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that Quelch’s exertions had tired him.
The toughest fellow in the Form did not
want such o “six ¥ as the Bounder had

undergone. 8Skinner and Snoop were
quite pallid at the thought. And Billy
Bunter quaked like 8 fat jelly.

Quelch's steoly eyes glittered over a re-
pentant Form. And nobody wanted to
meet them, The silence grew quite
painful till Quelch spoke again.

“The whole Form will be detained
for the half-holiday to-morrow,” he
sald. “You, Wharton, as head boy of
the Form, take five hundred lines in
addition.”

“Oh !” gasped the Remove. _

Jt was rather a heavy punishment,
though no heavier than the young ras-
cals deserved for such a rag. But it
made a8 good many members of the
Form stare at their Form master in
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“ Now then, all together again ! ** shouied Vernon-Smlth.

utter consternetion. The morrow was
Wednesday and a half-holiday, as Mr.,
Quelch, of course, was aware. But per-
haps he was not aware that it was the
date of the Bt. Jude's mateh. The Re-
move cricketers were only too well
awere of it.

Fellows like Bunter and Skinner and
Snoop, who cared nothing for cricket,
were gled that it was detention, and
not six all round. But the cricketers
were horrified. Even the reckless
Bounder wished that he had not started
that rag in the French class,

“Oh, my hat!” murmured Bob
Cherry, in utter dismay.

Harry Wharton opened his lips to
spealk, But he oclosed them again,
Quelch, at the moment at least, was not
to be reasoned with. He might be
tackled later when he had cooled down,
vust &t present silence was golden.

Mr. Quelch turned to the French
master,

“I apologise, gir, for the trouble my
Form have given wyou,” he said, very
politely. “I think they will give you
no more.”

The Remove master was right there.

“In the event, however, of further
disorder in this eclass,” added Mr.
Quelch, “1 shall detain them for six
half-holideys.”

That, so to speak, put the lid on.
Monsieur Charpentier was assured of an
extremely orderly class for the re-
mainder of that lesson, at least.

Mr. Quelch rustled out of the class-

room. He left silence and dismay be-
hind him:

Monsiecur Charpentier eoughed.
“Ve vill now go off, mes garcons,” he

-
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““Up she goes | **

said, probably meaning that they would
g0 on.

And they went on.

The Remove were well known to be
the most unruly Form at Greyfriars
8chool. They needed Quelch’s iron hand,
and they knew it; and, in fact, rather
prided themselves on it. But that un-
ruly Form was as good as gold now!

Never had Monsieur Charpentier had
so arderly a class. His pupils looked
as if butter would not melt in their
mouths. They hung on Mossoo's words
as if they loved the French master and
the French language, and found hither-
to unimagined delights in French
grammar| Nobody wanted Quelch fo
eome back, _

Mr., Quelch, at last, was able to give
his undivided attention, in his study,
to his celebrated * History of Grey-
frinrs.” Not a sound came from the
Remove,

Crash [
Every time Harry Wharton & Co. set up the fallen blackboard and easel they crashell down again. Monsieur Charpentier
was gesticulating wildly when the class-room door opened and Mr, Quelch stared in.

W'HE THIRD CHAPTEHR.
Up to Smithy !

p E'VE done. it now |2

“The donefulness it ter-
rifie [

“We've been, and pgone,
and done it]” groaned Bob Cherry.

“Tf that ass Smithy hadn’t cheeked
Quelch——" growled Johnny DBull.

“Well, we're for it now,” said Harry
Wharton.

“No doubt about that "

The T'amous Five, usnally as merry
and bright as any fellows in the Re-
move, or any other Form at Greyfiriars,
looked dismal enough as ‘they walked
into the quad after class,

Both detentions and lickings came
their way at times; and it was not
their wont to grouse. These things were

-

“ My hat, it’s down again!*

o part of schoolboy existence, and were
t.uEen philesophically.

But when a cricket date was con-
cerned, it was-quite a different matter,
The fixture with 8t. Jude’s had to be
played. Thal was as fixed and immut-
able az the laws of tke Medes and
Persians. But, obviously it couldn’t be
played if the Remove were under
detention on Wednesday. They couldn't
play St. Jude's in the Remove Form-
room ! 2

Mr. Quelch took a kindly interest
in Form games; though he was many
years beyond the cricketing age him-
self. Somoetimes he would even homnour
the Remove men by ambling along to
Little Side to watch an innings. Bub
this was not a matter that was first
in his thoughts, No doubt he had for-

gotten—if he had ever noted—the date

of the Bt. Jude's match. He was a
Tue MaGNET LisrAry.—N0O. 1,269,
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OU must hurry up if you want to be in the running

i for one of the wonderful gift booka offered here.

This is the fifth week of the offer, but you can

start collecting the coupons now, which is all you have to

do to try for one of these magnificent prizes. Every

coupon is worth so many pointe—10, 25, 50, and so on,

and they are appearing in Mae¥ET and other famous

boys’ papers, The highest totals of points collected will
win.

Below you will find another coupon for 50 points ;
cut this out and add it to the others you have already
collected, then watch our next issues for further
coupons. You've still three more weeks in which to make
your total s real ** big noise.”
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SIMPLY FOR COUPONS.,
BEGIN COLLECTING NOW.

Other papers will
from week to week, so look out for
ﬂnllectini habit, you chaps—and be one of the fortunate

w

ive these special Bonus Coupons
em, Get the coupon-

10,000 who will win a grand book.

When the final week’s coupons appear we shall tell you
how and where to send in all the coupons you have
collected, and shall also ask you which book you would
prefer if you win.

The 10,060 handsome gift books (500 of them for over-
seas readers) will be awarded to the ten thousand readers
who send in coupons with the highest totals of points.
There is NO entrance fee, and the closing date will be
Wednesday, July 13th (except to readers outside the
British Isles). Only ocoupons from Macewer, * The
Eﬂ-ﬂgﬂl‘," 1 GE-III.," 1 Bullse 'B,“ T Uﬂiﬂ'ﬂ Jﬂﬂk,“ uﬂpom

Ask your pals foo, about their coupons. Perhaps
they'll pool theirs with yours. On this page you will
find a list of the other well-known pape
these prize coupons. And now let me tell you some good

news ;
This week’s 1ssues of “ Ranger ** and
“ Bullseye ** each contain a Special
Bonus Coupon worth 250 points, in
addition to the usual Coupon value
50 points.

If you buy both these books, you
will be able to add 600 points to your

total !
TELL ALL YOUR FRI

(Continued from preévious pogd.)
aside and Mr. Quelch was seated In his
armchair with a paper open before him.

That paper was the *‘Publio Bchool
Review,” and in its pages was an article
signed “H. 8. Quelch.” Quelch, in his
leisure hours, wrote little contributions
for scholastic papers. He liked to see
his views in print. He felt that they
were useful—indeed, very useful—in the
great cause of education. This especial
article was entitled. *‘The ublic
School : Present and Future,” It em-
bodied views founded on a quarter of a
century's experience s & schoolmaster.
Quelch could not help feeling pleased
with thet artiole, with the prominent
place it was given in & prominent
paper, and with the reflection that it
was bound to attract considerable atten-
tion from headmasters of Public schools
all over the kingdom. Hence his genial
gmile.

Like most authors, Quelch was fond
of reading his own works. They
secemed 8o sugarinr, somehow, to the
works of anybody else.

Perusing that masterly article on an
important subject, Quelch could not help
feeling pleased. The June sunshine at
his meuw was reflected in the frosty
hu% g'einia! smile on his countenanoce.

ap

BIr. Quelch laid the *'Public Bchool

r8 which contain
be allowed.

e

Review " on his kneea ps that tap came

at his study door. He hoped that it

was another member of the staff drop-
ing in for a chat. He would have
en quite pleased fo chat with another
master about that article.

"Come in!%

It was Herbert Vernon-8mith, of the
Remove, who entered. The wei{mmmg
gmile faded from Queloh’s face. It was
replaced by his customary severe expres-
sion. But he did not frown, though he
had not forgotten the Bounder's many
offeances. He was in a genial mood—in
exactly the mood, in fact, to make a
reasonable concession, if the matter was
Fl?lnad before him respectfully and tact-
ully.

