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READY FOR ANOTHER INTERESTING CHAT ?

THEN—

House, Farvingdos Strest, Lenden, E.L L.

HE firat letter F'vo picked up thia
wosk ocomes from a reador wha
lives at  Staines, Middlegex., Ha
wanta to know :

WHO BUILT THE FIRST CIREMA?

m third letter instead of t&ai;ifmh, using
- the saxoé sequenas throvghout the: y
i But, aitople aa it was, no one diﬂamiggh
Funtil the-searet wae given wway in the year

7L, After that rte of naw ciphera
- were invented

Well, the cinema was rather like the

fof the warld.

f;hmmﬂ Tla -i.tl-;:.iﬁ 'usﬁthgmwadlﬂ']: In i

@ early days of the films they were shown CHEM ming il from
in all sorts of places; in tents ot fair | 2 — Seadedhud bae ot briny ol
grounds, in ordinary sheps, under railway hae just raturmed to this countryp

archesa, and even in disused churches and
chapels. When the cinema wag flrst
invented it was shown in lecture halls,
and the audience was entirely composed
of solentista, Bus, as it became popular,
all sorts of placea were pressed into service
a8 “ cinemas,” and eventually it reached
the theatrea and musio halla. It was not
until fairly recently that special buildings
wore conatructed for showing films, and
thess sprang up all over the world simulta-
neously.

Various men have claimed to be the
inventor of tho cinoms, including Fraise-
Green, an Englishman, Thomsa Edison,
the American, and M. Lumiere, & French.
man. The cineme 88 wo know it to-day ia
s combination of many inventions of
various peaple.

This same reader also wantas to know
who wrote

THE FIRST ' MAGNET "’ STORY ?
I thought every reader Lknew that!
Frank Richards wrote the first—and has
been writing them ever since! In other
words, this splendid author has written
hundrads of stories featuring the chums
of Greyiriars—and many other stories
besides ] His extra.long stories dealing
with  tho earlier adventures of Harry
Wharton & Co., are publiahed monthly
in * The Schoolboys” Own Lihrary.”
ROM 8t. Albans comes a quurijvmm
F Jack Cooper, who has been ing
& littla ar with & chum.
I am aorry to tell Jack that
HE LOSES THE ARGUMENT !
It voneerned the colour of beige. His
chum said it was brown, and Jeck said it
waa . His churp is right. Beige i
& lightish-brown colour.

& aleo wanta to know the wvalue of
American money. A cent is worth
spproximately one Lalfpenny;: a nickel
is five cents, or two -halfpenny ;
& dime is ten cents, or fivepence ; and. a
dollar iz 100 eemnts, or, roughly, four
shillings and twopence. Jack wanta to
pend ten cemts to Americs, and the best'
way he can do it is to buy two Inter-
national Reply Coupons from a post
offlae, which will coat him si
will be exchan
to the walue of ten centa.

WHO INVENTED CIPHERS ?
asks @, L., of Whitatablo. They aro said

to have been invented by tho Romans. |

Julius Cesar used secret writing for his
tches, but it was a very simple

tri]':rxgr, and consisted of wming the sscond
& Magxgr Lismaar.—~No. 1.212

ged in America for atarnps |

after & voyage to tho Far East,
and ene of the many interesting tales
| which ha has to tell iz ahoub

A ROPE OF HUMAN HAIR
which he saw in his travels. This was in
the _Budd}ﬂn ta%pla of Higashi Hong-

i, at Kyoto. The is three hundred
m length, and thmr:b}ﬁ?ches in diametsr.
It was used to haul up the timbaers for
eonstrueting the temple, and to hoist them
into plage. The hoawr was nted b
the poor people of the neighbour .
who oould not afford to give anything
elve towards the building of the templs,
but who atill wanted to ** do their bit ™ i
helping to construct it.

Wounldn't you like to have one of your
" brainwaves ' illustrated by & MaensT
artist, and published in these pagea ¥ Of
course you would I Well, you will have
noticed that I am having several of my
readers’ Qreyfriars limoricks illustrated
in these pages nowadoys. Bat, in addition
 bo the * kudos ™ of breaking into print in
your favourite weekly, you will also get
& t-:&omg ;iriza if your verse comes up
to tho mark. So why not have a shot
at winning 4 prize ! 1 can assure you they
aré worth having, and they include firat-
class story bools, Sheffield stocl penknives,
-and magnitloent pocket walleta.

Take J. Tingy, of 87, Forest Road,
Lr. Edmonton, N.9., for instancs. He
sent along the following limerick, which
made me chuckle, and I sent him a pooket
wallet for it 3

Mr. Quelch Is a stern martlvet.
His pupils must sever forget
The lsasons he fezches,
Or bis hand, it scon reaches
The cane, And they foel it, you bet !

BOOKS, PENKNIVES mnd
POCKET WALLETS offered
for storyeites and Creyfriars

Limericke All cfforts to be
sent o2

eio MAGNET,
&, Cormelilc Streef,
London, E.C.4(Comp.)L.

DON'T MISS THIS
OPPORTUNITY OF
WINNING SOME.
THING USEFUL!
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Aleays gled o hear from you, chumas, 8o drop me a line o the followhig address @
The Editor, The* Mognet * Libwasy, The Amwigemnoeted Prees, Lid., The Fiealwag

and ueed in different parta fnat.

.

M nf

!

A

tigkler for which R. Turton, of 37,
- hadl

On other poages of th's
13808 you wiﬂﬂagi jokes and
limericks which have boen
aent in by readers who are
now proudly displaying
their prizes to their chums,
What about yon having o
ahot 1

J

BRAPID-FIRE REPLIES

LST to finish off this
ehat, hore i8 o sclec.
tion of

to queories scné in Ly
readera :

What are *“ crocodile

) toarg™ T (B. D., of Mar.

lowe}: ‘Thera: are po such things!

A crocodile dpos nob Inchrymal

da, and therefore it eannot ery!

on wa apesk of anypomes * shedding

eraecdils feare,'” we mean that they are

nuine taara, but aze simply affectod
OCOLALET.

d vmlarstand wardas ¥

foxr

aof words—uopo maiter in what langusage
they are There is an Alsatian
in America which, it fa olajmed, can
understand no fower than four hundred
diffeorent words. And you should just

a8 Y OWI when I say; quite aseuslly =
“ 1 wonder if Jo wm:l-dﬁka to go out T2
,:Hyll'ﬂ.tl Ho nearcly howls the p davwn
if ¥ don't take him !

Why dewe eall & policeman a ** bobby ''?
(B, 7., of Walsall}: Bocause it waa Sir
Hobert Peck who started the force, which
was firat nichnamed ** Peelers.”” Then,
by a palicemsn Became known as
“Robert,” ar & “ hobby.”

ribe
1ites
Gardens, Aecton, W.3., heaa been
awarded a topping penknife, Here it s

Pat and Mike set out for a

sirell. Pat, who was the

=) shorter of the itwo, could nof

keep up with Mike's long.

sérides, snd after a while began

to get wvery tired and out of

braath.

ltsm" Hik!l," hn Eald’ H-dﬂ

yo always walk as fast as this 7™
** ¥es,” replied Mike, “* and
faster when Oi‘m by mysell.””
* Indade 1 ** exelaimed Pat.

There's just room for an amusin

f

;‘ Ehwuﬁh | | 1|||:1:mh:1|:|"itI like *:u
8 ou whin ye're
Shia 1 ¥ ¥ ‘G,.f

Look out for next Saturday, c¢liums!
You'll find a real tip- ﬁnima of the
MagwET on sale then. nk Richards,
still going as strong as ever, weighs in
with & real * humdmgor ” of o yarn in

“THE SCHOOLBOY CRACKSMAN|*

which continuss the adventurcas of all
your favourite Greyiriars charactera, and

ﬁ;ﬂhmh full of just the hindﬁf_inﬂidﬁntﬂ

at to avory rbi itigh y

;fhau'ﬁpﬁ;ﬂ thia yar:;-pfmggm will: yggr
ums |

Bo don't a good thing
%ﬁ your pals about

ﬁﬂﬁ[mlj o Fﬂm‘ﬂ-ﬂ]f-
it, toa |
In addition to this topping story, thern
will be another rippi‘:mp gide- Htti:ﬁ
isgue of the ** Greyiriars Herald," the fin
instalmient of ** The Island of Slaves,” whilo
thoss of yon whoe baven't already had
your queries answored, will find another
seleotion. of anawers in my weekly chut..
All the bogt, chums. !

YOUR EDITOR.



COMPLETE SCHOOL-MYSTERY YABN OF GREYFRIARS.
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THE FIRST CHAPTER.
Beasily for Bob!

b QOO0000D00H 1 )
O That expressive cjaculation

procceded from Study No. 13
in the Remove passage nt
Greyfriars.

It expressed woe—deep woel

“ Qooooooooogh I i

y was suffering 1o Btudy

No, 13—that was clear,

# Woooooooogh |

Dismal groans greeted the ears of
Harry Wharton os ho arrived at the
study. Wharton was in flannels, with
his bat under his arm, and he was look-
ing cheery as he walked along to Btudy

‘0. 13 to call Bob Cherry and Hurrce
Singh. But his cheery face became very
serious as he heard the sounds of tribuo-
lation from the study.

The door was hali-open, and Wharton
pushed it wide with his bat and stared
1m.

It was guite a painful scone that met
his gaze.

Bob Cherry was standing at the study
table. Iie was lenninﬁ on the table,
wriggling. His usvally bright and
ruddy face was doleful and dismal. His
features were twisted inio an expression
of anguish. Apparently Bob had been
through it, and for the time his exuber-
ant spirits were dashod.

Hurree Jameet Ram Singh stood re-
arding his chum with an expression of
ecp aﬁ;_mfathy on his dusky face,
Mark Linley locked eerious; little Wun
Lung, the Chinee, almost wept with

sympathy. That usually cheery study

scemed to be plunged into the deepest
of doleful dumps.

“What'a up?”’ asked Wharton, in
U Prise.

o Go-o-m-a-uﬁh g

“ Licked !

* Woooooogh 1"

“My dear old chap—="

“Yow-ow-ow-ow-ow "

Frank Nu?ent came up the passage;
Johnny Bull eame down the passage.
They met st the door of Study No. 13
and Jooked in, on either side of Whar-
ton. They also were in flannels, ready
for cricket; they also had been looking

—— R | ——
——s

GREYFRIARS SCHOOLBOY
ACCUSED OF BEING MASTER
CRACKSMAN !

merry and bright, bot changed their
looks to decp seriousness at the sight
of the suffering Bab.

“What the thump—"" asked Nugent.

“NBob, old man—"" said Johnny
Bull. :

“{oopoooooh ! raid Bob Cherry dis-
mally. “Woooogh! Ow!l Woe "

“What's happened, Inky?' nsked
Wharton, furning to the Nabob of
Bhanipur for an explanation, Bob

herry's remarks were expressive and
full of feeling, but did not convey much
in the way of information.

“The estcemed and absurd Bob has
been  terrifieally  licked.” explained
Hurree Jamset Ram Singh.

" Quelchy 1 asked Nugent.

“No; it was the ecxecrable and
ludicrous Loder of the Sixth 1"

“The rotter "' exclasimed Wharton.

“But why 7" asked Johnny Ball.

Bob Cherry turned a lock-lustre eye
on his comrades. He ceased to lean on
the table, and stood wriggling.

“Why?” he repeated.  Because ho's
3 beastly bully |~ Becauss he's & sneak-
ing worm ! Because he's & prefect, and
I ean’t hit him in the eye! Bocouse—
because—""

“But they weren't the reasons he
gave, I suppose !’ asked Johnny.

b grinncd faintly,

o, not guite! The brute’s licked
me becanse we'roe friendly with Lancas-
ter, the new men in the Sixth. Ho
licked me becauss he heard me say that
I was jolly glad Lancester was down to

L1 8

play in the Rookwood match. Ow
Ow ! Woooooph I

“But, my dear man—" murmured
Wharton.

“He's got a feud on with Lancaster,
and he's taken it out of me!" groancd
Bob. “0Ow! Wow!"

The chums of the Remove regarded
Bolb rather dubiously,

It was true that Loder of the Sixth
was & bully. It was truc that he liked
to wicld the official ashplant, especially
upon members of the Famous Five of
the Remove. It was true that he had a
fond on with Lancaster, the new man
in the Sixth, who had taken his placc
in the Greyfriars First Eleven. It was
true that the Famous Five were on
friendly terms with Lancaster, and that
Loder disliked them all the more for

Trr Masrer Lsrany.—No, 1,212,
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that reasom, All these things were true.
Nevertheless, it was certoin that

even a bully like Loder could not give
& junior *six ' for such reasons as that,
especially such a severe six as he had

m%ﬂg given Robert Gherrﬁ

“Mean to say that Loder licked you
just for that!” asked Johnny Ball at
ast,

“Ow! Yes! Owl!"

“Licked you for saying that you were
glad Lanecaster was down to play Rook-
wood 1" exclaimed Nugent.

“Wow!l Yesl" .

“Waell, that’s the. jolly old limit, even
for Loder!” said arry Wharton,
“And we're not going to stand itl
Queleh wouldn’t have 1t if he knew—

and he's going to know! We'vo & right
of sppeal to ocur Form master—and
we're going to Quelech! Come on,

Boh !
rather 1 said Johnny Bull
emphatica

“The ratherfulness is terrific,”” said
Hurres Jamset Ram Singh, with a nod
of his dusky head, “Our vencrable and
ridiculous Form master will sea Justice
done "'

* Docoooogh 1" said Bob.

“If it's as you asy, Bo .

“Ow!l Of course it'sas I say! Owl

“Then come with me to Quelch!"” ex-
claimed Harey Wharton resolutely, “Ii
Loder's going over the limit like this
he's got to be stopped 2

I Ass!|” snid Bob. “Fathead!
ﬂw II!
* Look here—"
“Veou gilly owl!” groaned Bob.

“What's the good of going to Quelch?
1 did slide dewn the banisters.”

“Eh1”

“ And lnnded on Loder's toe—"
a4 {:'_h ‘Ilj

“You silly ass!’“roared Johnny Bull

“Wall, vou,chump " exclaimed Harry
Wharton, * You—you fathead | If you
slid down ihe banisters, against the
rules, of course you got esix! If you
landed on Loder’s toe, no wonder he
was rusty ! You duffer I

“"My esteemed and idictio Bob——"’
murmured Hurrea Bingh.

“Owl That was only the excuse
groaned Bob., I didn't know the brute
was watching me; and I shouldn't have
landed on his toe if he hadn't rushed
up to catch me in the act and made me
come down wallop. Owl! He was
looking for a chance at me, and like an
ast I gave him one! Ow! And he
didn't give me just six; he gave me six
as if he was beating a carpet! Wow "

Tha matter was clearer now. No
deubt it was for private and personal
reasons that Gerald Loder had laid it
on so bard; no doubt he had been glad
of the oxouse to lay it cn at sll. But
there was no doubt either that Eob had
given him the exguse he wanted—fairly
ssking for it, as it were. Thet danger-
ous  practice sliding down the
banisters was severely forbidden: and
landing on a Sixth Form prefect’'s toa
was rather serious. Bob wna not a
light-weight, and it was probable that
Loder's toe had been damaged. Bbb
I iven the chance; Loder had
jum at it—axid that was all there was
sbout it. All that remained was to grin
and bear it—or, at least, to hear it, if
grinning was out of the question,

“You ass!’” said Johnny Bull, I
dare say ;Eou sgquashed Loder’s toe,™

“Owl I hope I did! Wow!”

“Quelchy is always ratty about a
man sliding down the banisters—""
zaid Frank Nugent.

“Blow Quelchy ! Ow "

“ Loder was within his rightsg—-2"

“Blow his rights! Ow |

Tee Masxer Lizrary.—No. 1,212,

Il?

*Well, buck up, oid man, and come
down to the aricket I'* said Harry Whae-
ton. “Loder’s a bully and a beast;
ond, of eourss, hoe was glad of the
chance o take it out of any one of ua.
But really you asked for it, old man.
Don’t give Loder any more chances.
Come down to the cricket.”

“Ow! Blow cricket1”

“Poor pld chep " said Nugent.

. When Bob Cherry “blowed ' cricket
it was clear that he was not in his usual
mood. In the summer term DBob lived,
moved, and had hia being in ericket.
Matters had to be very serious before
Bob “blowed ¥ cricket. _

“I'm going to make thet cad sit up
somehow,” groaned Bob. “X'm going to
make him squnirm! T'm going to make
him eringo} Ow ™

“Better give him & miss, old man,”
edvised Johnny Bull,
back on a Bixth Form prefect.”

“Rats! Owl”

dF H L _____H_
ﬂ%:mdeﬁ !J-aﬂuw a?jlll:ed for it
“The askfulness was terrifio,

esteemed Hob.”
' Owi®

“Billy ass! Bhut u
The chums of the Remove looked at

one another. Bob was evidently not

my

to be reasomed with—at present.
Obviously, the “six' had beon fright-
fully hard. Loder, with a good cxcuse,

had let himself go! It wes unfortunate,
and no doubt Loder deserved seragging
and boiling in eoil. But scragging a
prefeat, let alone boiling him in oil,
presented great difficulties. Bob's chums
could only hope that he would take &
more reasonable view when the offects
of the whopping had worn off.

“You Egg got down to the cricket [™

g .

“0Oh, wo'll stick to vou,” said Harry.

“Fathead |

L3 Um Iﬂ

“What's the good of standing round
lika a lot of moulting owls, while T kiek
up & row !” demanded Bob. “Get down
to the cricket. I shall feel better
presently. Ow!”

- fWell, if that’'s how you put it I'll

ct down to the cricket!” remarked

ohnny Bull, and ha weni.

“Well—"" said the captain of the
Roemove,

“Qh, cut alopng!” nted Bob., “1
don’t want an audience. I'm not
Bunter! Cut ™

“Oh, all right ¥ ]

Wharton and Nugent, Hurrce Singh
and Mark Linley followed Johnny Bull
down the passage. Bob, as a matter of
fact, preferred to groan unheard, so
long sa the spirit moved him to groan.
Orly little Wun Lung remained in the

study with Bob, his alantin s ex-
presaing deep sympethy as gaﬁﬂatonﬁd
to the Enla of woe.

N VL W W W V|

“THE
EYEGLASS

HURRICANE! "

Whirlwind Series of

Boxing Adventures

appearing in

The RANGER

Now on Sale. 2d.

“You can't get -

THE MAGNET

THE SECOND CHAPTER
Revenge 1z Sweet |
E, he, hel”

Bob Cherry ceased to x‘u;i:
and groan, Enﬂe&' to wﬁgg
like a contortionist, and spun

round towards the door.

(14

A fat face snd a large 1§air of
spectacles looked into Study No. 15. They
belonged to Billy Bunter, of the

Remova. There was an expansive grin
on Bunter’s fat face, and his little round
eyes twinkled behind his glassen.
Bunter, sppercntly, was not deeply
ﬂ{lzn%utﬁeua, Bounds of woe had drawn
the Owl of the Remove to the study, but
he seemed to find it rather entertain.
ing,

Bob glared st him. Bunter had seen
him wriggling and hoard him groaning,
which was very disagreesble to Bo
Bob was not the fellow to make & fuss
about a !mhn% as & rule, Lickings
eame his way often encugh, but he took
them in his stride, as it were. It was
only because this special licking had
been specially sovere that Bob was, for

onee, making rather a fuss about it
Loder had laid on the lant not
wisely, but too well. Probably he had

given Bob what he would have liked tg
give Dick Lancaster of the Sixth, I¢
was irritating to Bob to be seen making
a fuss by a lellow like Bunter, and the
fat Owl's grin was more ir:itn%ing still.

“Get out ! he snapped.

*1 say, old chap, yow're kicking up
no end of a n;lﬁrauf:_'.r!’;jr grirmed Bl:u%ter..
“You can be heard all elong

passage.

“Oh, shut up I"” ]

“lf that's what you call civil, Bob
Cherry, when a friend looks in to offer
his sympathy—"

”’E‘J:'m-el, you fat freak !

“The fact i3, old ¢hap, I waz going
to advise yvou to draw it mild & hit{:
said DBunter, shaking his head., “It's
rather ridiculous, you know, making o
fuss like this sbout & licking.”

“Ts it?" hissed Bob.

“Yes, old fellow! After all, what's
a licking?” gaid Bunter. “A fellow
ought to be able to stand e licking,
what " s s

“You fat wvillain! You raise the roof
if you %ils ono lick cn & podgy pawl”
roared Bob.

“Oh, really, Cherry——"

“Fatice Buntee gettes out!” sug-
gested Wyun Lung.  “Fattee Buntee
shuttee up silly mouth”

“PDon't you be cheeky, you littla
heathen!™ said Bunter, blinking at the
Celeatial, “You shut up. 1 say, Bob,
I saw Smithy lzughing when want
down to the cricket. He heard you.
Skinner and Enmpil are cackling like
uﬂﬂlﬁn(%;e He, he, ho!”

Bob rry breathed hord.

BH Bear it like a man, old felisw 1" gaid
unter encouragingly. "No pood
making & fuss! Grin and bear it] My
dear chap, you didn't hear me howl-
ing like a tomeat if Loder had given
me siz. Or sizty, if you come to that.
I'm rather surprised at you, old man,2

Bob Cherry breathed harder.

