“THE SCHOOLBOY CRACKSMAN!”
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FIVE MINUTES TO OURSELVES,

Alwogs glad te hear from you, chuins, so drop me a line to the following address ;
The Eﬁm’ The .ﬂw e Lih!"ﬂrﬂj The Mﬂmﬂﬂlﬂd Pl'ﬂl#, Ltdt. The m’

House, Farringdon Street, London, E.C.d,

' ‘W AVE vou ever wonderad how far
H the sound of &t Paul’s clock
atriking can be heard? Jim
Tasker, of Levtonstone, asks
mao if I can tell him, ell, of course,
it the sound happens to be broadcast, ]
it can be heard over the world, But
that is not exscily what Jim means.
He waniz to know how far it can be
heard with the ordinary ear. In con-
nection with this there is a very intereating
slory about

WHEN THE CLOCK 5TRUCK THIRTEEN. |

In the time of William and Mary a sentry
dn the terrace at Windsor tle was
accused of sleeping at his post, and was
condsmned o . Ha vowed he was
awake, and declared that he had heard
Gt, Paul’'s clock strike thirteen at mid.
night. This story was lsughed at, firet,
becaguse of the great distance between
St. Paul's snd Windsor Castle, and
necondly, because no one would belisve
thai the elock struck thirteon. Bub, when
ingquiries were made, it was affirmed by
people in London that St. Paul's had
actually struck thirteen that night—and
the eoldier thus escaped. capital punish-
ment !

Ho it would appear that, on a quiet
night, the striking of St. Faul's clock can
be heard as fdar away as Windsor.

In this particular case. of the soldier, it
appears that the evidénce that saved him
wan- perfectly correct, but that wasg not
always the casp in those a:!:i.ru. For
ingtance a man wad being tried at the
Old Bajley for highway robbery, and a
n:it::gea aw:ra tmhrh;ﬂj- BAW hlilatglﬁeﬂ I&g
tinctly, as it was a bright moonli o .

Buf the highw " had a emart]
lawyer on hia side, and he was

SAVED BY AN ALMANACK.

After making the witness swear that the
night was a moonlight one, the lawyer
produced an almanack, which said t
there waa no moon at all on that particular
right. The almanack wasa han to the
bench, who, after consulting it, immedi-
ately aequitted the prisomer.

It was not until some time afterwards
mt 11:; was &is:n:ii.rerg.d t.hatdtha :]ma.nﬁi{t

n specis repared and prin

for the mﬁnf—nﬂd that the iitnaﬂa-
wag right after all! But it was too late
then! The highwayman had cscaped !

L L L4

Have vou ever heand of

A PLANT THAT CAN WALK?

Konneth Dunbar, of Stamford, has asked
me why we talk of people " sowing their
wild oais.’”” The resson is that the
wild oat is of & rambling disposition, and
therefore we liken an unstable person to it.
It may come aa & surpriss to you to know
that the wild cat has the power of moving
from one place to another. For ingdanco,
if you moisten & head of it, and leave it

on & table for the night, you will find that |.

- the gueen asked the help

then mead this amusin
which Tom Wallace, of 1,C
Dalkoy,
He
t kni

READ? for a chuckle, chums f Right, |

Terrace,
has sent slo

& topping poe

Co. Dublin,

fgetﬂ & prize of
e for it:

** How’s your [iitle dog ? ¥’
:4%:& Mr. Brown, of kis oalgh-
pur,
“0h, he's a marvel,”
amswered Mr, White.
“ Quite ! ** veniured Mr.
Brewn. ** Are you teaching
him to do any tricks ?'*
“No peed io,”* retorted Mr. White.
** Fido's a perfest confarer.’*
“In -what way® ™ B
bis L' answered | My,
White, throwing out hiz ehest,
** only yesterday he turned
some sheep Info a pen I ™

Here comes

A QUERY FROM GLASGOW.

Jim MeNeil, of that city, has been looking
at Glm%uw‘n coat-of-arme, in which a
fish ia ioted, beart a ri in ita
maouth. wants ﬁnw what the
fish and the ring have to do with Glasgow.
The story is rather interesting,.

_ A certain quosn in the olden days had &
rmg presented to her by ihe king, but she
gave thiz away to a soldier, e king,
leamming of this, stole the ring from -the
soldier while he waa asleep, and threw it
into the Clyde. Then he demanded the
return of the rin%ufmm the gueen. The
soldier knew nothing of what had hap-
‘penad to the ring, and; in great distress,
of 8 eaint. The
saint went to the Clyde, caught a salmon,
and took from ite stomach the missing
ring, which was then returned to the king.

The asrms of Glesgow to-day com-
memorate this atory by being com
of the tree and bell of the saint, with the
salmon of the legend crossing the tree
j with the ring in its mouth.
-.'"“.‘lﬂl'lllllllilillIllll'lilllt“!llll‘ll‘l'l

BOOKS, PENKNIVES and
POCKET WALLETS offered
for storyettes and Greyfriars
limerickse. All offorts to be
sent to:

ele MAGNET,

5, Carwnelite Sireet,
London, E.C.4 {Comp.}.

DON'T MISS THIS
OPPORTUNITY OF
WINNING SOME-
THING USEFUL!

shgd e FiiAI RN RANFEFAE AR BN FEESFA N RIS AN ..

it bas walked off by the next morning !

P:ccorcessnnnsnnsnsnnsnasnnsntsvnsnennrnssanijif

tte |

OU remember {hoge
nm}lsinf; * howlora *
which 1 passed on

te you a litile

while ago ¥ Well, here iz

ANOTHER CROP OF
“* HOWLERS ™

which liave been eent fo
me by wvarious readers:

“An equinox is a eross
botween a horse and an
nx"l-l-

* The Chinese eat a lot
of rice with things called
pitch forks.”

“ Nitro, is not found
in Ireland, hecause it is
never found in a frec
state |

* A cirele is that part of a theatre which
has the most expensive seats.’

;;‘Enrté blanche ' means an ice cream
“ .Ii

“A *homme de letires ’ js & postman.™

And Yorkshire readers will chuckle at
this one :

“A Bs iz 8 Londoner's pronuncia-
tion of ' By gum "1 "

Wall, that's emough to be going on with !
FBilly Bunter and Dicky Nugent will have
to look to their laurels!

Just to finish up, we'll have a few
EAPID-FIRE REPLIES.

The tallost man who ever lived (G. D.,
of Nottingham} : ﬂ%h%iﬂg of Bashan, was
tho bigpest giant in history. He ia saif to
have been nearly sixteen feet talll The
shortest man was an Englishman nsmed
Geoflrey Hudson, who waa only eighteen
inches high !

What 18 wormwood ! (R. K., of Han-
well) : Wormwood is not & wood—anseither
ig it & worm! It is an aromatfic, bitter
plant,

How did buccaneers get their nama ?
(A. H,, of Lowestolt) : Because they used
to eat at quantities of the sun.dried

flesh qf wild pigs, which was called

** bucan ™ ing * bacon.” Therefore

“* baconesrs."

The follewing clever Greyiriars limorick
of * Lynton,"” Chesham Road, Weston-
super-Mare, is & worthy winner of one of
“1 intend,' said fat Bunter, at ease,
“* To eat just as much a3 I pleass.

My toes are from vlew,

I ean still get & glimpss of my knees I ™
week's programme—and a real,
ti‘p-h} per you will agree. First
of al

complete yarn of the chuma of Greyfriars,

entitled :

By Frank Richards.

The Famous Five are up to their necka
there will be few readers who will put
down their copy of TEE MAGNET until
firat-rate yarn.

Added to this comes the grand opening

“*LAND OF LOST PLANES!™
t new fiying serial, full particulars

This- unique in a real acoop for the

MAGNET, 80 look out for the first chapters

In addition to this splendid treat comes
another ripping iesue of the * Greyiriars
Croyfrisrs one
Greyiriars limericks and my usuek chat.

Be with you again next week, ¢hums.

these men ghould reslly have been called
whioh has been sent in by Ji Hillman,
th;nrﬁhwaak‘s dandi ocket wallets :
i
Although it Ix true,
BLAG‘E book forward! Here ie next
comes & magniticent long,
“ The SHADOW of (he UNDERWORLD I
in adventure—and thrills—mext week, and
they heve finished every line of this
instalment of
our
of which appear on page 25 of this issue.
in next Saturday's issue.
ar with more jokes and
YOUR EDITOR.



CUMPLETE SCHOOL STORY OF HARRY WHARTON & CO. AT GREYFRIARS.

THE FIRST CHAPTER.
Looking for Loder !
(1]
w Wingate of the B8ixth
looked out of the window
of the prefects’ room et
arry Wharton looked round. .
The junior was in flannels, with_his
bat under his arm, and he was heading
captain hailed him, 1
uch a5 he hked old Wingate,
Wharton would have pre-
that moment. However, he
turned back as cheerfully as
he could.
“Have wvou geen Loder?”
asked :ngate. " K now
where he is '’

HARTON 1
Gl:"?‘frinra and calle
for Little Side when the Greyirviars
forred ot to catch his eye at
“Yos, Wingate !
“Loder " repceated Whar-

ton.
R&EJI{_:{ a junior of the
Lower Fourth could hardly be expected

to know where a Sixth Form man was,
Really, it was not a junior’s business to
kﬂa&p n elpl'-'@ on the prefects. And
Loder of tho Sixth wazs & prefoct to
whom all the juniors at Greyiriars gave
as wide a8 berth as possible,

t’%iaven't seen him [ said Wharton

riefly.

“Woll, he's wanted,” said the Grew-
Iriars captain., “A mao wants him on
the telephone. Find him and tell him,
will guu, there's a good kid.”

Wharton made a grimace,

“Oh, all right®

Wingate had a rather disturbed ex-
pression oo his face. Gwynne of tha

& &

Ei:er.:t'h,,_ visible at the window, was

grinning. Bykes of the Sixth, also
visible, was frowning, and hiz lip was
curling. It occurred to Wharton, as
he glanced at the group of Sixth Form
men, that there wos something unusual,
something rather peculiar, about that
telephone call for Loder. 1

“Buck up, kid !" called out Wingate.
“It's rather pressing!"

* Right-ho 1*

Harry Wharton burried away—not in
the direction of Little Side. He had
no idea where to look for Loder, but

THE WIZARD CRACKSMAN !

the slackor of the Sixth was not likely
to be on the cricket ground., All that
Wharton could do was to ask every
fellow he met whether he had seen
Loder of the Sixth, end that he pro-
ceeded to do,

“Breen Loder, Bmithy 1#

“No, and don’t want to!¥ answered
Vernon-Smith.
“Been Loder, Fishyi™

" Mope I™

*Becn Loder, Bkinner?”

“Cortainly I” answered Skinner.

“Oh, good!™ exclaimed Wharton.
Skinner was only the third fellow Le
had esked, so he folt that he waz in
luck, “He's wanted, Whera iz he®™

Somewhere at large is the Wizard, a noiorious
cracksman, whose identity is unknown
Then spreads the amazing rumour that the
new boy in the Sixth at Greyfriars, a wizard
with the willow, is in reality

By
RANK
RIGHARDS.

TIETTEET

“"Blessed if 1 koow!”

“You ass, yon said you'd scen him !V

“8o 1 have," agreed Skinner.

“Well, where did you sco him ™ ox-
claimed Wharton impatiently. “1f he's
still where you saw ?:J't’m-——'f

| h&t‘dfj’ think he's still there,™
said Skinner, shaking his head.

“Well, where was it, anyhow "

“At dipner,” esid arold SBkinner
cheerfully.
“At dinner?” repcated Wharton.

“You silly owl, it's more than four
hiours sinco dinner, you funny 1idiot!™

Skinner grinned. 8kinner
was & humnorous fellow, In
the circumstances, the captoin
of the Remove had no use for
Skinnor's brand of humonr.
He introduced his cricket bat
into  the conversation, and
Skinner ceased to grin, sud-
denly, as hoe received a lunge
from the business ond of 1t
in hig riba.

“Ow 17 roared Skinner.

Leaving Skinner foeling much tess
humorous, Wharton went an his way,
inguiring for Gerald Loder of the Bixih
Form.

“Bunter—here, Danter 1™

Billy Bunter was rolling out of the
House, and Wharton shouted to him,
Bunter blinked round thmth his big
spectacles. His fat face brightened.

“Hore I am, old chap! What is it—

a spread B _ ]
“Mo, you ass! I'm looking for
Loder.™

“Oh, blow Loder!™

“Have you eeen him 1

“"No!" gprunted Bunter. “But, I say,
THg fimz-:sr LiseARY.—No. 1,215
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4
old ¢ I'll help you leck for him,
;{l yom Lﬂﬂ llmt in the tuok-

0

"tndu'! pot likoly to be in the
tuck fathoad 1"

“W bo might be; and A
Mimble has soma lovely new jam
tarts insi scrumptious |

Mrs, Mimble's lovely now jam tarts
did not appeal to Wharton so much as
mndWiIl.Em ﬂmrﬁagmntea. He Il:mdJI I:g
] A ped om, leav
gi_m Owl ?5:! the Remove hlink?mg after

i,

g Cokes I*

Coker of the Fifth glarsd rouad of
Whivtan, oar o N Lievs oun
ﬁiﬂnﬂm.h h:d nok m?n?hi

1 in t B IwWro e
e [ooatt™ aled Wharton, just
ay if Horaca Coker was an ordinory
hu.mg.]n heing and not tho great
M"Eu't off 1 sald Coker, without deign.
ing to answer tho quostion. Horace
James bEukar of thth:fﬂh Formm was

ueationed
mﬁ%!’nuu a?‘lly aad i ho-a:ﬁ Wharton.

He had had no for Skinner's
humour, and r]‘:a hed m usa for Coker's
greatness,

“What1” boomed Cokset.

