Why, he's the cleverest boy in the
rehool,” she went om, taking e swift
breath, “afd in my opinion he ought to
be made captain of the school.”

Wibler nodded duelly. Ar  that
moment he would have mado Horace
Coker a field-marshal if it had lain
in his power. in order to zot rid of his
formidable aunt.

“You gea,” he started to explain onca
agamm. And oncoe again the umbrella
waved.

. “I sece o man, sir,” began Miss Coler,
“who appears to Le anything but oue
who should have control of the destinies
of a school like Greyfriars. And—"

Bho broke off aud came a step nearer,
gazing in horror at Wibley's beard,
which, unknown (o ti:at hapless youth,
Wa3 hEgl:Emug to peol from hizs foce.
Really was beginning to think tha:
Miss Coker was mnad,

His nerveless land eame in contact
with & leng ruler whkich stretched
hﬁ_{'ﬂﬂd the desk., In bis agitation,
Wibley leancd his weight against
edge of the ruler, mistaking it for the
edge of the desk, ‘Lo rewult was me:t
unforeseen.

At the other end of the ruler was a
large inkwell full of ced iuk, end o
carcless maid had resled tho inkwvell
actually on the wuler. Thus, when
Wibley’s end of the rvuler went down
that section of it on wouich balasced
the inkwell shot up.

S woooooosh |

The laden inkwe!l described an aye
as it wos catapulted irto the air, snd o
shriek came [rom AMizz Coler 33 the
contents of the inkwell thot all over her
ress.

“Oh crikeor!™ exclaimed
Lorrified at what he Lhad done.

“You villain!” snapped Misz Cnker,
and with » very unladvlike bound sha
sprang at the tervified Wibley wat)
upraised umbralla, “You villain! You
:m‘p{zatur i

0L lor' I" pgroancd Wibley., DMMix
Coler's cagle ai';'e had " rienbled” Li.
How, tho sclioolboy actor did net Linow
at the moment. In any case, ho had no
timo to consider that poink for Mi:aa
Colker came charging at lim orain
with tho wpraised wwbrella prepared
for a second swipe. This time Willey
was nobt so fortunate. He ducked, Lt
for all that the whirling urabrella enught
him a terrifie swipe across the ehouldrrs.

“Yarcoogoh ! roared Wiklev,

“Alizercant ! Villain '™ DLreathed Rliss

ker. “Trke that “—uhack = an
that "—whack '—"and that "—whaek '

Wiblev took them all: he had o
chioice in the matter. Then, vealising

u  have
(5]

‘orm—".

Wibles,
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The crowd of Removites were astonished to see _ ll.

Gerald Loder standing she-egtﬁhly on a chair in the

corner ol the Sixth Form room ]

that the game was up, and that it was
necessary to put as much distance as he
could between himself and Aunt Judy
and (Greyfriars, he bolied for the door
and jerked it open.

Crash!

Wibley bumped into someons who
was about to enter the study, and
bowled him over as if he had been a
ninepin. It was the unfortunate
Horace ker who had heard that
shrick from Aunt Judy, aod had come
along to her asssistance.

Coker collapsed like a folded pen-
knife, thoroughly winded.

“ Groooooocough ! % .

Aunt Judy rushed to help him to his
feat.

“My poor Horace! My dear boy!
Has that villein hurt you?"

“Grooough ! It's all right!” gaeped
Coker. “But what's happened?
What—" : g

He caught sight of the crimson stains
on his aunt’s clothes, and his eyes
noarly started out of their sockets in his
horror.

# Blogd——"

“No, oo, darling!” said Aunt Judy
enothingly. “It's ink—red ink. ‘That
villain upset it over me. He's an
impostor and——"

In a fow words she had told her
nephew the wholo story, and Coker
listened like one in & dream. An
lﬂl}'}]l:ﬂt-ﬂr—— .

The burly Fifth-Former was not in
the front rank when brains woere
served out, but he was not lacking in
action. In the space of & very few
seconds the news was running through-
out the school that Dr. Mitchell was an
mpostor. .

Greyiriars found itself eaught up in a
whirl of excitemont, and within a
couple of minutes & number of seniors
and juniors were giving chase,

Wibley had got a few minutes' start,
but whether it would avail him sny-
thing romained to he soon.

Tho long-legged scniors, outpacing
‘he juniors, rushed out into the guad;

A
-ﬂﬁlﬂ "i“(

for across it Dr. Mitchell had E
been seen to go.

“ Collar ham 1"

“Put the pace on!” -

At the gates William_ Gosling ||
was mopping hiz brow, He could |° i
hardly believe his cyes when he
gaw the. Head of Greyiriars
tearing down the drive and out
of the gates as if ten thousnnd
domons were at his heels.