“Take my tip and just shut your teeth
on i, said Bunter. “Why, I’'ve had
lickings, and never made e sound, De
a man, you know! Like mal™

_ "?'}:ou wouldn't make a fuss if you got
BIX

“ Certainly not

“Wea'll jolly well see!” roared Bob
Cherry. And he made s jump at the
Owl of the Remove and grasped his
collar:  *Wun Lung, hand me a fives
bat 1**
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“Yarooch |” recared Bunfer, in enti-

cipation, “L say, legge! I say, chuck
at! Beast | Leggo my collar!
Whooep I

Wan Lung, grinning, uvnourled himseclf
from the armchair, sorted out o fives
bat, and handed it to Deb. Yrith his
left Bob whirled the Owl of the Remove
over a chair. With his right he wiclded
the fives bat.

Whaek! Whack !
“Yaroooogh! Hooooooh!

The yells that come from William
George Bunter rang the length of the-

Whoop ! &5

A

(IEER |
A

They woke every

echo.
“Halle, hallo, hallo! Who's making
a fiss now 7" demanded Bob.

“Yoooo-hooop! Leggo! Help!”
“You've only had two—"

Remove passage,
ho

“Ow! Wow! Leggoe! Rescuo!
Whooop I

Whaek! Whack!

“Ow! Ow! Help! ¥You beast!

Wheoop ! yelled Bunter.

Exparience is said to make fools wise,
and if it did not have thot eifect on Billy
Bunter, at all events, it convinced him
that the painful process of a licking was
liakle to cause a fellow to make o fuss.
There was no doubt that Dunter was
making @ fusz! He was making o
terrifia fuss!

“Thot's four 1” eaid Bob cheerily.

“Ow! Leggo! I say, old chap—
beast I—I say, old fellow!l Rotter!
Help 1*

“Po vou still think you could stand
gix without making a fuss, Bunter?"
inquired Bob., *“If so, I'll give you
the other two"

“Ow! No! Whoop! No!® welled
Bunter. “Oh ecrikey! I was only
j-j-joking ! ©Oh sciszsora! Leggo!|™

Bolbh Cherry grinned and let go.

/-ﬁ; RN
|

Bob Cherry was about to drench Loder's hed with glue, when the atudy door opened.
Witk the bottle of glue in his hapd, he stood by the bedside, hidden by the curiain,

as Loder walked into the room.

William George Bunter made a bound
for the-door., Wun Lung let out a foot
as ho bounded and helped him into the
passage. There was o bump as Dunter
reached the Remove possage. Then his
yolls faded away towards the stairs.

“Tob Chelly feclee bettes?” asked
Wun Lung.

EBob chuckled, He was fecling bettor ;
Bunter's visit seemed to have bucked
him up a little, after all. e tossed the
fives bat into a cornoer.

“Yes,” he said. “PBuat I wish I could
have given 1t to Loder, instead ot
Dunter. My hat! Wouldn’t I like to
give Loder o batting I

“No can!” said Wun Lung, shaking
hiz head. *“But plenty othee way
makee Lodee sit up. What you tinkec?
S'pozee playeo tlick on Lodee?™

Bob Cherry looked interested at once.
The worst ¢ffects of his licking wero
wearing off, but he wes still very sorc.
And he was gquite resolved, somehow, to
mike Gerald Loder “sit up ™ for the
severity of that “six"

“What's the big idea?” he asked.

“Lodeo clicket now,” said Wun
Lung. “liasy gettee along Lodeo
sbudee. What you tinkee? You looken ™
Wun Lung held up a bottle, and Bab
starcd at it. It was a large bottle of

liguid glue. *8'posco puttee this along

Lodee bed? Along scateo chuir. What

you tinkee? Lodee plenty sit up.”
“Ha, ha, ha!"” rosred Bob.

Heo was feeling distinctly better now.
If Gerald Loder of the SBixth landed in
liquid glue when ho wont to bed that
night there was no doubt that he would
sit up. If ho sat in liguid glue in his

armehair ho would undoubtedly sguirm.
Bob grubbed the bottle.

“You're a giddy heathen jewel, Wun
Lung,” he said. * DRlessed if I don't!"

e slipped the bottlo into a pocket
and went to the door. On second
thoughts—proverbially the  best—he
turncd back and crossed to tho window.
There was o view of the playing-fields
from the study window and it was
necessary to make sure that Loder was
cut of the House before wvisiting his
study in the Sixth.

Bob was soon reassured on that point.
In the distance Sixth Form men were
et games practice on Big Bide. Bob
conld see Lancaster, the pew follow in
the Sixth, at the wicket, wilh Bykes
,,hnwiinF te him. Wingate and Gwynne
woere looking on at the new man’s
batting--which was worth wetching, for
Dick Lancastor was the finest crickeber
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that had ever come to Greylriars. Near

thern Loder and Walker and Carne
gtood im & group. They were
watching, too, though Loder, 1t

was probable, was not watching with
acdmiration or eatisfaction. Lancaster'a
wonderful form in the summer game
had put " peid” to Loder’s chances of
figuring in the First Eleven.
“ All serene!” said Bob, “He's
there ! - _
And he quitted the study and hurried
along to the Remove staircase, er
was safe on the cricket ground and the
const was clear. Bob Cherry descended
the Remove staircase three st a time.

He descended the lower stairs et the
game rate, in a series of bounds like

a particularly active kau&nm. ~ As he
rosched the bottom of the staircase a
sharp voico fell on his ears.

' (;:}llﬁ'l'l'jf [t

“0h enkey!” gosped Bob.

It was the wvoice of his Form master.
Mr. Queleh gave him a stern look,
ovidently disapproving of the kangaroo
method of desconding s staircase.

“Cherry! How meny tiraes have I
spoken to you on the subject of rushin

about the House like—like & wi
Indian?” demanded Mr, Quelch.
Bok Cherry did not answer that

question. Indeed, he could not have
answered it with eny amuracru The
uumber of times Henry Samuel Quelch
had spoken to him on that subject was
boyond computation. But an answer
was not needed. Mr. Quelch went on
without waiting for one.

“You must [oarn to control the—the
exuberance of your spirits, Cherry.”

“Oh! Yes, sir!" gasped Bob.

“2uch disorderly ia:ﬁu ig far from
geemly,” satd Mr. q“eIch.

“Qhl Qute, siri™

“1 hava spoken ta

many timesz on
this subject, Cherry.

am sorry to hava

to gﬂ:ﬁ: to you again,” said the Remove
ma

“Bo—so am I, sir!"” gasped Bob.

He was sorry, at least, that Mr, Quelch
was d'elqymghgnm oh his way to Loder's
study with the bottle of glue.

“Well, well, if you are au-niy wo will
say no mors about it,” said Mr. Quelch
good-humouredly. * You must ba more
thoughtful, Cherry. ¥You must learn to
reflect, my boy. You must not follow
blindly every impulse as it ariser,
Cherey. ™

“Certainly, sir—I—I mean, certainly
not ! a.aperti Bob, His oys was on the
open doorway of the Housze. I Loder
came in while Quelch wes *juwing™
him the game was up. Fortunately—or
perhaps unfortunately—Loder did not
come in. EBtill, he might come in at any
moment, and never had any HRemove
man yearned so earnaaf)lg for his dutiful
Form master to “ring off.”

Mr. Quelch, however, was not in a
hurry to ring off. He continued his
remarks for several minutes. But all
thinge come to an end, and Henry
Samuel Quelch came to an end at last.
He walked away, and Bob waited till he
had turned a corner before he headed
for the Sixth Form passage.

The coast was clesr. Almost ell the
Sixth wore at the ericket. Bob whipped
along the passage unseen and darted
into er's study. He closed tha door
and gasped for breath.

There waz ne time to waste. Ho
extracted the cork from the bottle of
glue and poured a considerable part of
its contents into the deep seat of or's
armchair. The high back of the chair
was towards the window, the seat was
in shadow. Bob hoped that Loder would
not notice the glue before he sak down
when he came to the study. It was
probable that he would not notice it

|
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before sitting down, though afterwards,
of course, he was bound to notieo it.

Having attended to the armechair, Bob
turned to the bed. Bixth Form studics
at Greyiriars wero bed-rooms, as well
as studies. Loder's bed was in an
alcove, scroned off by curtains. Bob
pulled the curtain aside and was about
to turn back the bedelothes, in order
to drench the bed with glue, when the
door-handle turned.

Tho hapless junior gasped.

He had just time to let the curtain
fall behind him, screening him from the
study, an the door opened. With tha
half-filled bottle of glue in his hand,
Bob stood by the bedaide, hidden by the
curtain, a8 Loder of the Sixth walked
mto tho study. And if Bob Cherry did
not grosn a{uud with dismay, it was
only because & groan would have
Eavegled hiz presence to tho bully of the

ixth.

THE THIRD CHAPTER.
Foes of the Sixih !

ANCABTER. of the Sizth came
I off the pitch, sl i)m his bat
under his arm, ia handsome
face waes ruddy with exercise.
He smiled as ha joined Win&'at& and
Gwynnoe and met tl}m joyous grin of the
captain of Greylriars, - Wingate clepped
him on the shoulder. Rugged eld Win-
gate was soldom demonstrative, but ha
was delighted with the new man in his
eleven. Few cricketers at Greyfriars
equalled Lancaster; ho was as good a
bat ss Wingate bimself, and he was
almost as useful as Syvkes with the ball.
A first-class batsman, who was & useful
change bowler, and useful in the field,
was rather a “oatch,” and George Win-
gata nover concealed his satisfaction
ovaer that catch.

Lancastor was & rod inm pickle for
Rookwood when they came over, and
Wingate looked forward jo fuli;r to
springing his now recruit on tlzc:m. And
he liked Lencaster all the more becauso
pratso and pﬂpu]antg never brought out
a vestipe of “side” in the new man,
A traco of "side” might have becn

ardonable in a fellow who had jumped
into popularity at e bound and cap-
tured an honoured place in the
First Eleven before he had heen a couple
of wecka at the school. But there was
no trace of it about Richard Lancaster.

“¥ou think I'll do " asked Lancaster,
with his pleasant smile, which made his
handzome face unuﬁu«all{ attractive.

“Think !* grinned Wingate. “My
dear man, you're worth your weight in
gold I

“Oh, draw it mild,” said Lancastor
lavghing., * You'll make me :unmibeé
at this rate, Wingate.”

“1 don't think s0,” said the Grey-
friars captain. “That doesn't secm to
be in your line at all, though I'm bound
to say you've gob more cause than most
fellows. You must have played a lot
of cricket before you came here, Lan-
caster, though you've told mo, that
you'd pever been at school before.”

“No: I had a tuter. DBut I had a
good coach for cricket, and I've bheen
rather in demnand sometimes for country-
house cricket, I had chanees sometimes
of picking up tips from county men.
But, to tell you the truth, I never
cxpected that my cricket would quite
pass muster here,™ ]

“7 wish we had a few more like you,”
said Wingate, “Modesty, thy name is
Richard Lancaster,”

Lancaster laughed, .

“Well, I'm glad vou're safisficd,” he
said. “I needn’t tell vou how jolly glad
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I am to have a chancoe to play for the
school. If you put me up aguinst Rook-
wood I'll play the game of my lite.
I'm only sorry that & man has to be
left out to make room for a newcomer
like myself.”

“That can’t bo helped,” said Wingate.
“I'd ms soon leayve out myself as you.
Loder had to go; but you ncedn’t worry
about that, Greene of the Filth has
beon coming on so well that I should
have given him Loder’'s place if you
hadn't been heore. Greene's the man to
grouse, if mnybody—and Greens isn't
the man to grouse at sceing a better
man play.”

“Thanks!”™ said a voice behind Win-
gate. And the Greyiriars ocaptain
glanced round, It was Greene of the
Fifth, who had come along with Potter
and f:uhe:. :

“Oh, 1 didn't see you, Greency!"
gald Wingate., " You've heard an un-
solicited testimonial, What do you
think of Lancaster’s game ™

“About a thousand miles ahead of
mine,” answeored Grecne. *“You'd be
an ass to play me when you've got him.
I'd like to play, all the same, and if
Lancaster should fall downstairs and
break his neck, or anything of that sors,
bear me in mnd.”

“I will "' paid Wingate, laughing.
“XI wish Loder would tako t]l'linga in tha
game spirit, old ehap. Still, every man
has his own way.”

Lancaster threw on his blazer and
strolled across the ficld, His face was
bright and happy. He looked as cheery
and carcless a schoolboy as any at Grey-
friars. But his brow clouded a little as
he passed near the group of three Sixth
Form men—Loder and Walker and
Carne. A sncering laugh reached his
ears, and his cheeks burned.

With a crowd of friends, he had one
enemy at Greyfriars—Gerald Loder, of
his Form. Walker and Carne generally
followed Loder's lead, and they wero
lable to take Loder's view of the new
man, though they certainly felt no great
enmity towards him, They were Loder’s
friends, but they had not been wholly
displeased when Loder was drop
of the team. They had been left out
thomselves, and they had found Loder's
ewank as & First Eleven man rather
hard to bear. Loder’s swank was gone
now, replaced by bitter animosity to-
wards the new man in the eleven.

It was casy for Lancaster to see that
the three had been discussing him.
Loder's face was sneering and malicious,
and Walker and Carne were grinning
rather unpleasantly. Loder was ak-
ing, and he raised hiz voice a little as
Lancaster eame within hearing.

“Yes, I saw him playin' ericket at
Danby Croft. He's a good man at the
gams, 1 remember—in fact, he found it
useful for helpin’ him to _butt into
places. Fellows whe saw him playin’
cricket at country housecs never f;unaﬁed

what other game he might be playin'.”
“Cheese 1, old man!® will';ia ered
Walker, as Lancaster slowed down.

“Don't let the man hear you."

“Yes, that’s rather thick, Loder!”
muttered Carne.

Loder shrugged his’ shoulders.

*“Listenera never hear any good of
themselves,” he said, in the same loud
tone. " A fellow can express an opinion,
I suppeose. I'm not Pﬂ.rt:cu]ar about the
fealin’s of & thrustin® adventurer.”™

“Cheese it, I tell youl” muttered
Walker uneasily.

Lancaster changed his direction and
came straight towards the three.
Walker and Carne looked uncomfort-
ablo. They did not want to be dragged
into a row with a man who, though new
to the school, wes already one of the

d out:

most  popular fellows in the Sixth.
Loder, however, eyed the new sonior
with grim defisnce.

“ You were speaking of me, I think i
said Lancaster guiotly.

“ Really " sneered Loder.

“It's hardly the thing to discuss e
man 1n that style, is 161" said Lan-
ocazter, in the same guict tone. "1 don't
want a row with vou, Loder, or with
anyone. But please don’t talk about me
like that."

Without waiting for Loder to reply
Lancaster walked on, Loder stared
atter hum bilackly, and Csrne and
Walker grioned. There had not been
the faintest hint of a threat in the new
genior’s tone or manner, yet Loder was
left with o feeling of having been called
to order and warned., He bit his [ip
hard.

“The cheeky cad!” he muttered.
*“The rank outsider! I can’t understand
how 8ir Hilton Popper was bamboozled
inte putting him up for Groyiriars., If
he knew what I know about the man

'L

E—_

“What you think you know!" said
Gmr{m. ; :

“I'in not saying I've got any proof,”
growled Loder. “But I've guf 36080
enough to put two and two together.”

“I hope youw've eense enough not to
shout this out till you've got procf,”
said Walker. “It's too jolly serious for
that, The fellow's people might take
it ap.”

" He's got no prople 1" sneered Loder.

‘*His friends, then—*"

“He's got no friends, that I know of.”

“"Well, 1 suppose he didn’t drop from
the clouds,” sanid Walker. *Look here,
Loder, you're sore about the man
E:-ug-gmg your place in the eleven. But
don't let that make you make a fool of
yourself.” _

“I was against him before that ha-.?-
pened,” said Loder savagely. *“I to
vout sbout what happened at Danby
Croft beforec Wingate chucked me out
of the tcam to make room for that push-

ing rotter.™
*1 know. But—" Walker shook
his head. “Let it drop, Loder. There

can’t be anythin’ in it, Let it drop.”

“I'll let it drop—when I've shown him
up in his true colours!” said Loder
bitterly. “Not before that.”

“Well, you're an ass!” said Walker,
and ho strode away with Carne. The
two seniors seemed to have had enocugh
of Loder's malice and bitterness.

Loder scowled and walked away
towards the House. He was not disposed
to join in pames practice. Ewvoen when
he had a chance to play for School,
Loder was o slacker, and now that he
was definitely dropped he had no use for
slogging atb the nets. A cigarette and a
racing paper in his study were moro
in his Iine.

He went into the House and entered
his study in the Sixth. If he noticed
that the curtain at the bed alcove
fluttered ns he entored, he attributed it
to the draught from the door. Cer-
tainly it did not cross his mind that
n Remove junior was concealed behind
that curtain. Loder had already for-
golten the *whopping ' he had given

Bob Cherry. . Naturally, it lingered
longer in the memory of the fellow who
had received it. " Hix" from an ash-

plant was one of those things which it
was more blessed to give than to receive.

Lodar slammed his door, sorted a box
of cigarettes out of a drawer, and
lichted one. Then he threw himself into
his armchair, to smoke in comfort and to
reflect, while he smoked, on his intended
nqmﬁaiﬁg‘n against the new man in the
Sixth Form

Leaning back in the deep chair ha

7

stretched out mis legs, scowling through
the smoke of his cigarctte as he
roflected. 1t was not for somo moments
that ho became aware of & feeling of
dampnees about the seat of the chair,
In a minute or two he could not bho any
lenger unaware of it, a8 tho liguid glue
goaked through his trousers.

“"What the thump—" gjaculated
Loder.

Heo rose to his feot in surprise and
annoyance. [f his fag, Tubb of the
Third, had spilt ink or water in that
chair there was a warm time in store
for Georgo Tubb. But it was worse than
that, Thore was s sort of sticky sound
as Loder rose, He eame away from the
leathor scat with a sticky jork. He glared
down at the chair. “Then he glarpd
round at his trouscrs,

Glua  wag stren.min?' down., His
trousers, and the tail of his coat, were
thick with it. Liguid glue swamped
him. Xe had sat in a sea of it. It ran
down kim to his feet in sticky trickles.
Loder, twisting round, trying to get a
back view of himself, gurgled with rage.
Hisz face was crimeon, and he gurg
breathlessly, This was not clumsiness
on the part of his fag, it was a de-
liborate jupo! Glue had been swamped
in his armchair for him to sit in—and
he had sat in it!

Grasps. gurgles, and hisses of rage
escaped from Loder of the Sixth. And
the jumior hidden behind the bed-
curtain, listening to those gaaps,
ﬂrg]ca, and hisses, could cnly hope that

der would not discover him there.
Bob Cherry hardly dared to think of
what would happen to him if Loder
caught him on tﬁﬁ spot.

Like Brer Fox, Bob Cherry lay low
and said “nuffin,” while Loder, gasp-
ing end gurgling, poured out a stream
of enraged words which would certainly
have earncd him the “sack’ had his
headmaster overheard them.

THE FOURTH CHAPTER.

Sticky !

¢ HAT new man in the Sixth—"

Hobson of the Bhell was

speaking,. He was talking to

Hoskina and Stewart, of his

Form, and he did not observe the new

man in the Sixth coming along to the

House, Neither did ho notice that Walker

and Carne were at hand. But the threa

goniors, as they came near the group of

Shell fellows, heard James Hobson's
remark, and the one that followed.

"That new man, Lancaster, you
know! Scems & splendid chap to me.
Look at the way he I?In s ericket!
Jevvor sen a man lift the Il to the
boundary as often as ho does? DBut
they're saying jolly queer things ebout
him in the Bixth, I can tell you.”

“I've heard something,” assented
Stewart. “Man told me that Loder
started it. We all know Loder!”

* Frightful outsider ! said Hoskins
“He'd say anything asbout anybedy.
What's he got agoinst the new man?”

“It's o bit wague,” eaid Hobson.
“But it scems that Lancaster was at
s country house whera Loder stayed in
the holidays last year—a rclation of
Loder's, I understand, named Cranby,
or Janby, or something. Thers wos a
burglary in the place and a deteclive
was got down. Of course, even Loder
can't come out too plain with it, though
Lancaster’s got his place in the eleven,
but hd hints a lob"

“#More than hints, from what I've
heard,” said Stewart. “Looks to me
as if he makes out that Lancaster knew
sumeﬁﬁn%ﬂhmt the hurglur;r."
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“ Frightful ass!” snid Hoskins.

“If 1 were Lancaster—" went on
Hobson.

At that moment Hobby of the Shell
became aware of the three seniors con-
verging towards the spot. He Oushed
erimeon 88 he saw Lancaster and
realised that the new senior must have

im,

Walker and Carne
curiously at Lancaster. ey wondered
bow he would tske this. They zaw his
bandsome face set and a steely glitter
come into his eyes. At that moment
both of them were glad that they were
not standi in Loder’s shocs. They
walked on into the House, czchanging
glances.

Lancaster was following, more slowly,
when Hobson, with a very red face, ran
up to him, Hobby was red and
remorseful.

5l | 5&;, Lancaster,” he gasped. “I'm
sorry. I suppose you heard me. I say,
don't you think for s minute that any-
body at Greyfriars thinks—"

Lancaster gave the Shell fellow a
smile.

“All serene, kid!" he said.  “I'm
not blaming you, but it's rather fat-
beaded to repeat silly things that a
fellow says in & temper, isn't i£9

“I1—1 suppose it is,” seid Hobson.
“But I was only going to tell those
chaps what utter rot it was, you know.”

Lancaster nodded, with & reassurin
smile, and walked on. Hobson rejoine
hiz friends, red and uvneomfiortable,

“1f I wera that new man I'd punch
Loder’s hemd +till he howled,” said
Hobby savagely.

“I fancy, from the lock in his eye,
that he's goin’ to!"" said Stewart.

“Let’s hope he will1” said Hoskins.