* Loder's wanted. I'm bunting thle.t
silly dummy. Heve you seen himf
hooted Wharton. *Haven't you senze
enough to answer a questionl®
Coker's-zoply was not in words. I

sie

&

mnduh? mﬂu‘k“ the cheeky jumior, ::

i wWas WIa B0 W

E.{lfgnrti:ﬁ Elil t|li:ﬁn.i: wod undor I!:.ii: arm

_:L!:d he héuifﬂ’imt%m“ ker r:n:heé
‘s

%Ed?huw! from Coker of the Flﬁth,

a

he pod.

" 0w, n;I-quw]i My tos, wowl”
Wharton hurried eway, not m:li o
seek Loder, but to get out of Coker's
roach. Coker, just then, was danger-
ous at close quarters .

He almost ran inte s Bixth Form
mon who waa coming out of the House.
It wes Lancaster, the new fcllow in
the 8ixth,

“Beon Loder, Lancester ¥ called ot
Wharton.

Lancaster stopped; as & Sixth Forin
e Ttk Bt he Manped petitats
of the Fift ut he stopp 1
and gave thae Removite a smile.

“Loder!" be repeated. " Nol*

“He's wan on the telephons,”
jrowled Wharion, * Wingate's st mo

unting him, bother him |

A g cama into Lancastor’s
handsoma eyes. He seemed amused at

something,
ed on the telephone? he

“"Wanted
repeatdd,
- "Ye’l. If you've any idea whare he
ig——at

“Borry, I haven't,” said Lancaster,
and he walked on, swiling. on
stared aftar him for s moment, won-
dering what Lancaster found amusing
in the matter. But be had no time
to bother ebout that; he hod to find
thﬁ missing r&faﬁhhh ”

r, Hobby

Hobeon of the 8hell grinned.

"“Yes. Look in the Cloisters, if you
want him—and if you want six.”

“Bix?? repested Wharton. “What
do you mean, you assi”

“Well, if you butt in when Loder’s
sml::rkl_ngnt cigarette you'll very likely

i

“0b1* ejaculated Wharton, *'Well,
I've got to find him; he's wanted.”
Wharton cut across to tha Cloisters,
New that he ceme to think of it, it
Tog Magxer LasRarY.—No. 1,213,

wai quite ﬁf;i.h ; apntitn fod hi;‘ha
eportaien of the 8ixth, if Loder
pened to be fa-n]ingmzba urge Inrﬂ;
smoko, In that secluded apot, cigar-
ettes could be smoked, umoseen end
unnoticed; and in such matters a
Greyirinrs man bad be careful,
Loder was not hhﬁ‘ig to bo pleased
if & junior spotted him emoking. But
Wharton had no choico in the matter,
and he ran in among the old stone
illars of the ancient Cloisters, lﬂo@:ing
or Loder. A sceny of amoke guide
him, and then the sound of & voice.
“.o0k here, Walker, you could_jol
well belp me out if you liked I te

and

Loder
followed och.
try, old man] I'm eimply stony !
But I'll sell you what=tho loss you have
to do with they man Hawke the botter,
He's & bad egg.”
Hﬂ_h. du:ft jawl I you can lend me
o nv
gave o
o

III mlkti
Ha Wharton d cough,
He ng not wans hea kﬂm ahfd:p
mgﬂh of tho t?fu the Bixth-—
&k sdCrets wore ra dlﬂﬂﬂ
for a junior to hear. Thulﬂdm E?:é
awoy lbostantly.
Loder and Walker of tho Sixth &
Eilgl.d in slght tl;u na;igmannit& “;tﬂté
]'mlﬂ 8 M 2% 3
sbout them, &'ﬂ h th t of
ainoko in the i.i!.g Loder mwu ]lﬁwgil iI’?ﬂ
junior,

Wharton, what do wans here?
What—" * Loder's offcial aghplent
wis under and he let it slide

down into his han

“You're wan

Lodar 1" exclaimed
Wharton hastily, = *Man hanging

“Man hanging on

tha jaleghmm in the prefects’ room
TN Le, “Wh

! o ar. a the
dooce—-"" He burried away without
niShay e s & b

- was turnin 0, when
Walkor of the Bixth mﬁed t fu.m.
“Who wants er on Luha phone,
kid "' he asked.

“I don't know. Wingsate told me to
find him, that's all."

“1 wonder~——" Walker, like Loder
laft his sontonce nishéd. He strolled
avway; and Wharton, hia task done at
lnst. hurried away to Little Bide, where
his ir1 were at games praoctice.

**Hallo, hallo, hgllo!"” hawled Bob
Cherry. “You're late, old bean 1

“Tho latefulioxs is better than the
noverfulness,” remarked Hurree Jamset

Ram Eiﬁh

And arton, at long last, got to the
cricket and forgot about Loder of the
Bixth and all his works.

THE SECOND CHAPTER.

Asking for It!

INGATE was fmwuinsh when
Loder of the Bixth hurried
rather breathlessly into the

: fecta’ roOlm. Heavaral
other Bixth Form men were present,
and they all looked at Loder very
curiously. The receiver was off the

telephone, and. Loder hurried acroes to
it  The other seniora, exchangin
glances, strolled out of the room, wit
the amag}mn of the oaptain of Grey-
g;-_im-:, - mtgu mdwllth the frown
copening is rugged. face.

g-ﬁg here, ]foder!” he seid
abruptly.

“T've got & call to take,’” said Loder.
“I think you might clear whils a man's
using the telephone, Wingate."

“Nobhody's supposed to use this tele-
phone for sanything that the whale

THE MACNET

gchool mayn't hear I™ sna Wingote.
" But 1’1:3 going. Just fp:rgrd to you
first, Loder. This won's do "

“YWhat won't do?” snapped Loder.
H“Thot man on the phone has given
his pame as Hawke. ‘That pame is
pretty well known in the locality. It's
the name of a bmﬁracmg-mun who

puts up at the Crosa Keys."
Lo hu stood with

der’s faco paled.
the roceiver in his hand looking at

Wiiln nti!h I‘

o' re a prefeot, and T =0 8 you
kunow your own business hszt,‘?P‘:rzntsun
ngate, “But there's a limit. If the
Head knew that you were in touch with
that blackguard you wouldn’t remain a
Frafe-ca long—if wyou stayed at Grey-
rinra!at a 1'm nnt‘zlinﬂ. Loder;
and I've & pretty clear ides of your
dingy games outside the school, But
lotting o bookmaking black phone
:'ti?ilctrkn*{i the school is altogether too

"I—I never-—'' stammered Lodor,

“Any follow might have taken the
5:2;“ ﬁnmai migl;: havadhean in the
or, you haven't o ecen ol
r%;ght have a little uénnli 1" oxgii:iai
Wingate. "We don't want the BSixih
disgraced by sn expulsion. You'd Ls
sucked like & ahot if this came ocut. Are
you out of your senses "

“I—1 can'’t believe that the man
would have the impudence to phone me
ﬁﬁi gasped Loder, his faco guite

e,

"Wall, he has! You'd bettor warn
him off | I tell you plainly, Loder, that
it won't dot I'm head profect, aud I
won't stand it. I'm not suro that I
p;lghj:_ not to roport this to the Head as
it 1a,

“You wouldp't get & man sacked!™
muttered Loder huskily. “Don't be a
rotter, Wingate.”

“I don’t think I'm the rotter hers,”
prowled Wingate., “But there's a
rotter present, there’s no doubt abonae
that. nrn that man off, Loder! I
EJ” %;q;u plainly ﬁhat if ho rings up

reyiriars again the matier gocs belore
Dr. Locke ™ g

With that Wingate of the Sixth
tramped out of the prefects’ room,
closing the door after him with a bang.

Loder stood, white-faced, the receiver
trombling in his hand. More than once
had Gerald Loder’s sporting proclivities
landed him in danger, ut he had
nmever dreamed of anything like this.

Jerry Hawke, the red-faced, disreput-
wble racing-man, was an old acquaint-
anee, but that no?unmtanueah:p had
Lbeen kept o careful secret from Orejy-
friars, For his own sake Loder ex-
pected the man to ba disorset. o
owed the man money, but ke could vet
understand his impudencs and effroncoery
in_telephoning to the school. )

153 vosce was quite faint as he snid
“Hgllp " into the transmitter, )

“Hallo!" came back a husky voice,
the voice of Jerry Hawke, of the Cross
Keys, “Is that you, Mr. Lodert
You've kep’ me waiting." ]

“Are you mad, Hawke? What are
you phoning here fori" hissed Loder.
“You might have given meo away to 1the
whola school I"

“Wot do I caro?” came hack the

husky veice. ]

“What 1"* gasped Lodor, * What did
you say, Hawke i*"

“1 says, wot do I care?” came back
in insolent tones “You owe a muan
money! You ain’t squared. ¥You ain't
even give a man & bit of writin'l Ia
that the way to trest & man i

“I—I will see you as scon as I can;
yvou've gob to give me time "’ breathed

der.
“Ain't I give you time? You ask a
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man to trust you, and vou don't trust

a men, What about that bit of
writing "'
“I--I can't do that! I can’t—"

Therse was sn angry grunt over the
wirea,

“Well, that tears it!" said Jerry
Howke. "I ain't got much to say to
vou, Mz. Loder, but vou better 'esr it.
I want that bit of writing. If I don't
get it I den't ring you up again; I
Irin.  upr your headmaster ! That's the
ob.

Thore was a whir on the line. The
man at the Cross IKoys had rung off.

Loder put up the receiver and stood
pate and faint, his brow thick with
perspiration. He wiped his brow with
# shaking hand.

“Good gad!” muttered Loder.

He moved slowly away from the tele-
phone. His knees almost knocked to-

ar. Why the man had cut up rusty
ike this r could not
fathom. ¥For whple
torms he had had deal-
ings with Jerry Hawke,
gnd he had owed the
man money often
enough, but Hawke had
always been civil. He
had made a good thing
out of the dingy sports-
man of the Sixth, and 1t
had paid him to keep in
with him, Now the
civil, oily raseal had
turncd into & threaten-
ing bully, and Loder
could nat understand
why. But ha could
understand the danger it
meant to him,

The door of the pre-
focts' room opened. The
slim, athletic figure and
handsome face of Lan-
caster of the Bixth
appeared there.

er gave him a
glare.

There was terror in his
heart, and hiz nerves
were 1in  tatters, The
sight of  Lancaster's
handsome face at that
moment was to Loder
like & red rap to a bull
He had hated the fellow
ever zince ho had come
to the school, a few
veehs before—more than
ever since Lancaster had
eut him out of the First
Elevon, He made a
stride towards the new
aenior,

“et out!” he snarled.

Lancaster raised his eyebrows. He
was perfectly calm and cool—a contrast
to the excited, nervy Loder,

“This is the prefects’ room " gnarled
Loder. " Yon're not a prefect! You've
butted into the HBixth, but the Head
hasn't been fosl enough to make you a
prefect, after boing fool ennugh to let
you into the school. Get out !

“My dear fellow——"
Lancaster.,

Loder clenched his handa.

“Will you geb aut " he shouted.

“Well, no,” said Lancaster calmly,
#] think not. As }iﬂu oint out, I am
not a prefect, but I believe any Sixth
Form man c¢an entor these sacred pre-
cinets on the invitation of a prefect.
And Wingate happens to have asked
me hero™

“* Get ot 1"

“My dear man, I'm here to talk to
Wingate about the cricket! As he
doosn’t scemn to be present I shall wait
for him."

drawled

"“Tho oricket !’ repeated Loder, his

face flaming. *'The cricket you've cut
me out of, you pushing outsider!
You've got my place in the First Eleven

—you, & nﬂbudf from nowhore—""

“1 suppose I play the game rather
better than & somebody from some-
where,” remarked Lancaster, smiling.
“Wingato scems to think so, as he's put
me up for the Rookwood match this
weele,  Perhaps it's becouse I don't
smoke in my study, or break bounds
after lights-out, or play banker when 1
cught to be at games practize. What do
you think "

Loder choked.

“Will you got out of this, you rank

.ontsider #*

“In the circumstances, no!” answered
Lancaster coolly, and he walked inte the
prefects’ room.

Loder sprang at him almost like a
tiger. Once before Loder had used his

>

hands on his enemy in tho SBixth, and he
had crumpled up like an infant in Lan-
oaster's sinewy grasp. But he forgos
that now in hiz rage.
“You thrusting cad!
You're going out "
“Heands off, you fool I*
Lancaster's voice rang sharply. Loder
did not heed. Ha grasped at the new
senior, and whirl him towsrds the
door. For tho moment, in his tempest of
passion, he seomed to have the better
of it. But Lancaster’s slim and elegant
frame held twice the strength of the
slacker of the Sixth. He stiffened in
Loder’s grasp, and returned grip for
grip. For s few moments thers was n
struggle, and then there was a crash in
:Iﬁe doorway as & falling figure landed
ere.

But it was not Richard Lancaster that
landed. Xt wos Loder, and he eprawled,
gasping. ) .

Lancaster loocked down st him quietly
and contemptuously. Loder was gasping
snd spluttering from his efforts, but

You crook!

5

was not even breathing
He was cool as an iceberg.

* Detter chuck it, Loder * he gaid, and
he walked across the room to an arm-
chair, and sat down.

Loder staggered to his fect.

Ho stood for some moments, his hande
clenched, his eyes burning, North of
the Sixth came slong the corridor and
stared abt him.

“What the thump——" began North.

Loder turned away. He had to
“ghuck it,” asa Lancaster advised. He
knew that. His hands were of no use
against the new man of the S8ixth. Tom
Morth stared nfter him as he moved
slowly away, and went into the prefects’
room,

“ Loder's got his rag out sbout some-
thing,” he romarked.