“aly hayal”  muttercd
“My hoye 1 .,

“Which way did the rotter gol
giaspcd Coker, who was in the van of
the pursuing party. ]

3 T'ﬁjl' hlir-:l-:} 1"  muttered = Gosling.
“Which I hain’t scen anything like
it—— 'Ere, wharrer you dein’, Master

Gosling.

Coker 1" . ‘ .

For Coker in his exeitemcont was
shaking the startled porter,

“ Which way did the willain gol!”

demanded Coker Rercely.

“Which I ain't scen no villain pass
tere ! replied the indignant porter.
“Wot I did see was Dr. Mitchell
a-tearin® fit to break his neck——"

“I'll break his neck when I get hold
of him " growled Colker. *“Which way
did ho go?"

“ Across the woods ! grunted Gosling,
* And wot I says 1s thia 'ere—"

But the pursuing crowd did not waib
to hear what Gosling had to say. They
fairly few in the direction the porter
had indicated,

“Thera ho

jir
*

whooped Coker
excitodly, Eﬂil:tin%‘_ with outstretched
finger to a flecine figure a guarter of a
mils in front, recognisable even et that
distance as 'ha bozus Dr. Mitchell

“ After himn !

Tho chase tore on, and Wibley, floe-
ing for hia life, wished from the bottom
of hizs heart that he had never assumed
tho guize and style of Dr. Mitehell : for
staring Wihley in the face, in the ovent
of his capture, wero all manner of

ig

3
e T

direful consequences. And raf & cer-
tainty one of them would be expulsion.

“Oh dear!” groaned the hapless
actor of the Remove. * This is awful I*

And his spirits sank still further
when, on looking round, he saw that
the gap between him and his pursuers
was lessening materially.  In despera-
tion, he put on & spurt as he turned a
bend that led him on to the footpath
again, and in his haste he did not
observe another person coming from the
opposite dircetion.

The result was calamitous.

Thera was & bump, two dull thuds as
the novelists say, and two loud roars
of anfuish. and William Wibley found
himself sprawling in the grass on top
of an ecldorly gentleman's waivicoat.

"Deooooocooooeh 1" gasped e slderly
gentleman,

" Yoooooooooop ! gulped Wikley,

Then they sat staring at each other,

-

THE TWELFTH CHAPTER,
A Narrow Squeak !

oooooooah "

Tho elderly gentleman sat
and blinked and gasped for
the space of a few seconds;
and that was all the time Wibley
allowed himself, {or, on looking at tho
attache case which the pgentleman
obviously had carried, and which, owing
to the sudden cncounter, had sprung ite
catches, the Removite saw to his horror
Tie Maigner Lispary.—No, 1,153,
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that & number of m::vg!upe: and . docu-
ments bore the insoription:

“DR. WILFRED MITCHELL,
M.A., B.A., Oxon.”

“Grooocough!” A groan escaped
Wibley. This, then, was the genuine
article—thb real Mackay. ,

But dezperation necved Wibley to
further effort. All his sina came home
to him with a vengeance At all costs
he had to make good his escape. In a
moment Wibley was scrambling to his
feet. Without a word to the gasping

entleman reelining on the footpath he
g;rtad off and plunged through the
'nearest bush.

Behind him came the sounds of the
chasa, then a serica of thuds and a
chorus of moans. :

Wibley did not know it, but the pur-
suing party had tumbled willy-nilly
over the recumbent form of the genuine
Dr. Mitchell, thus giving him another
few precious minutes of grace.

“0Oh erikey!™ El:ﬂalled Vibley, the
perspiration streaming off him.

He gazed about him like & hunted
rak. g]fn:n his right stretched the big
brick wall ﬂncirf:li'l_:lg Major Thresher's
estate. If only Wibley could smuggle
himsell in thera_ha ought to be sale.
Certainly, the pursuing party would not
invade ghe fiery mujor's estate without
hizs permission, apd Wibley knew
enough about Greyfriars nearest neigh-
bour to feel assured that the major
would not grant his permission without
a lot of fuss; and that meant precious
time.

Wibley knew the wall and what faw
facilitics it possessed for a chap who
wanted to get to the other side. He
doubled on his tracks in a semi-cirele,
and reached the favoured apot.

In & ?mmﬂm ho was gerambling over
the wall.

Once igside the grounds he stood
panting and drinking in great gulps of
air. S0 far he had eluded his would-be
captara, The next thing was to get rid
of his mako-up as quickly as possible
and become once more William Wibley
of the Remove. -

But Wibley mia not yot destined to

ot away so cheaply.

EmeFulme at hand came a sudden
exclamation, and Wibkley felt his beart
leap into his moutl.