Lancaster went into the Tlouse, his
brow very thoughtiul. He stop

lanced wvery
Th

pod at

the big window at the end of the Bixth

Form passago and stood there for some

time in deep th::-ug[ht. staring out into
o,

the n quadran

I‘.‘{i;‘;fﬁhile* Walker and Carme had
ono on up the passege. Both of thom
E}nked rather grave.

““This sort of thing won't do, Carne,”
Walker remarked, in a low voice.
“ Loder must be potty to be spreading a
yarn like that sbout a man. Tho Lower
School are getting hold of it now.”

“If it gets to the Head it means
trouble,” agreed Carne. "I supic_uaﬂ
Loder believes 1t—heo'd behieve anythin’
against a man he disliked, between you
#nd me! I mever heard of anythin’
quite so thick.”

“It's jolly thick, Look here, let’s
atp&a.k to Loder and give him the tip.
f he's igm'n' on with thiz sort of game
!:ﬁi jolly well goin' to leave us out of
it !

“You bet!”

They stopped at Loder's door, Walker
raised his hand to tap, and gave a
atart. The voice of Gerald Loder could
be heard within in furions tones. Some-
thing evidently had oceurred to disturb
the equanimity of Loder,

My hat! Tf the chief beak heard
him now!"” ejaculated Walker; Ho
Enocked at the door and throw it open.
“Loder, old bean, draw it mild.
8wearin's rotten bad form, and if a beak
came along and heard you——"

Loder glared at him.

“You silly fool!”

“Eh, what?” ejaculated Walker.

“Look what’s happened!” vyelled
8 hat tho th » gasped Ca

ik at the thump—" gaspe roe,

“Look I shrieked TLoder,

The two seniors looked. They looked
at the sea of liguid glue in Loder’s
¢hair; they looked at the liquid glue
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that streamed down Loder. And to
Loder's surprise and rago they burst into
& TOAr,

“Hun, ha, hal™

“You cackling idiote1” yelled Loder
furiously. *“Is there anything to laugh
at in this"

.“Ha, ha, ha!” roared ¥ ker, “Who
did that?t You look sticky, . I1d bean,”

Loder panted with rage.

“It's 8 rag—-some fag, I suppose! If
I knew which one it was I'd take the
skin off his back! I'll find ocutl*

“ Some fag you've whopped 1" grinned
Carne. “What fag huve you w nﬂ;pﬂd
lately, Loder? Not much good asking,
though—you're always whopping fagsl
hisglllh be any one of a dozen,”

“I'l} ekin him! Look at me!™

“Ha, ha, ha!t”

“I'm sosked with glue—it's glue—
filthy glue. I'm scaked—my bags aro
ruined—="

“Ha, ha, hal”

“Will you shut up?” shrieked Loder.
“You cackling dummies! Get out of
my study | o and eat coke! You
cackling chumps—"

“Wo came In to speak to you about
that man Lancaster,” said Walker, con-
trolling his merriment with zn effort.
“We heard—"

" Hang Lancaster! Hang you! IHave
vou seen any junior about the ploco?
A Remove fag most likely,” lﬁ}wleﬂ

Brll

“No; we've been at the cricket, you
know. But young Hobson—-*

“You think it was Hobson?” de-
manded Loder.

“Oh, my hat!
Hohson was sayin ;

“Hang what he was saying! Do you
think I'm in & mood to listen to fags’
tottle now? I want to know who

No, I mean young

it

E!anted this glue in my chair!" yelled,

oder, “and if you cackle again, you
gilly aes, I'll jolly well jam your head
into it
~ “We'd better call again when Loder's
in a better temper, grinned Carne,
“Come along, Walker,’

Carne left the study, grinning.
Walker followed him, chuckling, 'Lhe
glue was 2 serious matter to the [ellow
who had sat in ik, but his friends seemed
to see a comic side to the affair. Walker
looked back from the doorway.

“ Awiully sorry, old chap~ha, ha!
Frightful cheek of some fag—ha, hal
I'd {o!lg well sla.uf;hmr him if I were
,Ernu ut—ha, ha I--I say, you do look
funny twisting round like a cat chasing
its tail! Ha, ha, ha!”

, Loder, perhaps, did look rather funny
in his attemapts to get a back view of
his own person. Walker roared. Loder
straightened up with a deadly gleam in
his cye. The fag who had japed him
was not at hand for vengeance to be
visited on his devoted head—at least,
Loder did not know that he was at
hand. But Loder was yearning to take
it out of somebody. That roar of
laughter from Walker of the Hixth did
it} Lﬂdﬂrljumped at him,

“Here, I say, hold on! Let gol”
roered Walker, *“Are you off your
rocker, Loderl By Jove, I'if——

Loder, let go, ?rm: mad idiot!"
Instead - of letting the enraged
Loder whirled James ﬁiker across the
study to the sticky armchair. Walker
resisted wildly ; but he staggered over in
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Loder's enraged grasp, and his face
doscended into the seat of the chair.

There was a horrid squelching sound
as Walker's features were buried in
liguid glue! Loder jummed on the back
of his head, pressing Walker's features
well into the horrid hiquid.

“ Groogooogh ! came in  mufled,
suffocated accents from Walker of the

Sixth. *“Qoooocooch! Groocogh! Gug-
gug-gug!”
“"How do you like it7" roared Loder,

James Walker did not like it at alll
He disliked it immensely. He made a
terrific offort, and extracted himself
from the gluey chair and from Loder’s
grasp. His face was sticky with glue,
streaming with glue; his eyes and nose
and mouth and chin were clothed in
gliua. He gave Loder a sticky, gluey
glure,

“Ooooch ! Quoooo-er 1”  gurgled
14‘?&“[5!‘;’ “¥You mad idiot! You—you—
you

Ho jumped at Loder and hit out. The
comie side of tho affair was quite lost
on James Walker now, His clenched
fist crashed on Loder's noze, and Gerald
Loder sat down suddenly.

“Ohl" gasped Loder. “0Owl Oh!”

Walker, with another gluey glare,
stalked out of the study and slammed
the door after him. Probably he went
in search of a wash. He nesaded one
badly. Loder staggered to his feet.

Ha had been in a furious state when
his friends called in, but his last stata
was worse than his first. He was almost
in & homieidal mood now, and a junior
hidden behind the bed-curtain carefully
suppressed his desire to chuckle, and re-
mained very guniet,  Bomothing like
manslaughter would have happened had
Loder dizcovered DBob Cherry, in his
present mood.

Muttered words reached Bob as Loder,
Epttupfk his teeth, proceeded to change

is sticky clothes gnd wash off glue. It
was easy to change his clothes, but it
was not so easy to get rid of the glue,
and Loder was quite s time at his wash-
stand. Ho was crimson, furious, and
breathing hard and deep when he had
finished at last, and he was atill aticky
in places,

Bob hoped that he would leave tha
study after that. Instead of which Loder
sat down—not in the armchair—and
lighted a cigarette, apparently to find
consolation in & smoke. He was smok-
g, scowling, and muttering, when a
tap came at the door and Dick Lancaster
entered the study.

THE FIFTH CHAPTER.
Having it Out!
GER.&LD LODER stared at his

visitor with & deadly gleam in

his eyes. Im hie present frame of

mi the sight of Lancaster’s
handsome face had an effect on him
something like that of & red rag on a
bull. He did not stir from his chair or
speak. Iis oyes, fixed on Lancaster,
watched the new fellow close the door
and turn to him, Lsncaster, glancing
at him, seemed & little puzzled. Loder's
mmanner was quiet, very quiet; but it
wag the quietness of a tiger before the
sprm]g,
Only one thing prevented Loder from
leaping to his fect and pitching the new
senior neck and crop out of the study.
'That was the unpleasant knowledge that
he could not have *got away " with it
Lancaster’s hands had been on him once,
and Loder had net forgotten the steely,
irregistible grip of . se slim hands.
But knowing as he did that ho was no
match for his enemy, it was still hard
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for Loder to resist the desire to gprin
at him. Ha sat and watched him wit
gleaming eyes.

“You're not going to ask me to sit
down ?'' remarked Lancaster, standing
before the prefect and looku g down on
him with & rather whimsical smile.

“Nol? Loder seemed to bite off the
word. “Nol”

“1'll stand then " .

“] never asked vou to this study that
I know of,"” said Loder, his voice husky
with suppressed rage. **You're not the
kind of [ellow I want in my study, I
haven't locked up my things.”

It was & hit—a palpable hit! The
gmile vanished from the handsome face,
sod for a moment Lancaster winced.
Loder gloated as he saw that the blow
had told, Innocent or guilty, honest
man or crook, that taunt had found a
chink in Lancaster's armour. Thero
was a moment or two of tense silence,
during which the glances of the two
Sixth-Formers met and crossed like

swords. The bed-curtain rustled, but
neither noticed it. A hidden junior
behind that ecurtain  had  started

violently at Loder's startling words.
Meither of tho seniors had the remotest
suzpicion that a third party was in the
DO,

Dick Lancaster broke the silence.

“That's got to stop, Loder ™

“Has 1t?” Loder shrugged his
shoulders. * How are you going to stop
it? T'm quite curious to know,”

Lancaster sat on the edge of the study

table, facing Loder. He was no longer
emiling; hiz face was hard, grimly
thoughtful in expression, and his eyes
scanned ths Greyfriars prefect keenly.
Hea spoke slowly.

"IPﬂu pot your back up the day 1
came hers, Leoder! I never did any-
thing to offend you that I know of. You
picked on me, a stranger—almost a
stranger, at least. We'd met for a few
days at & country-house last year, I'd
forgotten you—there was no reason why
you shouldn’t have forgotten me. That
you remembered me with enmity I never
dreamed, I don't see why you should.”

“1 remembered you—as an unknown
adventurer, who squeezed himself into
Danby Croft somehow,”’ said Loder. *'I
remembered that old Danby's safe was
cracked while you were there. I
remoembered that the detective said it
wasz an finside job," and it was commeon
knowledge among the guosts that there
was o ¢crook among the house-party. I
rernamber you left suddenly.”

“And on that, you have been
spreading a slandering story about me
at this schooli’

rL:idcr sat up, his eves glinting at his
rival.

“I remember mora than that! I've
been thinking it over—thinking hard.
Ferreras Locke was called in, and I
guessed at the time that he suspected
somebody, I'm sure now who ho
guspected. I remember a lot I heard
about you. Your [father, ‘Handsome
Lancaster * of the Loamshire Regiment,
left you without a bean. You had no

9

Loder grasped Walker by the bagk
of his coat-collar and pressed his
face woll into the glue. ** Grooogh ! ™
came in muffled, suffocaling accents
from Walker. * Groocooooch !

Gugz-gug-gug 1

people, except a disreputable uncle who
had gone to the dogs, and died a
disgraced man in some hole or corner.
But you had plenty of money—bags of
moncy, more monoy than I ever had,
You came down to Danby Croft in your
own car. You dressed better than I did.
Where did you get all your money
from **

“That's hardly a matter I should
discuss with you, Loder. Do you
sericusly mean to say that you suapected
me of eracking old Danby’s safe

“Not at the time=—only I had a vague
idea! Just a vague idea—""

“Founded chiefly, I suppose, on the
fact that I played & good game of
cricket there, and put you in the
shade §"

“Put it like that il vou like," sneccred
Loder. “1 had an idea who had
cracked that safe. I've thought o lot
about it sinee you came here, T've got
it clegrer now. There's o lot of things!
I'm not spying I can fix it on you
that you're & crook! But I'm going to
trjr.l':l'

Lancaster laughed, Loder gave him
a gloating grin, for that laugh did not
ring true, and the false ring in it struck
Loder's ear. It struck upon another
ear also, in the curtsined aleove, and
Bob Cherry started, Even to Bob it
seemed that that laugh was the laugh
of a fallow who desired to seem at ease,
but who was not at ¢ase.

“I'm going to try!" repeated Loder.
“Y don't mind telling you the

Tae Macter Lismany.—No. 1212
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programme, il you're curious. You
can't stop me.’’ . o

“This is interesting! A bit bke =
Blm, what?'’ suggested Lancaster. He
laughed agsin, and this time bis laugh
was mnoere enough.

Bob Cherry made a movement. He

wae feoling horribly uncomfortable.
From ths bottom of his heart, he wished
that he had never raided Loder’s study.
He had not dreamed of this,
_ Playing the eavesdropper, even uti-
mtentionally, was disagrecable enough,
But Bob restrained his impulse to reveal
bis ‘presence., After Loder had sat in
the glue, he simply could not give him-
self away. He waz still sore from =
gevere beating, and the prospect of
another, still more severe, was too
appalling‘ The thought of it made him
shiver. There was no belp for it, and
Bob remained in cover, only hoping
that the talk would coase and that
Lancaster would go. He could not help
hearing Loder's voice as the Greyriars
prefect went on:

“¥You can't stop me! I'm going to get
in touch again with old Danby—he's
a distant relative of mine, as I dare say
you know. He was as close as an
oyster about that affair—but I dare ssy
he may open his mouth, when I tell him
that the son of Captain Lancaster is a
Greyiriars mon now. And that’s not
all. I'm going to get into touch with
Ferrers Locke. ¥ou may not be aware
that Ferrers Locke, the detective, is
related to Dr. Locke, our headmaester
here, and comes down to Greyiriars
sometimes.”” :

Loder watched the new senior like a
cat as he made that anocuncement.
Lancaster started: he could not help it.

“That made you jump, whati"
grinned Loder. “Well, I'm going to
get into touch with Lockel ¢'s not
the man to talk about a client's secrets;
but if he koows, or suspects, what I
think he does, he will be Irightinlly
intarested to learn that {ou’m horo: he
will jolly well want to know what you
are deing at Greviriars! He will want
to know whother what happened to old
Danby's safe mayn't happen to De.
Locke's.” i

Lancaster slipped from the study
table, and stood looking down on Loder
of the Bixth again.

“¥ou mean &ll this, Loder 7

“You'll ind that I do! WNo need for
you to eare if you've got mo scerets to
come outl’ speered er.

“You've no little secrets of your
own ' asked Lancaster,

Gerald Loder started.

“What do you mean? What the
thump do you mean, Lancaster?”

“I've been only a couple of woeks at
Greyiriars,”” said Lancaster, “but I've
heard things—and seen thingal It's not
much of a seeret, in the Sixth, that you
smoke 1n your study—ryou're deing it
now—that gou play ocards for money;
that wyou back horses; and that you
eneak away from the school after lights
out to meet disreputable racing men.
You're a bad hat, Loder—sbout the
rotteneat senior at Greyfriars, I fancy—
and the Head would sack you like a shot,
if he knew half of what almost any man
in the Sixth could tell him. Dorn’t you
think that people who live in glass-
housea shouldn’t throw stones?™

Loder was silent for a minute, hiz eyes
gleaming, his lips drawn back in &
snarl. Lancoster watched him intently,

“Ho that's your game? said Loder
at last. " You fancy youw've got a gri
on me there, and ean shut me up. IE:
that it}

*1 did not mean that! I meapt—"

Tae Maexer Liseary.~—No. 1,212,

_ *Q0hb, T know what you meant! Try
it on as hard as you like. What any
Sixth Form man knowa will never ba
told to the Head! Wingate's lectured
me himself-—but he would be shot before
he would give p man away. Gwynno
and Sykes turn up their neses—but wild
horses wouldnt dreg a word from
them! Do you think the Head would
sack a man, especially a ‘ﬁmfect, without
the clearest prooff here &re you
going to get 1t 7" Loder laughed loudly

and contemptuously, * That chicken
won't fight, caster,'

# I'nliy dlﬁﬂ.r mlu:]l&l." said Lﬂnﬂﬂatlﬂr
cvenly, “I was only pomting out that
a bad hat, & blackguard, a a v rotter
like yourself—execuse my plain English—

is not tho man to set up im judgment,
and spread yarns about another fellow.
You think, or faney you think, that I'm
a bad hat! But you know for a joll
old certainty that you'rd onc yourself.
¥You know you'd be booted out of Grey-
frisrs if the Head knew the kind of
disreputable rotter you are. Why not
live and let livei™

Loder pointed to the door.

“That will do!" ho said, *“Travel!*

“I'll say what I came here to say.
You'vo taunted me and twitted me, on a
bare suspicion. Never mind that! Bub

ouw've talked right and left—and the

wer School sre getting hold of the
story. That doesn’t suit me. I don't
like it, Loder.”

“"Lump it, then 1" eneered Loder.

“It's got to stop! You cen't expeck
any fellow to stand it! I can’t have
my name hawked up and down the
school with a ysrn like that hanging on
to it. You've got to stop it, Loder.’

Loder shrugged his alfoul’dara.

“Or clse,’”” said Lancaster, in a low,
clear voice, “ 1 shall stop you.”

“How will you stop mei™ jecred
Loder. “You threstened to go to tho
Head, once! Well, I've thought thst
onut! Go to tho Head, if you likel
You can't say I've accused you of sny-
thing. I haven't! I've mmply told
fellows of certain happenings and
coincidences at Danby Croft when you
were there. They can draw r own
conclusions,™

“1 shall stop youl’ said Lancaster
quietly.

“ Better get & move on, then,” grinned

Loder, “for I'm going to work—hard!
I’ll tell you another thing! There was
o crib cracked at Danby Croft when you

were there, Well, I faney thers have
been eribs eracked at other places when
you were sround. Some Remove kids
were with you at Easter, I've heard, at
Wharton's place in Surrey. I'm going
to question them, and find out whether
any robberies were committed round
there while you were there.”

“ You're going to make mo the talk of
the Remove, as well as of the Sixth?”’

gald Lancaster.
“I'm going to do as I dashed well
choose, and you can't s me,"?

Lancaster made a slight movement
towards him. His hands clenched, and
his cgea elittored.

Loder eyed lim bitterly, savagely,
defiantly. Ho knew the thought that
was peassisg in the mind of the fellow
who could have handled him as easily
as he could any fag in the Lower School.
His jaw szet hard.

“Try it on!" he zaid, “]1 know you
can handle me—though TI'll give you
some trouble in a serap! Try it onl
By god, you think you can [righten
met? Try it onl” er rose to hia
foat, “Try it on, yop—hully!"

Lencaster’s hands unclenched and he
smiled.

“I'm not going to hit you Loder!

THE MAGNET

You'd make any fellow want to hit you,
I think—but scrapping in the Sixth
iz bad form. ['ve warned you. [ want
you to stop this campaign against me,
1f you don't stop it at obce, I'm going
A hat's n]““t.h 3
¥ to the door.

*Shut the door after you |* said Loder

m-:mking*l:ly‘
The door closed after Lancaster,
r sat down aguin, and lighted
another cigarette. He grinned through
the smoke. Ha had the whip-band of
his ; &t least, ho believed that he
had, and so far s he could see, there
wae nothing that Lancaster could do to
stap bhim. If he was right, if what he
suspected was the truth, if Richard
Lancaster was a crook as well as a
gschoolboy, Loder felt that he had him
in the l_mhﬂw of his hand. It was only
4 queztion of time, of patience, befora
Gerald Loder would be able to feed
fat his ancient grudge.

The fellow he had disliked and envied
at a casual meecting months ago; the
fellow who had cut him .out of tha
cricket Hia Greyfriars; the fellow who
was popular where er was un -
lar; the fellow who, like Cesar o?o nﬁd.
came and saw and conguered, and gave
Loder e fecling of envious, malicious
inferiority—that fellow was going to be
shown up as a c¢rook, a common scoun-
drel, a fellow wanted by the police, if
Loder was on the right track! And if
there was s doubt in Loder’s mind he
dismissed it. There was some proba-
bility, at loast, somo evidence; and &
v little evidence was enough for

er. What he wanted to believe, he
was determined to believe.

He grinned ss he smoked. But the
bapless  junior hidden behind the
sleove curtain was not grinning. It
seemed to Bob Cherry that he would
never get out of Loder's study. But
that was not all that was worrying Bob
now,  The talk he had unwillingly
heard worried him, dismayed him.
Some words of Lodet’s rang and buszed
in his eara. They had brought back to
Bob's mind a recollection uf tha Easter
huhd‘:gs; of & bank that had been
robbed at Wimford, of an attempted
burglary at Wharton Lodge while Dick
Lancaster was staying in the wvicinity.
It wos impossible—it was absurd—it was
utter rot—it was the very madness of
envy and hatred! But Bob's face was

ale and troubled and his heart was

ERVY.

THE SIXTH CHAPTER.
The Co. to the Rescue !

ARRY WHARTON & CO. came
in from the cricket field with
choery fmces. It was time for
tea; and by that time, they

hoped, Bob was in & state of recovery,
and restored to something like his usual
sunny self.

There waz to be tea in Study No. 1
that day, and thoy half-expected to find
Bob Cherry there, getting it going.
But Study No. 1 was empty when they
looked in.

“Cut along to Bob's study and call
him, Franky1” said the captain of the
Remove., “Tell him we've brought in
a jolly feed I™

£ H‘E;. E, hE l!!l

That fat cachinnation came from
Billy Bunter as he blinked in at the
doorway of 8tudy No. 1. Bunter
seem ighly entertained about some-
thing, glﬂ fat faco wes wresthed in

ke & Chinese cracker fort™

gring.
"Well, you fat chump, what are
oing off i

emanded Wharton.
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“}1e, he, het* chortled Bunter.

“¥You won't find Bob in his study. No
d looking there for him."”

“Where is he, then, fathead? asked
Frank Nugent.

“Ha, he, ho!” exploded Bunter.
Bob's whercabouts, wherover they wore,
seemed to cause the Owl of the Removo
great merriment. stz

“My osteemed and idiotic  Bunter [®
gaid Hurree Jamset Ram Singh.

“Iie, ha, hel”

*Oh, stop cackling " snapped Whar-
ton. ' Where's Bnh%”

“He, he, ho! He's in Loder's study.”