“Looks like it,” agreed Lancaster.

“Tha cricket, I supposa? Loder can'd

Lancaster
guickly.

—
] £]

. As Coker made a sirlde ftowards Wharion, the
junior captain Isi his bat drop, There was asudden
howl.from Coker as he hopped about on one foot.

“Ow! Oh! My toal

Wow | ™ he yelled.

get over being dropped out of the team
for Rookwood! But, dash 1t all, if =
man slacks at gomes, and can't play—"
North broke off. " YWhat do you think
of our chances on Wednesday, Lancns-
ter? Rosy, what?”

The two were soon deep in "cricket
jaw.” Wingate and Gw;l'nnc and Sykes
ocame in, and joined in ¢heerily. Loder,
passing the window of the prefects’
room a little Iater, glanced in, and saw
the checry group—Lancaster, the new
man in the Sixth, the centre of 1t
Loder gritted his teeth and passed on.

THE THIRD CHAPTER.
Tea for Bunter !

i BAY, you fellows!™ .
I “No!" said the Famous Five

of the Remove, with one voice.
Billy Bunter blinked at them,

“ Eh ¥ he ejnculated. ** No what?”
“ No quids, no half-crowns, no bobs
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even !” said Harry Wharton, laughing.
" Try next door 1™
“{h, really, Wharton——" )
“Wrong shop 1" said Beb Charry, with
a chuekle. * Fact 13, wo're going to tea
in Hall, Bunty |”

“Ff you fellows think I was thinking
of teg—"

“ Well, you couldn't possibly bo think-
ing of anything else at tea-time, 1 sup-
pose,” remarked Frank Nugent, “unless
it was supper.”

“0Oh, renlly, Nugent——"'

“Try Smithy 1" suggested Johnny
Bull. “The Eounder’s got tons of oof.”

“The beast won't lend me any,” seid
Bunter. “He'smean! Toddy's mean,
ton, Hea's teaing out, and hoe doesn't
care if there's nothing in the study for o
fellow, Mauly’s mean, too. I passed
him-in the lane, and he dodged through
the hedgo—actually dndﬁed a fellow, you
know, as if ho thought a fellow was
going to touch a fellow for a loan—"

"Hﬂ_! ha-, h‘ E”

“Blessed if I see anything to cackle
at! 1 say, you fellows, T wasn't going
to speak about ten. I've sccn & IDAD
in—

“ Mothing very remarkable in that,”
said Bob Cherry. *I've seen lots,”

“0h, really, Cherry-—="

“ Anything special about the man
you've zeen?” asked Harry Wharton.
Eilly Bunter had just rolled in ot the
gates, and caught tha chums of the
Remove as they came away from the
cricket, Bunter's manner indigated that
there was, in point of fact, semething
special abdut the man he had seen.

“ Hallo, halle, hallel Hera comes
jolly old Loder!” murmured Bob
%:hnrry. ™ Looks merry end bright,
doesn't heT*

'The juniors smiled as they glanced at
Loder of the Sixth.

Loder was looking anything but merry
and bright. He was slouching ulong
with his hands driven deep inta hia
gﬁnlcnts, s black and moody frown on

is brow, his eyes on the ground. Ha
did not seem to obsorve the cheery bunch
of Rcmovites as he cameo slouching
along the path towards them.

“Looks ns if his favourite roeges has
come in eleventh [ murmured MNugent,
and the jumors chuckled. They knew
more than Loder supposed of tha
manners and sustoms of the Sixth Form
sportsman,

“I say, vou fellows, I toll vou I've
sﬂl:m that man!™ persisted Billy Bunter.
i 53?—"

“What man, fathead "

“You fellows remember him, T dare
say—the man we szaw hanging about
Wharton Lodge in the Easter hols—"

Loder of the Sixth made a sudden
movement, and locked up., FHe stared
curiously at Bunter. The Owl of the
Remaoave, quite unconscious of it, raitled
OrIl =

“¥You rememhber, that man ealled the
Weasel. Ho knew Lancaster! You re-
memboer Lancaster said he was an old
servoant of his uncle’s, and sticking him
for a job. That ferret-eyed man, you
know | Isay, I've seen him. He was in
Friardele Lane when I came back from
the village! I say, you fellows, do you
think he's hanging sabout here fo sce
Laneaster of the Sixth ¥

“What rot!” said Bab. “Come on,
vou menl We don't want to ba late for
Hall; and find all 1he doorsteps gone !

“"But, I say, you fellows, it's rather
quear that man being about bere, isn't
it #" said Bunter. “It's the same man
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we saw @t Easter. Wo found ont ihat
Lancdster koew hi 4

“Shut up, Fou
Wharton.

“Eh? What—"

Loder hnd stopped on the path. Ile
was taking in every word uttered by tho
Owl of the Remove. Wharton caunght
Bunter by the arm, and hurried him to-
wards the House, Loder stood locking
after them as they went.

“I say, you fellows——-"

o Oh, dry up!” ﬁnted Johnny Bull,
" Don't you know Loder’s got his knife
inte that new man in the Bixth, fat-
head T

“Here he comes!” muttered Nugent.
, Loder of the Sixth strode after the
Juniors. Ha avertook theom before they
reached the Flouge,

: Bunter I he called out.

“Oh lor'1” gasped DBunter. Ha
blinked round at Loder with alarmed
eyes behind his spectacles. “I--I say,
Loder, it wosnt me 1#

“Eh*  ejaculated Loder, “What
wasn't you T

“I—=I mean,
Er.‘m.;rﬂr. it "

*You didn't what, you young ass?”

“COh! Nﬂthlngl Anything 1 =tamn-
mered Bunter. “I—I say, Loder, I—I
shall be late for tea 1™

Loder laughed. Evidently William
Georga Bunter was in fear of the ashe
plant, He had a good many sins of
omission end commission on his fot con-
science, Moreover, the bully of the
Sixth did not always wait for a good
resson bufore applying the wnshplant,
But Gerald Loder was not on the war-
path now,

“Don't be a young ass, Bunter,” ke
gaid. “The fact is, I've something to
say to you. Like to come to tea in my
study

Bunter jumpad,

_Great men of the Sizth Form some-
times ashed fags to tea in their studies.
But Loder hed never exercised that sork
of heospitality before. Wingate might
ask Wharton or Hobaon of the Shell Lo
tea, to talk about si)'(m:i-:rr games. But
why Lodor should ask Bunter to tea waos
a mystery—to Bunter, at least, though
Harry Wharton & Co. thought they
knew why.

But Billy Bunter did not care for whys
and  wherefores. He cared for the tea.
His fat face was irradiated by o joyous

grin,
“Ch! Yes!

ass !*  breathed

I-I didn’$ " gasped

; Rather !” ha gasped,
Tl come with pleasure, Loder.”

“Very well. Bix o'cleck," zaid Loder,
and he walked away without a glance at
the Famous Five, :

"I say, vyou fellows! You can go into
Hall, to your dish-water and doorsteps,”
grinned Bunter. “I'm going to have
something rathor better than that! He,
he, ho |*

The juniors exchanged glances.

“Look hore, Bunter! (ome
Halt ! gaid Bob Charry.

“Catch ma!* grinned Bunter de-
risively. “Likely, when I'm aszked to
tez by a Sixth Form mean, isn't it?”

“TLook here, Bunter,” =aid Harry
Wharton quietly, “ Loder wants to talk
to you becausg—"

“ My dear chap,” said Bunter patronis-
ingly, “I know why Loder wanits to talk
to ma. Naturally, he would like to talk
to an intellenmai well-informed fellow
—a chap who's a8 cut abova the Lower

into

fchool, He's not ]ikﬁl{' to ask vou
follows to tea. I can tell you that ®
“You fat nas{”’ growled Johnny Bull

Bunter waved a fat hand.
“No necd to be jealoua because I'm
asked to tea in the Bixzth!" he said
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reprovingly. “If vou fellows had my
manners, you might ba asked to tea in
the Bixth, too! As ik 13 you can't
ex it ;

“You frabjous fathead!” roared Bob

Erry.

“¥You noedn't yell at mo, Bob Cherry,
beeause I've got a friend in the Siuth.
I dislike thiz paltry jealousy.” )

That invitation to tea from & Sixth
Form prefect had evidently got into
Bunter’s head a little. He scemed to
have grown an inch or two taller, IHis

odgy chest was puffed out; his fat chin
ifted, and he oyed the chums of the
Remove with the patronising loftinesa
natural in such circumstances—natural
to William George Bunter, at lenst.

The Co. looked st him in exaspera-
tion. Never had they been so power-
fully tempted to kick Bunter. However,
they refrained from kicking him. Wick-
ing was not the way to dissuade him
from tea with Loder.

“Trot in to your dish-water and door-
steps I"' grinned Bunter. “If you sce
Smithy, tell him I'm not coming to tea
with him. Tell him 1've got something
better en.  IE you seo Toddy, you can
mention that 've gone to tea with a
friend in the Sixth, if he wants to know
whera I am.” _

“Listen to me, Dunfer!” said
Whatton, *Loder wants to pump you
because he heard you say that you wero
with us in the Easter holidays when we
first met Lancaster. He's tried pumping
mea; and now he knows you were with
us at Easter, he's going to pump Yyou.
He waunts to get hold of something
against Lancaster of the Sixth."”

“Rot 1" said Bunter.

“Do you think ho would let a fat
frog crawl into his study if he hadn't
an nxe to grind?” bawled Bob Cherry.

“0h, really, Cherry——" g

“Botter keop away from Loder,” said
Harry. “Look here, Dunter, :
away from that prying rotter, and we' 1
stand you & feed in the study. I'1l
borrow something from Bmithy.”

Bunter's fat lip curled.

“If you think I'm after iﬂur fag
feeds, you're jolly well mistaken!” he
gneered. “I'm not likely to tea in a fﬁg
study when I'm invited in the Bixth!

“You [at idiotl" ]

“That's enough!” said Bunter, with
another wave of s podgy hand. “I
despiso this paltry jealousyl Can't a
man heve a t};im] in the Sixth without
all this miserable envy and carping 1™

“You benighted chump!” roared
Johnny Bull.

“8hut up, Bulll If Fﬂu can't kee
civil, don't talk to mel 1 might as
my Eriend Loder to touch you up with
the ashplant, too I”

“Why, vou—you—you—" Johnny
Bull spluttered.

“Better mind your mannerz 1™ said
Bunter warningly. *It may pay you to
keep civil to & fellow who has fricnds
among the Bixth Form prefoets |™

“I'm going to kick him [” gasped
Johuny Bull, “ I'm jolly well going to
kick him right across the quad [V

“Hold  on!” e=xclaimed Wharton
hastily. “Look here, Bunter, if you go
to tea with Loder——"

“MNo ‘if’ about it!|" jeered Bunter.
*I'm not likely to refuse an invitation
to tea from a pal in the Bixth Form
because a lot of scrubby juniors are
sucking up to me and wanting my
mmgany I’

“Dh crumbs | gasped Huﬁnt.

“Weall, if you tea with der,™ said
Wharton, trying hard to keep his boot
away from Bunter, " don't let%im pump
you about Lancaster.” :

“Rubbish | I don’t know anything
against Lancaster., I think he's a jolly

keopn,

decent chap. We ware pally in the hols,
though he's been a bit standoflish since
he camo here and got into the Bixth.
Lancaster’s all right, I can tell you
He gave me some chocs yesterday.”

“Well, keep off the subject,” said
Harry, " Don't mention an thmg that
hnppened ak Kaster at my placa.’

“Teach your grendmother | retorted
Bunter. “Its not casy to pump me, I
can tell you. I dare say Loder will ask
me about my hels; he would naturally
be interested. Xle knows I have o mag-
nificent time at Bunter Court, He may
be fishing for an invitation therc.”

“Oh, my hat!” gasped Bob,

"Look  here, Bunter—"
Wharton, )

“I'm afraid I can’t give you fellows
any more of my time,” said Bunter.
“You see; I've got to see a man in
tho Sixth.”

“You burbling bandersnatch !

“That will do,” said Bunter. * That's
enough from you, Wharton! I tell you
plainly, I can't stand your fag manners |
I hardly know what my friends in the
Sixth Form would think of you. Any-
how, I'm fed-up! Keep your distanee!"

And PBilly Bunter turned, and rolled
away with his fat little nose in the atr,
cevidently very much above himself. It
was & lofty, dignified, and contemptuous
departure. Tis elffect was, however, a
little spoiled by Johnny Bull making a
jump after the fat and fatugus Owl
and planting his boot forcibly on
Bunter's tight tronsers.

There was a wild yell from Bunter,
and he tottered forward and dropped on
his hands and knees. He pglared round
with an infuriated glare.

“Ow! Yow! Tl tell Lodor | Wow 1™
he gasped. “I'Il jolly well tell my
fricnd Loder that you kicked me, you
beast ¥

“Tell him that I kicked you, too,
then [ said Bob Cherry.

And he suited the action to the word.

“Yaroooogh 1™

“And mention that I kicked you,
too 1" chuekled Nugent.

“Whoooop 1

# And do not forgetfully omit to men-
tion that the kiekfulness of my esteemed
gaelf was also terrific!” chortled the
Nabob of Bhanipur.

“Yoooooooop I

Bunter serambled nway and fled. It
was not, after ell, a lofty, dignified, and
contemptuous departure. It was a
hurried fHight, and Bunter puffed and
blaw as he fled.

Herry Wharton & Co. went into Hall
to tea. They were feeling rather
waorried. It was n solace to kick
Bunter; but that did not alter the fact
that Loder was going to “pump ™ the
fat Owl and draw from him information
which he could use in |lus cumpui%{n
against Lanenster of the Sixth. The
chums of the Remove liked Lancaster
and admired him, and thoy were up
agninst Loder all along the line, But
there was evidently nothing that they
could do. Billy Bunter had to be given
his head.

urged

THE FOURTH CHAPTER.
Not Nica for Loder !