“What is it, Vernon-Smith1"

“I want to speak to you about the
detention to-morrow, sir,” said the
Bounder., ‘“The fellows expect me to
gpeak, as ﬂH-Ft-EiIi of the Form.Z
_ “Indeed?"” said Mr, Quelch., “Thers
is nothing, so far as I am aware, to be
said on the subject, Vernon-Smith."
_“.'E'i’ﬂ'm playing oricket to-morrow,

Posgibly it was because Bmithy was
still feeling severe twinges from the
“six,” in addition to his natural pro-
pensity to **cheek,” that he put 1t like
that. He was sore, and sullen, and
savage; and he handled an extremely

Budgﬁt'll 111 Triumph’lil id
“ Burprise,” “ Champion,” and ** Boy’s Cinema,” will be
eligible, and mutilated coupons will not be counted. The
Editor's decision will be En

Overseas Readers are eligib

odern Boy,” " Nelson Lee,”

al. No correspondence will
le to enter this t scheme
with the exception of rs in

ew Zealand whom, unfortunately,
it is not possible to include), Collect
all the gift coupons you can, in the
same way. There will be a special
closing date, to give you time to
gend your coupons to us after the
final week.

IS GRAND SCHEME !

delicate matter rather in the manner of
s bull at a gate. Any other fellow
would have said : < We're booked to Klay
cricket to-morrow “—which would have
enlightened Quelch without offending
him. The Bounder’s words hardly
enlightened, but undoubtedly offended
him. The well-known glint came into
the gimlet eyes.

“What? What did wyou sayl”
Quelch’s voice was like iron. ¢ You are
playing cricket to-morrow! You are
under detention to-morrow, Vernon-
Smith. Have you come to my study to
be impertinent—indeed, insolent ?”

Vernon-Bmith set his lips.

His words had, indeed, implied that
he was going to play cricket on Wednes-
day, brushing aside the fact that he was
under detention. Of all the staff at
Greyfriars, Mr. Ciluelnh was about the
last man to take that. His jaw squared
in the way the Remove knew well

“I mean, sir—"' )

Smithy would have amended it, but
the incensed master of the Remove did
pot give him time. :

“ Vernon-Smith, I have punished you
already to-day for impertinence. I am
loath to punish you again. Leave my
study " ) ;

“&ill you let me spesk, sir?"” said
the Bounder. “I'm bound to speak, as
captain of the Form——=
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Squitt shook an excited fist under his
nose,

“I can tell you this, Vernon-Smith,"
he bawled, “if this match is mucked up,
you'll be sacked from the captainey [’

“I'm not deaf!" the Bounder pointed
out.

“What ?? _

“Whisper and I shall hear!” said
Bmithy, with perfect coolness.

“You—you—you cheeky idiot—"

“Sorag him!” said Tom Brown.
“Serag the silly ass! Then let's go
round and kick every man that voted for
him in the election.” ;

“Keep your little tempers,”’ said 1':115
Bounder. “I've told you that we're

laying St. Jude’s this afternoon
Eenva it at that." .

“How are we going to play them?
ronred Johnny Bull,

Y With bat and all,” answered the

I'sunder pleasw:, . *“Thets how
¢t ' b is usually yieved, T believe.’
au—you freny idho e

p—"

* You burbliuz
“ Berag him " '
It really looked as if the en’:;n.gecl
cricketers were going to “scrag '’ the
captain of the Remove. The Bounder,
with & contemptuous grin on his face,
and his hands in his pockets, stood per-
fectly cool. Harry Wharton stepped
guietly to his side. .

“Chuck that, you men!” he said,
“What's the good of ragging "

And the angry crowd moved off and
left the Bounder alone with Wharton. .
“§till backin' me mp. old bear !
asked Smithy lightly.

“Yes, Smithy!" :

“YVou're not the man to fish 1n
troubled waters, are you " grinned th!f‘;
Bounder. “If I were in your place—

“Never mind what you'd do in my
place, Smithy. I'm thinking of the
ericket,” said Harry. “ What tho
thump are we going to do?”

“Poat St. Jude's, T hope,"” answered
the Bounder, and he strolled away,
whistling. .

Evideﬁtly, it was still fixed in the
Bounder's mind that the game at St
Jude's was going to be played that
day. How he was going to work it, was
known only to the Bounder—and, per-
haps, it was not known to bim,

S —

THE SEVENTH CHAPTER.
Luck !

UZZZZ !
B The raucous buzz of the tele-
phone bell was not welcome to

the ears of Henry Samuel
Quelch as he sat in his study in morning
bl'{'!ﬂ.kq-

Mr. Quelch was in an irritated mood;
and he was seeking calm and solace In
a reperusal of that masterly article in
the columns of the “Public School
Review.™ i

The buzz of the telephone interrupted
that perusal. |

Mr. Quelch lifted the receiver.

“ Hallo 1” he barked into the trans-
mitter,

“Is that Mr. Quelch at Greyfriars?”

“Speaking I" barked the , Remove

muster. )
“ Gogod-morning, Mr., Quelch. DF'
Wyatt, speaking from 8t. Jude's

School !I”" came a rather pleasant, deep
voice over the wires, .

“Oh! Good-morning!” said Mr.
Quelch, ceasing to bark He was
acquainted with the headmaster of
&t, Jude's, end had a considerable
respect for that gentleman.

He wondered, however, what the
gt, Jude's headmaster could possibly
have to say to him over the telephone.

“I trust I am not interrupling you,
Mr. Quelch,”

“Not at all, sir!" said Mr. Quelch,
more politely than veraciously.

“1 have been looking at the ' Public
School Review '—

“Oh |” a pleased smile dawned on the
frosty countenance of Henry Samuel
Quelch, . )

“1 conclude that the article s:gnad
‘H. 8. Quelch’ is your work, sir?’

“Quite 1" said Mr. Quelch.

“] have been interested—extremely
interested, by this article, Mr. Quelch.”

“You ara very kind, sir !” There was
no trace of irritation in the Remove
master’'s face now, He boamed.

As a Form master, Mr. Quelch was
8 severe, almost grim, gentleman. As an
aputhor, he wiu- gentle as the cooing

l Sm——
| TELL A TALE AND WIN A
| HANDSOME PRIZE

like Arthur Leckie, Box 28,
Ruthilda, Sask., Canada, who

submitted the following rousing
rib-tickler :

Tommy (halting at shop win-
dow) : * Papa, didn't you tell
mamma we must economise 7 '

Fathar : * ¥Yes, | did, Tommy.

Why 7"
Tommy : " Well, | was thinkin
ou got me a bicycle

that if
wouldn’t wear out 80 many pailrs

of shoea 1 "'

Finished laughing? Good]|
Then have a shol at winning one
of our topping prizes yourself !

It was not the Form master, but

dove,.
the author, who was now
a pood-tompered gargoyle
telephone.

“] think, sir, that in certain direc-
tions, your conclusions are open to
discussion,”” went on the B8t. Judeo's
headmaster.

“No doubt, sir, no doubt !” said Mr.
Quelch amiably.

“It would be a great pleasure to me
sir, to discuss the matter with you, and
compare notes on this extremely inter-
esting and important subject.”

“1t would be n pleasure to me, sir!”
gaid Mr. Quelch heartily. “A very
great pleasure indeed.”

“] am glad to hear you sa
uelch! Perhaps you would
pleasure of calling at Bt. Jude's—

" Certainly, sir I

“ As there iz a half-holiday at both
schools to-day, Mr. Quelch, perhaps you

rinning like
over the

80, Mr.
me the

L ]

it

might look in this afternoon, I take it
thet you are at liberty I

“Oh, quite! I had a matter of de-
tention to see to, but that I can easily
leave to a prefect! I shall be
honoured, sir.”

"I should be glad if you eould come to
lunch, sir, and then 4o

Mr. Quelch coughed.

“l should be delighted, Dr. Wyalt;
but I have certain duties, in conneotion
with my Form—but early in the after-
NOOT ?

“Very well, Mr. Quelch; I shall
expect you any time after lumch, and
the oarlier the better,” said the St,
Jude's headmaster very cordially.

And after & few more gracious words
on both sides, the receivers ware put up.

Mr. Quelch paced bis study for a few
;_mnutes, with an agreeable smile on his
808,

The Remove Form master had felt con-
vinged that that article in the “Publio
School Review ? would attract some
attention. With all due modesty, he
could not help thinking that it was &
masterly article; that it touched the
spot, as 1t were ! It 'was distinctly agree-
able to find that he had been right; still
more agreeable, for a headmaster to
ring him up so soon after the appear-
ance of the article, Eaier to discuss his

views with him. Mr. Quelch had always
felt some respect for the headmaster of
St. Jude's; and now he respected that
gentleman more than ever. Obviously,
Dr., Wyatt was a man of great judg-
mant.

It had been a very pleasant talk on
the telephone—and there was to be a
longer and still more pleasant talk at
St. Jude’s, The whole subject would be
thrgshed out, in all its bearings.