“What the thump 15 he doing In
Loder’s studyi"”

“He, he, hel” .

“Not another licking?" exclaimed
MNugent.

“He, he, he! Oh, no! He, he, he!”

Bunter alinost wopt with mirth. *“ You
see, Loder doesn’t know he's there, He
can’t know, or I should have heard
something. Bob must have got under
the table, or under the bed, or some-
thingﬁ He, he, he! He's still therel
He, he, heo!™

“¥ou fat chump ! rogred Wharton.
“What do you mean?™

Bunter wiped his eyos.

“You see, I knew he was up to some-
thing when I saw him soud into the
Six Foerm passage,” he explained.
“¥ zsaw him dodge inte Loder’s study.
A minute or fwo afterwards Loder
came in. He's been in ever since.™

“And Bob—" exclaimed Nugent.

“Weall, he must be still ere ("
grimmd Bunter. “I thought I should

ear him velling—Loder would be glad
of another chance at him I've been
kceping an eye on the study till you
fcllows came in. He, he, he! Walker
and Carne went to the study, and after
that Lancastor went thero; but Lodor
hasn't come out, and Bob hasn’t come
out! Ho must have hidden himself
when Loder camea in, unless he got out
up the ehimney! He, he, hol”

“Oh, my hat 1** exolaimed Wharton in
dismnay.

It was bad news for the Co., though
it cntertained the fat Owl hugqﬁr.

They remembered Bob's declaration
that ho was going to make Loder sit
up. Apparently he had tried it on,

and it was Bob
tho sitting up |

“Poor old Bob !” gaid Nugent, ** Ask-
ing for more! If Loder catches him
in his study——" ,

“He hasn’t caught him vet !” grinned
Bunter. “You'll hear him yelling
when Loder cateches him | He, he, hol
He will bs heard all over Greyiriars|
Loder's not in & good temper to-day.
Ha, he, hel”

“Oh, shut up, you fat frog I growled
Jahnng Bull. “You men, if Bob's
bagpe
get

imself who was doing

in Leoder's study, we've got to
im out samehow.”

“Bettor mako sure first,” said Harry.
“That fat idiot mey have got it wrong,
or may be ]lau_llmﬁ our leg.”

“Oh, really, Wharton—"

Harry Wharton ran up the Remove

assage to Study No, 15 Mark
sinley and  little Wun Lung wero
there.

“Been Bob?®™ asked the captain of
the Hemove.

“Not since I went down fo the
oricket,” answeored RMlark,

“Do wyou know where he's gone,
Wun Lung ™

The Celestial grinned.
“Goey nlong Lodes studee,” he said.
“Takeo bottle glues, puttee along

Lodes bed. What
#Oh, my hat!
sinoe 1
“No szeel
siudes,”

ou tinkes?" \
ou haven't seen him

No comey back along

Wharton rolurned to his own study,
his face very grave now. It was clear
where Bob had gonc; and spparently
he had not left Loder's study after
entering it. If he had taken cover
somowhere in the reoom, with Loder in
occupation, his situation was rather a
precarious one, pod 16 was up to his
chums to help him out somehiow,

“Well *" asked Nugent, as Wharton
came back to Study No. 1.

"Wun Lung savs that DBob wont to
Loder's study, with a bottle of gluo to

]ﬁut. in hiz bed,” said Wharton rue-
ully.

“He, he, he!” ecame from Bunter.

“0Oh, the ass|” said Johony Bull
“ Looks as if lie's there still, Let's look
round the House for him, thongh.”

THE OFFICE-BOY'S SMILED,
Now It's YOUR Turn

to laugh at the following amusing

storyette which has brought

Joseph Heap, of 88, Cedar Street,

ccrington, Lancs, one of this
W'Eck-ﬂ-

USEFUL POCKET KNIVES :

=g/

haﬁgmplthiﬂn Old Ll.dgdtn small

: ""What s troubling you,
mz ilttls man 7"
mail Boy: * Boa-hool
pepsia and rhaumatiom,”
Old Lady: ‘"Surely not at
your age T
Ema Boy: ' Yes: tonchsr
ocansd me, "causes 1 couldn't spell
l‘m ! an

Dys-

Look Lively with your efforts,

chums. at hrst you don't
catch the judge's eye—

AGAIN!

The four juniors, in a worried mood,
left the study. They asked fellows up
and down the Remove ﬁ;isage ; but no
ong had scen Bob. nstairs, they
came on Yernon-8mith and Redwing,
rnd asked once more; but meither the
Bounder nor his chum knew .m:gthmg.

m

Redwing looked grave, and ithy
chueckled, at the news that Bob was
probably & prisoner in Loder’s study,
with the bully of the Sixth in the
offing.

“Iwok here, I've pot lines for
Loder 1Y said Vernon-Smith. “I'll take

them in now and have a lock round.”

“ Good man ™ said Wharton.

And Bmithy, having fotechoed his lines
down from Study No. 4 in the Remove,
proceeded with them to the SBixth Form
passage. He tapped at Leder’s deor
and opened it. A cigarette was thrust
hastily out of sight, and Loder glared
at the Hemovite,

H

“ My lines, Loder ! said the Bounder
meckly.

Lodor gruntod.

“¥You can dput them on the table.”

Tho Bounder crossed to the table
glowly. His keen glance took in the
gtudy. Bob was not visible. and he was
not under the table—S8mithy could seo
that much.

The corner of his eve lingered on the
eurtain that sercencd the bed aleove
If Bob was present he was there; it
was the only hiding-place in the room.
Tho curtain reaclied from a brass rail
near the ceiling to the floor, and &
fellow might well remain hidden thero
till Loder went to bed.

There was no sound, and the curtain
was still; and Smithy wondoercd if Bob
was thero. That somio ragger had been
in the study was evident, for the
Bounder's quick cye discerned the glim-
mering glue in the seat of the arm-
chair.

“You can get out!” snapped Loder.

Tellows were generally anxious to get
out of Loder’s study when their ill-
fortune led them there; but tho
Bounder scemed to be lingering.

£ ?'EE, r !H

Vernon-Bmith laid down his lines on
the table and clumsily knocked a book
off as he turned oway.

“You blundering young ass!l Pick up
that book !" enap Cr. :

Tho book had fallen in the dircction
of tho bed alcove. Vernon-8mith
stooped and picked it up; and with »
clumsiness very unusual in the Bounder,
lot it slip through his fngers. 1%
dropped on the floor again, nearer to
the bed-—qguite elose Lo the curtain.

“Aro you aski for a licking,
Vernon-2mith *” snepped Leder,

He was anxious to get back to his
pigarette, which ho could not very well
do while & junior was presont.

“ Oh, sorry !" stammered the Bounder.

He plunged after the book, grabbed at
it, and—eclumsier than ev ked it
against the bed-curtain. There he bont
over it, pushing at the curtain as he
did so, and giving no sign as he folt the
outlines of & formn that stood between
the curtain and the cdge of the bed.
Someone was there ]

Heo picked up the bock, replaced it on
the table, and left the study quictly.
Loder grunted as the door closed on
him, and resumed smoking. oy

The Bounder grinned as he rejoined
tho anxious Co. They eyed him inguir-
ingly. Smithy explained in & few words.

“Oh, my hat!" said Wharten. “It's
nearly tea-time now. Tubb may ba
going Eimrﬂ any minute to get Loder's
toa—'"'

“Rob's safe till Loder
grinned the Bounder. "It you want to
rescue him you'll have to hook Loder
out of the study somchow. Come on,
Reddy, we've got some men coming io
tea."

Tho Bounder and Redwing went up
to their study. Four anxious juniors
remained 1n deep  consultation.
Obviously, Bob could not be left where
he was, even if he was safe till Loder
went to bed. Bed-time for the Remove
was much earlier thon for tho Bixth;
and &t bed-time he would be missed.
Besides, he was not safe till Loder went
to bed. Discovery might come at any
moment. The Co. ecould imagine the
hapless Bob’s feclings as he waited in
hiz hiding-placo for to leave the
study—which Leder was unlikely to do
now till after tea, at the soonest. Bob
had to be rescued somehow, and the
dificult question was, how !

* My esteemed chums—" paid Hurrce

Jamset Ram Bingh
THEE Maig¥er imamr.wﬂn. 1,212,

oes to bed!”
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“QGo Inkil"” said Wharton hope-
folly. “ What in your old
!:laﬂ!k noddle ¥ vo you gok i

“The excellent eand
Skinner———-=""

*QOh, blow Skinner " growled Johnny
Bull. *B8kinner can’t help us in this
More likely to cackle, if he knew.”

“But the absurd Blkinner hes a dis-
gusting ocatapult—-="

“Blow his catapult! I su
not going to play games with Skinner's
catapult now.

“The answer js in the esteemed
affirmative, my worthy and thick-headed
Johnony."

“ Look here, you ags——"

“Lat [nkinﬁm it off his cheat,” said
Nugent. k; y's got an iden| Spouk
it up, Inky 1™

The nabob grinned a dusky grin and
“gpouted " it up. There was a chuckle
from the Co, when he had explained,
and Hurree 8ingh ran up to the Remove
pussage to borrow Harold Skinner’s
catapult. After which, the four com-
rades walked out of the House, and
Hurree Jamset Ram Singh whi
actively into the thick branches of an
elm which, at & distance, faced the win-
dow of Loder's study. And his chums
waited and watched for results.

disgusting
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THE SEVENTH CHAPTER.
At Last!

OB CHERRY was beginning to
B feal that life, for an enterpris-
ing japer, was bardly worth
living. He was tired of that
alcove in Loder’s study—fed up to the
back tecth. He was gotting cramped;
kis legs ached with standing; pins and
nesdles troubled him, from the stern
necessity of heeping still. Keeping
still, at the best of times, was not In
Bob's line. Even in the Form-room ha
seldom kept still. Often and often did
Mr. Quelch’s gimlet eye turn on him for

ghuffing his teet.

Vigour and ectivity appealed to Bob;
keeping atill never had appealed to him.
But if he did not keep still now, dis-
covery was certain, and discovery, after
Loder had sat in the glue, waa too awiul
to contemplate. Bob hoped that Loder
would leave the study, he yearned to hear
himm go: but Loder did not go.

The prospect of rﬂmuininF in that
stuffy retrest, keeping perfectiy still and
silent, with pins and needlea creeping
over him, while Loder had his tea, was
horrifying. But the licking that was
due was more horrifying still, and Bob
suppressed his groans and bore it.

Bob had been thinking, and worrying
a little, about Lancaster, and what
Loder had said to him. But pins and
needles drove Lanecaster from his mind.
Boh was thinking solely of himself now
and his perlous situation. How lon
was this going to last? was the awfu
question. TBob began to feel that he
would scream if it lasted much longer.

He bad one lingering hope. He had
felt Bmithy grope over the curtain and
ensily guessed Bmithy’s object. His
chums knew that he was there, and no
douhbt they were trying to think of some
means of hooking %uim out of his
disastrous position. But unless they

could get Loder away from the study
there was nothing doing. Any minute
Loder might gﬁﬂtn the door and yell
“Fag " wgheu bb of the Third wouud
come in to get his tea.  After that,
Loder would be a fxture for a long
time. And if something did not bap-
pen soon pins end needles would settle
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the matter. Every other minute slready
Bob had difficulty in sup ing & yelp.

Loder, smoking several cigareties, one
after another, was blissfully unconscious
of the anguish hidden from his eyes by
the bed-ourtain., Loder was in no hurry
to call his fog. He was not thinking of

a. He was not even thinking of the
unknown japer who had glued hiz arm-
chair. H]a wus thinking of his enemy
in the Sixth and his schemea for down-
ing that enemy. Loder's reflections on
that subject, however, were suddenly in-
terrupted by & clatter at his study
window.

Crack !

It sounded almost like & pistol-shot,
and Loder started and stared round in
surprise. His face flamed, Someons in
the quad had buzzed a stone at hia
window with such forece that it had
almost cracked the glass.

" By gad 1" breathed Loder.

This was a “rag” by some junior
whont he hed licked, of course—probabl
the same you scoundrel who ha.g
glued his armehair! But Loder did not
riea, He had no doubt that the im-
pudent young sweep who had buzzad the
stone at his window had diseppeared
promptly.

Crack |

It was a second stone clettering on
the pane! Loder leaped to his feef at
that. The impudent young sweep had
not, it mammj , disappeared promptly,
he was still buzzing stomesl Loder
grabbed a cane from the table and
ruéhed to the window,

™

Ancther stone clattered on the glass
a5 he stood there. Loder flung up the
sash and stared into the guad,

" Who's thati” he roared.

There wera fellows in sight. Svykes of
the Bixth was strolling at a noa.
Coker and Pofter and Greene of the
Fifth stood in @ group near the House.
Temple, Dabney & Co. of the Fourth
wera in the offing. Farther off could be
geen Hobson ond some Shell fellows.
But none of thesa showed any interest
in Loder or his window. Two or thres
Iual-:edﬂ round as he shouted, and that
was all,

Crack ! :
Loder fairly jumped. Even as he
leaned out, staring furiously, a stone

clattered on the glass ehove his head.

“Who was that?’ shricked Loder.

“Eh, what?" Ceeil Reginald Temple
of the Fourth called out. “What's up,
Loder i*

“Whe's that buzzing stones af my
window "

Temple of the Fourth stared.

“Iz anybody buzzing stones at your
window? I didn’t see anybody.’’

“There's nobody burzzing  stones,
Loder,” said Fry, of the Tourth,

“Oh. rather ! gaid Dabnery,

Loder etared and glared savagels.
Nobody, so far as he ecould see, was
buzzing stones. Vet stone after stone
had cracked on hizs panes. In
the distance, under the elms, ha saw
Harry Wharton, Frank WNugent, and
Johnny Bull. But they had their hands
in their pockets, and were evidently
innecent of this oulrage on the digniby
and repose of the Bixth.

Crack ! _

A stone smote & pane again, with
guch force, this time, that the glass
cracked. The missle just missed
I,.?dcr's nase as it feil, Loder panted
with rage.

He knew now that the shooting came
from a catapult. The rnng&waa Iunﬁ
the catapulter was out of er's sig.
—among the elms, most likely.

“Bykes " yvelled Lader.

fykes of the Sixth looked round,
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irawni.u]g. Elykﬂ, a First Eloven mamn,
& double Colour and o Blood, did act
like to bave his name yelled like this
in the guadrangle, as if be were some
junior of the Remove, or some inky fa
of the Third or Becond. Ho star
freezingly at Loder. ‘

" What the dooce——2 gaid Sykes,
with grim rebuke.

“Who's thut buzzing stones with a
catapult 1

T Nc:hod{; that I konow of.”

*Well, look round for him 1"

Sykes gave Loder & more freezing
stare than ever, shoved his hands more
deeply in the pockets of his flannel bags,
and stalked away. Even the back of his
head seemed to express coutempt for
Loder and his manners as he stalked,

Loder breashed fury,
ﬂlﬂrm:rhi Tll';ia time thﬂdmisﬁilﬂ coma

can through a pane and dropped in
the study wﬁh fractions of hss]?p%hem
was & laugh from some c-lg the fellows
in the quad, and they stared round to
886 who catapulted, But they
could not see the merry marksman any
moro than Loder could. The thick foli-
age of an elm gave Hurree Singh
ample cover.

“Great gﬂd! I-I-1li—"

Loder choked with rage. This sort of
thing was intolerable. Somewhere in
the quad was a cheeky fag, buzzing
stones with a catapult at the window
of & SBixth Form prelcot—and breaking
the window. It was unheard of—it was
almost unnerving ! Loder’s grasp closed
convulsively on his cane, ang he rushed
from the study, and from the House, in
gaarch of the éaapamdm

“Oh crumbs(” murmured Bob Cherry,
a8 Loder’s hurrying feet died away
down the passnga.

Ha mu1£ move at losk

He moved guickly,

There was no time to lose. Loder
wes gope, and the way of escape was
open. MNevertheless, though time pressed,
Bob spared ¢ few moments to carry out
htiad original object in entering the
aiudy. ;

He turned back Loder’s bedclothes,
emptied what remained of the liguid
glue into the bad, and replaced sheets
and blaokets in nice order. Then he
shoved the boitle out of sight in a
pocket, ond jumped out of the alecove.

A moment more and he was scudding
down the Sixth Form passage—not
much more than a minute after Loder.
Bob did the passage a% abous sixty
m.p.bh. It was, however, & case of more
hasto and less speoed A study door
opened, wond Lancaster of the Bixth
eame out as Bob passed, with a letter
in his hand. There wag a crash as he
met Bob in full carecr.

“(Oh crikey " gurgled Bob.

“Oh, my hat!”® Loncaster staggered.
“YVou  Joung asel] What the thump

D.l.l.l--l.l.

* “Qh dear! Sorry!" gasped Boh
[—I—I'm in & horry! J~—"

The letter slipped from Lancaster’s
hand as ho staggered It fell with the
address uppermost on the floor.

“You mad young ais!” gasped
Lancaster. .

Bob Cherry stooped to pick up the
lotter Lancaster had dropped. As he
did so thc sepior caught him by ths
collar and jerked him away from if,
whirling him round  Bob, of course,
had hu.g ne intention of locking at the
letter, but as he stooped over it the
name, " Sylvester Bugden,” met hiz eye,
He was whirling away in Lancaster's
powerful gras. the next instant.

“oh1” ed Bob. “Ow! Leggo!
1 sy, Lf::fﬁter, I'm sorry 1 barged
into you! Ow! Don’t be a rotter(™
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He twisted in Lancester’s grasp. He
wag gurprised by the dark look on the
new senior’s usually kind and good-
tempered face, and by the angry Haszh
in his eyes. It was quite a diffcrent
Lancaster for the moment, and Bob
almost gaped at him. And he becamo
aware, too, that Lancaster had placed
hiz foot over the fallen letter.

Bob's eyes blazed. He understood.

“Lot go my collar!” he roared. Do
you think I was looking at your dashed
ietter? Blow vour silly letter? I was
going to pick it up for you! VWou
needn't shove your hoof on it. I'm not
Bunter, blow wyoul”

The junior was more angry than t-h'-n
senior, for the moment. But Lancaster s
anger vaniched as if by magic. He
released Bob's collar,
and laughed. At the
same moment he re-
moved his foot from
the letter.

“My dear kid,” he
paid, in his wusual
pleasant tones, "“do

u know that you
jolly nearly winded
mef You shouldn’t
barpa about the o
i Form gquarters
like that! You
ought to be jolly well
whopped ; but 1'll let
you off with posting
that leiter for me.

Piock it up, and take
it out to the box 1"

“Oh!" gasped
Bob.

For the moment g
Bobh could have -
sworn that Lancaster
guspected him of pry-
ing at the address on
the letter, and had
placed his foot over
it to hide that
addresa. This, how-
eyar,
like it; and Bob,
nothing doubting
that he had mis-
understood, was
ashamed of the

did not look [

thought that had
been in his mind.
He reddened under
Lancaster's emiling

trunk ‘hid him from the House as he
descended ; and the descent hardly filled
o second. The four juniors wero aaun-
tering in @ cheery row under tho trecs
when Loder come breathlessly up.

“Stop!” shouted Loder.

Harry Wharton looked round.

“Did you call us, Loder?” he asked.

“Bome fag has been buzzing slones at
my study—the window’s broken!”
snapped Loder. "I fancy there's some
voung scoundrel with a eatapult in one
of the trecs. Where's Cherry1”

“Cherry " repoated Wharton.

Loder's eycs gleamed. The Famous
Five were gencrally together; and Bob
was nobt with hiz comrades now. Loder
gave & fashing glance at the boughs of
the elms round about him, and then
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terrific,” ho answered, " Bub the absurd
fact is that we arc about to proceed
to tho Flouss for tos, and punctuality
is the politencss of the cracked pitcher
that saves & stitch in time from a bird
int the bush, as the English proverb re-
markably declares.”

“Turn out your pockets]”

“Oh, all right!" said Johnny Dull;
and three of the -Co. turned out their
pockets and demonstrated that no eata-

It was contained therein. Hurrce

amect Ram Singh was slower.

- iz elums fancied that thoy knew
why ho was slow. They had no doubt
that Skinner’s ocatapult was in Inky's
pocket. They had hardly been i:-rla-
pared for Loder to jump on them like

this; and they dreaded to sco the proof

b

glance.

“l—I eay, I—1
thought — I thought
vou thought—"" he
stammerod.

“Don't be & young
nes!"" said Lancaster.
"T?Iy;; tho letier and
pos it."?

“Weas,
said Bob.

Lancaster Emp;li‘.»cd
back into his study. Bob hurried on.
And he lost no tune in getting out of
the House.

rather!™

THE EIGHTH CHAPTER.
No Luck for Loder!

g NEY ! called out Harry Wharton.

I e juniors under the elms

had their eyes on the House., As

Loder of the Sixth came striding

out, cene in hand, the ceptain of the

Remove called a warning to Hurree
Bingh. :

But the warning was not needed.
Hurree Singh's eyes wers wide open,
He came slithering down the thick
trunk, and dmppedg among his chums
in m moment. ‘The thickness of the

.,_
0

ks —

q

Crack ! Another stone clattered on Loder’s window pane, and the angry
the sash, and stared out into the quad. But he falled to see Hurree Singh, armed with a catapuit,

Slxth-Former flung up

hidden In the thick branches of the elm !

fixed an accusing and inguiring stare
on the chumns of the Remove. ]

“Nob's in the House, I—I think!”
answered Wharton, ]

“Ja he?' snid Loder, with a sneer.
“Well, I didn't see who buzzed those
stones at my window, but I fancy you
voung rascals- could tell me. One of
vou, or Cherry, I've very little doubt.
Turn out your pockets!”