ERALD LODER moved about
G, his study with restless steps.
It was near tea-time; but
Loder was not thinking of tea
or of the Remove man he had asked
to tea, He had forgotten Bunter—for-
gotten even his bitter feud against Lan-
caster of the Sixth in the stress of a
more pressing mabter,
That telephone call from Jerry Hawkeo
had frightened Loder—frightened him
to the marrow of his bonea. The razcal’s

H

threat to ring up the Head almest made
hiz heart stand still. IHe owed the Look-
maker money—fifteen pounds, a largoe
sum oven for g Sixth Form man, Loder
had had bad luck in other directions;
all his “dead corts ™ and “*suro snips ™
had somchow gone astray, as dedd corls
and sure snips 20 oftom do. He had
hoped to recoup himself for his losses hy
a bigger plunge than usual, and Hawko
had been willing—indeed, almost cager
—to lend him the money. The Lig
plunge was no luckier than the litile
plunges, gnd Loder was hopelessly in
debi to the cily, shady rascal. ‘Lhab
would not have worried him much but
for the new line that Jerry Hawke hud
taken.

The man 1nsisted upon having what
he called a ' bit of writin' “'—a written
acknowledgment of the debt. That was
only reasonable, in a way; but Loder
whose reckless folly had a limit, }!u:i
always taken care never to put anything
into writing in his dealings with shady
characters outside the school.

Buch a bit of writing, shown to the
Head, would have ruined him, and ho
dared not take the risk. But now he
was in o cleft stick. Unless he gavo
Hawke that bit of writing, the rascal
threatened to give him away at the
schoal.

Proof of their dealings the man had
none; Loder had been very careful of
that so far. Buat, with a deep sinking
of the heart, Loder reslised thai ho
dared not face the test. He could lic:
he had lied often enough. KHis whole
life at Groyfriars was a deception. Bat
under the searching eyes of the head-
master, confronted in that august
prosenee with Jerry Hawke, he knew
that ht would felter, that he would lose
his nerve; that he was likely to make
admissions, to contradict himself. Ile
had a deep misgiving thet the Head
would somehow sift out the truth if the
matter came before him. i

Yet to givoe the man that bit of writing
was to place himself hopelessly in the
rascal’s power. If Hawke choso to uso
it for purposes ﬁf blackmail, therc was
nothing to stop him. ]

But E[ﬂdar,PpMing his H}‘.udj[ with
wrinkled brows, trying to think it out,
did not think that it was that. Jerry
Hawke was a dingy rogue, but he was
not the man for that game. FPetty
roguery was his line of business, on
the safe side of the law, .

That was not it, Loder was certain.
But the man insisted on getting the * bit
of writing,”! to keep till Loder paid his
debt. And Loder realised that he wounld
have to submit, or face serious trouble.

Ho stopped his restless pacing at lask,
and stood at the open study window,
staring into the sunlit quadrangle,
bright in the May sunshine. ;

Some Sixth Form men were coming
back from the cricket ground—Wingate,
Gwynne, Sykes, Lancaster., They wete
talking cricket, in the best of spirits.

Loder eyed them bitterly.

They wera thinking, and talking, of
the Rookwood match which was to bo
played on Wednesday. They had no
su{:ﬁ miserable carking cares ns were
oppressing Loder’s mind and heart.

Yot one of them— Lancaster—surcly
had thoughts in his mind that he would
rot have cared to let the others know——
if Loder's suspicions were anything but
the ocutcome of envy, hatred, and malige.

Was the fellow a crook?

Td ho look like a crook? Leder,
gtaring from tho window at the frank.
happy, careless face, had to admit that
he did not. R

Happy, careless, at ease; enjoying lifa
at Groyiriars! He hod pleoty of money
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—not his own, it Loder was rightl
Loder told himself bitterly that he need
not have been dunned by a ms-u:nilly
rnmnﬁ mag, if he had helped himaself
to other people's money as he believed
that Lancaster had dono.

Yet all the fellows liked Lancaster,
rcepected him; sought his company, as
they never sought er’s. er's
hinted suspicions of the new man had
been received with derision and
contempt in the Hixth.

Lancaster glanced up. ]

A faintly ironical smile ﬂI‘-DEEﬂL? his
handsome face as ho mot the bitter,
vengoful look frem tho prefect at the
window. .

Loder gritted his tecth as the seuiors
passed into the House, He stood starmg
moodily from the windew. He had to
knuckle under to the man Hawke, but
there was solace in the thought of
veogesnce on Lancester! He would
show him up yob, as the crock ho was!

He turncd from the window as the
study door opened, and Walker aud
Carne of the Sixth came in.

“0Oh, here you are!l” grumted Loder.

Walker closed the study door care-
fu and producod cigarcttes.

“Your fagp won't be buttin
Loder i he esked,

“Nog till I call him! It's hardly tea-
time,” Loder blew out & clond of
smoke., “I've something to tell you
men,"

Walker and Carne oxchanged a rather
uneasy look. Of late, Loder had been
dunning his friends in the 8ixth for
loam.nqrheg_wundared whether he was
going to begin sgaln. ,

er smiled ssrcastically, reading
that uncasy thought in their ldoks.

“It's about Lancaster,’”” he said.

“Oh, Lancaster!™ Walker yawned.
Loder’s friands hardly concealed the fact
that hia feud with the mow man
thom.

“What's ha‘:&nna mw'ii: ﬁ&ﬂ [!'ar[rm
with a grin. “Cracked the 's gafe,
or hﬂﬁpﬂmkml : st Courifleld {*"

Walker chuckled.

“You know ?;h“"II' thi:;:ﬁduf hiﬁh:
said Loder guietly. va you tha
ho was at my ralation’s ﬁlam. Danby
Croft, whon the safe was robbed thare.”

““85 werp you there, old bean—but
Lancester haezn't socused you of crack-
ing the jally old safe." ]

‘Oh, don't bo an aes,' maid Loder
irritably, “I've written to Sir George
Danby, ssking him to come out plan
with what he knows about tho fellow,
now that Iﬂnﬁatrtﬂt*l a Greyfrisrs man.

Any sogwar
“Not yet,’' grunted Loder.
“Probably he won't waste a stamp

on such rot,” suggested Walker,
Loder mlog? Ho was assurod that
his suspicions of ar

in,

wore woll-

“Ho was mized up with a mob of
Remove kids in the Enster holidays—
Wherton snd his crew. I've asked
Wharton guestions—and he would tell
me nothing—whether an;«thin%}
kind happoned sanywhere near his place
while Lanecaster was nround—'"

" Nothing to tell, mosi likely.”

"Well, wo shall geal! I've asked
Buntcy  here to tea. I've found that
Bunter was staying with Wharton last
Easter, If angt happened,
knows! Thse other young sweecps are
i-:qapinf mum, because they're friendly
with Lencaster, and thoy Enow I'm
againgt hin. Bunter will tattle fast
enough ' Lader grinned malicionsly.
" You fellows will hear fromr Bunter
whether there wert suy robberics in the
vicinity while Lancaster was in Surrey
last Easter."

Walker and Carne stared at him.

“You've asked a fat, frowsy fag to
tea—for us to meet " e:c!aimeg:ly Waﬁmt‘;
“and we're to listen to his taftle!
Thanks "

“Oh, don't bo an ass!"" exclaimed
Loder irritably.

“I'm not ass enough to tea with a
me{v fng, and listen to his silly chin-
wag "' shorted Walker. “If you want
fags to tea, Loder, you can leave out
Sixth Form men while you're entertain-
in' them., I'm off I"

“Look heres, you fool—" roared
Laoder, as James Walker made a move-
ment towsrds the door,

“Lomin’, Carne """ asked Walker.

“Yes, rather,” gronted Carne. *'You
can bave your dashed fag and_ his
tattlin’ ell to yourself, Leder! Like
your cheek to ask us, I think!"

And the two seniors lcft the study,
Walker closing the door after him with
unnecessary force.

Loder scowled after them bleckly,

Ho had not expected that, though
cortainly his friends had let him ses,

plainly h, that they were fed v
with hiam Sitting. down to tea wit
a grubby fag of the L
listening to his “chin-wag,” did not
soem. good enough to two lofty Bixth
Form men,

A few minutes later, thero was & tap
at the door, end it opened to revenl the
fnt and fatuous countenance of William

Bunter.

“ Here I am, old chap!’ said Buntor.

Thnt "old chap *’ from Bunter nearly
corned him the licking of his life.
Loder was in the mood to lay the
nshplant round that podgy form, and to
lay it bard. But he remembered in
tirng that be had a use for Bunter—who
could, after all, be thrashed afterwards
for iun cheeky familiarity. Loder
contrived to change his black scowl into
o rit.

o in, kid!"" said Loder.
Bunter :3[«1 it

founded. But it was certain that he was
alone im belief. Even bis own Loder stepped .fo the door, and
friends grinned at his suspicions. shouted = thel down the passage.

“ Old by koows something,’ he  Tabbh of Third made a prompt
said. "He had Ferrers Locke, the appesrance. Loder's fag seldom kopt
famous detective, looking into the him waiting. The results were too
robbery, and I'm certain Locke he

suspicions, at least. He's bound to
gpeak out now that the rotier has butted
into Greyiria knows anything.'*
“IE1" eald Carpey with s wink at
Walker,
“And that's Dot alll”
Laoder,

Walker gave a desp; BT,
bl b B oy A SN

n A
l ‘?ﬁa t another etring to bow,™
said r uhheod . I fancy that
thera have been robberies wherever

“What pevpe fﬁ g 1:i Walk
& or.
TEE Mmm}ﬂl 1.915. '

continuned

d painful if he did.
Tubb

looked at Bunter! PBunter
glanced at Tubb, with lofty patronage.
The fog bod an almost homicidal ex-
pression on his face.

Ik wan th&ﬁrsﬂtdg.ima that Goorge Tubb
hed bocn eslled upon to fag for a
Remove junjor! It yoused the deepest
iro in the breast of Tubb, Fagging for
Loder, and his Sixth Form friende, was
not ! but it was in the day's
worl, ae it were, for a Third Form
i el R i oy (g Pl
un ¥ iko himsalf—fair
ok Tubb's mt._n:'%‘iahar T. Fish woul

v axpressed if.
In was like Loder’s cheek, to expeot

of the f

wer Fourth, and life
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such thin of a Third Form man!
Tubb would havo told him had he
dared. As he dared not, L'ubb had to

content himself with giviog Billy Buater
erpclous scowls.

Loder did not cven observe that thero
wag anything wrong with Tubb, That
youth was a “man," and a man of some
consequence, iz the Third Form. To
a Bixth Form prefect, ke was little more
than s microbe.

Tubb performed his bounden dutics
and retired from the study as scon as
Lodor told him that he could “cut.’”
Fe marched off with feelings too decp
for wards, to tell the other “‘men'’ in
the Third Form rovin that he had had
to fag for a measly junior, and to debate
with his friends, Paget, and Bolsover
minecr, Whethor 1t would be safe to kick
Bunter noxt time he meot him in the
quad. Utterly regardless of Tubb and
his outraged feclings, Loder and Billy
Bunter zat down to tea.

TBE FIFTH CHAPTER.
Tea for Two [
BI[iLT BUNTER frinned expan-

sively.
Loder of thoe SBixth was in &
“stony” state, and in debt all
round ; but his credit was atill good at
the school shop. Bo there was quite &
handsome spread on the table; and Billy
Bunter eyed it with satisfaction.
He did not nced tclling to begin, He
!:rnfonnl
der, porhaps, was not s beaming
hoepitable host! Only now snd then,
when he thought of it, ke forced a smile
to his face.
But that did not bother Bunterl
Beaming hoespitality would net have
intercated him g0 much as the foodshilfs,
The spreed was good, and it was
ample, and that was all the fat junior
cared about, He tucked in, and enjoyed

Loder ate little snd spoke loss,
Bunter had nothing to say for & time.
But when he had eaten enough for three
fellows, and taken the keen edge off his
appetite, Punter became affably con-
versational.

* Decent spread, old chepl”
Dunter, ]

Loder suppressed his feelings. .

What might be Loder’s motive in
osking him to tea Bunter did not know;
unless Loder had suddenl discovered
what & bright and intellectual and
atiraoctive chap he wea!

That, after all, seemed probable
canough—to Bunter! Anyhow, there he
was, teaing with » Sixth Form prefect,
and convinced that he had left the
Famous Five green with envy. If Loder
wanted him to talk, as Harry Wharton
& Co. had warned him, Buoter had
no objection to talking! He rather
liked 3%, in fact. If Loder wanted to
find out somethi about Lancaster,
Bunter did not quite see the point; so
far as he knew, there waa nothing to
find out. Bubt he waa willing to talk
about Lancaster, or soybody else, so
long as he talked ¥

ANl he stipulated waa that he should
have his mouth full while he talked |

“*You must come to my study to tea
some time, old fellow,” went on Bunter,
with great affability. The more cheek
Laoder stood from him the more Banter
gava him to stand; thas was his Jittle
way. "“What about to-morrow? No—
not to-morrow—I've & party on, What
nbout Wednesday? Tou'll ba free on
Wednesday; you won't be playing
oricket—he, he, he | .

Asx his exclusion from the First Eleven

said



EVERY S.TURDAY

N\

on Rookwood day was Loder’s sorest
grievance, this was unususlly toctless,

aven for Bunter, Bunter saw no reason,
however, why he should not give his
friond in the Sixth a little playful
hudmﬁm

“] hear that Wingate’s f[rightiully
bucked at getking that new man, Lan-
caster, into the tcam !” went on DBun-
ter. "I say, thia is good cake!”