Mr. Quelch rather regretted that he
had not stretched a point for ence and
cut the Form dinner at Greyfriars nnd
lunched at St, Jude's—so keen was he
to bepin that interesting discussion with
a headmaster of so much intelligence
and judgment.

St1ll, he could ring a taxi and leave
imumediately after the school dinner;
and a happy afternoon lay before him.

IHe had intended to supervise the
detention of his Form; keeping a
gimlet eye on them, to see that their
time was not wasted in the Form-room.
That task, however, could be left to a
Sixth Form prefect. He could ask
Wingate, or Walker, or Loder—that
was easily arranged.

The I:]-Erﬁ for third school interrupted
Mr. Quelch’s agreeable reflections,

He left his gtudy and proceeded to
the Remove room.

In his pleasant, pleased mood, it was
rather disagrceable to see the sombre
looks of most of his Form, when they
came in for third school. He felt a
twinge. But that matter was settled;
thero was no help for it; it was 1m-
possible for him to make any concession.
But he mrtaiﬂl{ felt sorry that the
Remove would be at detention tasks
while two scholastic chins wwere wagging
so happily in the 8t. Jude's headmaster’s
study that bright June afternoon.

He hoped, however, that this severo
lesson would benefit the Remove, and
especﬁaﬂj' that impertinent boy, Vernon-
Bmith !

Certainly it did not cross Mr, Quelch’s
mind for & single instant that that
impertinent boy, Vernon-SBmith, was
thinking of defying the detention order
and intending to carry on regardless of
Henry Samuel Quelch. That was not a
thﬂugjilt that was likely to enter, Mr.
Quelch’s mind. .

Third lesson passed rather dismally
in the Remove-room. Most of the

Trx MacNer Lisrary.—No. 1,269
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(Continued from page 13.)

in the afternoon with a detained junior
Form,

Loder fairly grinned.

The task Mr, Quelch had assigned
Lim, of course, had to be put aside, when
his ecricket captain called on him.
Loder had to find another prefect to
take his place, and he was only too glad
to have to do so.

In his keen satisfaction he counld not
help telling the Remove the happy news,
Fel?aw& Liad grinned, or he fancied they
had, when the First Eleven left him at
honme. It bucked Loder to be able to
tel-il the world that he was wanted, after
Bl

“1 shall have to leave vou kids,” said
Loder. “I'm called over to Lantham
to play cricket.”

There was a buzz of surprise in the
TNemove,

50 that was it]

No wonder Loder had looked pleased,

“I've no time to lose,” went on Loder,
“Not a second to spare, in fact, I'm
wanted to bat, I shall leave you here.
You will keep your places, and keep on
with your work, and I shall ask another
prefeet to come along.”

“Gratters, Loder!"” said Vernon-
snth.
“The gratterfulness is terrifie, my

esteemed Loder,” declared Hurree Jam-
sct Ram Singh.

“Thanks ! said Loder, very genially.
“1 hope I shall knock up s few for
Greyfriars. Keep order here.”

Loder almost bounded out of the
Form-room.

Thers was a buzz as the door closed.

“Well, my only hat!" sgaid Bob
Cherry. " What on earth’s happened to
tiie First Eleven, if thay want a man at
the last minute like this?"

“ Accident or something,” said Peter
Todd. “Goodness knows ! )

“Blessed if I understand Wingate
ealling Loder, though!” said Tom Red-
11.gng. I"Them'a better men than Loder
about."”

“Loder doesn't seem to think so,”
chuckled Squiff.

Vernon-Smith was on his feet.

“Never mind the First Eleven,” he
snid. “It's the Remove matches we've
got to think of. Come on!®

“ What "

“Loder won't find another prefect to
take his place in a hurry,” said the
Bounder., “ We've got five minutes at
tlie very least. That's enough, unless
von men want to sit here cackling.”

“ But—" ejaculated Harry Wharton.

The Bounder interrupted him with
savagze impatience,

“Get a move on, you ass! We've pot
to be elear before another prefect butts
in, unless vou want to back me up in
tving him, hand and foot.”

“(h, don't be mn ass! Look here,
Smithy——"" exclaimed Mark Linley.

“INuff gaid! The cleven will follow
me " rapped out the Bounder. “The
rest of the Form ean please themselves !

Tug Macxer Lisrary.—No. 1,269.

: DBounder.

Wharten, Cherry, Bull, Hurree Singh,
Squiff. Brown, inley, Iﬁedwing, Togd,
{}gih-y——get-,a move on!

*But ! _

“Are. you coming!” roared the
Bounder. “Or are you funky?”

“] gay, vou fellows,” neaked

Billy Bunter, “Queclch will be wild 1"

“Blow Quelch, you fat fool !"

“Oh, really, Smithy—"

“Who's backing me up ?"* snarled the

“Wharton—"

Harry Wharton, with a startled look,
fixed his eyes on the Bounder.

“Did vou know that telegram was
coming for Loder, Bmithy?” he asked
very guistly.

“0Oh crikey I"* pasped Bob Cherry.

The Bounder laughed scoflingly.

“Never mind what I knew ! _Ara you
backing me up, or are you leaving your
captain in the lurch because you're
funky t"

Wharton drew a deep breath,

“I'm backing you up,”’ he said.
_“Bamo here!" said Bob Cherry at
once,

“The samefulness is terrific.”

“We're all backing up, I suppose,”
said Peter Todd dubiously. " But
there'll be a fearful row, Smithy "

The Bounder shrugged his shoulders.

“1 shall get the buti-end of it 1if
there's a row, as ringleader,”” he said.
“If I don't funk it, vou needn’t.”

“Don’t be a cheeky ass! Nobody's
funking it! But—"
*“Come on, then!"

Vernon-Smith threw open the door of
the Form-room. If there was hesitation,
it was only for a moment. Like one
man, the cricketers marched out of the
TFarnm-room after the captain of the
Remove. The coast was clear; there
was no one to say them nay, Frank
Nugent followed them, He was not in
the eleven, but he was not the man to
stand back when his comrades wore
taking risks.

Wharton caught his arm,

“Cut back, Franky 28

“ Rats "' answered Hugent.

“There's no necd—'

i Rﬂt !!l

“Tt means a frightiul row with
Quelch. old man."

“That's why I'm coming.”

Bolsover major jumped up and fol-
lcwed on. Then five or six other fellows
left their places and joined up. It was
a crowd that hurried away from the
Torm-room. Some fellows rose, and sat
down again. Only the more reckless
spirits followed Nugent's example.
Less than half the Remove remained in
the Form-room—in a buzz of excite-
ment.

“1 say, you fellows, they'll all be
flogged !’ sqﬂuankad Billy Bunter. :

“Beak’s Hoggings nﬁl round 1" enid
Skinner. “I rather think I'm stayin'
in, like a good, cbedient boy who loves
his kind teachers. What about you,
Snoopey 1"

“I'm glued here!” grinned Snoop.
*“ Btick where you ars, Stott.”

Stott shook his head.

“I'm not going to let tliose chaps take
all the risk.” he said. *“I’m going after
them.” ! .

“More fool you!'" said Skinner; and
Stott, unheeding, went,

“] guess I'm freczing to this here
desk 1"’ remarked Tisher T. Fish. “I
guess I don't want any floggings in
mine,

“[—I've a jolly good mind to go—"
said Hazeldene,

“ And a better mind not to " grinned
Skinner. .

“Well, if Smithy had put me in the
team—"

THE MAGNET

“You'll be jolly glad he didn’'t when
Quelch comes home I chuckled Snoop.
“S8mithy's the man to ask for it, and no
mistake "’

The Remove-room was in & buzz
while the remnant of the Form waited
for another prefect to come along in
Loder’s place, What that prefect would
say when he came and found less than
half the detained Form there was an
interesting question. But he did not
seem in 8 hurry to arrive—which was
all the better for the cricketers. Even
Billy Bunter, though he was busy ex-
tracting  his toffee from the wastepaper-
basket, hoped that the Remove Eleven
would succeed in getting clear,

— e,

THE TENTH CHAPTER.
Out of Bounds !

(17 UT____J‘I
11 Bu "N
“Shut up, and follow on!"

snapped Vernon-Smith.

In a state of breathless excitement the
crowd of Remove fellows fuunﬂ_tham-
selves outside the walls of Greyfriars.

They had not ventured to leave by
the gates. There was no doubt that
Gosling, the rter, knew that the
Remove were detained that day, and it
would not have done for Gosling to see
them going.