“Onr — our pockets!”
Nugent.

“Yes, your pockets! Ti one of you
has & catapult I shan't nced to look
any farther.” o

Dismay fell on three of the juniors.
But the Feurth member of the Co,
smiled & gentle dusky smile.

“My estocemed Loder, the willingful-
ness to turn out our gﬁreemed pockots is

stammered

of guilt comne to light. Breaking a
prefect’'s window wes a serious matter;
and the reasons that seemed good to
the cheery juniors would have seemed
far from good to their headmaster. In
fact, the Hoad would have regarded
them as reckless young raszcals in need
of punishment; and probably the Head
would have been right! TUndoubtedly,
they had only thought about rescuing
Bob, and had not bothered much about
other considenations.

“ (et & move on, you black duffex!"
snapped Loder. *I'll hurry you up
with & touch of the cane soon.”

“MThe hearfulnese i3 the idiotic obey-
fulness, my absurd Loder!” answered
tho dusk% nabob meekly,

(Continued on page 16.)
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(Continued from pege 13.)

And he turned out his pockets,

Whazrton, Nugent, and Jobhony Bull
stared. No cawmpult ocame to light,
Loder stared, too. Even Loder had to
admit that there was no catapult in
posstssion of sny of the four.

“Is the absurd Loder+ honourably
patisfied I asked the nabob,

“"Why ian't Cherry: with you, as
usnal? Whers iz he? I remnember I
licked him this sftorncon?  Where's
Cherry?" demanded Loder.

Ap the four juniors present had to be
abzalved, Loder’s suspicion fixed on the
fifth member of the famous Co., who
certainly had not catapulted Loder's
window, whatever else he hud done.

“Ha's 1o the House 1" repeated Whar-
ton, without adding what study he was
in. *I haven't seen him for a little
while—" .

“¥ou don't expect me to believe that,

supposai” sneered Loder. "Now,
which of theso trees is he hidden in?

You may as well own upl”

“0Oh, my het! He's not in a tree
gasped Wharton, “I give you my
word, Loder—"' :

#1t's against the rules to elimb the
trees in the quad ¥ eaid Frank Nugent,
with great gravity. “Our Form master
would be down on it, Loder,”

Loder gripped his ashplant _!‘14:-:1-;."!+
“Tell me which tres he's in, or—"
*Halle, thera he is!” exclaimed

Mugent, with & gesture towards the

House. Loder spun round and stared,
Bob Cherry was coming out of the

House with & lotter in his hand. ]
Loder stared blankly. Obwviously, it

had not been Bob who had ca.l:apuitﬁd
his window. Hae could not have got back
to the House unseen by Loder; and here
he was leavi the House, evidently
with the intention of posting a letter in
the school box,

[:I'!

Ha Wharton & Co. smiled. XY.oder
seowled., He strode away, in further
search of thas oculprit, and the Co

grinnod at one another. Up and down
and round about went Gerald Leder,
hunting and inquiring for s junior with
& catapult; znd Harry Wherton & Co.
cheerfully left him to if.

Bob Cherry cut across to the elms and
joined his chums. He gave them a
choery grin.

“I heard Loder's window gzo [” he re-
marked. " Waz 1t you men?”

“¥es, you ass! Inky got him from a
tree,” said Harry, “and I thought wo
weore bagged when Loder told us to turn
out our pockets. Inl:;s.rs you black image,
whera's the catapult?’

The nabob chuckled.

“The English proverb remarks that
the stitch in time saves ninepence,” he
said, ‘"Also thero is o proverb that
forewarned is four-legged! I left the
esteemed catapult in the tree, my absurd
chums, 1 thought it would safor
thaore if questions were asked.”

“Ha, ha, ha!”
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“Then why wers you so jolly slow
turning out your pocketa?” asked
Johnny Bull.

"“That was to keop the worthy Loder
busy, my esteemoed chum, and to give
tho ridiculous Bob tima to bunk depart-
fully from his study.”

S Hu, ha, ha 1" roared Bob.

“(ood old Inky !” chuckled Wharton,
“1 fancy we've beaten Loder all along

. the line this time ! Thank goodness you

got out, Bob! Did you de any damoage
in Loder's study, fathcad 7"

“He sat in an armchair full of
glyo—

“Oh crikey ! :

“And I've left him & bed full, all
ready for when he goes to bed to-
night—"

““Ha, ha, ha!" shrieked the Co.

“I'va to post this letter for Lan-
caster; then let's get in to tea," said
Bob. “I'm more than ready! My hat!
I began to believe that I was stuck in
lii?d-!er’a study for the term of my natural

E LE ]

The Famous Five, in great apirits,
walked along to the sehotﬁ box, where
Lancaster’s letter was dropped in. Then
they walked back cheerily to the House,
It was & light-hearted party that came
up to Study No. 1 to tes. The matter
had ended satisfactorily for the Famous
Five, if not for Loder,

“I say, you fellowe!" Billy Bunter
blinked at the chums of the Remove as
they came into Study No. 1. "I say,
I've been waiting for you!?

“¥You needn’t have troubled, Fatty!”

“The study cupboard’s locked !" said
Bunter.. “I think thet's a bit suspicious
of you fellows! I hﬂ-;lre u didn't fanecy
that I should have looked into it, or
gons anywhere near it."

“0Of course .you didn't!"
Johnny Bull

Certainly not!" ssid Bunter, with
dignity.

“Then how do you know it's locked #"

“0Oh! I—I mesan, I—I don't know it's
locked! I m I haven't looked at
it! If you think I've beon trying to
open it with the poker you're ini(ly wel!
mistaken! I fouched the
poker 1"

“You fut villain !" rosred Wharton.

*“{h, really, old chap—"

“ Kick him out "

“I say, you fellows, YI'vo waited for
voi. I knew you wanted fo ask mo to
tea, after I told you where to find Bob,”
said Bunter reproachiully. * After I'd
watehed over Bob, practically like—like
& good angel——-"

“You fat chump 1" Wharton unlocked
the study cupboard, which, fortunately
for five hungry juniors, Bunter had been
unable to burgle with the help of the
study poker. “You can stay if you
like, We've got bread and a serdine
cach for tos.”

“You've got what 7" yelled Bunter,

“ Plenty of bread—"

grunted

aven't

“ Beagt |

“And a sardine each—"

¥ ah 1™

Billy Bunter rolled to the door. He

was already late for tea in Hall; and
there was no timo to lose if he was not

to miss it. He could not afford to miss
it for bread and a sardine!

“Don't go, Bunter!” called out
Wharton, " There’s lots of bread—"

“Go and eat coke [

“"And a whole sardine——"

“¥ah! Rotter!”

Billy Bunter disappeared. He did
the Remove staircase in record time,
and bolted for Hall,

Hearry Wharton threw open the door
of the study cupboard, and began to
hand out the provender.
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"I wonder,” ho remarked thﬂuﬁh}
fully, *if Buntor would have stayed it
I'd mentioned the other thin¥, Do you
think he copeluded from what I said
that thero was nothing but bread and a
single sardine each?™

“Hs, ha, ha [" yelled Bob. “I fancy
he did!"

“Well, as I told him, there's plenty
of brga-.d', and a assrdine each,” said the
captain of the Remove. ' Luckily, there's
also ham and oggs, and jam-roll, and a
cake, and & bunch of bananas, and some
croam-puffs. "

“Ha, ha, ha "

It was quite a handsome spread in
Btudy No. 1. The Famous Five enjoyed
their tea; and did not enjoy it any the
less because William George Bunter
tea’d in Flall.

THE NINTH CHAPTER.
A Tip In Time [
gk REP !" said Mark Linley.
P
“FPrep, old man!" repcated
the Lancashire junior, with =z

quiet smila
“Oh!” said Bob Cherry abscntly.

“¥Yes! Al right!”
Mark %ava is study-mate a rather
curious glance, but he was not a follow

to ask guestions. Ilurres Jamset Ram

-Hingh's dark eyes also dwelt curiously

on Bob's face for o moment.

Bob had been in s brown study for
some time. Bub he came out of his deop
cogitations, whatever they were, and
gorted out his books and sat down to
pl‘EiJ. Study No. 13 in the Remove
settled down to work.

But Bob did not seem to give much
attention to prep that evening. Hea was
not a keen worker like Mark; but he
always did his preg carcfully. On the
present occasion, however, there was
avidently something on his mind, and
his thoughts wandered from his task.
Many times he stopped entirely, and sat
staring before him with a wrinkled
brow. Then he started again with a
jerk, He rose at last, his prep scarcely
finished, and moved restlessly about the
study. Little Wun Lung’s slanting oyes
watched him.

“Lodee no catchee old Bob Chelly
askad the littla Celestial.

“Eh! No! That's all right, kid,”

“What's the worry, old chap?"” nsked
Mark, “Anything you can fell a
fellow ¥

“Fh! Yes! MNo! Nothing! That is,
well, yes—nothing ! said DBob, rather
incoherently.

Mark smiled, and gave his sitention
to work again. When Hurres Jamset
Ram Singh was done, Bob signed to
hi:n,‘and‘th{gl left the study together.
Quiside in the Remove passage, the
nabob eyed his chum curiously.

“My esteemned Bob, what is the upful.
nesa!" he ashed.

“Here comes Johnny,” said Bob.
“Let's go along to Wharton's satudy.
I'd better tell you fellows, I think.”

Johnny Bull came slong from Btudy
No, 14, The thres juniors went down
tha pasgage to Study No. 1. Prep was
over, and Wharton and Nugent wers
ready to go down, when Bob came in,
and Johnny and the nabob followed
him. Bob rather surprised his friends
by Glﬁﬂ-lnif‘ the door nfter them carefully.

T Anything up?” asked Harry.

“Well, I'm feeling rather bothered,”
gaid Bab. *I'd better tell you men.
It's rathor rotten all round; but that
cad Loder may be getting et you with
his putrid spying and prying, so0——"

said Bob.



EVERY SATURDAY

“What the thump—"
Nugent. _
Bob Cherry coloured uncomfortably.

“You know 1 was bagged in Loder’s
study a long time this afternoon. Lan-
caster came in and talked to him while
I was thare. I couldn't help hearing.”

“No harm done, I suppose,’ said
Harry. “Lancaster’s not likely to have
any secrets with a [ellow like Loder.”

“Nan-po! I don’t suppose Lancaster
would eare, or Loder, -either, for that
matter, Only it’s rotten! You've heard
about Loder spreading a yarn of Lunp-
caster being at = relation's place—a
relation of dar’'s—whon thoere wns a
robbery there. Fellows have got hold of
it, and there's & lot of jaw. Of couree,
nobody believes a word of such rot,”
added Bob hastily. “Us least of all, I
hope. But—but—"

“Cough it up,” said Johnny Bull,
staring at Dob.

“Lancaster warned him to chuck it,
and said he would stop him if he
didn'tl” said Bob; “but—but that idiot
Loder's fairly got his teeth into it 1
don't know how Lancaster’s going fo
stop him, but he's not the man to stand
it, of course. If Lodor goes too far,
the Head may come down on him; but
he's the fellow to stick to hints and
whispers, and not come out into the
open. And—and he said—it's rotten—
he said that. he was going to find out
if he could—whether—whether——"
Bobh broke off, with & very red face, in
great discomfort,

“No need to tell us unless you want
to, old bean,’”” eaid Wharton in wonder.

“I must, to put you on your guard.
The long and short of it is, that
Loder knows that Lancaster was stayi
noar Wharton Lodge at Easter, and he's

oing to ask you men questions, He—
e—he wants to find out whether there
was any cra{-kmﬁ eriba, as he calls it, in
that neighbourhood while Lancaster
was there. Now you've got ib!” said
Bob.

“(Ohl” ejaculated Wharton.

All the faces in the study were grave
TOW,

“You see how rotten it 15" said
Bob, “As it happened, by sheer coin-
cidence, of course, there was a burglary
et your place, Wharton, and & k
wag robbed at Wimford, close by. If
Loder gets hold of that he will make
the most of it. Nothing in it, of course,
but Loder—" .

“ Dash it all, it's queer " spid Johnny
Bull thoughtiully. “Buglaries at Danby
Croft when Lancaster was there, snd
a coupls in Surrey when he was
staying there; it does look queer.”

“You ass! You don’t imegine—"

“Q0f eourse not! DBut it locks odd;
and it’s enough for Loder to back his
fancy on. And—and you remember
that fathead Coker was there, and had
an idea that Lancaster knew something
ahout it—only he chucked that up after-
wards."” -

“Coker’s a born idiot! He's for-

tten all that by this time: he knew

e'd made a silly mistake and owned

up to it. He's not the man to say a
word against Lancaster., Loder’s going
to ask us about it—he said so. If he
doesg—-"

“If he does, wa'll jolly well tell
him to go and eat coke!” said Johnny
Bull. *He's no right to question us.”

“0f course, Loder would make a lof
out of coincidences like that!"’ said
Harry Wharton slowly. “I'm glad
you've told us, Bob. Loder's not going
to get anything from us to use against
& splendid chap like Lancaster.”

“ Mo fear|” agreed Nugent. :

*“The no-fearfulness is terrifio!™ said
Hurres Jamset Ram Singh.

cjaculated

The Famous Five ail agreed on that.
They liked Lancaster, and they were
up against Loder, anyhow.

Yet, as they left the study end went
down to the Rag, evary member of the
famous Co. was conscious of an uncasy
feeling of discomfort.

They werse backing up Lancaster all
along the line, so far as Remove juniors
eould back up a Sixth Form man. But
they could not help feeling that the
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matter was, as Johnny Bull had said,
ueet, {

‘racked criba seemed to haunt Lan-
caster's  footsteps, and such strange
coincidences gave soine colour Lo Loder's
envious and malicious suspicion. They
were not going o tell Loder anything
that he could use in his campaign
Against tho new iman, but the kecping
of sccreta was icksome and, indeed, had
a touch of the furtive about it

However, they dismissed the matter
from their minds, in the Rag. In that
apertment talk ran on the Reokwood
match which was due the following
week, Junior matches, of course,
appoaled wwore divectly to the heroes of
the Heniove, bhut a First Eleven match
was a big thing, and it was all the
more 1nteresting because Lancaster, n
new fellow, was dewn to play, and he
bhad shown wonderful forin, and was
cunsldwnhl{r in the public oye.

Harry Wharton & Co. checrfully
talked ecricket, and they were going
strong when “Tubb of the Third put his
head in.

“Wharton here?” called out Tubb,

“Adsum!" said Harry, iaughing.

“You're wanted—Loder’s study.”

“Oh, my hat!™

Loder’s fag grinned.

“Homebody glued Loder's armchair
thia afternoon. [ ean tell you, I've had
a fearful time cleaning itl If it was
ﬂul:: Fl hope you'll get jolly well licked !

ah 1™

With which, Tubb of thoe Third
walked away,

“Dash it all, if it's the glue, I'm
gaing to own upl!” said Beb. * You're
not pgoing to take my medicine,
Wharion *

“Well, ha can’t fix it on mo; I can
prove that I was at the cricket,” said
Harry. “Keep mum, old man. I'll go
and see what Loder wants”

“My esteemed chum,” murmured the
nabob, “romemberfully recollect that
the still tongue saves a stitch in time,
and that the geldon silonce is the
craﬂ;knd pitcher that goes longest to the
well.”

“Oh, my hat! That's it, of course!”
exclaimed Hob, “Loder's going to
begin hia giddy inquisition. BMum's the
ward, old bean!”

“You bet!” said the captain of the
Remove, and he left the Rag and pro-
cended to L.oder's study in the Sixth.

THE TENTH CHAPTER,
No News [

ERALD LODER gave Wharton
G quite a friendly glance as he
entered.  Loder, apparently,
had recovered ifrom the glue
in the armchair, and he had not yet
discovered tho glue in the bed. is
manner to the captain of the Remove
was actually genial; which wearned
Whaiton that Loder wanted something,
and after Bob’s warning he did not
need telling what it was.

Ceniality from Loder of the Sixth
made Wharton feel rather like that
gage old Trojan, who feared the Groeks
when they cume with gifts in their
hands. i

“Prot in, kid!" said Loder. “Take
a pow., I've hardly seen you since torm
started.”

Wharton s=at down, fairly near the
daor, There was no reason why Loder
shauld have scen anything of him; and,
as a moatter of fact, he had seen enough
of him to give him a licking once, and
lines twice. But Loder was assuming
a sort of hearty cordiality. Wharten
preferred a seat rather near the door;

Tag Magrer Lmrary.~—No. 1,212,



there wos no telling how tlong this
unususl geniality would last, and &
rapid retreat might be necessary.

“Had good holsi” asked Loder,

Wharton tried not to grin. He knew
exactly how much Loder cared whether
he had had good holidays at Easter or
not.

But for the tip from Bob Cherry, he
would have been puzzled, But be could
gee now that Loder was leading u
to the subject on which he desire
information,

“Oh, preity {fair?”
dﬁmurl:]jh

“¥ou had your friends with vou ak
Wharton Lodge, I believe?”

“Yes, part of the time.”

ou happened to meet that new
man in my Form in the hols,” said
Loder. "I remember asking wou, frst
day of term, as I knew the man's name,
Was this man Lancaster staying with
your people i*

“Oh, no! He came over to tca once,
that's all.”?

T Btaying
what "

“1 believe so0.”

“¥You got on rather friendly terms
with him, I believe.”

“Well, yes; ho's & splendid cha %dau
know,’’ eaid Wharton innocently, “ My
uncle knew his fanther well; they wore
in tha War together. Evcrybody scems
to like Lancaster,”

Loder gavo him e sharp lock, and

soid Harry

in the neighbourhood,

compressed his Hg& Geniality vanished
for 2 moment; but Loder contrived to
sinile again,

“Of course, we don't see much of him
here as he's in the Sixth,” went on
Wharton, "but we like him just as
much as ever”

“NMever mind that,'" said Loder
sharply. “I was_really interested in
gomething else, I bolieve there were
some rather exciting happenings near
Your place in the Kaster h-lidays,
weren't there

“Were there?” asked Wharton in
sarprise.

“I Iancy I've heard something of the
eork, Wasn't there & burglary or some-
thing 1™

Loder did not fancy that ho had
heard something of the sort; this was
his way of putting it. Certainly he
hoped to hear of something of the sort.

But he was not likely to hear any-
thing of the sort from the captain of
the Remove,

Wharton wrinkled his brows es if in
an t to remember.

“Well., You see, I never read the
pepers,’’ he said. ] ghouldn’t be much
interested in burglaries, anyhow. I
remember there wos a tramp run "

“A tramp?” repested Loder.

“Yea; run in for stesling chickens,*
a:glmnmi W gravely. “You see,
I knew the farmer, and so——"

“Never mind that! Nothing elsei™
asked Loder. *I faney I've heard of
something—*

“Oh, you mean, what happened at
the mill?"’ said Harry.

Loder’s look becames eager.

“What happened &t the mill?” he

exclaimed. “A burglary

“Oh, no! A fire ™

“A—s fira? pgrunted Loder, dis
appointed.

Yes. The old mill was burned
¢ . I you'd like to hear about
-I-t El

Loder grunted again. Evidently he

did not want to hear anything about an
old mill that -had been burned down.
“Look here, Wharton," he exclaimed,
coming out into the open st last, as
it were, “I've a reason for asking you.
TEe Muower Lisrany.—No. 1,212

Did you hear of any robberies or
burglarics anywhere near your place in
the Easter vac?” .

It was o plain question at last, and
Wharton, hod he not been put on his
guard, would have answered it without
thinking. Put he was on his guard
now,

* Robberics—burglaries I' he repoated.
suppose you're not thinking of the
burglary st Sankey Grange, Loder?"

“Is that ncar your place}”

oder was eager mgain,

“Yes, About & mile.”

“And & burglary happened there?”

“Yes. A lot of jewels and things
wore raided.”

“And this hapganed last Easter?"”
exclaimed Loder, his eves glitterin

“ Oh, no!” said Harcy demurely,
happened a {Imr ago. In the Christmas
vacation, to be exact.”

Loder sat up and stared at the junior,

£

g 1

Wharton’s face was quite artless. He
met Loder's stare innocently,

Loder drew a deep breath.

“I want & plain answer to a plain
question, Wharton,” he said. “'Tell me

if anything of the kind happened in the
Easter vac this year.” PP

JAgain Wharton assumed an expres.
sion of deep thought. Loder watched
him impaticntly.

“Well, thers wasz the robbery at Oak
Tree Farm,™ said H&rrﬁ.

“Tell me about that. ‘

“The dog got off the chain—"

“The—the dog?" repeated Loder.

“Yes, and it was pinched. They
offered a reward of ten shillings for if.
DBut I can't say whether they ever got
it back.”

Loder rose to his feet.  Whether
Wharton knew what his game was, and
was determined to tell him nothing, or
whether thero really was nothing to tell,
Loder could not guess. But he renlised
that there was nothing to be got out of
Wharton.

His geniality dropped from him like
8 cloak. His hand strayed to o cans on
tha table.

“There's anothor matter I've got to
speak to you sbout, Wharton,” ho said

grimly. “Bome fag stuck armchair
with glue this afterncon. want fo
know if it was you,”

“Not guilty, my lord!” answered

Harry.

“Do you know who it wasi”

“If I did I ghouldn't tell ﬁ:u, Loder,™
answered Wharton coolly. He rose and
backed towards the door warily.

“That's not the way to answer a
prﬁfﬁﬂ-{ Wharton. Dend over that
chair "

Wharton locked steadily st the bully
of the Sixth,

“If you lay a finger on me, Loder,”
he gaid in & very distinet voice, “I'Il
go straight to my Form master and tell
him that you've licked me for refusing
to tell you things to help on your rotten
slander against Lancoster |

Loder jumped,

“Why, you—you—you—="

He made & stride at the junior. But
ke paused. _ Wharton waited.