“Egga;k:_ng of Lancaster, I beliave you
saw him in the helidays last KEaster,"
remarked Loder.

“Oh, yes! Not st home, you know,"
snid Bufiter. “He was not mm the
immense crowd of guests at Bunter
Court. 1 saw him at Wharton's place.
Not & bad little place, Wharton
humble, you know, and nnpretending.
I put in a few days there, as I'd rather
thoughtlessly promised ‘Wharton 1
wc:ﬂ::l%. Hardly my styla, as 5 matter of
frot. Pass the cream-pulfs, will you "

der passed the nmam;’puﬁs. They
disappeared dewn Bunter's capacious
gullet one after anotber, like oysters.

“Lancaster staying there—" asked
Loder. )

“Dh, no; ho was putting up at an
inn half a mile away. Ripping chap,
isn't he 7” said Bunter. * He came over
to tea once. I forget which day. Oh,
vos, I romember: it was.the'samo day as
tho hurgl-arr."

Loder's eves snapped.

“ A burglary ot Wharton Lodge ™ he
almost gaspod,

“The saome mnight,” =said Bunter.

“Somebody broke in, you know. The
local police thought it was most likely
tho same man who had robbed the bank
at Wimford the week before.”
Loder breathed hard and deep. He

Ewlch !
(| ap——"**

“Wkheeoop 1" roarcd Brnter.

§

“0Dh, erikey! [—1 cay, oid

The Owl ol ike Reaove mwale a wild jump for the door

erd tere it open just as Louwr ra.sed his cane for another swipe.

| 11}

'“'_

L]
|
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had failed to draw any information from
Harry Whirton. DBunter was cvidently
a differcnt proposition.

Wlaule Lancaster was staring pear
Wharton Lodge, there had been two
burglaries in that dpnrt- of Surrey!
Loder scarcely meeded more to confirmn
him in his suspicions.

Hao wished that Walker and Carne
had beon present to heoar this. They
cculd searcely have failed to be struck
by the fact that robberies sesmed to
haunt the footsteps of Dick Lancaster.

“Did they got the man?" he asked
carolessly.

Bunter gobbled and shook his head.

“No [ear! Nobody knows who roblbed
the Wimford bank; and as for the
burglar at Wharton Lodge, I seared him
off. T went down for some grub, yon
know, and butted fairly into him, ond
frightened him away."

“You—yon saw him?"”

“Only o sort of shadow in the dark,”
said Bunter. “I shouldn't know HNim
again. But for moe he would have
cleared out the placa. But I can tell
you, I tackled him., My pluck’s pretty
wall il;;uuwn I—"

“EE]I::??’IMMB it [ snapped Loder.

“I—I mean, gaid Laoder
hastily. ** Bunter—
they're good !

“Thanks, I will, old scout "

Bunter tried them, and proceeded to
pacﬁk them away safely after tho cream-
puffa.

“Was Lancaster staving @lone at the
inn " asked Loder. *“I—I suppose ho
had some friends there—or visitors.™

“Only that man he colled the

o on!"
theso Earis,

3
."-FFF-

'-.’it'-:!ustﬂ.," snid Dunter. “Any mora
tarts ¥’
“The Weasel?" repeated Loder,

“Did you say the Weaszel 1"
“I said tarig——m"
“Try the donghnuts,

Woeasel 2
Loder was struck by that pecaliar

name. Ilo was iotensely interested.

Bunter was more interested in the

deughnuts, Loder waited with savago

impatience till & doughnut had disap-
pearcd and o second waos on the down-
ward path.

“0Oh, & man!" said Bunter, with lua
mouth full. “We found him hanging
about Wharton Lodgo one day. hat
wads before the burglary, 1 had rather
an ides that he might know something
about it—shifty-lookin brute, you
know=-but when I found that he knew
TLancaster, I knew it was all right, of
coursa,”™

Loder's eyer fairly blazed. Ieo was
certain now that he was gettm{: on tho
track of something! Ilarry Wharton
might have told him all this had he
chosen? Why had Wharton kept it
dark ?* Dhid he suspeet Lancaster, too?

“ Bhifty-looking man " soid Loder.

“Ugly little g!ighter. with eyea like
n forret and sandy hair,”" said Bunter,
“1 ean tall you I was surprised when X
came on him talking to Lancasker in the
wood ona day. You sec, he had -been o
sorvant of Lancaster's uncle, and was
lnoking for a job.”

“TLancaster told you that?™

“Yos; ho talked quite a lot. Tather

pally, vou know,” snid tho fatuous Owl
“ Any more doughnuts®"

Tug Maicxer Lrepary.—No. 1,215
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"N-no! There's a cake!
more tea? Ilelp yourself!
the man’s name "

' Lancaster called him Weasel—a nick-
name, you koow, He never menticned
his mame. Like his check to worry
Lancaster about getting him a job,
think. I daro say that's what he's after
nogw, "

* Now ' repeated Loder., .

“Didn't you hear me telling the
fellows 1'd seen him 7" said Bunter. "I
say, all the sugar’s gone! I like plenty
af sugar in my tea.”

“You've scen the man—here 7"

“Yes. Is thero any sugar in the cup-
board 7 I don’t mind getting it, if thero
ie]l I like six lumps, and there’s only
threo lefe, ™

“Yesg, ves, yes!
board, you—you—- :

Loder checked himself. He waited
whtile Bunter renewed the supply
HUEFLY.

1 say, there's a pie in the cupboard,”
said Bunter, "III‘ic)i'1 you mean that for
ten, Loder?™

Loder had meant the pie for supper.
But he gave assent at once. The news
ke was getting from Bunter was worth a

1€,

. Bunter lifted out the pie, and helped
himself to half of it at one fell swoop !
For scine minutes he was too busy to
talle. Loder eyed him almost waolfishly.

“You've secn tlis man Weasel hang-
ing about the school 1™ he ashed.

“Not cxactly hanging about the
school— 1 saw, this i1s a ripping pie !
I saw him in Friardale Lane this after-
noon. MNot like our pies at Bunlep
Court; but jolly good, Loder! You
ought to kick Tubb for feaﬁng it in the
cupl:lmﬂ.rd when you've got a man to
toa '™

“Did he speak to you?”

“"No fear! He seemed to mo to wand
to kcop out of 3i§ht," said Bunter,
* Anyhow, he dodged through the hedge
when I met him in the lane, and was
rene in o second., I faney he knew me!

cople who see me once remember me,
as o rule” soid Bunter complacently,
* I you're not going to have any of the
pie, Loder, I'l} finish it, if you hke.™

“Ta 1" rasped Loder.

“Thanks, old chap, I will.”

And Bunter did.

While he finished the pie he talked.
But it was soon clear to Loder that
Bunfer had exhausted his repertoire, =o
o speak,. He had told gll that he knew.

By ihe time Bunter had finished with
the pie, Loder had finished with Bunter.
e had learned all that the fat junior
ecould tell him: and he had no further
usa for a fat, [rowsy, footling fag. Heo
rase to his feet,

“Tve got to see a man now,” re-
marked Loder. * You can cut, Bunter.”

Bunter blinked at him.

This was rather abrupt, after asking a
man to tea and revelling in the delights
of his entertaining conversatjon.

“All sercno, old fellow: I'm in no
hurry,” said Bunter, “1 Thaven't
saninpled the jam yet.”

oder gave him a quite unpleasant
leok.

“1 told you rou eould eut,” he said,

“0Oh, really, Loder—-"

“Cut sna.Epnd Loder,

Bunter blinked at him. Loder’s man-
nar had grown distinetly unpleasant:
and even upon ‘Bunter's cbtusa brain it
dawned that the Sixth Form man had
jl:_umped him dry, and was done with

im. On the other hand, there was a
pot of jam on the table and Bunter
liked jam. Indeed, he loved it. He had
kept up a pretty good rate of speed
during tea; but had he foreseen that
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What was

Flonty in the cup-

¥

Loder's hospitality would peter out so
suddenly, ho falt that he could have

accelerated o little. His fat hand
hovered over the jan:.

“I—I s=ay; old fellow——" said
Bunter,

Loder picked up his cane. He had no
reason_now for tolerating “old fellow *
from Bunter.

Swisgh !

. “"Yaroocoh!” roared Bunter, jump-
mg. “Oh erikey! I=I say, old
chap—>"

Swish !

*“ Whoooop *

Bunter forgot even the jam.

Ho made a wild jump for the door
ahd lore it open. Another swish from
tho cane caught him as he bounded out,
and o yell floated back from the Sixzth
Form passage.

Loder kicked the door shut and threw
down the cane.

His look was gloating

“I've got im now—got him!” heo
muttered, “I've got him fair and

uare! He's a crook—a crook—it's
plain enough for the blindest fool to
seal I've got him ™

It was not proof; thongh to Loder's
mind it was as good as proof. Wharton
could have told him =] this; and he had
kept it back beeause he knew how it would
tell against Lancaster. Ha was shield-
ing the fellow! Dot Loder knew it all
now; and beforo long all Greyfriars
would know how robberies happened
whevever Lancaster happened to be.
Loder gloated.

But the elation faded from his face
as anbther matter came into his mind—
Jerry Hawke, and his demand for the
“hit of writing.” Loder’s problem still
had to be settled.

That evening the *“hit of writiugh”
was in the bands of the sharper at the
Cross Keys., There was no_ help for it;
snd Loder had to submit, But he
solaced himself with the prospect of
“showing up” Laneaster of thae Bixth;
his enemy should pay scot and lot,
and pay for the offences of others as
well as for his own. And it never oc-
curred to Gerazld Loder that In dealing
with the schoolboy whom he believed
to be a crock, he was liftle more than
alay in the hands of the potter.

THE SIXTH CHAPTER.
An Unexpected Meeiing 1

i MNLY Lancaster!” gaid Bob
0 Charry. :
It was the following day,

n morning break.

Harry Wharton & Co. were saunter-
ing ua—:gur tha trees in Friardale Lane.
During break fellows did not go out of
l}iﬂ% For that reason the Famous Five

ad dropped out by a corner of the
Cloisters. Tt was “lines ™ if a prefect
happened o spot them: and so the sight
of @ Bixth Form man coming up the
lane from the school was not reassuring.
But it was only Lancaster, as Bob re-
marked ; and the new man in the Bixth
wasz not a prefeet, so it did not matter.

The chums of the Remove gave him a
cheery grin as he came up. Lancaster,
as one of tho Sixth, was ontitled to walk
ont in the break if he liked. He gave
the juniors rather a severs glance.

“You kids ought not to be out of
gates!™ he said. i )

“Tha nuihb—n-}tfulnm 18 terrific, my
esteemed Lancaster,” agreed Hurres
Jamset Ram Singh. “DBut there is no
2bsurd harmfulness in a small trot; end
you will not mention that you have be-
held us out of ridiculouz bounds.™

Lancaster laughed. Ha seemed to
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find Huryea Singl's wonderful flow of
English entertaining.

“All the game, vou'd better ecut in”
bo said, *Rules were made to be kept;:
not to be broken. I think—?

Lancaster broke off suddenly. From
a gap in the hedge, at o little distance,
a man stepped into the lane.

He was a small, wiry man with sandy
hair and sharp, ferrety cyes. Lan-
caster’s glance fized on him, and the
flash that leaped into his eyes startled
the juniers, They looked round lo seo
what had brought that blaze of sudden
anger into the eyes of tha new senjor,

They rccognised the ferrct-cyed man
at once. They had not [orgotten the
“Weasel,” whom they had seen at
Wharton Lodge in the holidays,

The man with the ferret eves stopped,
staring at Lancaster and the group of
juniors., Obviously, he had not known
they were there when he stepped out
from the feld-path into the lane.

For a moment Lancaster’s face was
Lblack with anger; and the juniors stood
uncomfortable and wondering, Accord-
ing to Bunter, the ferret-eved man was
some old servant of Laneaster’s uncle—
appareatly he had told Bunter so. If
the man was out of work and bothering
him for heip it might be annoying: but
wag scarcely a cause for the HGeree anger
in Lancastor's looks, )

But in a twinkling almost, the Bixth-
Former recovered his composure, The
black look passed from his face as if it
had boen wiped away.

He gave the ferret-eyed man a nod,

““Hallo, you here!" he snid pleasantly.

“Yes, sir!” said the Weasel, touching
his hat, quick to take his cue. “CE{itﬂ
a surprise sceing you, sir! I'm looking
for & job, sir, and 1 been after one at
Lantham, sir.”

Harry Wharton & Co. walked back
townrds the school.

They wished that they had not left the
sohool precinets after all. They walked
back in stlence.

They believed in Lancaster; they
liked and trusted him. ‘They regarded
with contempt the rumour Loder had sot

afloat congerning him. But thera were
severa| peculiay circumstances connected
with the scnior they liked; and the
Weasel was one of them. If ho woz only
g family servant in hard luck, even a
troublesome one, why that sudden fierce
anger in Lancaster's look at the unex-
pected sight of him? It was strange,
and it was disquicting. The juniors
wished that the;iad not scen that meet-
ing. They were careful not to look back
as they walked away; but they knew
that Lancaster was in talk with the
man; and they had a lurking fecling
thet ho had been angered, i not
alarmed, by the fect that they had seen
tha Weasel near Greylriars,

Lancaster glanced after the juniors;
and then made & sign to the Weasel,
The latter stepped back through tho
hedge into the Seld adjoining; and tho
Greyfriars senior followed him.

There they were out of sight of any-
one pusaing in the lane. And tho Grey-
friars man's face darkened with angey;
ke tock no further trouble to disguise
what he was [esling,

“You here!” he said, between his
teath. “What sre you doing here,
Weasel? What's this game?™

The Weasel eyed him Eurt.wulg.