They left by way of the Cloisters,
dropping over a low wall into a lane,
A few minutes had sufficed to get ready
to start; with not- a gecond to spare,
they had not wasted a fraction of =&
second. ‘The Bounder was as cool as
ice, and evidently enjoying the escapade,
and counting upon fortune favourin
him. Many of the other fellows doubte
whether they would get elear. But, as
a matter of fact, it was easy.

On that sunny June afternoon the
school was almost deserted. The First
Eleven, playing at Lantham, had drawn
a crowd of fellows away; and a junior
match going.on on Little Side at Grey-
frianrs had drawn another crowd to that
spot. Most important of . all, Mr,
Cgueich was absent; and Loder of the
Bixth was already speeding away on a
motor-bike for Lan 3

Few eyes, as it happened, fell on the
truant Removites as they started, and
those few did not matter. It was true
that Mr, Prout, master of the Fifth,
WAaSs w:u.ll:inE in the quad with Capper,
master of the Fourth, end both masters
glanced at the Removites; but they had
nothing to do with Queleh’s Form, and

robably did not even know that the
Eamme were under detention, Dr,
Locke, the Head, himself was seated at
his open study window, and his kind
and nevolent glance fell on the
truants, but with undiminished benevo-
lence; the Hend was not aware that
these young rascals were supposed to be
gitting in their Form-room at detention
tasks, Risky as it seemed, rmkiaaqlﬁ
venturesome, the Remove men walke
to a secluded zpot in the school wall and
climbed over as if they were not under
detention at all,

In the lane outside, Vernon-8mith led
the way towards the rcad. Several
fellows ' asked questions, to which the
Bounder did not take the trouble to
reply. They were already due at Bt.
Jude's, and St. Jude's was & good many
miles away. They had got unexpect-
edly clear, but the question of transport
remained. They hﬂg to get to St. Jude's
somehow,

The Bounder proceeded at a trot, and
the other fellows trotted in his wake,
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They turned from the lane into the
Courtfield road, where they breathed
rather more freely, :

By that time there was-little doubt
that Loder's substitute had arrived in
the Remove Form Room and found a
crowd missing.

“Bafe now!” ssid Bob Cherry, as
they trotted along the road towards
Courthield.

“But we've got to get to 8t. Jude's,”
said Peter Todd. “If we're taking a
train from Courtfield we might as well
have utqeﬂ at home. We should get to
8t. Jude’s about tea-time.”’

" Bmithy, old man——'" said Boh.

“Follow on.”

“Walking it ?" grunted Johnny Bull,

The Bounder did not answer. A little
distance up the high-road he turned off
into a lane. In that lane stood a motor-
omnibus. )

The driver stood leaning on the big
vehicle, emoking a cigarette. He threw
away the cigarstte and touched his hat
to the Bounder.

“Ready, sir "’ \

“Sharp's the word!” said Vernon.
SBmith, *Pile in, you men|”

“Oh, my hat "

“Great pip!”’ .

“The pipfulness is terrific!”

Evidently the captain of the Remove
had made his arrangements beforehand,
The crowd of ‘juninru piled into the
motor-bus, and the engine roared,
Away up the lane went the crowded
vehiole, lirmving Greyfriars rapidly in
the distance behind.

“ ¥ou had this jolly old bus all ready,
Smithy " chuckled Bob Cherry.

“Tooks like it, doesn’t it?” drawled
the Bounder,

“Good man 1" . X

“ Jolly lucky that wire coming fn.r
Loder I said Squiff, “If that hadn't
happened, Smithy, we couldn’t have
cleared.” E

“That’s why it happened,” answered
the Bounder coolly.

“ Wha-a-at$” ejeculated the Aus-
tralinn junior. - .

“What the thump, Smithy——" 0x-
claimed Bob Cherry.

Harry Wharton looked at the
Bounder, but did not spesk. The gus-

jcion was already in his mind that

ernon-Smith had somehow * wangled "
that ‘telegram from Lantham. It had
happened altogether too luckily for
him, to be merely a coincidence,

“What the dickens do you mean,
Smithy 1” asked Tom Redwing uneasily.
“You couldn't have known that Wingate
wes going to wire to Loder.”

The Bounder laughed.

“Didn't you fellows think it rather
queer that Wingate should happen to
want Loder at Lantham, at the last
minute like that?” he asked.

“The queerfulness was terrifio,”

“If Loder knew a&s much about his
own cricket as Wingate does, he would
have thought it jolly queer, too!”
drawled Bmithy, “I fancy Loder is
goin’ to get rather a jolt when he drops
in at Lantham cricket ground."

“ But—" gazped Bob.

The juniors stared blankly at the
Bounder as the crowded bus roared on.
Bmithy was grinning; but the other
faces were very serious,

“Mean to say that you wangled that
rira. Bmithy 1 asked Peter Todd, at
nst,

“What do you thinkt” yawned
Bmithy.

“Oh, my hat "

“But—but how—" stuttered Bob
Cherry. “Do you mean that Wingate

never sent the wire at all 1*

“Wingate never even heard of it,"
answered the Bounder.

*Then who—"*

“Oh, I know a man at Lantham [”
sald Vernon-Smith carelessly. “ And as
soon as I knew Loder was to take con-
trol this afternoon in the Form-room, I
got my friend at Lantham on the
phone.”

“You—you—you got a man to send a
telegram in Wingate’s name?” gasped
Bob. “Oh, great Christopher
Columbus |"’

“Then—then Loder isn't wanted to

lay ot Lantham at all?” exclaimed

ugent,

i EGEI-I]EIJF 1"

“Oh erikey "

“You—you awful
said Bquiff. ""There'll be a fearful
row about this. What do you think
Loder will feel like when he butts in at
Lantham and finds he’s not wanted 1*
~ “Like a bear with a sore head, I
imagine,” answered Vernon-Smith care-
jaﬁslf. “But I'm not worrying a fear-
ful lot about Loder's feelings.”

“It’'s too jolly thick '’ said Johnny
Bull, * Why, it's against the law to send
a telegram in another man’s name; it's

idiot, Smithy!”

jolly like forgery !” ,
“Loder ha be got rid of some-
how,” remarked the ?Bnundﬁr. “1'd

have been ready to collar him, and fie
him to Quelch’s desk; but I dare say
you'd have kicked st that."

“The kickfulness would have been
terrific, my esteemed Bmithy.”

“It's too thick|” growled Jchnny
Bull. * Loder’s rather a cad and & bully
—but_ ]i\ulling a men’s leg like that—
He will look an awful fool when he butiis
in at Lantham——"

“0Oh, guite |”” yawned the Bounder.

“There'll be s row about that
telegram,” said Nugent. *“You may
have a bobby dropping in to ask you
about 1it, Smithy."”

“Hardly! I've got a pretty complete
alibi. I wes at Greyiriars when the
telegram was sent at Lantham,”

B “lil call it a rotten trick |” said Johnny
ull.

“Bo glad to hear wvour opinion, old
bean,” said the Bounder, unmoved.

Johnny Bull grunted, but made no
further rejoinder. As a matter of fact,
his opinion was generally shared. The
Bounder's methods were his own, and
gsuch methods as these were mnot hl:E]F
to be approved by the other fellows.

“Well, we're for it now,” said Harry
Wharton. " Anvhow, we get the game
at St. Jude's, It's worth a flogging all
round—we ghall get that. But we can
stand it."”

“The fogfulness will be terrifio”
remarked Hurree Jamset Ram Bingh.
“The esteemed Quelch will be pre-
posterously infuriated.”

“No doubt about that!" chuckled
Bob Cherry. “Quelch will be in a
royal wax | Can't be helped.”

“I told Quelch we were going to play
this match,” said the Bounder. *“And
we're going to play it. We've got to
face the musio afterwards, I know that.

Anybody who's afraid can hop off this
bus, and get back to the Forni-room in
time.”

i ﬂ]'l, rats trl

The motor-bus rolled swiftly on its
way, eating up the miles,

THE ELEVENTH CHAPTER.

Spoof |
AMES WALKER of the Bixth
Form lounged along to the

Remove-room, with a nove! under
his arm. Loder had found him
in his study, deep in that novel, and
asked him to take his place with the
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Form under detention, while he buzzed
off on his motor-bike for Lantham. 4

Walker was willing to oblige; but he
8aw no occagion for hurry, and he stayed
to finish his chapter before he loafed
slong to the Remove,

He arrived there a quarter of an hour
after Bmithy and the fellows who wete
backing up the Bounder had departed.
He found the Form-room in a buzz of
exciternent, whijch died away as the
pr&?ﬂﬁ anta:ied. £ :

alker glanced carelessly at the
Form, ahd then stared, Hag only two
or three fellows slipped out while no
ge& was on the Remove, it was probable
at Walker would not have mnoted
their absence. But the most careless
eye could not have failed to notice that
there were hardly a dozen fellows
present out of a rather numerous Form.