Ho had boen spotted, and by no less
a person than Major Thresher himself!
Really, it seemed as if the fates were
conspiring against William Wibley that
afternoon, For the space of a second,
the hapless lemovite stood there, look-
ing & weird figure in bis torn gown and
hiz lopsided bGeard. Then he sprang
dosperately to the wall again. i

“MNo you don't!" It was the major’s
harsh woice. “Gob you! Treepassing!
Huh 1"

And & large sizo in bhands reachod
up and :];raggifd Wibley back from the
wall as if he had beon a baby. “

@ ]—]—I——* babbled Wikley, writh-
ing in that strong grasp.

% What have wo here, huh?” The
major poored closely at his captive. A
lupatie, by jingo! This is the fellow
I've been roading about! Come along,
my fine fellow! Huh!™ ]

illiam Wibley's heart sank into his
hoots.

“Hi, Jelks! Mason!™” bawled the
major. “Ceome here! I've cought a
Iunn.ItiQI!"I

i S’ ou—you—you—"" stam-
morod Wiﬁy, lm:'fdin_gﬁutrnnger convigs
tion than ever to the major’s theory
that he had cauglht an escaped lunatic.
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Besides his  incoherency, Wibley's
strange ajilpearanua lent minur to the
major's theory. The torn gown, the
lopsided beard were certainly things not
secn on the average mormal indivadual.

“Take it easy, my fine fellow I* said
the major soothingly. *“'We'll soon
have you back again, huh I”

But Major Thresher was not reckon-
ing on Wibley's desperation. Suddenly
that cornered jumior ducked, and—

Thump | .

A hsrd, youthful head emote Major
Thrasher on & spot that had ]-::un%]nmca
lost any muscled resistance, and the old
soldier collapsed like a pricked bailoon
—winded.

“Stop " .

Jelks and Mason came running up.
But they were & fraction of & second
too late. Wibley was up and over that
wall like a skilled gymnast. With his
heart beating against his ribs lile a
steam-hammer he dropped to the ground
on the othor eide and bolted into the
thickest shrubbery nearest at hand.

“Hit Stopl Stop, you varmunt!

Wibley did not look ka. or he would
have seen Jelks astride the wall, yelling
at the top of his voice and waving his
arms excitedly. ;

The hunted Removite plunged deeper
into tho woods and lkept moving for ab
least five minutes before he stopped for
a beeather. : ]

Next momept the fowing scholastic
gown had been torn off and dumped in
a bush. Then Wibley got busy with his
handkerchicf to remove the make-up of
grease-paint and Iinm% pancil, T'he
beard was torn off his face and thrown
unceremonionsly away, and Wibley
rubbed and scrubbed at his face until 1t
gssumed tho colour of & newly-boiled
lobster. ]

He looked o weird figure even then,
for he was still wearing the frock-coat—
an article of apparcl in strange contrast
to his youthful features. For a moment
he was tempted to throw the frock-coat
after the oleak, but before he could
male up his mind definitely there came
the tramp of fcet and the sound of
voices. And into the little elearing that
gkirted the clump of bushes that waz
Wibley's hiding-place came Harry
Wharton & Co. ] .

The Famous Five were in sconting kit,
as wero the other junives who comprised
the Eagle Pnt,m{], and Wharton had
ovidently decided to fill in the balf.
holiday with a few hours’ scouting.

“Tlis  will make & good head-
quarters,™ eaid Wharton, * Unioad that
trek coart, you chaps.'

“Ay, ay. skipper!”
Cherry boisterouzly.

And the Bagle Patrol procecded to
earry out tho order smartly. The small,
hand-drawn trek cart was siripped of
its outer covering of tarpaulin, and a
gmail bivorae tent was taken out,

“ Simact work " Wharton, the leader
of the Eagle Patrol, looked on admir-
ingly as his Scouts speedily erected the
tent.

“‘1Iallo, halle,
Cherry suddenly.
this game®™ _

He pointed to s number of bobbing
heads appearing and dissppearing over
the fringe of bushes in the near distance;
and the rest of tho troop looked on
wonderingly. _

“What on earth=——" began Wharton.

And that was all he had time to say;
for next moment & =Core Or ILOIE ©
CGireyfriars scniors, with Horaco Coker
at their head, rush:d inte the little
clearing,

“LSoon him?!" panted Coker.

“Him?" echoed Wharton, puzeled.

sang out Bob

Lalla!"™ roared Beb
“What the thump's
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Coker snorted.

"That willain ecalling himself Dr.
Mitchall!™ he gasped. “He's on the
run, I#nd we know he came round this
way

‘*What‘l" Tho exclamation eamg from
the Engle Patrol in one bresth.

“He's an impostor!”” explained
Blundell of the Fifth. *“The real Dr.
Mitchell is on his way to the school
now,*

“Eht" Haprry Wharton & Co. were
still, naturally enough, very puzzled.

The captain of the Fifth proceeded to
enlighten them.