Loder pointed to the door with the
cane at last,

“(ret out 1™ he smapped.

Wharton left the study,

Loder kicked the door shut after him,
threw the cane on the table, and
scowled. He had got nothing out of
Wharton, and he realised that woild
get exactly the same out of Wharton's
chuma. That line of inquiry seemed to
ba closed.

But there wera other ways open to
Loder. e sat down at Iast and wrote
» letter, which was addressed to Sir
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Gmﬁe Danby, at Danby Croft. When
that letter was finished, Loder walked
down to the box to post it.

After which it was time to sea lights
out for the Remove, it being ‘s
turn of duty that evening.

In the Remove dormitory ho detocted
Iingaring gring on fve faces, and he
had no doubt that Harry Wharton had
told hiz friends about the interview in
Loder's studi: He was not aware that
the Famous Five were niso thinking of
the glue in his bed. Loder had not
discovered that glue yet.

Loder went back to his study. In
the Sixth Form Spnmgﬁ he passed
Wingate, Gwynne, Sykes, and Lancaster
standing 1 a cheery group, talking
cricket. They did not cven seem to sce
Loder as he passed, and he swung on
to his study, scowling.

Loder had work to do, but he gave
it little attention. His thoughts zan on
hia {!ampﬂ:lgn against his enemy—black,
bitter, and mealicious thoughts. He
stayed up rather late, smoking in.
numerable cigarettes before he turned
in. But he turnced in at last.

As he plunged inte bed he was con-
scrous of a damp stickiness there. He
scemed to have plunged into o sca of
stickiness,

“What the
Loder.

He leaped out of bed and turned on
the light again. A sheet trailed along

¥

thump—" ejaculated

with him, sticking to his pyjamas,
Loder glared at it.

* Glue 1

It was glue—liquid glue, snd there

seemed to be occans of It. As a matter
of fact, thers weren't occeans of it; but
a little of it went a long way.

“Glue ! gasped Loder. “That young
gcoundrel—— Oh, my hat !

He tore the covering from his bed
and glared at it. Glue swamped it. It
was worse than the armchair.

Loder gave & yell of rage. Some fag
—the same ia?' who had glued his ar-
chair, evidently—had done this. Loder
almost danced with rege. He grabbed
o cane from his teble and started for
the door. But he stopped. It was
eleven o'clock. At that hour of the
night he could not rouse out the de-
linquent from his dormitory, even if he
could guess who the delinguent was—
and he couldw't. He crashed the cane
down on the table agsin.

Tha door cpened, and Cerne of the
Sixth looked 'in.

“Anything up?" he asked.

“Look I yelled Loder, *Look at my
bed! Lookl”

Carne looked.

“Ha, ha, ha 1" he yelled.

“Why, you silly idiot—-="

Carne went up the passage, laughing.
Loder slamm the door after him,
waking & good many of the Bixth who

ne to bed. With sn expression
on his face that was positively fiendish,
Loder ¥rn.hhrad gluey sheets and
blanketa from his bed and hurled them
to the foor. The house dame and the
%?ids ware all n.sl:eg: at ;hatt hour,
ere was no possibility of getting a
fresh supply of gedclothea

It was not o comfortable night for
Loder. He slept on & matiress, covared
with coats and rugs. He woke up many
times, aod every time he woke up he
folt sticky, He turned out quite early
in the mﬂminﬁ. and breathed fury as he
washed off the stickiness, And when
the Famous Five sighted him in the
guad, after prayers, they §rmn
joyously at the expression on his face,
and gave him n wide berth,
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As Loder plunged into bed, he was conscious of & damp stickiness there. He tore hack the coverings and jerked up In bed,

“What the thnmp——" he ejaculated,

THE ELEVENTH CHAPTER.
A Surprise for Mr, Sugden |

R. SYLVEBTER B3UGDEN—
M known among his intimates asg
Glimy Bugden—sat on & log
under & tree by the Lontham

road and listened to the chug-chug-chu
of a motor-bike coming up the road.
The greasy face of the shiwmy %cntlemuu.
who was & moneylender, a "fonce,” a
receiver of stolen goods, and the prime
mover in & score of “jobs™ that had
puzzled the police of many towns, wore
a very thoughtful expression. Once or
twice Mr. SBugden drew a letter from
his pocket, written in the fine, clear
hand of Richard Lancaster, of the
Sixth Form et Greylfriars, read it
through ogain, snd returped it to his
pocket. And he lovked more thoughtiul

than ever. :
The chugging of the mator-hike
ceased. Euggm rose from the log and
watched the motor-cyclist lean his
maching on a tree and step into the
woodland that bordered the road. His
keen, black oyes fixed curiously on the
handzome face of the Ureyiriars senior.
He held out a podgy hand as Lan-
caster came u?. and the Greyiriars man

touched 1t lLightly.

“1 had your letter. I came down, as
¥ou aakedy me.” Sugden scanned the

schoolbosy’s face anxiously. “You're
.1n§°:" onn all right at ths schoolY
ouw've made no false step?”

“"T'm ting on splendidly,” said
Lammte:gﬂ “1 like tﬁa school batter
than I ever dreamed I ghould. T'd ask
nothing better if I were there on the
same terms as the other fellows.”

5u 1g den shrugged his shoulders
alightly.

* Whaot's wrong " ho asked. “¥You've
said nothing in your letter, except that
you wanted to see mo. 'That's right, of
course. Never put anything in writing.
And though ¥ must noi be seen here,
Dick, you know that I'm always glad
to see you™

“It isn't such a primrose path ot the
school as we fancied, Slimy. 1 suppose

ot remember the—the business at

anby Croit last yeari”

“Tour hundred of the best, and no
risk,” said Bugden. “I've not for-
gotten, but that's ancient history now,
Dick, ™

“Ferrers Locke was there, and I've
always thought that he knew more than
hus:?zd.” Dickt Wh i

“Tt's a vear ago, Dick! \ S

“'i‘hﬂra’ga. relation of old Danby’s at
Greyfriars, a fellow named Loder, in the
Sixth Form. He was at Danby Croft
at the time.” ‘

“That's 11.:'1]:.!-:!&:{:1 A chance like that
ean’t be helped ! He cannot suspect——"

“He does suspect, and he has made
himself my enemy, and he iz spreading
whispers and hints through the school.”

E.u%;:ian's eyes glinted.

“ That won't do, Dick!™ ]

“I know how to handle him,” said
Lancaster coolly. “I'm going to put

aid to Loder. But he's written to Bir

eorge Danby pointing out to him thot
the son of Captsin Lancaster, who was
a puest st Danby Croft at the time the
erib was &acked there, has come to
Greyfriars, and asking him plain ques-
tions. What do you think would happen
if old Danby got that letter(”

** Glue 1 ™

“You've scen the letter?”

Lancaster luughe::'l contemptuously.

“Do you think that the school letter-
box can defy the fingers of the Wizard 1
he aslked bitterly. *“Tho lctter was in
my hands an hour efter it was dropped
in the box. Loder fancies that it went
out with the mornin
burned in my study befove midnight.”

Slimy Sugden launghed.

“¥ou thinz you can stop him7"” he
asked. .

“I know 1 can! I'm not afraid of
Loder, though it's awkward! He's a
dingy blackguard—the worst fellow at
Groyiriars, fancy. A worse fellow
thon I am, if you come to that!" said
Lancaster in the same bitter tone, “It's
not because he belicves me p rogue that
ho hates me—he believes me & rogue
bocause ho hates me. 1 can stop him.
-Eu’[.—"'"*"

“But what!" 3lim
narrowed ot the Wizard., ;

“You've got to cut Greyfriars out,
Slimy! Oh, I know!"* exclaimed Lan-
caster, as the greasy man was about fo
spenk. "1 know—I know! I'm o Grey-
friars man ontwerdly—and underneath
it I'm the Wizard, the boy crook that's
wanted by half the pelice in the king-
dom. I know all that; I'm not likely
to forget it! It suils your game to place
me at a big Public school, to keep your
teol in & pood position and above
guspicion, but the tool has to be ready
to your hand all the time.” 1

“That'sa not fair to me, Dick,” said
SBugden in a low volee. “I've nof been
a bad man to you, The only friend I
ever had was your uncle, rogue and
thicf as he was—he was & good [riend

colloction. It was

Bugden's eyes
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to me. For his sake, if not for your
own, I'm doing my best for you. And
it’s for your own, too, Dick. I want
to give you chances 1 never had myself,
But at the same timg-—--"

“At the same tinpe the Wizard must
be ready to mnswer your call and crack
cribs when you have picked them ouf
for him.”

“¥You can't be merely a schoolboy like
the others, Dick! Business comes first.”

“T know! I know! I'm not kicking.
I know I'm helpless! But I tell you
that you've got to cut out Greyfriars.”

“And why 1" asked Bylvester Sugden,
“Why? It's the easiest crib to crack,
with you in the house, and i1t means a
good haul. Why "

“Can't vou see? After what Loder's
talked—ahout what happened at Danby
Croft when I was there. Nobody thinks
enything of it now, but what would they
think if the Head's safe was ecracked
and the cracksman nover caught?™

Sugden was silent. i

“You've got to cut that out, Slimy !”

“There's something in that,” assented
Sugden slowly. “It may be better to
walt & few weeks—even il pext term.”

Lancaster's jaw sguared,

“It's got to be cut out ontirely ! he
said.

“Come out into the open, Dick, Ib's
not anly risk and suspicion you're think-
ing of. What have you got in your
mind " .

The schoolboy crook stood silent for
gome moments.  Sugden watched him
stealthily, furtively. Lancaster broke
out at last,

“I'va lgnt this in my mind—1 won’t
do it! It would be a false step, sfter
what Loder’s said, But that’s not all,
and that's not the chief reason, if you
want to know! I won't do itl

“And why not, Dick?"

Lancaster's eyes flashed,

“ Because there's a limit! Because,
whatever I may be, I won't be anything
but a decent man at Greyiriars! The
fellows like me—th trust me—they
look on me as one of themselves. Out-

gide the school I'm at your orders. I'm
Gre;r:

not letting you down. Inside
friars I play the game—or I go.”

“Play the game?" repoated Sugden.
“Tt's a hit lato in the day for tho
Wizard to talk about playing the game.”

“You can taunt me as much as you
like, Slimy, but I mean it! Neither I
nor any man in the gang shall touch the
crib at Greyiriars!  Outside the school
the world is my oyster. I'm an lshmael
—gvery man’s hand against me and my
hand against every man. But where I
am trusted, I'm going to play up, and if
that doesn't suit you throw me over as
goon as you like.

Slimy Bugden drew a long,
braath,

“'This 1sn’t what I looked for when I
put you ot Greyfriars, Dick,” he said,

“Take me away as soon as vou likel
I tell wou, I'll leave the school hefore
I'll repay kindness and trust with foul
treachery,” Lencaster’s face was pale
and tormented, " Anything but that!
But that—mever! Never! QOutside the
school give me orders and I'll carry
them out. But eut out Greviriars,
Slimy, or I'm done with you, and you're
done with me.”

There was 8 long silence.

“Cut out Greyfriars, then!" gaid
Slimy st last. “I give in, Dick.” Hava
you own way.”

Lancastor's face egoftened,

*“That's good of you, Slimy! You've
always been decent to meo. Anything
else, but don't ask me to do what I
can't do.”

deep

“It's settled,” said Sugden. “Is there-

anyvthing more?®™

* Mothing."

“¥ou think wou can silence this
fallow Loder?”

“I am sure of it."”

After a few more words Lancaster re-
turned to his machine. He waved a
hand to Blimy Bugden, and shot away
up the road. The cloud wes gone from
his faco as ho went,

Sugden stood looking after him #ill
he disappeared 1 the distence in the
direction of Greyfriars.

The greasy face was dark. The shar
black eyes had a glitter in them. It
had seemed to 8limy Bugden a eunning
move, & masterly move, to get the
Wizard into such a school as Greyiriars,
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He wns not so sure of it now. Ha had
not allowed for the inBuence of new
surroundings, new associations. Such
influence would mnever have affected
Slimy himself; but the case was
different with Dick Lancaster. There
was doubt in the crook’s mind now, and
anger in his heart. Lancaster had never
bent wholly to his will, and he scemed
less likely than ever to bend now. That
did not sait Stimy Sugden,

“ Cut out Greyfrinrs!’ His greasy lip
curled. “I think not! The fooll But
the Weasel can handle a job like that—
the Weasel’s the man for it.”

Slimy Sugden walked back to
Lantham, to the railway station. Lan-
caster, repentant, or ha.i?-rn entant, was
at ease m his mind now so it:'lmr as f‘ﬂ'e,vv
friars School was concerned. But thers
were other idess in the mind of the

master-crook, as the hapless schoolboy
was to discover.

THE TWELYTH CHAPTER.
Laying Ior Loder [

13 Wi I say, you fellows! Wow "
0 B;!Ei? Bunter scemed in
frouble.

On that sun May day
most of the Greyfriars fellows looked
cheery. Bunter looked anything but

cheery as he rolled into Study No. |
in the Remove.

Harry Wharton & Co., for once, were
not loaking their brightest, either., The
last day or two had been troublous.

Loder of the Sixth had failed to dis
cover who had glued his bed, and who
had glued his wrachair, ana who ba
catapulted his window. But he was not
the fellow to endure those things with.
out making somebody sit up aud toke
nokice. hether ho suspected the
Famous Five, or whether he took it ous
of them on general principles did not
matter much. What mattered was that
he did take it out of them.

There were many ways in which a
prefeet who happened to be unscrupulous
could make himself unpleasant. Ii.oder
vwas not troubled by many scruples when
he disliked & fellow., He had found
upgnrtumtles, aod the Famous Five,
had they been perfect characters, would
hardly have escaped Loder,

And they weren't perfect characters
at all, Bob Cherry slid down the
banisters—thoughtlessly, not meaning
any harm; but ageinst all rules, “Six ™
followed,  history repeating itseld
Nugent strolled out of the study during
lock-up to speak to & fellow, and Loder
spotted him. Fellows had done the
same thing scores of times unnoticed;
still, it was against the rules to leave
prep; and it was enother chance for
Loder.
Johnny Bull kicked Fisher T. Fish—
gnd every man in the Romove knew
that Fisher T. Fish ought to be kicked
much oftener than he was kicked, But
Fishy's howl of anguish reached Loder’s
ears—always ready to hear just at
present—and Johnny bogged the ash.
plant. Hurree Jamset Ram Singh ran
into the Housze for his bat—end it eonld
not be denied that juniors were not
vllowzd to run, on the staircases or in
the passages, though they often did.
Inky bagged “six.” Harry Wharton
wag given lines for whistling in the
Pa.a_singe—_whiatling in the pa being
“side ¥ in a Lower boy; and as the
impot was not done fo time, it was
doubled. Every member of the Co., in
faot, felt Loder's heavy hand; and they
rather thought that there was more to
Lomae.

Now Bunter seemed to have captured
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trouble, toa. He gmuned dolorously as
he rolled into Study No. 1.

“That beast Loder!” he groaned.

The Famous Five were sympathetio.
Thero was a cake on the teble for tea,
and Wharton pointed to i, DBunter
scemed to bo suffering ;. but he found
consolation in cake. e filled his large
mouth to capacity before he proceeded
with his tale of woe.

“Bix? asked Bob Cherry.

" Na; the beast kicked me,” said Bun-
ter. "“Hard!” He gobbled cake,
grunted, and groaned. * Making out
that I was listening to what ho was
saying to Walker, you know! As if I
would !

“Oh!™ growled Bob., “Was that it?
Serve you jolly well right, in that casey

“0h, really, Cherry! It was by sheer
chaneo, of course, that 1 happened to
hear him apeaking to Walker, 1 hap-
pencd to be on the other side of the
elm, you know; sheear chance. I've a
:Eijg FWd mind te tell a2 beak that

er's going to break bounds to-
night.”

* Fathead !

“Of ecourse, Loder would make out
that I was fibbing,” said Dunter. “Ho
it wouldn’t be any use.”

“"You ecan't socak aboul Loder, you
fat villoin.™

“Well, 'm not going to; it wouldn't
be any use: Loder's too cute. I say,
this is good cake! Not so good as the
cakes I got from DBunter Court, of
course. Dut 1t's good. Tl have sonie
more. I say, you fellows, Loder's going
out of bounds at ten to-night—he told
Walker so. Walker soild he wouldn't
go, and Lodor said he was a funk. He
said he had a key to the door of the
lobby at the end of the SBixth Form
passage, and it was as safe as houses,
Walker said—"

“Don’'t {ell us your blessod caves-
dropping ¥ grunted Johnny Daull

“Oh, really, Bull! T never listencd to
them, of course—I wasn't kecping out
of sight behind the elm just to hear
what they were saying. Loder saw mae
2ll of a sudden, and kicked me. Ow!
He waz an awiul beast! I think he'd
have been a worse beast if he'd known
how much 1'd heard! I say, you
fetlows, if you don't want any of this
cake, I'll finish .

“Don't mind us!™ sald Wharton sar-
castically.

“ All right, old chap; I won't!” Bun-
ter gobbled. 1 jolly well wish the
Head knew about or; he'd sack him
like & shot. Fancy a Greyiriars pre-
fect gettimg out affer lhights out and
coming home at midnight. He told
Walker he was corming m at twelvo™

“¥You seem to have heard a lot by
sheer chance!” Ernwlud Johnny Bull,

“Yes; guite by chanoce, you know;
I'm not the fellow to listen, as you
know,” said Bunter. “Too honourable!
Not like somo fellows I could namet
1 say, you fellows, I wish you'd glue
Loder again. Look here, T'll borrow
Toddy’'s big bottle of pum, if you'll
mop 1t over Loder.

Bob Cherry made & grimace.

“ Gluing Loder leads to trouble,” he
ssid., "“The beast doesn't wait for proof
that o fellow did it. Gum him youraelf,
if you want him pommed.”

“Well, T'll get the gum, if you fel-
low's will pum Loder. That's fair
You could put it in hizs Sunday hat.”

“* Bow—wow !" -

“Any moro cake?” asked Bunter.

“No, you cormorant.”

“I'll go along and see Teoddy, then.
Perhaps he will gum Loder,” said Bun-
ter hopefully. e rolled out of the
study. As there was no maore caks in

No. 1, there was naturclly no moero
DBuntor,

“My osteemed chums—" murmured
Hurree Jamset Ram Singh, The nabob’s
dusky face was thoughtiul. “The
worthy and disgusting Loder heas been
making us sit up tervifieally,”

“Blow him!" grunted Bob. * Well,
ho got the glue, anvhow! That's ono
comfort.”

“It is new the absurd Loder's turn
to sit op ! snid the nabob.
_"Um!”  The Ca. regarded - Hurreo
Jamset Ram Singh rather doubtiuily.
Making Loder sit up was an alivaetive
idea; but it had itz drewbacks. When
Loder sat up, it sccmed to be followed
by a lot of sitting-up on the part of
othera.
_ “The worthy Loder 1= walking right
into tho esteemed trap!™ sald Hurree
Jamsct Ram Singh, with a dusky grin,
* According to the ludicrous eavesdrop-
ping Bunter, he will bult in at the
lobby door at midnight. At such an
hour the dispusting Loder would not
dare to make a fuss—silence would be
golden. And if ho werae collarfully
goized—"

“Wha-a-at ¥

“And whopped with an absurd fives
bat——"

“h, my hatt"™

“ Ho would not dare fo make 4 sound
lost tho cstecmed Head should discover
that he was a detestable breaker of
bounds. My worthy chums, we have
the estecemed Loder in the hollow of
our ridiculous hands™

“Ha, ha, ha!” reared Bob Cherry.

Heo jumped up from the table, seized
the grinning nabob, and walized him
round the study. There was a crash as
a couple of chalrs went over.

“Ow!  Tegge!” pgasped Hurrce
Singh. “My csteemed idiotie chum—

|:Il

*“It’s the idea of the term—the ocatch
of the season!” chortled Bob. * Why,
Loder won't dare even to whisper—and
wa'll jolly well give him six! Ha, ha,
ha! He's fond of handing out six—

wa'll jolly well see how he likes six

himself! Ha, ha, ha!®

Thero was a roar of lagglicr in
Study No. 1. The idea of giving Loder
“oix ™ quite fook the Co. by storm.
For a 3ixth Form prefect to %-3 given
“six ” by juniors was unheard of at
Greyiviars; yet in the peeuliar circum-
stances, .1t was cortain that the whop-
ping could be administered in perfect
security—if Loder was caught coming
in from breaking bounds at mudnight.

“Ha, ha, ha!" yelled the juniors.

“It's a po!™ snid Wharton., “It's a
giddy gol! I DBunter got it right,
Loder’s for it to-night "

" What-ho ™

And 1t was agreed that it was a “go™
Loder's heavy %m.nd had fallen hard on
the Famous Five. A chance lLike this
was too good to be lost.

Loder of the 8Bixth saw lights out for
the Remove that night. Befdre leaving
the dormitory he called to Harry
Wharton,

“You did not bring me your lines,
Wharton”

“They're not OGnished, Loder.”

“They're doubled agein!"” said
Loder, “and if I don't get them by tea-
time to-morrow, you're up for six.”

“Very well, Loder!” said Wharton
meckly.

Loder turned out the lights and went.

“Jevver see such a man for asking
for it? breathed Bob Cherry.

“The askfulness 1z terrific.”

“Loder's got his knife into you men !
remarked Skinoer, from his  bed.
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You'll get that six to-merrow, Whar-
ton.”

Wharton mado no reply to that. It
wzs probablo that he would get “six ™
on tho morrow; but if all went well,

der was going to got “six ¥ hefore
the morrow. There was solace in that
refleetion.