“Hallol What does thiz mean”
asked Walker. *“Isn't the whole Form
under detention this afternoon 1

Some of the juniors grinned, but no
one answered.

“Loder told me that the whole Form
was detained I’' snapped the prefect.
“Where are the others? Wharton—
1sn' & Wharton here?! What the dickans
is this game? Russell |”

2 Yes, Walker 1 gsaid Russell,

Where are the other young swecps ?
Hﬁve the ocleared off, or what 7*

I—I think a few fellows have gone
uuﬁ. Walker I'"" answered Bussell.

More than half the Form, you mean |

You sweepal” grunted Walker
“Well, they'll get it hot § '
Asking for it, E Jove I" AR ot

e remnant of the Remov
whether James Walker wa: wgﬁll:l; rﬂ

leave it at that. Apparently he was-
for he sat down at Mr, nglch'a deskk
EII;IIﬂYﬂpBI‘IEd hig nwalg.

" You young rasca t on with it 1"
said Walker admonishingly. "Dl-.:ﬁ't
jaw, and don’t idle and fool about! If
there's so much ss a whisper, I shall
wade in with the ashplant, see 7

And James Walker settled down to
read, and the detained juniors gave
more or- less attention to their tasks.
Walker was generally an easy-going
fellow, and not severely troubled by a
strong sense of duty. So long as the
juniors left him in to read his
novel he was aatiaﬁms; and ss he was
undoubtedly a change for the better after
Loder, the juniors were satisfied also,

So there was peace and quiet in the
Remove-room, and fellowa who talked
instead of working, were careful to talk
in low whispers that did not disturb
that dutiful prefect.

Walker gave them no heed; mot even
when a low rumbling sound in the Form-

rocm announced that Billy B
gone to sleep. ot

It was a warm afternoon, and Bunter
had done very well at dinn?r, and deten-
tion tasks had palled on him. He
enored pepceful(liy, while the other
fellows whispered, or lounged at their
desks, and Walker devoted himself to
the breathless adventures of Bulldog
Drummeond.

But that atmosphere of contented
peace was destined to be disturbed. The
chug-chuggin & motor-bike was
wafted from the distance on the summer
breeze, unheedéd; but a few minutes
afterwards there was a tramp of foot-
steps 1n the passage,'the Form-room
door was hurled open, and—to the
amazement of the juniors and James
Walker—Loder of the Bixth strode in.

Loder was not looking pleasant.

He had been bad-tempered before, till
that arrival of the telegram from
Lantham made him uncommonly genial.
But his previous bad temper, compared

Tae Maigrer Lisriny.—No, 1,269,
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with lhis present bad temper. was as
mioonlight unto sunlight, as waicr unto
wine. Loder, judging Ly his expression,
scomed to be understudying a demon 1n
a pantomime.

Walker stared at hium,

“Hallo |” he said. “ You back? Tl'ﬁt
Lantham match gan't be over, surely.

"TN}?I” hﬂsseﬂhLager.

“Then what the thump—"'

“I've had my leg pulled |” muttered
Loder, ‘ Some—some practical joker
—some rotten, spoofing rascal—sent thut
telegram——""

“\Wha-a-at t*

“It wasn't from Wingate!” Laoder
choked, “He fairly jumped when I
told him—hardly believed me, till I
showed him the telegram. Some rotten
rascal pulling my leg—making a fool of
nige——" !

“My hat!” said Walker. He sup-
presesed a grin, “ Who the dooce could
have played a trick like that, Loder?”

“1 don’t know—but I'm going to find
out,” gaid Loder, between his teeth.
“There's a crowd of fellows over at
Lantham, and it might have been any

one of them, I suppose.”
“What a sell !” murmured Walker.

He looked as sympathetic as he could.
But the glimmer in his eves showed that
Lie saw an entertaining side to the affar.

As a matter of fact, Walker had been
greatly surprised when Loder told him
that he was wired for to play at
Lantham. So he was not so surprised as
Loder to learn that the wire was a
“spool ¥ by some unserupulens practical
joker. _

Probably Loder guessed kis thoughts,
for he gave him a black scowl.

Loder was fecling sore and savage.

His rush across to Lantham on his
motor-bike to play in a match where lio
was not wanled and not even thought
of was likely to become a standing joke
for somo time. )

Ho vearned to get hold of the practical
joker, bui he could not even %uess who
it might bave been; the bully of the
Sixth had too many enemies to be able
to think of them all at once,

“Rotten, old chap!" said Walker.
“ But really, you know, you might have
guessed that it was a spoof, come to
think of it.”

“How was I to guess, you ass?”

“Well, you weren't really likely to
be wanted in a First Eleven mateh, were
vou, old fellow ?” said Walker blandly.

Loder gritted his teeth.

Plenty of fellows would be putting it
like that, and chortling over it! It was
extremely humiliating and disagreeable
for Loder,

“Well, I'll leave you in charge here, as
yvou're not—"hem—playving cricket, aftt'.r
all 1” said Walker; and he tucked his
novel under his arm.

Loder glanced inimically at the de-
tained juniors. Most of them had heard
what he said to Walker, and he was
locking for & grinning face. DBut the
juniors were careful not to grin. They
knew what to expect from Gerald Loder
if they did,

There were a good many of thein who
could have enlightened Loder az to the
probeble source of that “‘spool ™ wire.
As soon as thev heard that it was a
trick they thought of the Dounder at
once,

That, however, they were not likely to
tell Loder,

How Suuthy had wangled it they did
not know; but they had litile doubt that
he had wangled it someliow, Tt could
scarccly have been a coincidence.

Loder's suspicious eyes did not detect
any grinning among the juniors. But
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he noliced at once that a large prcpox-
tion of the Form was absent. He
snapped at Walker as the latter was
going to the door,

'*Have you been letting the fags out
of detention, Walker? Where's the rest
of them 7"

Walker logked round.

“0Oh, thev'ro gone I’ he said. * They
seem to have cleared off when vou left
them, Loder. They were gone when [
came in!”

“Where are they, then?"

“Haven't the foggiest.”

“ Look hers, Wa%Eer-, this won't do!"
snapped Loder. “You wers left in
charge here, and it was up to you.”

“1 tell you they were pone when I
came here,” answered Walker, "I dare
say they've cleared off to Lantham to see
the First Eleven play. Didn't you see
any of them there?”

And Walker left the Form-room, not
greatly troubled about the truancy of the
Removites. He did not grin till the
door had closed after him, after which
he grinned breadly. He met Price of
the Fifth at the end of the corridor and
stopped to tell Price about Loder's tele-
gram, whereat Stephen Price chortled
and went off to tell other fellows.

Loder, in the Form-room, scowled at
the remaining Removites. All the
juniors, excepting Billy DBunter, were
giving keen attention to their tasks now;
they were quite aware that Loder was
yearning to “take it out ” of somebody.
Billy Bunter was still asleep, and his
snore rumbled more or less !'I'.I'I.IE-II:BHF
through the room. Loder picked up
a cane from the Form master's desk and
approachod Dunter.

Whack !

“Yarooooh 1"

Billy Dunter’'s snore was suddenly
changed into a fearful yell.

Whack !

“ Whooop 1" _

“Do you think you're in the dormi-
tory, you fat young scoundrel?” de-
manded Loder, as Bunter blinked at him
like a startled owl.

“Ow! Oh crikey! Beast!” gasped
Bunter.
“What 7"

#]—I—1 mean—vyarcoonoch !" roared
the hapless Owl of the Remove, ns the
cane came down across his fat
shoulders again.

“ Parhnps you'll lkeep awake now!”
remarked T.oder.

“Ow! Wow !" groaned Bunter.

There was no doubt that William
George Bunter would keep awake after
that Ile was very wide-awake indeed,

Loder glared round, as if looking for
another wvictim. But the rest of the
juniors were working sedulously, as if
they laved Latin prose, and even Loder
had no excuse for hnndli:{iy the cane
again. Lodor sat down at Mr. Quelch’s
desk and tried to think out the problend
of who could have sent that spool tele-
gram from Lantham, while the detained
juniors worked wearily at Latin and
onged for five o'clock,

.

THE TWELFTH CHAPTER,

The St. Jude’s Mateh !

= I bat!” said the Bounder.