“1t appears that Dr. Mitchell could
not turn up at tho gchool yesterday, as
was frst arranged,” he snid; “and in
some dashed liar manner, which has
:E'eh to be explained, the other chap—the
ellow whom we've thought to be Dr.
Mitchall—took his place.”

“0Dh, my bat!"

““He's a madman, I do believe I wont
on Blundell hraathfmﬂ;r. “¥You fellowa
:gme;ﬂb&r-huw queerly he acted all the
ime

Harry Wharton & Co. gasﬁed.

The story Blundell was telling wanted
some getting used to,

You're pulling our legs!’ said the
ain of the Hemove at length.

ker snorted.
“Don't be a young ass, Wharton I"” he
exclaimed. “My aunt spotted the
rotter. He was in a disguise of szomoe
sort. Then he bolted. We've been chas.
ing him ever since, You sure you fags
haven't seen him "

“ e hasn't come this way, old bean,”
sald Bob Cherry.

“Hil" There was another diversion.

This time Jelks and Mason came run-
ning up, with Major Thresher panting
in the rear,

“Have you secn that loony, young
gentlemen?’ asked Jelks,

And Wibley, Iying low in cover, won-
dered whether this was the end. Any
one of the pursuing party had only to
stretch out & hand, practically, to dis-
cover the impostor's hiding-place.

Thers waz another delay as Jelks and
Mason and BMajor Thresher explained
the position—a delay of five minutes or
more—becfore Coker and his pursuers
identified the cscaped lunatio with the
pzaude Dr. Mitehell,

“We'll get the rotter I* said Coler at
lagt. *“He can’t be far away."

Hﬂiur Thresher grunted,

“I'll give him lunatic, begad, when 1
lay my hbands on him—buh I he
stormed. *The villain winded me "

For a few moments more the pursuing
party stood undecided.

“Why don't you spread oub in a
circle?” suggested Wharton, ™ You'll be
E]:ett;_ pertain Lo rope in this merchant

&n

Coker scowled.

“We_don't want any cheeky edvice
from Remove [ags!"” he exclaimed.
“You keep off the grass!"

“Rats " exclaimed Wharton cheor-
fully.

“What?" ]

“HRats!I” repented the captain of Lia
Remove. “And many of "em "

It looked for the maoment as if Eloraca
Coker contemplated abandoning  the
chase after the bogus Dr. Mitchell and
Eﬂing for Harry Wharton instend. Dug

e avidently thought better of it.

Hea turned to the Filth-Formers.

" Spread out, you men!" he roared.
“Wa won't give in until we've caught
that awful rotteri"

And once more the pursuin
not quite go keen now, rushe
encircle tha wood,

“Well, this is a go, and no mistake!™
said Wharton, when Coker's erowd bad

o
ca

party,
off to
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disappeared. “Foancy that fellow being

an impostor 1™

“It beats me altogether,” admitted
Bob Cherry, seratching his curly head.

“The beatfulness 18 terrific!” +#x-
claimed Hurree Jamset Ram Singh,

Johony Bull, who had been giving the
matter much thought, chimed in.

“The fellows think that the old bird
who took us in is an escaped lunatic,'
he said in his slow, direct fashion, * So
does that ass Major Thresher.” :

“Well, it sounds as if they're right,
old scout,” said Nugent.

But Johnny Bull shook his head.

“How would an escaped lunatic, for a
start, know that a Dr. Mitchell was =x-
pected at Greyiriars?” he submitted.

iF Gh I'“
“It's my idea that the whole thing
is a hoax,” he went on.

“My hat!"” exclaimed Bob Cherry.
“] wouldn't like to be in the japer’s
shoes [ ,

“And I wouldn't mind wagering, if 1
were a betting man, that 1 could name
the japer,” continued Johnny Bull.

And William Wibley—still in hiding,
and overhearing every word—wondered
whethor the astute Johnny Bull had hit
the bullseye, so to speak. )

“You could?’ ejaculated Wharton in
amazement, *

Johnny Bull grioned—a slow, knowing

grio. )

“You fellows remember that Wibley
wos given leave of abeence the same day
as this Dr. Mitchell was expected—'

“What's Wibley got to do with it?"
demaonded Wharton, very much puzzled.

“Everything, 1 fa.ncy,“ said Johnny
Bull. "I would stake my life on it that
cld Wib is the japer! Bamec size,” be
added reminiscently; “in possession of
all the inside information; and cheecky
and Elt-lmndud enough to take risks,

Wibley thought it high time now to
emerge from his hiding-place,

“Not so much of the ‘cheek’ and
¢ fathead,” young Bulll”

Simultancously with ‘the remark, the
thickets parted and there EI.-EEJPE!.'I into
view a Dr, Mitchell minus his beard,
his rather lined and sallow complexion,
and his gown. But the strange figuro
was still recognisable, for all that, ns
the weird old bird * Mitehell,” and re-
cognisable also as William 'h‘i":.hlﬁjr of
the Hemorva,

“WIB!" It was a combined shout of
wonderment, .