“Jest mooching round, Dick,” he
said. “There's some likely places in
this quarter; ss I dessay you've mecn
since you been at the school.”

Lancastor gritted his teesth.

“Did 8limy EuEdun send you herol™

“B'pose he did?™ grunted the Weasel.

“I've told S8limy that he's got to cub
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put Guroyiriars! He agreed! If you've
got an eyc on the i ’

“You ain't asked to take a 'and, i
X have,” said the Weasel sullenly. "It
would be pie to you, Dick—jyou in-
side the place ond knowing whero
things is. %‘n’hnt’s the matter with you
since you been at the echool? Yon nn]&
got to crack the sefe and pass the stu
te me out of a winder—-"

“I've had that out with Sj::rH! Grey-
friars is to be lct alone !™ gaid Lancaster,
in a low, passionate voice, *“If Sug-
den's double-crossing me he’ll repent it
Weasel, if you bott in at Greyfviars,
look out for trouble! You've got me
against you, if you do.”

The ferrot-eyed man snarled. ;

“You better think twice, Dick!
Slimy's leaving you out, as you made a
point of it! 51.:1'. you'd sent ua all the
information we needed before you cried
off. It's an casy orib to crack. ¥You
stand pat if you like; all you got to do
ia to be fast asleep when the job comes

l——

L

“I tell yon,” said Lancaster, in a low,
tense voice, Tthat if you mwmke any
attempt on Greyfriars you've got me to
rockon with. I mean m'erf- word of
that, Weasel; and if you're locking for
a seven-year stretch keep on.”

“If you gave & cove away——'" mut-
tered the Weasel. His ferrety cyes
seemed to burn &t the OGreyfriars

senior.
“¥ think you know I'm & fellow of my
word,” said Lancaster. “ Eeep clear of

my school or look for bad trouble.
N{m hook it.”
“ Look *ers, Dick—"
"Hui:nlr. it1* snapped Lancasier
et ey
Ea'f‘r['hgaﬂﬂ’aasal ayed him, long and hard;

and then, without another word, turhf;é
and tramped across the ficld. Twice
he looked back, and there was a threat-
ening scowl on his low, beetling brow.
Lancaster watched him with glinting
cj'esr’_;%ﬁ he disappeared at last across
the fields. 1
With a black brow, the Greylriars
ecnior. walked on. The pight of the
Weasel had evidently disturbed lim
deeply.
ag 1arry. Wharton & Co. scen
Laneaster arrive at his destination, they
wonld have gurprised. From the
towpath by the Sark, the senior swuog
himeeli over a gate that gave admission
to the long gardem of the Cross Keys,
Under the trees there & squat, oily-faced
man was waiting, smoking a ocigar.
Lancaster remained only a few minutes;
Lt when he left thers was a paper in

his pocket, and a banknote remained in |

the groasy hand of Jerry Hawke.

Mr. Hawke stared after Lancaster’s
disappesring form, and then stared at
the ]ﬁanknuta in his hand and grinned.
It was & note for o large sum; such a
sum a5 scldom came Mr, Hawke's way
in his dealings with his dupes. Ile
grinned with satisfaction; but he scomed
puzzled, too. He wallked thoughtfully
up the long garden to the inn, where
1:0 changed the banknote and stood him-
self n drink.

Lancaster walked swiftl .
(reviriars. His face was dark, tclling
of black and bitter thoughts. The
forrety face of the Weasel, the oily
visago of Jerry Hawke, haunted his
wmind, snd both were equally repellant
ta e Sixth-Former of Greviriars.

Buat his face was clear, cool, careless
whan he came into the school afain.
The schoolboy crook was rot likely to
hatray himself by his looks. In the
Sixth Form room er geve him a
scowl; but Dr. Locke had a benignant
smile for thoe new senior, who scemed
85 keen on Groek ss he was on games.

back to

When Richard Lancaster left the Form-
room he waitked between Wingate and
CGhwynne, chatting  pleasantly; = and
Harry Wharton & Co., sighting him in
the quad, almost wondered whether ho
was the samoe fellow whose brow had
blackened and whose eyes had flashed
at the sight of the Weasel

Lancaster, passing them, gave them a
nod and a smile. gﬂe walked on with
his frieads, and the juniors ocast
admiring glances after him. They were
thinking what a splendid chap he
looked and wasl t wag fortunate,
perhaps, that they could not read what
was 1y his miond and in his heark.

i

THE SEVENTH CHAPTER,
A Crushing Blow ]
LDI}ER of the Bixth looked pver the

letters in the rack and scowled.
Therse was no letter for Loder,
and ho wondered why.

“Cowe on ! gaid Walker, grinning.

YOU CANNOT HELP
SMILING, LADS, |

at this amusing joke which has won

for R. Goodchild, of B, Stanley
Villes, Shortheath, Farnham,

I Surrey, a
SPLENDID SHEFFIELD
STEEL PEMKNIFE.

Old Lad
our cap o
ood."

Tramp
fult of sandwlohes ] **

{to tramp): * Take
when you ask mo for

: 1 gan’t, ma'am, it's

YOU would be delighted with ons i
of these topping prizes. Send in
your ribtickler right away.

|

Walker knew what letter Loder was
expecting—the answer from Bir George
Danby, at Danby Croft, on the subject
of Richerd Lancaster. For m:vr:'ml ays
now Loder had been expecling tnat
answer; but it had not come.

He was puzeled and irvitated as he
walked out into the quad with Walker.
Walker's view was that Loder's relative
had regarded his inguiry oz footling
nonsense, and was not taking the trouble
to reply. That was not Leoder's view;
but he could nol understznd why he
rveceived no apswer.

“It's quece ¥ grunted Loder. “0ld
Danby is an old Greyiriars man—he's
sure to feel it, knowing thati the fellow
15 here at his old school.”

“Why” f’uwned Walker. " Lancaster,
from what 1 hear, is the son of an Army
captain—a man who fell in tho War.
Decent enﬂu%h for Greyliiare—or any
other school.

“You know what I mean!” growled
Loder. “I'm convineed that old Danby
suspected him, at least—"

“hum 1™ said Loder batterly.

“Rot 1" sald Walkor.

Loder grunted and was silent. Cer-
tainly, Bir George Danby’s failure to
reply to his inguiry looked as if Bir
George regerded it as “rol.” It did
not even cceur to Loder that his lotter
had never reached Danby Croft at all
He suspected Lancaster of being o
“erook ”; but it never crossed his mind
that the schoolboy crook might have
intercepted that letter. Yeb it might
have been obvious to him that if the
sl follow could “erack " safos, the
school letter-box would give him no
diffioulty.

npaster of the Sixth was sirolling
on tho path under the elms as the two
Sixth-Formers came gloong. e stopped
and looked at Loder. :

“I'd like to speak to yow, Lodor, if
vou've o few minutes to sparc,” he said
in his pleasant tones.

Loder stared at him grimly.

“I think I've told you that you're not
the sort of fellow I care to spuak tol”
he zaid,

“Dash it all,

Walker uneasily. .

“The fellow koows what I think of

. “It's liko

hiz cheek to speak to me!”
_ “Look here," exclaimed Walker, “ this
15 too jolly thick, Loder! If you want
to rag a man like that, leave me out of
it. Lancaster, don't fancy that I'm in
this, I'm net!”

And Walker stalked angrily awapy,
leaving Loder alene, bognr scowled
ilft?: m and gave Lancaster a black
look.

“Your friends do not seem to share
your opinion of me, Loder,” said tha
now senior, with a slight smile.

“They will,” said Loder, comnpressing
his 1i “I'm Iﬂeltiug it clear now—
they'll have to convinced when I've
got 1t clear enough for & blind man to
sce. L'vo been getting information, if
vou'd like to know—I've found out what
itupsan&d in the Easter holidays.”

“Did anything happen '

“Only a couple of
short distance of the
were staying 1" sneered Loder. " Ono of
thetn at a place where you'd wedged
in during the day. The Danby Croft
bizney over againi I fancy the fellows
will see what it looks like.™

Lancaster smiled; but there wasz a
glint 1n his eyes.

“Alhl You have been chatting with
my young friends in the Lower Fourth,”
he remarked. )

“Your fag frionds never said a word
—they know what I wanted to find out,
and they were hiding the truth!"
gncered Loder., “Looks to mo as if
they think ther='s something in it them-
selves. Anvhow, they deliborately kept
it dark. I got it out of Bunter.”

“You are quite o detestive [ drawled
Lancaster.

“1 dare sav vou know a lot about
dotectives! You must have come across
a good many in your line of business.”

“My line of business?"” repeated
Lancastor, raising his eycbrows, "1
don’t quite follow.” .

“1 think voun do. The erook busi-

Loder—" bepan

ur%'lnriﬂs, within &
aeo where you

ness " eaid Loder. “"Wedging your-
gelf into wealiby places to  crack
oribs.”

“You really think——"

“1 don't think—X konow! If I had

doubted, I should have been certain that
night you shut ine out of the House
when was out of bounds. Only &
crook would have thought of such o
trick.” Loder gritted his  teeth.
“Wait t1l] I got my answeor from Danby

Croft. That wili fix you, 1 fancy.”
“And then L.ancaster  siill
smiled.
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“Then,” said Loder, “you'll be chown
wp in your true colours. The fellows
will have to belicvo the truth. 1 fancy
the evidence will be st enough for
me to go to the Head. In that cose
you go out of Greyfriars, neck and
vrop 1 Z '

His look was gloating. _

T.ancaster stood silent, locking at
him. His face expressed nothing but a
faint amusement. But there were
strango thﬂughtq in his mund, strange
feelings in his heart. Loder did not
know it, could not guess it, could not
even have undﬂrstm::ﬁ it had he known
—but had o fellow like Wingate uttered
thesn words, or aven a ijunior like
Wharton or Bob Cherry. the seHf-posses-
sion of tho sthoolboy crook would have
crumpled up  Overwhelming shame
would have driven that smile from his
face; his plance would have faltered
and drooped. He would have stood
guilty and condemned.

Lencaster knew it; and he was
thankful, for his safety’s sake, that- his
enemy was not a fellow whom he could
respect, whose motives he could respect.

Loder hated him, but pot because he
was what heé was. PBut for that bitter,
]permnnl unimu.'si.tiy', Loder would never
wve suspected that Lancaster was a
crook at all. Eovy and malice were at
the bottom of Gerald Loder’s deadl
foud. HMad Lancaster been as open an
above suspicion as any man in _the
Sixth, Loder would still have hated him
and sought to injure him. It was
Lancaster's good qualitics, not his bad
ones, that hed stirred the Bixth Form
Lully's bitter malico,

The szchoolboy crook, at lcast, was
fres from such base feelings as envy,
malice, unreusmnu}? animosity,  Cir-
cumsfances, and evil training, had made
him what I";er was; yob at heart ho was,
nmnd knew himself to be, a better fellow
than Gerald Loder. And that know-
ledgo sustained him; he could hold up
hiz head in the presence of a fellow for
whom he felt contompt.

Loder waited for him to speak; but
he stood silent. The bully of the Sixth
went on at last, “ rubbing it in.™

“You've got arnother day or two—
make the most of it] You'll play in
the Rookwood match to-morrow—make
the most of that! I've had no answer
from Danby Croft vet.” Loder could
oot understand the flecting smile that
glided over Lancaster’s face. * Perhaps
it will go direct to the Head. Anyhow,
when it comes, you're done for here, I
fancy | If you wriggle through some-
how, thero's atill Forrers Locke 1™

“Ferrers Locke ?"” repeated Lancaster,

“He knows you, and he's related to
oar headmaster here. If old Danb
doesn't finish you, I'm getting in toue
with Locke, somehow. Dir. Locko
being related to him, he's sure to chip
in—if he knows anything about wou,
and I faney he docs.™

“You have it all cut and dried,” said
Lancaster, laughing.

“¥ou'll find out that I have™

“1 advised you once that peopls who
live in glass-houses should mot throw
stones,” drawled Lancaster. “It was a
good tip, though you disregarded it

“¥You won’'t get another chance at
me,” sneered Loder. “I'm not break-
mg bounds again, so long as you'rs at
Groeyirtars.™

“Quite sn improvement in you: I
hope that you will give up retten
blackguardism altogether and become
a decent fellow in the long run,” ssid
Lancaster coolly. “By the way, I saw
vour friend Hawke this morning.*

Loder gave a violent start
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“You—you rotter! TYou've nosed
that out!"” he breathed.

“Docsn't one good
another? You'ro nﬂsiuq
about me, are you not?” smiled Lan-
oaster., "If it's your duty to tum out
a fellow from the school befause you
think he's not up to the mark, isn't it
my duty to turn out a fellow 1 know
to be & blackguard, a gambler, and
a disgrace to this school, or any other®”

“You can't hurt me there; you can't
Et Hawke, to hq]{J you—yon can't—"

der's. voice treiled off. An undefined
but deep tevror was in his heart.

“1 think you left a paper with Jerry
Hawke,'

" A—a—a paper? whispercd Loder.

“Which would get you the sack here
if the Head saw it, faster than any-
thicg could get the sack for me.”

Lodar caught his breath.

“Hawke would not—would not——*

“That k]:ra'.l]:l-ulzur,”' gaid Lancaster guictly
and caolly, “is now in my hands®

Loder stood as if turned to stone.

“"Yon oall mo a orook: but you'ra
not prepared for crooked ways,” sald
Lancastor bitterly. “1 don't chooze to
have you spying and prying and talking
about me in the Sixth., 1 teld you
1I'd make you stop it! VYou've left me
only one way, You say I'm going to
be turned out of Greyfriars. If T go,
Gerald Leder, I go in company.”

Loder stood speechless.