Harry Wharton & Co,
were almost surprised to
find themselves on Little
Qide ot 8t Jude's. But there they were !

The keenest cricketer in the Reinove
Eleven could not help thinking a little of
what was to follow that game; the
reckoning that was to come after the
feast.

THE MAGNET

The Bounder's puans had worked like
a charm—so far, He had got away with
it! The Remove men were at St. Jude's,
the game was about to begin., In that
peculiar contest between a rebellious
junior and his Form master the junior
had taken all the tricks—up to now.
And 1t was plain that the reckless
ezcapade added fo the Bounder’s enjoy-
ment—he was in a mood of elation,

IFFew of the other fellows shared it.
Trouble waited for them when they re-
turned to their school, and though they
admitted that the St. Jude’s fixture was
worth it, nevertheless it was a disagree-
able prospect. Wharton, as head boy
of the Form, could not feel his conscience
guite at ease., Breaking detention was
a serious matter, But he felt that he
had had no choice about backing up the
Bounder,

Anyhow, there they were, and they
tried to thiok only of cricket and dismise
less pleasant matters from their minds.
That was not very difficult once the
game had started,

Vernon-Smith opened the innings,
with Tom Redwing at the other end, o
knew as well as the rest that he ought
to have opened with YWharton; but it
was Smithy’s way to give his chum all
the limelight he eould—rather to Tom's
discomfart,

Lunn, the junior ecaptain of St, Juda's.
led his men into the field. And that the
Bounder was at the top of his form was
soon shown, as he proceeded to knock
the bowling all over the field,

Harry Wharten & Co. stood belore
the pavilion, looking on, with the little
crowd of Greyfriars men,

A dozen Removites were present, aa
well as the cricketers, though some of
them were feeling dubious about their
wisdom 1o following the team on this
occasion, Still, Bolsover major re-
marked that the more fellows there were
in the soup the easier the beaks would
have to go with them; and thore waa
something in that. It was extremely
unlikely that a score of floggings would
be administered: it would be rather a
record for Greyfriars if it happenped
And the followers of the teamn were at
least given a good pgame to watch.
Vernon-Smith was always a good man
with the bat, and sometimes brilliant;
but he had never been so brilliant as
now. The fact that he was the leader
in a wholesale and reckless rebellion
against authority was like wine to the
Bounder. He was enjoying every
moment to the full,

“Bmithy's good !** said Bob Cherry
gleefully., *“That's another four! My
hat! Smithy can handle the willow
when he likes!”

“Terrific!” said Hurree Jamset Ram
Singh,

“Blessed if I thought it would comae
off, but here we are!” said Harry Whar-
ton. “Smithy's an ass, but he-has a lot
of luck. 5o long as we play out the
match I shan't grouse.”

“Well, we're all right now ' said Bob.
% Nobody's likely to come after us from
Greyfriars.” '

That thought had haunted Wharton's
mind.

But it was, after all, improbable. The
prefect who had taken Loder’s place in
the Remove-room, or Loder if he had
returned from Lantham, would not know
where the truant Form had gone. Alore
likely than not they would suppose tha
the juniors had cleared off to Lantham
to see the First Eleven play. And as
Quelch was awny for the afternoon he
was safe—or so it appeared, at least.
Where Quelch had gone that afternoon
nobody kuew or cared, and certainly
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going to know, if Vernon-Smith couia
help it. He was going to finish that
game, if he could, and win it if he could
—and the Bounder had an almost super-
stitious belief in his luck. His luck
would see him through yet.

“Hallo, hallo, halle, Wharton’s out 1*

Squiff went to take Wharton's place.
Wharton had put up a good innings, and
his face was ruddy and very cheerful as
he joined the Greyiriars group at the
pavilion. He had succeeded at last m
forgetting Henry Samuel Queleh and
disagreeable possibilities. And he had
taken fifty runs. _ ]

“Good man!* said Smithy, with a
cordial grin at Wharton. “That’s the
stuff to give 'em, old bean!” :

Wharton nodded, with & smile, a trifle
surprised by the Bounder's cordiality.
As skipper, Smithy had to be pleased
with Wharton's fifty, but as batsman he
was rather likely to compare it with his
own forty snd find dissatisfaction in the
COMpAarison. _

“We may not have to bat a second
time,” added Bmithy. “If we keep on
like this we may make them follow
their inninge—what 1=

" Looks like it,” agreed Wharton.

The Bounder watched the batsmen
tensely. Sguiff and Johnny Bull were
putting on the runs. The Bounder was
keen on a win—keener on a rapid win
With all his nerve he was wildly anxious
to get through., The mere thought of
the game being interrupted, of the
Remove cricketers being ordered off the
field with the match unfinished by an
angry Form master gave him a chill. He
wanted fast play and piles of runs. If
Greyfriars did not have to bat a second
time they would get through all the
sooner—and every minute counted, In
the peculiar circumstances. Even then
he had to hope that the gimlet eyes in
Dr. Wyatt’'s study would oot turn 1in
that direction during the first and second
innings of St. Jude’s. It was a lot to
hope for. The Bounder’'s brows were
knitted, end his eyes gleamed under
them as he watched the game.

THE FOURTEENTH CHAPTER.
The Sword of Damocles !
HHALLU, hallo, hallo! There goes

"Johnny 1"
muttered the

“Fool I?
Bounder.

Johnny Bull went down to & ball that
spread-eagled his wicket, The Bounder
gave a snurl. ]

Harry Wharton glanced at him rather
grimly. .

“That was a good ball, Bmithy,” he
gaid quictly. “ A man can't stay in for

ever.”
Vernon-8mith grunted angrily.
“Tho dummy| Was he asleep when

that ball came down?" he said bitterly.
“We want runs—not duck’s egge |”

“Bull has put up a dozen runs,
Smithy.*

“What's the pood of that?” snarled
tho Bounder. “We want runs—not
wickets chucked away I”

The strain was telling on Bmithy’s
nerves and temper. If there was a
chance of getting through with that
match it was by saving an inninge—and
even so the chance was remote, and the
Bounder knew it, He was hungry for
runs, as it were, and in & mood to rag
any of his men without mercy.

“My esteemed Smithy,” said Hurree
Jamset Ram Bingh, who was next man
in, “the runfulness is already terrific.”

“0Oh, pet on!” snapped the Bounder.
“And for goodness’ sake dom't throw
your wicket away like that clumsy ass|”

“The clumsiness of the esteemed
Johnny is not preposterous,” said the
Nabob of Bhanipur warmly.

“Are you here to jaw, or to play
cricket 7 snapped Vernon-Smith.

“My esteemed and idiotic Bmithy—"

“Bhut up, and get moving 1™

The. Nabob of Bhanipur gave Smithy
a rather fixed look, but he went out to
his wicket without further rejoinder,
Johnny Bull had put on a dozen runs,
and it was good bowling that had taken
his wicket; but the Bounder was in no
mood to ba just.

He gcowled at Johnny as that sturdy
youth came back to the pavilion; receiv-
Ing a grim stare In response.

“Were you asleep when that ball came
down ?” jeered the Bounder,

“No,” grunted Johnny Bull, “Il
wasn't {”

“You hadn't got your eyes shut?”

“No,” gaid Johnny, in & voice that
was like the growl of the Great Huge
Bear, “1I hadn't!”

“Looked as if you had ™

“You cheeky ass—=

“0Oh, ghut up!”

Johnny Bull drew a deep, deep breath.
But he restfained his feelings, and
stalked away without answering,

A USEFUL LEATHER
POCKET WALLET

oes to E. H. Owen, of 12, Wood-

Eines Avenue, Kingston-on-

Thames, Surrey, who sent in the
following Greyfriars limerick.

Hosking, the Bhsll musician,

Thought out a great composi=
He fanoiad that it tion.
Would prove a big hit.

But—alas |—Iit was only a vision.

Tr%r your hand at writing these
r

jars limericks, boys! |t's
a fascinating pastime and _the
prizes offered for winming efforts
are well worth having.

Grey

The other fellows eyed the Bounder
curiously,

Wharton was frowning. He could sce
that there was something amiss with the
Bounder, though he could not guesa
what it was. 'The restless glitter in
Smithy's eyes, the suppressed excitement
in his face, were not wholly accounted
for by his keenness on the game—though
he was keen enough.

Wharton noticed, too, that every few
minutes the Bounder’s eyes turned from
the pitch and sought the windows of
the distant House—and several times
he followed Smithy’s glance in wonder.
Other fellows noticed it, too, and won-
dered. Bolsover major, leaning on the
pavilion, with his hands in his pockets,
noticed it, and grinned. He wondered
whether the Bounder's nerve would hold
out. Smithy was equal to the strain;
but he was showing signs of it,

“What's the row, Smithy?? Tom
Redwing spoke quietly in his chum's
car. “What's the trouble, old bean 12

Smithy gave him a grim stare.