William Wihlez trod  cautiously
towards the astonished Scouts.

“Mum’s the word!” he said. “I'va
had an awful time; and I'm not out of
the wood yet!”

“Well, my only hat!”

“My only sainted auntt”

“Wibley 1"

“Ha, ha, ha ™

Williarn Wibley bowed.

“Gentlemen, bohold in me the lask
remaining fragments, so to speak, of a
loarned  headmaster—to  wit, I,
Mitchell, M.A., B.A., late of Greyiviars,
But ecriously, vou chaps, for goodness’
sake, sinuggle mo back to the school! 1
can't wa.lﬁ about like this in o frock.
coat. I must become Williamn Wibley,
the best actor in the Remove, again ns
quickly as possible 1"

The Removites had not yet recovered
from their astonishment. The whole
thing seemed so incredible, Wibley—
Dr. Mitchelle=—

“You spoafer I

“Wou cheeky ass

Wihley smiled.

“1 think, gentlomen of tha Remove,
1 have fully convinced you that William
Wibley is o born mctor—that he can act
your "heada’ off—exeuse the pun.”

“11a, ha, ha ™

The laughter faded suddenly as there
cama the tramp of many fect. Evidantly
the pursuers were coming back.

ibley’s confidence faded on the spot.

“Quick, you chaps! Cover me up in
that trek-cart, for ness’ sake,” he
Emnted. “and get mo back to school!

'Il manage things after that.™

As he spoke, the schoolboy actor
scrambled into the small trek-cart.
Wharton and Nugent and Chorry
rushed the bivouac tent from its 'D-EEE
and stretched it over Wibley's crouch-
ing fgure, regardless of the fact that
all the guy-ropes had been torn from
their moorings, as it were, and now
straggled over the tont-pegs remaining
in the ground. It was cvertainly not tho
correct  ecouting method of striking
camp, but it wes effective.

By the time Coker, flushed and angry,
came pelting into the clearing, there
was no visible sign of William Wibley.

ll--llljjll EENEEAESNASNENENEFAAEEEE NN RRERE l

TIME FOR A JOKE?

Well, here's one for which
eonard Downes, 34, Highfield
Winchmore Hill, H.E_L
_l'men awarded one of this
week's useful pocket-knives.

SFFEFFAEAEAARENE TR
EARIEREERBDRRERSNEER

“Why, Bridget; vou suraly
don't consider thoese windows
have bsan washed 7 't

HWell;, mum, 1 washad
them on the inaide, s0 that
you ocould ook oui, but 1|
purposely laft theny dirty on
the outside ap thnt thoso bove
next door couldn't loak Iinl "

I've got more prizes in stock,
chums, 3o pile in with your efforts !

““Ho's been this way,” execlaimed thao
Fifth-Former. *“ A labourer saw him
elimb over the major’s wall and hido
in tho bushes somewhere near here.
Have you scen the rotter?"

But Wharton did not answer that
direct question. :

“0Oh, wo're not interested in your silly
lunatic!” he said, ™ Yon told us to keop
off the grass. You jolly well hunt for
your czeaped lunatic on your own !

“ Hoar, hear!” added the rest of the
patrol, and at a word from Wharton
the Eagles picked up the traces of
tho trek-cart, and began to move off.

“Checky rotters!™ snapped Coker.
;Cc_ﬂ::mu on, you mcn; search these
ushos,

Tha Fifth-Formers started their

search anew, ond Wharton & Co., mean.
time, wero legging it back to Grey-
friara at o jog trot. They wera very
excitod, for there were many things that
hed yet to be explained. Btill, explana-
tions conld wait. 1t was up to them to
see Wibley through. _

All tho juniors realised if the news
leaked out that William Wibley had had
tke audacity to impersonate Dr
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Mitchell that expulsion would be his
fate, as certain as it was that the sun
would sink in the west that ovoning.

The gates of Greyfriars came in sight.
at last, and the trek-cart, with Wible
aboard, was rushed round to its shed.
Fortunately, most of the fcllows were
out of doors,

“Cut off to the dorm, Franky,” whis-
pered Wharton, “and get Wibley a suit
of clothes. He'll be able to change
here,”

i I:h"ightrhu, old scout!"

. An Hugant dashed off. Ile returned
in a very sllort time with a complote suit
of clothes for William Wibley; and
behind the locked door of the shed
Wibley made a speedy chango,

] £ - Y B

The news created a nine days’ wonder
at Greyfriars. The whele countryside
was searched for the bogus Dr. Mitchell,
but he was never secn any more. And,
strangely enough, no enc connccted Dr.-
Mitchell's abrupt departure and William
Wibley's return, although Mr. Qualch’s
face was very thoughtful when ho called
the roll that evening and obsorved that
William Wibley was present.