The Removs dropped off to sleep.
Biuly Bunter's snore cchoed through
the dormitory. Harry Wharton re-
mained awake. 1o waited till hali-
past eleven had chimed out. 'Then ho
sl:p{cd quictly out gf bed and
awakened his comrades.

Tho Famous Five dressed in the dark
and slipped on felt slippers. Quietly
they left the Remove dermitory. Softly
and silently they traversed staireases in
a sleeping House. The Sixth Form
Jassape was still and silent when they
reached it; tho lobby at the end, which
had o door on the quad, was silent and
dark. In the darkmness, the TFamous
Five waited—Boly Cherry with a fives-
bat under his arm; waited for the
chimes of midnight—and Gerald Loder!

——

THE THIRTEENTH CHAPTER.
At His Enemy’s Mercy !

ANCABSTER of the Sixth stood
E at his sindy window, looking
out into tho eclear May night.
It was approsching midnight:
and Greyinars  School  was  very
shadowy and still. From the starry
sky came & silvery, shimmering
ghmmer, reflected on  windows and
roofs. The chimes of midnight were
not unfamaliar to the cars of the school-
boy who had been, and still was, &
crook. To all cyes, or almost all eves,
at Greyfriars, Lancuster of the Sixth
was & senior schooiboy, with no cares
in the world cutside the ordinary little
carcs of school lile. DBut Groyfriars
men, had they scen hun now, would
have scen s dillerent Lancaster.

His handsome face was cold and
hard; his eyes glinted. There was a
sardonic curve to his welleut lip., At
Lits half-open window he looked into the
old guadrangle, inta the plimmering
slarlight that loy in pools ammong black
shadows, and he was watching and
listening. And when o faint sound
came through tho silence the smile that
crossed his set faco was hard, ruthless,
far from plezsant to see, had thero been
any eyo to. scc af.

The 8Sixth Form rooms were on tho
pround fHoor of the House, but at some
height from tho quad cutside. And the
windows werg well above o fellow's
head in the quad. Lancaster, standing
at his dark window, looked down from
sbove on the shadowy figure that came
slinking through the dusk of the old
elma.

Not a single hight gleamed from any
window at &rwfriarﬂ. Only that {aint,
stealthy footfall broke the silence—and
hardiy broke it. Loder of the Sixth,
the blackguard of Greyfriars, the
breaker of bounds, was returning.
Lancaster leanced a little from lhis win-
dow. He watched, with a cynical
smile, the furtive figpure emerge from
the shadows of the elms, and eut across
to the wall under the windows. Pass-
ing under the row of darkencd win-
dows, Lodor would have reached the
door of the lobby in & few more
moments.

Irstﬂp 1"

It was a quiet voice over Loder's
head.

The black sheep of Greyiriars sterted

Tug Migxer Ligrary.—No. 1,212
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convulsively, A thunderclap could

hardly havo startled bim more than that

ggﬂﬁ, whispering voico that came sud-
ly, unexzpectedly, from the night.

He stopped, and swung towards the
window he was possing under. He
Iooked up, his face white as chalk.

There was always the dunger of dis-
covery, though the bluck sheep of the
Sixth took many precautious to awvoid
the possibility of it. Discovery mcant
immediate expulsion from the school.
In the case of a junior @ Aogging might
have becn the: outcome; in the case of
o semior, and cspecially of a prefeet,
whe wos trusted by tho hoadmaster,
there was no such hope. If Loder of
the Sixth was discavered out of school
bounds at midnight, it meant that he
would leave Greyfriars by an early
train on the morrow, never to return.
‘And his heart seemed like ico in his
breast as he stared up at the window
ebove him.,

For one bitter moment he supposed
that he was discovered by o master, or
by the Head himself. The next moment
he saw the face of Richard Lancaster
glimmering ot the window.

He caught his gasping breath,

He did not speak. Ha glared at the
hendsome face above him, roge and
hatred in his eyes. But fear was pass.
mg. He was not afraid of Lanecaster,
or any other man in the Sixth.

Thero was w brief pause. Through
the silence of the starry May night
eame the chimes from the clock tower,
‘Midnight!

Loder, clenching his hands, glared u
at his enemy. If he had hated Dic
Lancaster bhefore, he hated him all the
more now for that spasm of terror he
had given him. But he did not speak.
He made & movement fo pass on to-
wards the shadowed door of the lobby
at ¢ little distance,

“"Hold on ! said Lancaster.

Heo leaned a little farther from the
window.

"You may as well hold on, Loder.”
His voice was low, quiet, very distinct,
“¥ou will not get in at the lobby
door. It iz bolted on the inside.”

Lodor stopped again.

“Bolted |” he breathed.

“?EE,H

Loder stared up at him blankly, If
some beak, or over-dutiful prefect had
bolted that door, it was strange enough
that hiz enemy should have remained
up late to tell him so. Loder did not
understand yet.

But the expression on Lancaster's
fnce helped to enlighten him:

“Who bolted 167" he breathed.

“1 did.”

*“You-—you cur!”

Loder clenched his hands savagely.
Had he been within reach he wuuﬁl
have dashed @ clenched fist in the new
genlor's fnce, as it looked down on him,
e was trembling with rage.

“8c that—that is your game?”
Loder’s voice came thickly. “ You—you
huuﬂ:l.‘l! You've watched me—"

“I've watched you!” assented Lan-
caster, with a nod.

“¥You knew I'd o out of bounds '™
“¥es, I knew. 1 made it a point to
know, "

“And you bolted the door after me?™

“Exactly I™

“You cur! You—yon crook ! Loder
spoke in & shrill whisper. “You deny
that Eou'rﬁ a crook ! ha, but a crook,
would have thwiht of & i-ick like
that? And you think vou've got mo

“I think s0.”

Loder gove a savage laugh,

" Well, you'ra mistaken, You've not
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ot me, you erook., And T'll tell wou
why, I knew there wans a chance tinﬂt-
the lobby door mught ger fastened by
somo meddling fool, though I did not
think of youn, and I left my study win-
dow unfastencd in case of asccidents.
Do you sec, you cur? I can open it
irom the outside. It's not easy, but I
can do it. You haven't got me this
time, you erook 1™

Loder made @ movement to pass on
again. Dut the mocking smile on Lan-
caster’s face stopped him, and he staved
up &b the new semior with a lurking
uneasiness.

“You call me a erook,” suid Lan-
caster lightly, *Did you expect a
crook to overlook an obvious thing like
that? TYour study window has been
fastened on the inside since you left.”

Loder started, catching his breath
again.

“You—you've done that?”

“I've done that,” said Lancaster.

Loder stood quite =still,. Hae was at
his enemy's mercy. Ho was shut out
of the House—to remain out till the
House opened in the morming. He was
booked for certain discovery, and 1in
the morning he would be expelled from
Greyirinrs, unless Lancaster relented;
unless Lancaster had merey on him;
this follow whom he had called 2 eroak,
whom he had hated and persecuted,
and who had retaliated in thizs over-
whelming way. What mercy bad he to
expect from his enemy !

“You've dome this to ruin mel”
Loder's voice came in 2 husky gasp.

“Ihdn't you ask for "

Loder panted.

“I told zou you'd got to stop, or
I'd make you stop! I warned yo that
those who live in glass-houses should

not throw stones. You've made your-
self my enemy, not beenuse you know
anything against me, for you do not,

and cannot. You've sct out to blaocken
my name in the gehool—to hurt me all

vou can. I told you I should siop
‘_Ii'-:l'l.l..”
Loder breathed hard, He had

shrugged his sheulders at Lancaster's
threat to stop him; but he knew what
it meant now. His campaign against
the new man in the Sixth would be
stopped, effectually cnough, if he was
sacked from Greyfriars, and never saw
the school agoin., And yet, was not
that ruthless retaliation for his enmit
a prool that his suspicion was well

founded? Who, but a crook, could
have thought of doaling a blow like
this? If der went, he would go

knowing that it wns a crock whe had
driven iim out of the school to silence
his tongue. -

“You've got mel” he said at last,
“¥ou cur! VYou villain! 1 never
fﬁm:mm-aurlF of this| I might have known

at—"

“I'vo got you in the hollow of my
hand [ said Lancaster quictly. “And
if you choose to give up your campaign
against me, you can climb in at this
window and go to your room. -I'm not

concernod with elearing o shady black-
guard out of the school. I'm not a
master or & prefect. I'd be only too
glad to have nothing further to do with
you. Let me alone, and I'm done with
Fou.

“You—you'll let me ini"” breathed
Loder.

"On termes—ves ¥

#“[—I-TI'll promiza—"

Lancaster laughed,

“I know exactly how much your
romize is worth, promise of & fel-
ow who betrays his headmaster’s trust.

I have w fountain-pen here. Before
you enter vou will write end sign a
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paper ot my dictation.
1t u% ready for you.”

* You—you let me hear it,” panted
Loder

“Listen! It is & confession that you
wore out of bounds at midnight, return-
ing from the Cross Keys; that you
begged me to let you into the House,
giving your word to behave decently
in tha future, if I saved you from dis-
covery this time. You will write this
I your own hand and sign it

Loder clonched his haonds convul-
sively, Such a confession in Lancaster's
hands moant that he would be, so long
@s he remained at Greyiriars, at Lan-
caster's mercy.  His teeth would be
drawn with a vengeance. Lancaster
would only have to let that paper bo
seen at any time to ruin him. Hoe
would keep on ot Greyfrinrs—by his
encemy's favour. He would in con-
stant foar of the fellow he had made
his enemy. His campsign against the
new man must conse, o would have
to curry favour with him, instead. of
hunting him down. And the alter-
native—

The alternative was to be shut out of
the Houwse, to be discovered out of
bounds, and to be expelled in the morn-
ing. Lancaster had him, as he had
said, in the hollow of his hand,

A long minute passed.
“Neverl” said Loder
"Never! I know you now!
suspectod before—now 1

Never I¥

Lancaster shrugged his shoolders.

“As vou choose!”™ he answered.
“Toko time to think! 1 will remain
up. Tap on my window if you change
your mind,”

The window closed,

E - [ 3 L] &

Gerald Loder stood, trembling. Ha
had refused. His rage was greater than
his terror, for the moment, at least
There might be a chance of i::eatmg his
encmy yot-—somehow, somehow! [Not
till he had exzhausted every chance
would he tap on the window and sur-
render.

His brain was in & whirl as he tried to
think it out. He thought of elimbing
to Walker or Carne's wmdaw—t-rfmﬁ to
awaken one of them. He was ss likely
to awaken others. That was a desperate
resource. He thought of the lobby win.
dow. It had & simple catch, and he
might foroe it with his pocket-knife.
Ho might force the lobby door some-
how. At least, he would try -a'-rerg
chance before he surrendered, an
placed himself at his encmy's merey. -

Laneaster, in his study, was waiting
for the tap on hie window, which he
was assured—and which Loder, ot the
bottom of his heart, was sssured—must
be the end. Dut a chanee on which
neither Loder nor the schoolboy crook
had reckoned was to help the black
sheep of the Bixth that night,

1 have drawn

lask.
I only
know !

at

THE FOURTEENTH CHAPTER.
Friends In Neod ]

& ARK ™
5
There was a suppressed

chuckle in the darkness of the
lobby at the end of the Sixth Form
possage.

Midnight had chimed out, and the
Famous Five, waiting for Loder, were
on the qui vive. Every moment now
they expected door on the quad to
open, and a mlinking figure to come
creeping in. And they were ready to
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There came a
* Trot in, old

collar thet slinking figure as soon as it
entered, ond the fives bat was ready.
And thero was a sound at last.

A shadow darkened the little window
next to the door. QCGerald Loder had
returned.

In deep silencs the juniors hesrd =
hand groping over the outside of the
door.

They waited breathlessly,

Momenta passed,. The juniors
listened, in growing surprise, They had
expacted Loder to enter quickly when he
camne. But he was groping over the
door instead of entering. They beard
& fnint greak. They heard the key turn
int the lock, but the door did not open.
HBomeone was pushing it from the out-
gide—hard, but cautiously.

“What the thump!™ breathed Bob
Cherry.

“That blessed door must ba jammed ™
whispered Nugent., “I say, it must be
Loder, I suppose! Not a giddy
burglar 1™

“Oh, my hat!”

Harry Wharton stepped to the little
window and drew the curtain aside,
Pressing his face close to the glass, he
could discern the shadowy figure outside
the door. It was dim ond indistinet in
the deep shadow, but ho knew that it
was Loder of the Sixih.

“It's Loder ! he whispered.

“Then why the dickens doesn't he
come in " muttered Johnny Bull.

“(Goodness knows !

The juniers stood listening to the

ressed chuckle from ih
falth

!’-!

came & whispering volee.

Wharton waited with his

pressing and creaking at the door. It
had not crosscd their minds that the
door might be bolted on the inside. They
were quite umaware of Lancaster's
strange proceedings that night, and
never dreamed that the breaker of
bounds had been bolted out.

The stealthy sounds at the deoor
ccased. The figure outside darkened
the window again,

From the darkness inside the juniors
watched its strange motions. They saw
a2 hand grope aslong the sash, and the
blade of a pocket-knifo forced between
tho sashes, A sharp snap followed.
The blade had enapped off in an attempt
to force back the eatch.

“What tho jolly old thump !’ gasped
Bob Cherry. It was amazing to see the
black sheep of the Sixth seeking to enter
by such means. But Wharton caught
on to the nicaning of it.

“The door won't epen! Some giddy
beak must have eome along and bolted
it I ho whispered.

“Oh erikey ! gurgled Bob.

The etronge and mysterious move-
ments of Loder were explained as soon
a3 it dawned on the jupiors that tho
door had been bolted., Loder had had
to take the chance of such an happen-
ing, and apparently it had happencd,
The c{mamrs chuckled breathlessly. They
could puess the feelings of & brenker of
bounds who was shut out of the House
at midnight.

“{h, holy smoke [Y murmured Johnny

¢ darkness as the door leading 1o the quad swunng open
* Walting for you, old bean ! ** ﬁg;rltgﬂ:

to admiti Loder.

Armed fives bat, Harry

Bull. “Fancy Loder baving to knock
up the Hepd—-""

it PIIEW !u

“Or coming inm with the milk in the
morning——"" breathed Nugent,

“Don't!” gurgled Bob. * You'll make
me shriek! We can't shriek here.
tay, I suppose we're going to let the
poor brute in! He's bu his pocket-
knife on the window. Loder's had no
training as a burglar, He's simply no
good at all in the Raffles lina ™

The Co. supprossed their ehuckled,

They had come there to wait for Loder
and “bat ¥ him. But, as it turned out,
it was the luckiest thing that could have
happened for the breaker of bounds who
was shut put. The batting was to come.
But not to escape a hundred battings
would Loder have remained out all
nicht, if he could have helped it.

Harry Wharton & Co. had a long
gcore against the bully of the Bixth.
They could have paid off that acore, with
heavy interest, simply by leaving the
door belted and going back to bed. But
they did not think of doing so.

Certainly no member of the Co. would
have been sorry had Gerald Loder been
sacked from the school. But they were
not the fellows to give even an anemy
a kick when he was down.

Loder, at his wits' end, was groping
desperately over the door again., Even
fellows who disliked him could take pity
on him at that moment, knowing what
his feelings must be hike,
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Wharton slid back the bolt on the
door, It made little sound ss it moved,
but in the deep silence of midnight the
slightest sound seemed loud. Loder cer
tainly heard it, for he started back from
the door, and the juniors could hear his
sudden gasp.

The captain of the Remove drew the
door open. From the shadows outside
Loder's face gleamed white. .

The opening of the door fairly
paralysed Loder. He could not suppose
that caster had come there to open
it, He could not imegine who had done
30, unless a beek had spotted him. His
face was like chalk ns be stared at the
dark doorway.

“You can comg inl” ; :

It wns s whispering volce—a voice
Loder knew. He felt as if his head was
turning round.

“Wharton ™ ho stuttered,

“Trot in, old tulip!” came another P

whispering voice.

“Ja—is—is that Cherry1”

“You bet! In fact, the whole jolly
old family, Loder!” chuckled Bob.
“Why don’t you trot ini"

“The trotfulness in is the proper
caper, my osteemed and disgusting pub-
haunting Loder I” came ahother voice.

“Waiting for you, old bean!” said
MNugent.

“Don't be shy, Loder!” chaortled
Johnny Bull, “Just trot "

Loder tried to pull himsclf together.
The “whole family,” as Bob expressed
it, was there—the Famous Five of the
Remove. How they were there, why
they were there, Loder could not
imagine, But they wore there. The
door was open. The way in was opened
to him without that hateful surrender to
Lancagter of the SBixth! Amazed as he
was, Loder was conscious of deep thank-
fulness. He did not like those cheery
juniors, but at that moment he could
almost have hugged them.

Five faces, glmmering in the
shadows, were grinmng. Loder de-
tected the grins, but did not understand
the cause—yet. He stepped into the
doorway. HHe almost panted with relicf.

“T—I—TI went out for—for a strolll”
muttered Loder. “I—I couldn’t sleep,
and—and walked out for a bit, and—
and sBomcone must have come and
fastened the door without knowing——*

Fle felt that he had to make some
explanation. Othorwise those young
rascals would fﬂuﬁm that he bad been
breaking bounds !

There was a soft chuckling in the
dark.

#Did vou stroll as far as the Cross
Keys, Loder?"” murmured Bob Cherry,
anj there was a gurgle of suppressed
merriment.

“Don’t be cheoky "' snapped Lodor,

He shut the door, and bolted it again,
He was on tho safe side of 1t; almost

iddy with the relief of his escape.

ancaster could do nothing now—Lan-
caster did not even know that ho was
in the House—Lancaster was waiting in
hig study for a tap at the window that
would #hever come. Loder, elated,
grinned as he thought of that.

But Loder was always Loder! He
was safe now, and he did not know how
much tho juniors knew. He peered at
them in the darkness of the lobby.

“You young sweeps! What ara you
doing out of your dormitory at this
time of night "’ he dmnzmdm{

“My esteemed Loder——"

“Cut off to your dormitory at once!
I'll deal with you in the morning for
thiz 1™ said Loder. “And don't make
8 TOW.
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“¥ou'l deal with us in the morn-
ing ?'' repeated Harry Wharton.

The juniors had not thought of ex-
gﬁcting gratitude from Gerald Loder,
ut this was rather *thick."

“Yes; now cut off, snd be :}uim’u”

“ After wa've saved you irom the
sack "' gasped Nugent,

“You cheeky yo ragcal—->="

“You frowsy, pu huunt.m% black-
guardly rotter I said Johnny Bull in &

deap voice. “You'd have been sacked
if we hadn't let you in! You'd like to
make out that you'd stepped out for &
stroll in the guad—you shady rotter,
wo knew you'd gono out of bounds, and
we've been walting half an hour for
you to come in!” ]

“And vou smell of smoke horrid !
said Nugent.

Loder started. Ho realised that the
juniors knew more than he had sup-
osed.

“Cut off I'* he said, and his tone was
not bullying now. “I'll say nothing
about this—"'

“¥You can say &ll you like about it!*
rotorted Harry Wharlon contempt-
vwously. *“You con shout 1t out all ovor
Greyiriars, if you like! You can wake
up all the beaks, if you want to—in-
cluding the Head—and explain to D,
Locke what you were doing out of
Greyiriars from ten to twelve I

“-Quict ! hissed Loder. . ]

Whavton had not subducd his vaice,
and Loder felt a palpitation of terror.

“It's for you to guict—or to lack
up & row, just as you chooso! We don't
care a twopenny rap either way!™ said
Bob Cherry. “You'd bave been bunked,
if we hadn't let you in, and you know
it! You'd be bunked now if we made a
row and woke the masters, and you
konow that, too!™

*Quiect I'* -breathed Loder, almost in
agony.

“Collar the ecad!” growled Johnny

Bull.
“Why—what—what-—— Oh! Owl
What-—"" Loder spluttered in surprize

f’:?d rage, as the Famous Five grasped
im,

There wae & bump as Gerald Loder
went down on the floor.

THE FIFTEENTH CHAPTER.
Batting & Bully !
13 QLD him "
H “Turn him over!”
* Where's that bat "
. “Here you are!”

“&it on his head 1"

‘“Ha, ha, ha 1"’

Loder struggled furiously for a
moment or two in the grasp of the
Removites. Dut his strugples cogsed
suddenly. It was not only that the five
Bemovites were too strong for him,
though there was no doubt that they
were, but the noise of a strupgle would
have hbetrayed him., It would have
swakened every man in the Sixth; it
might have awakened the masters—in-
deed, it certainly would have done so
had it been prolonged. Gerald Loder
realised that he had to take thia gitietly,
whatoever it was. Anything was better
than facing the Ilead at midnight!

Whether Loder resisted or  not
mattered little to the herocs of the Re-
move. They had him, anyhow,

If Loder liked to waken the House,
that was his look-out. But they were
pretty sure that he did not want to—
and they were right. The noize that
had olrexdy been made had frightened
Loder.

“Let me He breathed the
words,  “I'll overlock this—I'll say
nothing about it—I'll let you off vour

e

lines, Wharton—I—I—I'll da anything
you like—go back to your dorm and bLe
qu."}tl'___h'

“And you'll always be nice and kind
to us for ever afterwards?" grinned
Bob Cherry.

“VYes, yes! Ves!”

“l can see vou doing it !"

*Ha, ha, ha!” )

“Quiet, quict—oh, do be quict]"
groaned Loder

Every chuckle from the
Eemovites was a terror to him,

“"Ready with that bat, Bob ™

“What-ho! Btand clear—I don't
want to get the wrong man!”