“Wo've got to got throughl” he
snapped. )

W Well, we're getting through—it looks
as if we mayn’t have to bat a second
time, at this rate. What more do you
want 1™

Grunt, from the Bounder. :

“Not likely now that anybody will
come slong from Greyfriars and butt
in!” added Tom. “That would have
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happened already, if it wes going to
happen at all, Smithy 1"

Smithy gave another grunt. He was
not afraid of anyone coming along from
Greyfriars Lo butt in. That danger was
over. What he was afraid of was a
pair of gimlet eyes in a study within
sight of the criniat-ﬁald, which might
at any moment discover what was
gouyr on, But he did not tell Tom
Redwing that.

“You've got something on your mind,
old fellow " said Tom, uneasily.

“Think so?"’ scoifed the Bounder,

“1 don't gee—"

Y0Oh, rot!"”

Tom Redwing said no more. It was
plain to him that something apart from
the game was troubling the captain of
the Remove, but Smithy evidently did
not intend to say what it was.

Again the Bounder’s glance sought
the windows of the House, sharply, sus-
piciously, savagely. He looked back as
there was a shout from the St. Jude’s
men round the field,

“How's thati”

Ffﬂut E#l

Herbert Vernon-Smith gritted hia
teeth., Sampson Quincy Iffiey Field was
down and out, and Peter Todd was
preparing to take his place,

“"My hat!” said the Bounder savagely.
*"I've brought a precious crew of rabbits
over here for this match! I might as
well have brought Bunter |

“What utter rot!” said Harry
Wharton sharply. *“ What the dickens
is the matter with you, Smithy ! Squilf’s
put on twenty—"’

“0Oh, don't jaw !

Wharton compressed his lips hard.

“Thinking nlp the flogging to come,
Smithy 1" asked Peter.

“Don’t be a silly idiot, if yeu can
help it!"” snarled Smithy. “ Keep your
breath for making runs—if you know
how to make any! 1 suppose you're
going to hand out a duck’s eggl®

“Possibly I said Toddy, coolly. * But
with & good-tempered, smiling,
encouraging sort of skipper like you,
Smithy, a man's bound to do his level
best! Your good-tempered face bucks
4 man no end ™

“Get a move on, you fool |” snapped

the Bounder, as some of the fellows
laughed,.
“I won't punch your face here,

Smithy !” said Peter thoughtfully. “I'l]l
punch it later in the Remove passage 1"

And Peter passed Squiff on his way
to the wickets. Vernon-Smith scowled
at Bquiff, rather to the Australian
junior’'s surprise,

“Hallo, what's biting you, Smithy?Z
he asked.

“Call yourself & batsman?" snarled
the Bounder,

“Nol I call myself a bowler "
answered uiff calmly. “But I can
hmfi a little bit! I don’t call twenty runs
bad 1%

“T call it rotten!”

“Well, you can ocall it what you like,
and be blowed to you!” said Squiff, and
he turned his back on his disgruntled
skipper.

“Dash it all, Bmithy——" said Bob
Cherry.

“Don't jaw—get ready to follow the
next silly ass who chucks his wicket
away |” growled the Bounder.

“Qh, rats!” said Bob.

The Bounder stared savagely at the
batsmen., Peter Todd and Hurrce
Jamset Ram Singh were making the
running in good style. The runs were
coming slowly, but they were coming,.
With hours of play ahead, it was not
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b HIS 1is somethin

\M’ breathed Jack Jolly.

“Ripping !" mermered his
chum, Merry,

“Top-hole I" grinned Bright,

It was Wednesday—a half-hollerday
at 3t. Sam’s—and the weather was cer-
tainly a treat.

Above, the sun was shining. DBelow,
birds were warbling, bees were buzzing,
and the river was gurgling, while inside
Jack Jolly & Co.’s piknik-basket the
cheese was humming. All Natcher
secmed to be in song.
~ The chums of the Fourth were stand-
img on the landing-stage by the River
Ripple. Their kricket fixture with St.
Alf's was off owing to the St. Alf's
fellows being down with the mumps,
measles, and hooping-coff ; so Jack Jolly
& Co. had decided to have a ro on the
river and a piknik on the island in-
stead.

Jack Jolly grabbed hold of the piknik-
basket.

“Reddy " he arsked.

“Reddy, I, reddy!” grinned Merry
and Bright,

" Then we'll make a start!”

“"Half a minnit |” interrupted a cul-
J:m..r skollerly voice behind them just
then.,

Jack Jolly & Co. wheeled round in
dismay. They recknernised the voice
instantly.

It was Dr. Birchemall, the vennerable
Head of St, Bam's!

Dr. Birchemall was sianding behind
them, grinning all over his dial, He
was dressed in white flannel trowsis, a
striped blazer, and his usual morter-
board,

"Coing roing?” he arsked jenially,

"“Ye-es, sir!”

“Then you'll have to go roing with
one man and a piknik-basket short, I'm
afraid! As it happens, Jolly, I am
going punting—and I shall want you to
pole for me!™

"“Oh crikey 1™

"“Really, Jolly, I do wish you would
refrain from these absurd slang eggs-
pressions|” snid the Head severely.
“You should say ‘Bust me!" or ‘Oh,
my giddy aunt!'—not ' Oh crikey !’ »

“0Oh, my giddy aunt (™

“That's much better! WWell, here's

the punt, I'll get in first and you can
rand me the tuck-basket !”

If looks could have killed, Dr. Birche-
mall would have shrivelled up and
perrished at that moment. Unfor-
chunitly, looks didn't kill, so he was able
to clime into the punt in safety, while
Jack Jolly & Co. stood on the landing-
stage glaring at him,

" Nice afternoon, sir!" remarked Bur-
leigh of the Sixth, from the speedboat
which he and Tallboy were just starting
up.

“Tip-top!” grinned the Head, as he
sorted out the cushions. “I see you
faver modern mecthods of petrol pro-
pulshun, Burleigh. Personally, I am
all for the ease and ellegance of a punt
—provided, of corse, someocne else is
doing the poling 1"

“Something in that, sir!” chuckled
Burleigh, “But I prefer to hear the
roar of the engine and feel the wind
wissling past my cars, P'r'aps that
duzzent appeal to you 7"

"Not in the slitest! Give me a punt
supplied with plenty of cushions and o
basket of tuck and a commiec paper, and
I arsk for n.uﬂr:._m more! Aren’t you
recddy yet, Jolly ¥

“*Shan’t be long, sir 1" zaid Jack Jolly,
pretending to pick up the tuck-basket.

like I
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Now, while the Head had been exer-
cising his tung, Jack Jolly had not been
icdle. A sudden inspiration had struck

him when the Head started talking to
Burleigh; why not tie up the punt to
Burleigh’s speedboat ?

With Jack Jolly, to think was to akt.
Almost befors he had recovered from
being struck with the branewave, he was
leaning over the side, and deftly knot-
ting up the punt to the stern of the
motor-boat.

When the Head turned round again,
the deed had been dun. .

“Good-by, sirl” called out Burleigh,
as he pressed the self-starter.

“Good-by, Burlmgh! I'm jolly glad
I'm not coming with you—here, what
the thump— Ow-wow! Hellup!
Woooop | yolled the Head suddenly.

When the old buffer said he was glad
he wasn't going with Burleigh, it hadn’t
occurred to him that sercumstances were
going to kompel him.

But they did |

Honk-honk | Bang! Wallop! Crash]
Bang !

Like an unleashed Mummwu::n. Bur-
leigh's speedboat leaped away from the
landing-stage and tore through the rip-
pling waters of the River Ripple. And
the Head’s punt went with it |

The shock of the uneggspected start
almost hurled him into the river. But
in the nick of time he mannidged to peel
his teeth and hang on by the skin of
them.

Chug-chug ! Bang! Crash! Wallop!

“Help | Murder | Perlice! Yearocgo”
shrecked the Head, as he felt his frail
craft skim through the water.

But there was no answoring call. The
crashing and clattering of the engine
drowned everything—though the boat
still kept afloat]—and PBurleigh and
Tallboy didn't hear a sillable.

Clinging despritely to the punt, Dr.
Birchemall was whirled away down the
river at terrifick speed. And Jack Jolly
& Co., from the landing-stage, whero
they =till held their piknik-baszket intact,
nearly bust their sides with larfing.