That cheery youth took the bull hg

he horns, and sought en interview wit
his Form master after roll-call.

“ 8o ygu have refirned, my boy!”
Mr. Quelch’s tone was not inviting.

“¥Yes, sir,” said Wibley cheerfully.
“I've had & wonderful time, sir!”

“Hml I 1 . you will now

endeavour to make up for lost time,”
salid Mr. Quelch.
And, whatever his ausfpir:i-:-ns
have i:em, the master of the Remove
did not voice them. He dismissed
Wibler with a majestic wave of the
hand, and rusted of.

In the secluston of Sfudy No. 1 that
evaning Wibley told the Famous Five
and the rest of the Eagle patrol the full
details of his amazing masquerado—a
story that was ahnost unbelievable.

“My hat!" exclaimed Bob Cherry.
“It's the jape of a century! I shall
never forget old Quelchy and the rost
of the masters on that physical jerks
parade !

"I'Iﬂp hn, hﬂ.]"

Wibley flushed with pride.

“Well, you chaps made me do ik, voa
know,” he said. “You all told me that
I couldn't act for toffec.”

Groeylriars eventually settled dJdown

undler their new headmaster, and the
woeeks seemed to fly past.
It was the day that Dr. Mitchell
departed and Dr. Locke returned thas
William Wibley approached the Famous
Five.

“1 say, you men, what about a fina
rehearsal of * The Fri:.'ing Terror ' ' ho
asked.

It was on the tip of Wharton's tonguo
to tell Wibley to go and bury his blessed
play, but ho thought better of 1, ro-
membering the result of carlier remarks
to the same effeck,

“ Right-ho 1" he answered. “T'Il get
the follows to come along., Wib."™

And tho final rehearsal went with a
swing. as did tho opening porformanco
of “'The Flying Tarror!” Wibley waos
the star furn, naturally, but even hia
consummate acting in that play did not
reach the amazing heights ho  had
touched in the role of Dr. Mitchell,
Lheadmaster of Greyvfriars.

THE ESD.

(2'ere will be another rollicking fine
stary of Harry Wharton & (o, in next
week's Macker, entitied: "THE FOOL
OF THE FIFTH!™ Mind you read €,
chumal) 5
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CONTINUATION OF OUR THRILLING FOREIGN LEGION STORY !

FOR THE GLORY OF FRANCE!

s
i,
Stz was fighting des- Lffe,
perately to [foosen the =¥%
awful vice-like grip which
wwas afowly, remorselessly

choking the life out of
him.

iy S p

INTRODUCTION.

Po pave Guy Warren, M Scapegrace cousin
{fom srpulsien on @ chorge of , Pl Blake

ifth-Former of Greystones, takes the blams on kis
orn ghowlders” by vunning gway from school.
Fired b s promize of adventure, hs joins the
Fora:gl o and 18 &nt fo the desert forl of
Sidi-bel-Abbes, where he  forms [fricndships
with Charies Desmond, oncé caplain of Gfﬁ,}r—
aloncs, and Esterharn, ta former in the
French Army. VWatren, menmwhile, has inherited
the bitle and forfune of hiz father, and 45 fouring
Africe with his sisgter June, In é@:ﬁ fiz arranges

ith the willzinous w-nm or Bolle that
Paul, the fellow who his guilty secret, shall
be kdlsd—-mﬂwhqw. A few days a sirong
Joree of the Legion, {ncluding Paul, Desmond
and Esterharn, 15 sent into the desert to guell an
Arab rising, and Bolke awails hie chance to
carry oul ki part of the dastardly plot, liltle
dreaming thal hiz cun life 43 being plotlzd
against.

(Now read on.)

] o

HERE was a thonsand pounds in

l Englizh gold for Bolke as soon as

word reached Sir Guy Warren

that tho ooy was dead. Warren
had talked, of course, about an enemy
bulict. DBut that was cyewaeh, purée and
gimple. And DBolke knew it. He ond
Warren understood each othor perfectly.
Paul Blake was never to return from the
dezert, and that was the whole top and
bottom of it. Xow he died did rot
matter.

B0 the sooner he, did so the better.
Bolke’s thousand pounds would be eale
then, and ho could devolo himself once
more ontirely to makin,:_é these scum of
Legionnaires sweat blood.

hercfors, it was on Paul that he con-
centrated now.

By GEG: E- R@CHESTE

h s _ o

® Attention!"' he roared; and the
squad stiffencd. “Pas gymnastique |
En avant! Marche ! _

The sguad moved off at the double in
response to the harsh command, and
Sergeant-Major Bolke watched them
like a hungry ecat eyeing ita prey.