“You're going to have sixr, Loder!
Better take 1t calmly ! said the captain
of the Remove. *DBut please yoursel,
of course I

"“"What |” hissed Loder.
dare—if you darg0——*'

“Go it, Bob I

Four of the Co. held Loder face down
on the floor of the lobby. They had en
arm or a leg each. And they kept well
away from the fives but. It was dark,
and difficult to see in the dark. Nobody
wanted to stop a swipe of that fives bat
in DGob's hefty hand.

Whack I

Loder panted. Almest he uttered a
vell ny he caught the swipe. But he
supprossed the yell in time.

Whaelk !

Loder wriggled spasmodically.

“Put your beoef into it, old bean!"
said Johnny Bull. i

“I think I am,” grinned Bob. “Dao
you think I'm putting enough beel into
it, Loder? pu're thoe fellow who
knows.*

“ Lot me go! Let me—— Ooooooh "
gurg]e& Logder, as the fives bat came

mercy

*You—you

own again—undoubtedly with plenty
of bine? ookl #.
YWhack !

It was & hefty swipe. Loder writhed
under it. Yot his chicf fecling was one
of alarm lest the sound of the whack
should reach sleeping ears, and awnken
them.

Whack !

Often and often bhad Loder handod
out *aix.”" He had handed out sixes
not wisely but too well. Now a six was
coming home o roost, as it were. It
was & long time since Leder had been
a fag in the Lower Bchool, and he had
forgotten what it was like to be given
six. Now he was reminded, and the
roeminder was {rightfully unpleasant.

Whack !

Bob was exerting himself. The
chance of giving a bullying prefect six
had never como bhis way before, and it
wea never likely to come his way agein.
MNaturally he felt disposed to make tho
most of it while it lasted.

Whack !

The last swipe come down—and it
WHS SO m‘ifei _In spite of the stern
neeczsity for keeping quict Loder gave
a velp.

“ Oooooh "

Bob Cherry lowered the bat rather
regroetiully.

“That's six ! he said. “Now wvon
know what your last six made me f{esl

like, Loder! Horrid, isn'e it?”
“Yeou—yon youngy scoundrel—
Ooooh I

“What about making it a dozen?®

asked Johnny Bull.
“Tet's ask Loder! What do you

think about if, Loder?"

“Ha, ha, ha "'

“Let—let—let me po!”  gpurgled
Lodor. “I'll make you pay for this—

'l—I'—"
“You'll what®”
“[—I—I mean, I—I-=I'l1 eay nothing
[Continwed on wage 27.)



CONTINUING OUR POPULAR SERIAL

:I‘he ISLAND

of SLAVES!

By STANTON HOPE.

THE OPENING CHAPTERS RETOLD.

LIEUTENANT GUY EASTON, SUB-
LIEUTENANT DUNN, and CHOTAJEE, o
Jengals inderpreler, of H.M.5. Falcon, dre
cut adrift a #lorm in e RHed Sea, and
oast aahiore on Inland of E.‘_maﬁe G‘qti"i#fr:g
information that siave-trading iz deing carri
M‘W w H‘-:;:a: !-:.-,.I_' Khoof ﬂ.ﬁ Rus i.}hfﬂ,
aerim 5 1, rio, disgu as Arabs,
voard a mahaila bound for Aden, The mahaila
iz allacked by o villainous cretr of cut-throals in
the pay of the slave-fraders, bul (fuy proves equal
To the gcoaston and the enemy are made prisoners
whd handed over (0 Captain HKnox of the Faleon,
subsequently Guy iz pul in charge of the Fizen,
the fastest submutring in comunission, Anrious
to bag Raz Dhin and Sheikh Hajil and to break
up the organization of sigve-fraders, Guy and a
warfy of armed seammen land on Hﬁmf, send o
ﬂg:d;ﬁ giream of death among the slacers, and
Jorce them o siwrrender, Emptgr_ﬂﬂ his g&aﬂ:m’-
ELE OPeTE gigns of treachery, Guy seou round
Jor .ﬁﬂ?_ Hagi the yellow-eyed Abysaindan,

{Now read oR.)

e

The Unshackled Slave !
genuine

HE surrender was
ﬁuuuigh The Arabs had had n
skinful of fighting for one day.
They laid down their esrms, and
streteher-bearers from  the Faleon,
under the direction of naval surgeons,
pave attention to the wounded.

““See who the johnmy with the flag
is, Chota ?” exclaimed Lacutenant Gu
Easton. “It's old Whiskers himself 1"

“Indeed it is the debased Eaii 14
Chotajee exelaimed. “Like Napoleon
ISahiI:- of old, he has met hiz Baker-

W I?il

A senior officer from H.M.S. Falcon
arrived to take the sheikh’s surrender,
but the captive depied that he had
fired the sghot which had killed
Commander Saunders.

“ Prohably it was Ras Dhin,” Guy
remarked., “I don't'see him littering
the scenery anywhere.”

Obtaining permission from Captain
Koox to seek the Abyssinian, the
young naval officer returned to the
coast.

With the tide ebbing fast, in the
nfternoon he took an armed party of
seamen across the ledge of rock, and
they moved in a lomg file up that
crevice in the cliffs. The weather had
chan for the worse, and a combina-
tion of heat haze and dust-clouds
made all work difficult.

Reaching the door of rock deep
within the cliffe, Guy thumped on it
with a rifle-butt, and the Arab guards
opened the portal in the belief that
it waz some of their own comrades.
Immediately Guy thrust the rifle in
the opening and used if. as a lever.

Too late, the Arab pguards within
knew that the British had found their
geeret lair. One raised bis rifie, and
a bullet whanged past the young
naval officer’s head, while the report
echoed and re-cchoed through the
rocky funpel, Then Guy hurled him-
self through the opening, erashed a
fist against the Arab’s mouth, and
sent him reeling headlong, Behind
him followed the checring British
bluejackets inte the great fetid
cavern packed with humanity and
ammunition-boxes.

From the tail of the British file
came the shrill voice of the inter-
preter, Chotajee, doing his job.

“Surrender, pig-dogs 1" he shrieked
shrilly in Arabic,

To a clanking of chaing and gut-
tural chntteriu%'a of fear, the slaves
cringed among the stacke of ammuni-
tion-boxes, Two or three of the
guards flung down their rifles, but
one whipped out a wicked curved
knife and made a swift slash with it
at Guy's bead. The maval officer
nimbly lea aside, avoiding the
blade by o hair’a breadth, and an
indignant Dbluejacket who had {fol-
lowed him closely instantly shot the
Arab with his Service automatic |

By the uncertain light of the sus-
pended lanterns, Guy and his men et
to work to make n thoromgh search
of the im, skull-adorped place
directly atter they had handcuffed the
Arabs. Bo far as Guy could discover,
there was no sign either of Ras Dhin
or of any other secret entranee into
thiz underground lair.

The Arabs were taken out first
through that noisome tunnel and
Iianded over to an armed guard from
the Faleon, and the slaves, with
shackled hands belind them, fﬂ“ﬂ‘f‘i’ﬂl
in a long file. Tt would need a ship’s
armourer to get those chains off them,

The submarine Vixen had come close

"TRAPPED IN A SUNKEN
SUBMARINE—and the oxygen
fast giving out !

in, and both Arabs and slaves pazed
in amagzement through the swirling
dust at that strange shape on the
water. A boat came ashore with a
message from Tony, who had received
it by wireless from the Falcon lyingr
off the far aside of the island.

“Haollo " Guy e¢xclaimed, as he
read the signal. “Haji has been
spilling the beans! Kas Dhin was
the treacherons fiend who shot down
Commander Saunders in cold blood.”

“Unspeskable dog !” Chotajec mut-
tered. “May he wear chokeful rope
necklace and dance om air !

The hot dust ewirled over the
island slong that rocky coast. Guy
rubbed his smarting eyes, and for once
envied Chotajes his big round
spectacles, which afforded him somo
protection.

He turned to watch the tragie pro-
cegssion of slaves stumbling along
with heads down, hands behind them,
and shackles clanging, Now and then
some unfortunate negre, dragged
ruthlessly from his home in Africa,
stumbled headlong, and a genial blue-
facket helped him up with strong
and kindly hands,

Guy looked tfowards a powerful
nesro who, like several more in the
stumbling file, wore iron shackles on
his hands, which were behind him.
Then suddenly the slave staggercd

over a treacherous, weed-grown rock
and, regaining his balance, lifted his
eyes whicl bad been cast down. For
one fraction of & eccond Guy looked
full into a dust-smeared face set with
two discs a3 cold and inhuman as pale
brass. He would have known them
among o million others. They were
the tiperish eyes of Ras Dhin !

“@Great fish-hooks 1 he gulped.

Down went his hand to his pistol,
and he leaped forward across the
rocks. Instantly the shacklea dropped
with a clank from the Abvesinian’s
wrists. He sprang Eidﬂl?ﬂiﬂ from the
file and bounded away like a black
buck over the rocks,

“Seize that man! Guy roarcd.
“Stop him at all eosts 1

‘He himself did not dare to use his
pistol for fear of hittine either some
of the biuncjacketz or slaves, As he
rushed in pursuit, he felt like kicking
himself for not baving thought of
this ingenious trick whereby Ras
Dhin had got out of the eatacombs
when all the Arab guards Lhad been
captured.

At the head of two or three mcen,
lic gave chase along that rocky coast
for a distance of fully two miles, but
lost all trace of the fugitive. Then
suddenly the eliffs vibrated with a
muffled roar.

“A motor-hoat !" Gu nted.

He ran in the direction of the
sound, and waas just in time to see a
squat motor-boat dart away from the
shore with a feathery white wake
streakine away behind it. Crouched
at the wheel was the Abyesinian !

The swirling veil of dust closed
down upon the eraft, and the hum of
the engine died away as the boat
raced for the open sea.

“Hang !" Guy exploded. “The
a?allzn;a got the windward of us, after
all !

How Ras Dhin had managed to get
Lold of & motor-boat was a mystery,
but looking round, Guy found a
sloping ledge of rock with s wide-
mouthed cave above the high-water
level. The door hacked out of wood
was wide open, & door so cunuingly
painted that it resembled the aur-
rounding rocks, That secret hiding-
place for a motor-boat could never
have been reeognised from the aea,

There was nothing for Guy to do
but to collect the two or three men
who had followed him and return
along the shore. :

Then, after receiving permission
from Captain Enox, he handed over
the slaves to ratings from the Faleon
and cmbarked for the Vixzen. _

Shortly afterwards the submarine
was apecding out to sea in search of
Ras Dhin the slave-trader |

Collision !
HAT evening, in the red dusk,
E the submarine stealthily

tracked down a dhow off the
Arvabisn mainland, north of Khoof
Tae Maicrer Lisrsy.~—No. 1,212,
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Without difficulty they effected her
capture, and discovered on board the
sclf-spme motor-boat wsed by Has
Dhin. From slaves whom tley re-
leased they discovercd that Eas Dhin
himeelf had exchanged the 'moloz-
boat for a sailing bellum, and had
gone of down the coast toward
Akhab. )

Getting in touck with H.MB,
Hawk by wireless, Guy turned over
the dhow to her, and himself hurried
down to Akhab.

Because of the darkmess and the
danger from ghipping if the Vixen
was enbmerped, he eame into the
harbour without attempt at conceal-
ment. A small, white-painted steam-
yacht with a brass funnel was weigh-
1ng anclhor, and as the other craft got
under way, Guy altered course to
starboard.

“Where the blazes doea that hooker
think she’s steaming #* Guy muttered
to the petty officer with him on the
bridee. “We'll give her a wider
berth.”

“That's the Wotan,” the P.O.
remarked. “I saw her once at Aden.
2he belongs to——-—"

“(Good heavens !” Guy exclaimed.

The vesacle had closed fast, for the
Wotan had gathered full speed. Guy
wag looking straight at the small
bridge, where the Arab nkiﬁpar atood
to the port side. In the wheal-
liouse he could faintly make oub the
fizure of the steersman, and saw him
enddenly crumple up and a shadowy
figure reach towards the wheel. Next
moment the wheel must have pone
spinning hard, for the bow of the
fast-moving Wotan came threshing
round, full toward the gubmarine !

In a lightning flash Guy realised
that {his was pe mistake of naviga-
tion. It was a deliberately murder-
ous attempt to ram the thinshelled
submarine. ' Whether he gave the
order, port, starboard, sstern, or stop
her, it would make no difference. The
speeding steam-yacht would get him |

He heard the dismayed yelp of
his petty officer coincide with the
gruff roar of the Arab on the Wotan's
small bridge. There was but cme
chanee of saving his command and
the lives of those on board; he sized
up the situation and acted instantly.

Bellowing an order, Le !eagc»d
through the conning-tower hatch
after his petty officer and slammed
ghtt the rabber-lined, cireular cover
over his head.

“Dive I”

The ratinga on wateh, keenly dis-
ciplined and alert for any emergency
in the frail craft im which they
served, smartly ecarried out the
various duties to gend the Vixen deep
under the water.

The nose of the submarine dipped
sharply, and down she went in an
emergency corash-dive! There was o
grinding thud, and slowly, like some
stricken sea-beast, the Vixen scttled
on the bed of the harbour five fathomas
down. , Every electric light filament
in the vessel was broken and she waa
plunged into inky darkneas,

Recling to a voice-pipe, Guy rasped
an order.

“Close all water-tight doors I
Without hesitation ho adopted the

emergency expedient of letting go the
heavy c{eta able keel reig.iz‘
several toms. The submarine Fﬂ
to rise.

Someone lighted a lanternm, and by
its light the taces of those in the con-
trol-room were revealed as anxious
and haggard. A faint acrid odour
atole into the compartment; it
was the deadly chlorine gas,

merated by sea-water gefting to the

atteries—mont deadly and terrible of
all enemies to those who serve in
submarines i

Guy ordercd all those with whom he
could geyv in toueh in the ship to
don the patent gasa-masks.

Worse off than anyone in the ship
apparently, was Tony Dunn, in a

small ecompartment aft where the
steel doors hiad beem shut automatic-
ally.

At the first shock of the esllision he
had been thrown down vielently, and
had knowe nmothing.more until econ-
scious of A cold and wet feeling.
When he staggered to his feet, hia
head was throbbing painfully, and he
eonld feel cold water awishing about
his legs in the inky darkness and
hear & thunderous cataract flowing
through a big rent in the hull.

Tony knew nnt-hingh about the
Wotan, but he knew his case was
mighty bad when he switched on a
small electric torch and found the
water-tight doors shut.

“Tony old sport,” he told himself,
“you ¢can make ready to ‘ coil up your

ru&.%af ” ‘
¢ sea was thuoderiny into- his
compartment, and the cireular hateh
above was shut and clamped. Death
in battle was one thing, but to die by
drowning like a rat in a stecl trap
waa enough to try the nerve of the
bravesat ! )

Thrusting aside the despair which
threatened his power to think slearly,
he rapidly went over the technical
details of that compartment. Then,
with & sudden idea, he clambered on
to the grating over a pump so that
he was directly underneath that cir-
cular hatch.

EBeaching upward he removed the
clampe one at a time, feeling rather
like & man om the edge of a volcano
which might erupt at any moment.
The water was rising, and Tony knew
that as surely az 1t rose, so it was
compressing the air in that compart-
ment. That compressed air might
well burat the hatch open, and, if he
were lucky he would po shooting out
with precisely the same action as a
torpedo out if ita tube! The chances
were, however, that if he were forced
upward he wonld get his skull frac-
tured against the edge of that
circular hatch instead of going clean
through.

A cold eweat mingled with the
brine en his face. The water was
riging and the pressure was increas-
ing against the hatch above. Btill it
did not move. FPerhaps, after all, he
would be drowned like a trapped rat.

Inch by inch the water rose, and
then suddenly there was a mighiy
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explosion, and he felt as if an
invisible hand had pri him and
yanked hiwm eharply upward.

The hatch had burst, and torpede-
like be went shooting cut |

The force by which ho was ex-
pelled brought Tony swiitly to the
surfacc. Half-dazed, he found him-
gelf under the Arabian stars with
n white stecam-yacht hove-to mnear
by, and several small craft round that
area of the harbour patched with
erude oil which had escaped from the
sunken submarine :

A voice bellowed in the English
langusage, a boat drew alongeide, and
he was dragged out and revived,

His rescuer, he found, was Third
Officer Higgs from a small tramp
steamer, th&girdar, and from Higgs
he, learnt t it was the consul's
steam-yacht, Wotan, which had run
down the Vixen.

“To us aboard the Sirdar,” Hig%l
said, “it looked like = deliberate
attempt to ram your boat. Therec was
some sort of strugele on the Wotan's
bridge, and an Arab pitched forward
on his face. The lhielm was put hard-
over, and a bit-later a burly negro
went beating it for the shore in a
small boat.”

"Good heavens!” Tony exclaimed.
“We came here after a black swab
called Ras Dhin. He might have
made ar attack on the stecreman and
nltered the steam-yacht's course,
That fellow would be up to any
devilry. Has a wireless warning been
broadecast, do you know? The Hawk
can't be far along the coast, and there
may be hope for the fellows in the
Vizxen if she came round to Akhab
gquickly Eﬂﬂ'ﬂgh*"

“We haven't been able to broadcast
anything from the Birdar,” Eig%:
replied. " “Qur operator, Dickson,
ashore in search of some gadget to
replace something broken.”

A boat was hailed from the Wotan,
and Tony was put aboard the consul’s
steam-yacht, where he found Major
Gundath pacing the deck, clasping
and nnelasping his hands behind s
and showing every other sign of
infense distreas.

The consul recognised Tony, and
congratulated him on his escape.

“T1t is terrible—terrible, Dunn ! he
muttered hoarsely. “There wasz a
tragedy aboard here, too. The Arab
who was at the wheel was attacked
from behind—stabbed in the back, and
apparently killed almost instantly.
Before my Arab skipper interfered,
the miscreant turncd the spokes of
the wheel and caused this appalling
collision.

“We ourselves suffered mo more
harta than a crompled bow, and
the engineers report no immediate
danger. Is there any hope for those
poor fellows down there im the
Vizen?"”

“I ean’t say for certain, sir,” Tony
answered, “I'm afraid some good
chaps must have gone west.”

(Don't fail to read the concluding
chapters of thiz powerful serial in
next week's Magwer l)
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EVERY SATURDAY
FOES OF THE SIXTH!

(Continued from page 24.)

asbout itl—nothing at all I gasped Loder.
“Let me go, you young demons! If
anybody should come——-=*

You'll make ws pay for it if yon
can—but you couldn & ba a worse bully
than you are alrcady,” said Sob cheer-
fully, “and we'll jol'y well keep our end
up, Loder! How would you like us to
tell the Sixth that we gave you six "

“Ha, ha, hal”

“Better  cut!” murmured Harry
Wharten, “Wo don't want to wako tho
House—if Loder doesn’t! Good-night,
Loder 1#

“Bleap well, old bean—if that six will
let you,” ehuckled Bob.

Therae was a chortle in the darkness,
and a sound of retreating footsteps. The
Removites were gone.

Loder staggered up.

He was white with rage. He would
hiave piven o great deal to rush after
the juniors, hitting out right and left.
Instead of which, he crept along to his
gtudy on ugtua,

Harry Wharton & Co. were asleep in
the Remove dormitory long before
Loder. With the bappy conscicnccs of
good work we: deme, they slept the
sleep of the juril

[ L] - L - ¥

“1 gay, you fallows!®
“Hallo, hallo, hallo 1

“Loder's in a beastly temper this
morning.”

“Go %pn ey

“He kicked me——"" said Billy Bunter.
“Kicked me—hard! Just like he did
yesterday, you know, when he made
out that I was listening behind that elm.
I say, you fellows, it's goiting too
thick t*

“Your cavesdropping always was foo
thick, old fat been,” said Bob Cherry,
shaking his head., “ Why not chuek it "

“I don't mean that, yon silly nss—I
mean Loder’s getting too thick! Kick-
ing & man for nothing!” said Bunter
iadignantly, *““As if I wanted to hear
what he was saying to Lancaster of the
Sixth=——

“I hope ho kicked wyou hard, cld
bean,” said Harry Wharton,

“Beast! I eay, you fellows, it waa
jolly queer,” said Bunter, “Loder was
saying to Lancaster———a>"

‘Rats 1"

"He was saiing that he got in, after
zll, and that ho would make Lancaster
sit up for shutting him out,” said
Bunter. 1 say, you fei!nqs, wasn't
that clnueerT What de you think Loder
could havo meant 7

Harry Wharton & Co. jumped, and
stared at Bunter,

““What 1" ejneulated Wharton Blankly,

“I say, I belicve Loder waa out of
bounds last night,” said Bunter. “I
heard him telling Walker, as I told you
vesterday——— But do you think anybody
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shut him out? Think Lancaster would?
Besides, if he was shut out, how could
he have got in? What do you fellows
think 3

“1 think you'd better chuck up caves-
dr::.-ppmig, " anawered Whartoo, “and I
think I'll kick you to help you remember
that.”

“ Beast |”

. Billy Bunter rolled away without wail-
ing for the kick. Harry Whaiton & Co.
looked at one another.

“Loder's an ass}” said Bob.  “8omo
beak camre along and bolted that door,
of course.”

“Of course,” sard Wharton slowly.

“We'd better keep our weather-eyo
on Loder to-day " chuckled Rob, “Hau
won't forget that batting in a hurry.”

But or, rether to the surprise—and
certainly to the relief—of tho Co., did
not give them any special attention.
Probably he was anxious that the sffair
shauld not be talked akout, Certainly
he was not likely to forget the batting—
but from Loder’s point of view tho least
said waa tho soonest mended, and for the
present, at least, he gave tho cheery
chums of the Remove a wide berth, For
which Harry Wharton & Co. were duly
thankful,
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