“Ha, ha, ha!"

iy A
:A’ HANE goodness we mannidged

to get rid of the old josser|”

said Jack Jolly, after he had

dried his tears of mirth,
“Now we'll buzz off before he comes
back.”

“Yes, rtather!” corussed Merry and
Bright. :

The heroes of the Fourth tumbled into
their skiff, taking their piknik-basket
with them. After what had happened,
they didn't feel at all anxious to meet
the Head again| . 3

Grinning all over their dials, Jack
Jolly & Co. roed towards the island,
which was forchunitly in the opposite
direction to that taken by Burleigh and
Tallboy.

Our heroes enjoyed the ro. On the
way they swamped BSwankleigh sand
Downeéer and Buck of the Fifth, and
overturned Toady and Creeper of tho
Remove, and won a terrifick pea-
shooter duel with Btainer & Co. of the
Third. It was just the peaceful kind of
afternoon Jack Jolly & Co, enjoyed best
of ell.
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At last they lunded on the island and
opened the piknik-basket, prepared to
do justiss to the whacking grate feed

L |
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they had brought with them.

Then the luck torned dead against
them,

Before they had taken even a bite of
tha good things from the basket, the
soft purring of a speedboat became

ordible.

Crashl Bang! Wallop! Thud!
Bang |

“Grate pip! Is it an earthquake?™

arsked Merry, turning a little pail.
“Either that, or else it's Burleigh's
speedboat,” grinned Bright,
Jack Jolly nitted his brows.

""Lot’s hope it’s an earthquake, then;
I'd much rathoer face an earthquake than
the Head in his present mood! Here 1t
comes [

The chums of the Fourth looked aeress
the water, hoping against hope that it
wis only an earthquake. But a lass |—it
turned out to be Burleigh’s speedboat |

“My hat! The Head's still being
toed 1" grinned Jack Jolly,

“So shall we Be in & cupple of
moments if he gets near us!” said
Merry significkantly. “Just look what
the old buffer's doingl”

““Few 1" wissled Jolly and Bright.

It was enuff to make anyone wissle.
The Head was stretched out perrilously
in front of the punt, chewing despritly
ar the rope that konnected him with the
speedboat !

* He'll
Merrzy.

“Won't hae?” said Jack Jolly. "1
fansy he will, myself, A man who can

never do it!” mermered

| what I— Ughl|

chew doenutts like the Head shouldn't
find much difficulty about a bit of notted
rope. There! What did I tell you?”

“Oh crikey I”

The Head had dun the trickl The
rope mﬂﬁﬂ%m? the speedboat léaped for-
ward, and the Head’s punt shot off at
a tanjent straight towards the island!

Jack Jolly & Co. tried despritly fo
hide the pikhik-basket, But they were
too late. Long before they had time fo
put it out of site the punt had collided
with the island, and the Head came
Aying through the air.

Bump |

“Woooop | roared the Head. " Oh
crums | I've broken my back and dislo-
cated my shoulder and fraltured my
gpine and——"’ :

He stopped suddenly as he found.him-
self looking up at Juck Jolly & Co.
Then, recovering from his ailments with
serprising speed, he jumped to his feet
and glared at the sheepish chums of
the Fourth, .

“ G-g-good-afterncon, sir|” said Jack
Jolly & Co.

“Ratts!” retorted the Head, begin-
ning to grin a somewhat unplezzant
grin. “8o I have found you again, you
young villains ! What did you mean by
tying me up to that there speedboat,
mite I inquire?™

*Well, you see, sir—""

“Silence |” roared the Head, who was
obviously in one of his unrcasonable
moods. “I'll Hog you all black and
blew when we get back to St. Sam's,
bust me if I won't! In ihe meantime,
I'm going to skoff that fecd .u.n___._:.,m
brought with you! Serve it up!’

“ B-b-but, sir—"

“Berve 1t up and don't argew the
toss |" said the Head, in tones that
brooked no argewment.

There was no help for it. Jack Jolly
& Co. unpacked the piknik-basket, and
Dr. Birchemall spread himself out on
the grass, o

But Jack Jolly made up his mind he'd

ut the greedy old buffer off his stroke
f he could. While the Head’s back was
turned, he got a bottle of likwid soap
from the skiff and sprinkled it jenner-
ously over the sandwiches.

“PDon't keep me waiting, you young
villains | called out the Head.

“Sorry, sir] Here are some delizhus
sandwiches to go on with!l"”

“Ta|" gaid the Head, taking half a
duzzen and cramming them ellegantly
into his mouth. " Alter my eggsperi-
cnces this afternoon, a good feed 1s just
Wooopl Groooo!
Woooosh 1" .

“Jolly nice sandwiches, aren't they 7"
grinned Jack Jolly. .

But by the look of the Head, he didn't
think sol His classical fizz had turned
a sickly green in culler, his eyes were
bulging out of their sockits, and he was
choking snd gasping and spluttering as

.__.._rn,...m.r he had swallowed poison.

“Mmmmmm] Grooool Woooosh!”
he gurgled. “Pat me on the back,
_m.uncﬁ or I shall dye—woooop! Owl
“Warrer you doing?"

“Patting you on the back, sirl” an-
swered Jack Jolly cheerfully. “ Wasn't
that what you wanted?”

“Groooo | I arsked you to pat me, not
to brake my mmmuﬁp._ roared the Head.
“0Oh dear!| That's better] Ow!l And
now there's going to be trubble—trubble

with a kapitel T 1"

r “What for, sir?” arsked Jack Jolly
innosently. )

“Bocawse you young villans, not con-
tent with tying me up to a blessed speed-

| boat, have added to your offence by

THAT WILL CURE YOUR BLUES! 15

trying to poison me |” hooted the Head.
“We will return to 8t. SBam’s at once.
The bell shall be told for a General
Assembly, and the Skool shall be told
of your crimes. After that, I shall
birch you all black and blew [

“Oh crums!”

“Man the boat!” assid the Head.
""You will ro me back to the boathousa
in your skiff. I do not intend to.risk
any more of your larx to-day| Come ™

And the Head led the way.

I11.

T was a cheerless procession that
M wound its way up from the river
bank to St. Sam’s that afternoon,
The Head walked in front, mutter-
ing into his beard and skowling at all
and sundry, Jack Jolly came next, dis.
mally wissling the "“Dead March,” and
Merry and Bright breught up the rear,

still carrying the piknik-basket,

“Wonder if it’]l hurt much?" arsked
Bright, soito vodey, as they tramped
along.

“Not half it won’t!” snorted the
Head, who seemed to have ears at the
back of his head. “Chinese torcher
won't be anywhere in it when I get
going! I intend to make you howl and
shreek for the mersy you'll never get "

“(h, grate pip |”

“Forchunitly 1 got in a brand-new
supply of birches from my holesalers this
morning,” added the Head ecallously.
“So you need have no fear that I shall

run short ™
“What's that?” arsked Jack Jolly

suddenly,

The little procession came to a sudden
stop. A screem had rent the silence of
the summer afternoon. It was e tinkling
mewsical screem like that of a bewtiful
damsel in distress,

“Help| Oh, help!”

“Miss Molly I” J.nnu ed Jack Jolly.
“She is being attacked by a mad bool,
or I'm a Dutchman!”

The Head's face went garstly white.

“You mean Molly Birchemall—my
dawter?” he arsk horsely. *Im-
possibul I ;

“Look for yourself, then1” said Jack
Jolly, pointing through a gap in the
bedge.

.Hmmw all looked. The site that meb
their eyes farely froze the blud in their
veins,

Molly Birchemall, the Head’s mhum;w
dawter, was standing in the middle of
the field in & state of terror, while a
huge mad bool careered wildly towards
her.

“My dawter! My dawter!” moaned
the Head, “Oh erumsl Who will save
her 7"

Forchunitly, there was one who was
prepared to risk life and lim to aid
bewty in distress, Defore the gquestion
had left the Head's lips, Jack Jolly was
plunging through the gap in the hedge!

It was lucky that Jack Jolly was the
champion sprinter of 8t Sam's, er
nothing could bave been dun to save
the uphappy girlk As it was, Jack
covered fifty yards in less than threo
geconds, and arrived om the socon just
in tims.

“Stand bohind me, Miss Molly!” he

anted.

e My hliero 1" sobbed Molly Birchemall
tremulously.

Jack Jolly gritted his teeth and faced
the mad beast, The bool made a terri-
(Rck bool-like rush and charged down on
him,

Thud! Wallop! Thud!

In a fraktion of time, they were af

(Oontinued gn page 28.)