“1f that paper with your signature
on it gocs before the Head you're dono
for here. 8So long as you let me alono
Il let you alone, TYou've made
yourself my enemy without cause. Let
mo alons, One more word of slander
from you and you go up before the
Head for the sack!”

Loder found his voice at last.

“Itse a lic—a lie] Hawke would
not—"

“You poor fooll” Lancaster laughed

turn decserve
out things

contemptuously. “De you think there
i3 anything that raﬁuu would not do
for money 7 Do you look for a sense of

honour in s men who mokes a living
by duping mugs? It only had to be
made worth his while, and ho ij_ul'l‘lﬁe{]
at it. Can't you see, now, that pu ed
‘ﬁ:ﬁ strings? You can ask Hawke 1f vou
1Ke.

Loder stood dumb,

“I've no desire to harm you., Your
rotten dinginess i= not my business.

vo me alone and I'Hl leave ¥you
alone. Give me any mere trouble and
I'll erush you like & worm !

With iﬂ’nt-, Lanecaster turned and
walked away. Leoder, still dumb, asnd
white as chalk, stared after him,
motionless, as if rooted to the ground.

E————

THE EIGHTH CHAPTER.
All Clear!

T} ALLO, hallo; hallo!l Some-
H thing's up?
“The upfulness is terrific ™

“What the thump!"?

The Famous Five stared at g‘?ingat:}.
He came striding out of the House,
with a deep frown on his brow, and a
glint in his eyes.

Seldemt, or never, had the juniors
seen the captain of Greyfriars looking
80 ANg

SBomeithing, evidenily, was “up.” 1t
was ‘utterly unlike “cld Wingate ¥ to
got in & bait like this, and especially 1t
was unlike him to let the public aye
fall on him at such a time. Wingats
seemed fo  have forpetten for the
moment that he was the cyncsure of
all eyes at Greyiriars—the greatest
man in that little community, whose
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frowns were almost as awe-inapiring as
the frowns of Jove on high Olympus.

He wag passing the juniors with long,
rapid strides, when ho suddenly swung
round towards them and rapped out a
question.

:Eaen Loder about?

es, he’s over %?ndm-, under the

elms,’” said Harry Wharton.

Wingate strode on towardsz the walk
under the elms. Harry Wharton & Co.

exchnn;iad lances.
“ Looks for Loder,”

ike trouble
remnarked Nugent.

“Ile's asked for it long enough,”
grunted Johmny Bull, “I dure say it's
something about that man Lancaster.
I hear thut Loder’s got out something
fresh against him.”

“ Something he wormed out of Bunter
yesterday, 1 suppose,” growled the
captain of the Remove. “That fat
tattling ass—"

“Oh, really, Wharton 1"

“Let’s kick Bunter,” suggested Bob

CITY.

“Keep off, you beast! you
fellows, Wingate looks frightfully
ratty,” said Bunter. *“1 say, I'm going
to see whai's on. I say, do you think
there’s going to be o secrap? Faney
?1 si:rap between two prefects! He, he,
ﬂ ra

“Oh, my hat!” ejaculated Boh,

Billy Buater rolled off on Wingate's
tvack. If there was anything on, Bunter
was not goibg to miss it, especially if
It was something so wiidfy axciting as
8 serep between two Sixth Form men,
both of whom wers prefects,

= Cumq on, you men,” gaid Beb, “If
Wingate's going to punch Loder, we
want to sea him drop!"

”E[:-.E:I_;ihu'! hﬂ.!"

* Besides, Loder will want earrvin
héme afterwards. We're Scouts, jr:zmﬁ
know how to render first-aid. Come
on, my infants !

The chums of tha Remove hurried
after Wingate. A score of other fellows,
et least, were converging towards the
same spot. George Wingate's unusual
sspect of wrath and excitement wan
drawing: pencral attention,

Loder, pacing moodily under the
elms, glanced up &t the buzz of voices.
His brow was black.

The wretched fellow had rushed down
to the Crosz Keyvs, after his talk with
Laneaster, careless of the risk of being
seen entering such a place in tho day-
time. He had to know the truth.

A few words with Jerry Hawke had
been enough,

The impudent rogue had admitted it

all. Lancaster’s motive was a mystery
to Hawke, but it was not the motive
he eared about; it was the bribe. That
had heen large enough to overcome
Jerry Hawke's acruples—if any!
. He had persecuted and scared Loder
into giving him the “bit of writing.”
The "bit of writing ® ha ssed into
the hands of the ?ﬂHuw whom Loder
had made his enemy. Lancaster had
pulled tha selrings all the time; Loder
understood that mow.

And now he knew—he knew beyvond
the shadow of a possible doubt that he
was right about Lancaster. Only a
crook could, and would, have worked
such a scheme,

That was o certainty. But in tha
very moment when absolute certainty
came to Loder, his tecth were drawn,
Far now he dared not act.

That “bit of writing’* was in Lan-
caster's hands. Placed bhelore the
headmaster, it meant that Loder would
be expelled in disgrace from the school
He mizht ruin Lancaster, but he was
certain to ruin himself if he did se.

Ho realised, with a shudder, that bis

I say,
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“* Rookwood are batting first agalnst Greyfriars,”’ announced
sl of the Form-room window.
Mr. Quelch returned in time to hear the
announesment, and the Form master fzirly Jumped.

Bab Cherry
£ $ 3 Hmah I LE ]

from the

safety was mow bound wp in  his
enemy’s. II Laocaster fell, he fell; if
Lancaster was “turfed ™ out of Greay-
friars, Loder would be “turfcd ™ out
at the same time. The fellow held
him in the hollow of his hand.

His own raseally ways had placed
him ot Lanecaster's morey. o had
himself to thank, if that was any
comfort to him.

His campaign had to cense. He was
driven to hope that *old Danby " would
talte no action on the letter he had
wsitten te him, Instead of hoping
that Ferrers Lecke might visit his
relative, the Head of Greyiriars, and
recognise Lancaster, he was driven to
hoping that Ferrera Locke would not
come, or that he would not sco
Lancaster if he did!

Buch were the dismal thoughts in
Gorald Loder’s mind when ingato
came striding up to him under ihe
elms, and ferty or fifty Greviriars
fellows gathered round, wondering what
on earth was up.

“Loder!"” The Greyfriars captsin
almost barked out the name.

Loder gave him a glare.

“Well?” he snapped.

“I've just heard some talk in the
prefects’ room. It seems that vou've
been getting some tattle out of o Lower

bowy, and making up & fresi yarn abont
the new man here.” .

Loder started. His campaign against
Lancaster had to stop, for Lis own

safety’'s sake. Jt had gone too far
already for his safety, In the stress of
what had happened sinee, he had
almost forgotten that he had been
talking about what he had learned
from gunim‘; he was reminded now !
“Von've been against the man ever
since he come!” Wingate's voice was
sharp and loud. * You've spread roticn
varns about him ever sineo he was put
into the First Eleven—=in the place you
lost by rotten slacking. T'vo warncd
vou about it. Now you've staried
again. Come with me to the Head!”
“The—the Head "

“You say you've got somothing
agoinst the now man! You say he's not
a fit man to be at Greyirinre! There's
been enough hinting and whispering and
beating ﬂ%\)ut the bush. If voun've got
anything to po u it's for the Head
to hear it—not fellows up and down the
school, Come to the Head with mo
and have the whole thing cut.”

“Hear, hear!’ sald Sykes of
Sixth.

“(o it. Loder!” yelled Hobson of the
Shell. *Let the Head hear about ik !

Loder stood pale and scared. A few

tho

- 'I.li:l"u

iy
mumul"fiil'tii

i

By

hours before he would have token Win-
zate at his word, He had not wanted
to drag the hoadmaster imto the mattor
till he had proof. DBut he would have
risked it rather than have backed down
before the school! DBut now he dared
not! He trembled at the thought of
Lancaster standing in the presence of
the headmaster and laying on Dr.
Locke's table the “bit of writing.” He
was in o cleft stick now.

“Fou hear ma?’ sxeclaimed Wingate,
“I tell you, I mean itl Either you
coma with me and lay the whole thing
bofore Dr. Locke or you withdraw your
insinuations here and now, on the spot.
You've got the choice.”

All eves were fixed on Loder's pale,
troubled face. L

Bat for that *bit of writing "——

“Can’t you answer?” demanded Win-
gate. “You hint and whisper things
about a fellow who scems as decent ns
any man that ever came to Grevfriars,

You'vo got to speak out. Stand by
what you've said—or take it back,
before a2ll these fellows! Tlere and

y¥

now !
Lader amost choked! Tf he had dared
to face the Head—if, in other words, he
had only been a decent follow, with o
{Continued on page 16.)

Tug Macxer Lisrary.—No. 1,213,



4 5

(Continued

clear constience! Bub e was not a
decent fellow, dnd his conscience wils

stob.clear. The way of the transgressor

i3 hard; rnd Loder's transgressions had
brought upon him the bitterest Humilia-
tion he had ever suffered.

For he dared not defy Lancaster now.
Ila dared not go fo the Head!
dared not say what he felt and knew
to be the truth! He dared do nothing
that would bring his own rascality io
light, .And the alternative was to eat
hiz own words, under a sen of scornful
oyes,

“I'm waiting I'' rapped Wingate,

Loder tried to. speak, His voice was
busky when it cama,

“1—F=f—=1 find
a mistakem—*

there was—was

A mistake?™ repeated Wingate
scornfully,  “What do you mean by a
mistake? There's no room for =&

mistake in this matier. Either you'wve
told the truth or you haven't.”

“I—T mean 1_13w33 misled.” Loder
hardly knew what to say, but he knew
that he had to surrender utterly.  * I—I
Ea.thar saapected things about’ Lancasier,

ut—but I can see now that T was mis-

taken.*

Thera waz a murmur from the erowd

f fellows, Loder’s pale face flughed
crimson as he heard it. - .

“We've got to have this clear,” said
Wingate ieily. “ Do you admit, in plain
English, for all these men to hear, that
there's nothing at all in all you've
hinted a%’uinﬂt the new mani”

“Yes!™ breathed Loder.

“¥ou own up that you know nothing
whatever againat lim, and that if you
suspected him of anythipg it was with.
mﬂ: {,ruuse?” il Eade

es!"” gas T.

Winga;f:e'ﬁ;aiip ourled with contempt.

“] think that’'s plain enough,” he
said. “We can let it go at that! If
vou've any decency you'll apologise-to
Lancaster. You make up a rotten
slander about a fellow you dislike, and
vou take it all beck’ rather than stand
by it when vou're put to the test. By
gad, you make mae sick!"

Wingate turmed Iie back on Loder
and walked eway. The crowd broke up
with a buzz of voices, Loder was left
alone under the elms. His eves were
on the ground; he could not meet the
scornful locks that were. cast on him by
thn fellows as they went.

“Well, that's that ¥ said Bob Cherry,
a3 the IFamouws Five walkod away.

. "“"The thatfulness is terrific!” grinned
the MNabob of DBhanipur.

“All  clear now!®  said  Harrey
Wharton. “Of course, we zll knew that
there was nothing in it—a splendid
ciop like Lancaster1”

*“Of eourse I

“8hll, it's jolly satisfactory to have it
clearad up ke 12, said Frank
Nugent. “I fancied that Wingate
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Hg knock it right on the head.

would jump on him, sooner or later.
He's jumped—hard 17

Wingato strode imto the House. He
knocked at the doar of Lancaster's
study in the Sixth, and went in.
Lancaster looked up from Greek, and
gave him a cheery smile.

“Bomething to tell you, old man,”
said Wingate., “I think you'll be glad
1o hear it.. I've tackled that silly ass,
Loder, and made him own up and take
back all the rotten things he's hinted
sbout vyou. Thero'll be no more of it
T thought you'd like to know. It can
zll be forgotien now.”

Lancaster’s eyes dwel curiously on

Wingate's honest, rugged face. To
Wingate's surprise, s face grew
sombre,

“Don't fency that any man except
Loder ever thought, or believed, & word
of that silly rot!” said Wingate hastily.
“PDon't faney that,. Lancaster! I
thought it my duty, as eaptain of the
school, to bave the thing out plain and
I hope
you agree ™

“I can only thank vou, Wingate,”
spid Lancaster, in a low, tronbled voice.
“Not so much for what you've done as
for your belief in me."

Wingaté laughed,

“Well, I hope I know a decent chap
when I see one,” he smid. “Of course,
this has been rather rotten for you; but
it's over now, and Loder will take jolly

d care to say nothing more. In
act, I dare say he's sorry by thiz time
that he made sveh a fool of himself."

With a2 nod to the new senior,
Wingate left the study. Lancaster sat
staring at hiz book, the Greek
characters danecing before his eyes.
Loder, "mmhin? * migerably under
the elms, was feoling shamed and
humiliated. But his shame and humili-
ationr wore as nothing compared with
the feelings in Dick Lancaster’s hecart.
Loder's enmity, Loder’s hatrad, Loder's
suspicionz, he disregarded and despised.
But the honest trust of Wingate cut
him to the very heart. The shame in
his breast was hike a physical pain. The

handsome face was pale, troubled,
almost haggard.

“What can I doi” The schoolboy
erook  breathed the words aloud.

“What onn I do? T am what I am!
What clza can Y be? X I'd never come
heret! ©Oh, if I'd never come here—¥
I'd found enemies instead of friends!