JBut he could find nothing to justify
him yot in pitching into Blake, or any-
one. Every man moved like a machine;
and Bolke mado no effort to hide his
chagrin.

“Halte " he bellowed. ™ Attention!"

The equad halted, rigid and immo-
bile. They had been at it all day, and
it was only the fear of Bolke which kept
them ugnmg now. Long minutes passed
and they stood there ms though carve
out of stone, waiting for the next
command.

Suddenly a man swayed.

With blazing eyes, Dolke pounced.

Y Stand still, curse you!" he screamed.
“Sang dieu, bub I'll teach you to move
in the ranks " '

White-faced, striving desperately to
get a grip on his swimming scnsos, the
man steadied himself,

En

“Par files de quatrs!
Marche ["

The squad moved off ; but scarce had
they taken ten paces than there came
the order:

i1 H&Im II!

This time Bolke balied them so that
the sinking sun was shining straight into
their eyes As a torture to men on
parade 1t was one of his happiest efforts,

Paul—in the leading four, aching eyes
staring straight into the |I'IEI‘|1"|.'| of thp

potting sun—was conscious that Bolke
was looming elose.

avant |

R'ﬁ

_Bolke was; and his thin, eri-
lips were twisted in & malicio
grin. Blowly he looked the h@:j
up and down; then, stepping
Lack a pace, snarled:

5 o %FEP vour head up, yoo
oF

In that moment Paul remem-
bered the warning words o
Lemarne. He was standing as
erect and rigid as any ram-
rod, and there was no earthly
reason why the sergeant-major
should have singled him out for
reprimand.

But the torture of the sun'a
rays was more than fesh and
Llood could stand, and moment-
nrily the boy closed hia eyes.

Bolke saw his opportunity and
seized upon 1% with evidity.
Confronting Paul, his fingers
hovering near the unbuttoned
flap of his revelver holster,
Bolke treatod the boy to a selec-
tion of the very choicest
epithots. Delving into tho very
elime of his sonl, he brought up

hrases now and strange to !.hm-::
Eardmmd men of the defauiters
equad.  In -short, he excelled
himself. ] _

But Paul, his every thougls
centred on the watning o
Lemarne and the fate of
Johansen, listcned unmoved. I
required elmost n superhuman
effort to shut l;éa ears to the vile
things which wete said. y

Hgfremr. ke did it, although in the
cold mnger of hiz heart he registored
& YOW ]::ﬁat gome day there would come
& rockoning between him and Bolke.

Suddenly s man on hig right wmoaned,
and, swaying forward, crashed to the
round, his rifle """i-.'j:‘ fixed bayonct
clattering from his nerveless band.

Tt was Lopez, the Spaniard—and he
was a8 all-in az a man well could be.

Before Bolke could turn his attention
to the fainting wretch there came &
‘voico from the dircction of the officers’
quarters : .

“Sergeant-major 1"

Bolke wheeled: then stiffened at tha
salute at sight of the drawn &nd
haggard-faced Lieutenant Villicrs.

“ Dismiss those men!” commanded the
lientenant.

“But, mon licutenant—=*

“ Dismiss the squad | repeated young
Villiers sharply; and thers was not &
man amongst those unfortunates ow
arade whoe did not thank le bon Dicun

r this blessing.

Sullenly Bolke turned again to the
sruad. 'ﬁ*hat was thie sickly brat of a
lieutenant doing outside of his quarters,
anyway!? The E}D] lcoked as though he
were dying. .

“Rompez!" barked Bolke, giving the
order to dismiss,

Thankfully the defaulters fell out;
and, clutching his rifle, Btulz scuttled
for his quarters like a rat going to carth,

There was a peculiar glitter in the
oyes of Btulz. The parade was over—
Bolka's last parade. For before tha
dawn eame & foot of crimson steel
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would have sent the soul of the dog
winging ita way down inlo the nether
most pit wheneo it had cowme.

The Corridor !

OTZMAN, Lemarne, Lkalgsar,
H LZimmerman, and Stulz!

Behold the Bve, stripped to

the waist, cmu-::iﬁng in _the

darkness of a corridor along which
they knew that Dolke must pass.

In the hand of Kalgar was & bayonet
sharpemed to razor-edge. One swift,
decp plunge as the sergeant-major
drew level with the recess in which
they were hidden and the job would
be dane. Then they would dress, scale
the mud wall of the fort, and, with
rifles and full ammunition-pouches,
strike  westwards towards the coast,
changing their ‘uniforma for Arsb dress
at tha first opportunity. ) )

They wouldn't lose sny time, either,
in putting as much distance belween
themselves and the fort as possible.
Mot that they feared much of a hue-
and-ery; for, with Bolke dead and the
youthiul Villiers & sick man, the com-
mand would fall upon some fool of o
scrgeant, who would have something
elen to think about than dispalching o
posse in purauik.

“ Ho comes I -

Hotzinan breathed the weords 1n
Kalgar's ear sz a step sounded at the
end of the corridor. ]

But it was o false alarm; for it was

corporal who passed. And never 1n
iia lifo had that individual, had he but
known it, walked so close with death,

He passed within a yard of the five,
crouching with bated breath, and had
he as much as glanced their way there
would have come a spring, & plunge,
and a gurgle of death,

It would have been unfortunate, of
course, ‘The five had no quarrel with
him. EBEut ons could not cxpect the life
of a miserable corporal to stand between
them and their enrefully lzid plan,

His footsteps died away, and silence,
palpitating and intense, enveloped the
corrider. In the black darkness nothing
stirred. There cama once the scamper
of n rat, and Silulz started nervously,
with half-stiled exclamation.

Hotzman silenced bim  with savage,
whispered ymprecation. Ealgar, moist

hand gripping the bayonet-handle
touched dry lips with the tip of kis
tongue. This waiting was the bhardest

part; enough to break the nerve of a
man. If only the dog would come——

Suddenly Hotzman's fingers tightened
on the arm of Kalgar. A heavy tréad
had turned into the corridor and was
coining towards them,

“It is he!”

Hotzman's lips were at Kalgar's ear.
Tha latter tensed, every nerve and
muscle tauat.

The tread approached; the heavy, de-
liberate tread of Svrgeant-Major ke,

Stuly: bit hard on his lip to etill
his chattering teeth. Of a sudden he
felt deathly cold, Lthough it wus a chill
at the heart., roather than the bady.
Sang dieu, if it were only over!

The on-coming Bolke was almost
opposite the recess by now. Not a man
breathed. Kalgar, crouching, with
livid lips drawn back in a voiceless
snari, was gathered for the spring.

Then suddenly he leapt, whirling
bayonct raised.

t was the first [aint slither of Kal-
gar's feet as he launched himself on
the spring, which gave warning to tho
sergeant-major that he was not alone
in the corridor. Instinctively, in that
instant of time, he halted, and tock &
half-step backwards.

And thus Kalgar blundered.

1t was not his fault. He had judged
the moment of attack to a nicety,
Dolke had continued on, the downward-
plunging bayonet would have taken him
full in the body. As it was, the bayenct
ripped through the shoulder of his tunie,
causing only the most superficial of
flesh wounds. ;

Carricd on by the impetus of his
missed blow, Kalgar stumbled forward,
Bolke's coolnesa and presence of mind
were wholly admirable. He did not
require to have it explained to him that
this was an attack on his life. Without
gn instant’s besitation he Iashed oub
savagely with heavily-shod foot. ;

It was a kick aimed at the stumbling,
indistinct form in front of him, but it
smashed Kalgar’s kneecap, and with
& shout of agony the German went to
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the floor, the bayonet falling from his
hand witih metallic clatter,

With a bellow of rage, calculated fo
arouse the puard, Bolke wheeled with
outstretched band. His clutching fingers

ipped on the bare arm of a man and
slipped upwards to the throat, It was
Stulz whom he’d got; and, pinning the
writhin strugghng man against the
wall, olke held him there with
maniacal atrengbf.h

The corridor by this time was [ull of
shouting, jostling men. As for Hotz
man, Lemarne, and Zimmerman, they
had gome. 'The clatter of the Iultin?
bayonet, the knowledge that Bolke still
lived, had spalt the death-knell of their
plan, and, strlppud to the waist, as they
were, it was suicidal to remain,

There was nothing they could do for
Kalgar, even bad they known that,
hunched in the darkness against the
farther wall, he was moaningly nursing
his shattered kneecap, sick with agony
and apprehension. s

Stulz, stark terror in his eyes, was
fighting desperately with frenzied, claw-
ing Bogers to loosen the awlul, vicelike

]Fl‘: which waa slowly, remorsclessly
choking the life out of him.

“¥ou rat!” snarled DBolke.

Stulz made a horrible choking noise,
bub tighter and tighter pressed the
itigers about bis throat. Bolke was in

no hot und possionate ra}g . He was
the cold, -nai)mlnting killer in those
moments.

Weaker end weaker grew the

f etruggicu of tifw wretchod Btulz until

euddealy. his head sagged forwerd and
bl it B T aud thon Gily,
did Bolke relense his grip, allowing
the lifeless form of the man whom he
had killed with his bare hands to slither
to the Aoor.

Turning, he surveyed the staring faces
of half.dressed. Legionnaires, visible
in the yellow illumination of many
lanterna,

“Double the guards!” he enarled.
“Corporal Kurz, sec that any man
attempting to approach the outer wall
is shot!" L

(The plot has jailed, and Bolke means
i exact a lerrille vengeance. Don't
miss next week's instalment. It's packed
with thritls /)
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