Jf only they did not trust me! Gad, if

Wingate knew—if he knew——"

He winced, as if he had received s
blow, at that thought. He rose from
the table and moved restloasly about

the study. Tf Wingate kpnew! If
the other fellows knew! If Wharton
and his friends knew! If only he

could have thrown tho past, with its sin
and shame, behind him, and becomo
like the other fellows—with a clear 'eon-
soienced, with no sacrets to keep! The
schoolboy cropk gave & bitter langh, It
wag nselese to think of .that

But was it useless? The past was
irravocable—but the present was in his
hands, and the future! Was it ever tna
lata to mend? Manvy timesz. of Iate,
had that thought erossed Dick Tanca-
ster’s mind. Now il was taking a firmer
root and growing ifito something like a
resolve.

e ——

THE NINTH CHAPTER.
The Rookwood Matoh !
¢ UELCHY ought to let us off
to-davy!™ remarked TFob
?hafr::} ;n Wedémsﬂﬁy rnl_?_rw
ing. ood asking him,
do you thinl'g?“ g 2

“faco in a frosty smile,
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“Not a lot ! sajd Wharton, laughing.
It was & glorious May morning. And
i, was Rookwood day. The match was
to begin early; and nevor had the
Forin-room, - and the valuable inm-
structions they received from Mn.
Quelch, seemed quite so irksome to the
chums of the Remove.

Théy were, in fact, as keert on the
First Eloven match with Rookwood . as
on their own junior fixture with Jimmy

Silver & Co. of that school. Which was
saying a lot! M
Lancaster was to ‘play: and b

things were expected of Lancaster, 1
ho was not' the best man in the
eleven, he was at least as gcod as
ny, and better than most. Harry
Wharton & Co. were quite notable
persons in the Lower School just now,
simply because they had known Lanca-
gter in the holideys, and the great
cricketer gave them a nod when ha
happened on them in the guadrangle. A
nod from the great man was some-
thing !
MNaturslly, the cheery Co, took &
friendly interest in Wingate's new re-
oruit, They were very keen on seeing
him knoek up runs for Groyiriams.
Hurree Jamset Bam Singh  declared
that the runfulness would be terrific,
and his comrades agreced with him.

But classes claimed the Famous Five
in the morning. Bob Cherry hed an
iden of asking Bt.auelch for special lag.mt
but his chums wera very doubtiul.
Quelch took a benign interest in zchael
gemes; but he had never realised that
games were more important than classes
—though any follow in his Form could
have told him so. .

* After all, it's a big thing,” arpued
Bob: #and, dash it nll, Quelech 33 a
human beiog, though he’s & school-
master, He must havo heen a boy once
ond played ericket. Yeot's.ask him.”

“Rot I” said Johnny Bull.

“Well, he ean’t bite & man's head off,”
gﬂi_El Bob, “I'm jolly well going to risk

L. - . )

And whan Henry Samuel Quelch came
along to the Form-room Bob eyed him
critically and hopefully. It was a fine
morning—a very fine morning—and

uelch loocked goodtempered. On a

amp morning the thing would have
been hopeless; Queleh would have had
twinges of rheumatism, and would have
taken o pessimistic view of the universe.
But on that glorious morning the hrﬁtht
May sunshine was reflected in Quelch’s
He bade his
Form “Cood-morningl” in quite =
pleasant voice.

"Bob resolved to chance it, After all,
a3 he had said, Quelch couldn’t bite his
head off. The fellows could hear the
creak of the roller on the ericket ground,
and they thought of the ericket to follow.
}i‘mfar _ c]gaasea appealed to them
pEg.

“Pleaso, sir——" began Dob in his
meckest tone,

“Well, Cherry " said Mr. Quelch,
quite agreeably. : .

“It's Rockwood day to-day, sir,” eaid

b.

B?*'I was aware of it, Cherry.”

“Weo'd like awfully to see the game,
gir,” said Beb, taking the plunge.

Mr. Quelch looked at him.

“You will be free to sse the cricket
thiz afternoon, Cherry, #s it is a half-
holiday,” he said—"‘that is, of course,
if, by careful attention to your lessons,
you avoid detention this afternoon.”

“I—1 was thinking of the morning,

sir,” ]
Mr.

“The repeated
Hiz eyes took on the gimlet-like look

el morfning 17
ueleh.
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that his pupils knew so well. Some of
the Hemove grinned. They did not
think that the hopeiul Bob was going to
have any luck.

“¥es, sir,” said Bob,
o so awlully kind
leave——"

He broke off. The gimiets seomed to

boring into him,

“¥ou would be prepared to give up
classes for the doy, Cherry, in order to
watch the cricket mateh1” asked the
Hemove mastor, with genial sarcasm.

“Yo-e-cp, sir” .

“NMNo doubt it would be a sacrifice on
your parti”’ suggested Mr., Quelch.
*But vou would make it, in order to
oneourage the senior cricketers with
your prezence '

“Oh! Um! Yes, sir!” gasped Boh.

“1Is it your opinion, Cherry, that you
have made so much propress this term
that you can safely neglect your lessons
to-day t*

*“I—I think so, sir ! stammered Bob,
beginning to wish that he had not raised
the subject. " I—I hope so, =ir.™

“¥ou hope so, Cherry! Obviously,
you have a hopeful nature,” said Mr,
Quelch. 1 am sorry to say that I am
legs zamguine. I should be very glad,
Cherry, had you made sach progress.
But your hopeful nature deceives you.
You have not made such propress,
Cherry. Far from it.”

“Oh!1” gasped Bob. -

“Very far indeed from it,” said Mr.
Quelch, still genial and still sarcastic.
*1 regret, therefore, that I think it
necessary for you to give me what little
attention you ean thiz morning, in spite

“1f you would
as to give us

of the greater attraction of the cricket
field. We-will now proceed.”

Bob sat down, with 3 very red. face,
and they proceeded.

In the Formeroom they heard the
evrival of the Rookwood team. The big
game began on the Greyftiars ground,
and the juniors longed for break. Bob
Cherry’s cyes sought the clock continu-
ally. Bo did many other eyes. It was
rather fortunato for the Remove that
Henry Bamuel Quelch was in a specially
good temper that morning.

There was no doubt that attention
often wandered; and onece, when My
Quelch was called out of the Form-room
for a few minutes, Bob elambered up to
s window to stare in the dircction of the
playing-ficlds, and to announee over his
shoulder that Rookwood were batling
first—he conld ses Bulkeley, the capiain
of Rookwood, al the wicket. Mr.
Quelch returned .in timo fo hear that
announceraent, and he stared fixedly at
Bob Cherry's back.

“ Hurrah | yelled Bob, with a vell
thet woke every echo of the Form-
room, and made Henry Samuel Juelch
jump in the doorway.

“Bob ! breathed Wharton.

“Bulkeley's out 1Y welled Boh.
“Caught out! Hurrah! Good old
Lancaster! Didn't I tell you men that
ha was a prize-packet? dn't I? I
tell you old Lancaster's caught out the
Rookwood skipper! Hurrsh ™

“Cherry I thundered Mr. Quelch.

“ Oh, my hat!” gasped Bob. ]

He dropped from the window in a
hurry—rather too great a hurry. There
was & bump as he rolled on the floor.

“Weoooovooh I'"
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“ Cherry 1" gurgled Mr. Quelch.

b snt up rather dizzily, and blinked
at hizs Form master.

0k erikey 1" he ejaculated.

"{:'hen'%, what docs thia mean 7'

“{h, ulkeley's out, sir!” gasped
Bob, *I—Je—

“(ip i0 your place, Cherry ] You will
be detained for an hour this afternoon !™

“*Oh log® 1™

Bob szat down in his place, erushed.
The look on his face wae so0 woehogone
that Mr. Queleh blinked at him, and
blinkedt apain, perhaps remembering
that hoe had been a boy onece, though
much water had passed under the
bridges since that time.

“Um—um !’ said Mr. Quelch. “I—
um—L shall not detain you this after-
noon, Cherry ! You may take fifty lines
mnstead )

“Oh, thank you, sir!” gasped Eoh, o3
gratefully as if fifty lines were & pift
of mestimable value.

Mr. Quelch smiled, and procecded
with tho lesson. DBob concentrated his
attention on clasa after that narvow
escape, The mere thought of detention
that afteypcon made him  feel quite
faint.

Break came at last, and the Remova
wore frea for o quarter of an  hour.
There was & hwrnied scampering down
to the ericket field.

The tail of the Hookwood team was
still batting, but the innings was pet-
ting near the finish. The score stood at
a0, Lancaster was howling to Knowles,
of Rookwood, when the Famous Five
arrived, breathless,

Lancaster was a batsman, but he was

{Continurd on next page.)

FEW more weary miles to go before
there is a halt for tea. Now is the
time for Wrigley’s. The delightful flavour
of Wrigley’s Chewing Gum will buck
you up—will refresh the mouth and take
away the parched fecling.
And Wrigley’s * after every meal”
will aid digestion and cleanse the teeth.
In two flavours—P.K., a pure pepper-
mint flavour; and Spearmint, a pure
mint leaf flavour. Only 1d, a packet, but
the finest quality money can buy. .
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the best bowler in the team excepd
Sykos. In the field he was ss good as
O Wil s dehyhtod with
wondoer tha ingate was dell wi
his new recruit. ?inawlea, of ﬁwkwnnd,
was & good man at tho wickets, but he
had to play Lencaster wvery carcfully,
and his cara did not avail him. At the
third ball of the over the wicket went
down, and thore was & joyous yell from
the Famous Five.

“How's that?”

“Well bowled, sir 1"

“Good old Lancaster |

“Bravo ™ ;

Lancastcr glanced round and smiled.
Bolb Cherry tossed his cap into the air.
[t came down on the b of a scowling
Jizth-Former who was -watching the
game, and Loder glared round.

Another Rookwood man came in, and
another wicket rewarded Lancaster at
the end of the over. ; ;

“Jen't ha & ;'Dltj' old prize-packet?”
grinnod Bob. *Dadn’t I tell you men
ho was? But wait till he gets hold of
the willow! Then I can tell you
that Rookwood will open their little

peepora ]
“ What-ho 1" chuckled Wharton.
Break scemed to vanish in =B
twinkling, sand the chume of the Remove
reluctantly returned to the Ferm-room
for third school. As they went in a
shout from the cricket field reached

them,

“*Well eaught [

“0Oh, well cauﬁm. Lancaster 1

There was no doubt that the now man
in the Bixth weas a prize-packet.
never had third achool seemed so long
to tho chums of the Remove.

THE TENTH CHAPTER.
King Cricket !

it 8AY, you fellowse—"
l “{ome om, Bunter!”

“ But, 1 say——"

@ “Thay haven't knocked off for
lunch yet.” )

“Eh?” Billy Bunter blinked, “Who
h&\"!jﬂ’t?ﬂ ) i

Bunter, apparently, was not thinking
of thae Rookwood match when the
Bemove came out after third scheol.

Bunter's powerful intellect was occu-
pied, in fact, by a much more important
and pressing matter. .

There was still an interval to dinner.
Bunter waa hungry. Bunter had been
disappointed—not for the frst time—
ahout a postal order. Bunter, there-
fore, desired to reise a small loan ameng
his friends—pending the arrival of the
expected postal order—to be expended
in refreshment, liquid and solid, which
would enable him to survive the dreary
blank till the bell rang for fiffin. :

With such & matter os this upan his
mind, Willinm George Bunter was nob
likely to bo thinking about -ericket
matches !

“Come on, you men !’ shouted Harry
Wharton, regardless of Bunter. * Grey-
friars arc batting—comao gn."”’ .

“I say wou fellows—"" shricked
Bunter,

“Oet a move on, Fatty! We shall see
somg cricket before tiffin.'' exclaimed
Bok Cherry. “Come on, old porpoise !

“Cricket ' repeated Bunter.

*Yes, ass1 This way, fathead 1"

*“Oh, are thoy playing erleket ¥ said
Bunter.

“You benighted bandersnatch——"'
asped Dob.

“Well, look here, old chap, let a
fellow speak,’” said Bunter, "I say, I
told you I was oxpecting & postal order
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d view with Bunter.

—yarooogh! Le ' VWhatrer you up
to, Eﬂu silly a“fﬁ?‘*
The Co., and a erowd of ether Eemove
men, were rushing off for Big Bide, to
Ece how crickefers were gotting on.
how the crickefe ec% it
But Bob Cherry kindly spared & moment
or two for Billy Bunter, He fclt that
the Owl of the Remove ought not to
misa it. So he grabbed Bunter Ly the
collar, and hooked him along.

Bunter went—he _had to go, with that
powerful grip on his collar. But he
went, wriggling and r{:-&ngg, -

“¥Yow-ow! Leggol eay, old
chap—beast [—look here, old fellow—
you awful rotter! You frightful old
chap—I mean, beast !—whoop!”

“Et it on, Fatty 1"

“Leggo!'” roared Bunter, "I say,
legge! Wharrer you dragging me
about for, you frightful beast?"

“This wav to the REookwood match!™
chuckled Bob. “No charge for ad-
mission! Push for front seats, though.

“Blow the Rookwood mateh!”
shricked Bunter, "I sagi there's Mauly
—I want _to speak o Masuly! Lemme
go while I speak to Mauly! Whooop |

Bob chuckled and propelled the fat
junior onward. Bob’s opinion was that

unter ocught to sce the Rooliwgod
match; and for once, Bunter was going
to do what he ought. Bunter, like the
deop and dark blue ocean in Dyronie
versa, rolled omn. Lord Mauleverer,
ptrolling gently in the same dirccticn,
was probably pot sorry fo omss an inter-
Bunter rolled on,
and his hope of raising & small loan
from Mauly faded away. Breathless
and gasping, the Owl of the Remove
arrived on the oricket field, Bob Cherry
aoting as propeller.

“Oh! Wow! Wow! Yoooohooop!™
gurgled Bunter. “0Oh, you héu:j I'm
winded! Leggo! I say, you fellows,

make him h:gg-nt Oh crikey ("

“ Lancaster's batting !

“ Blow Lancaster! Leggol

Bob Cherry let go at last; on the
ground, he had no more time to
waste on Buoter. Willlam Geo
sat in the gross and gasped for breath.
Ho gasped unheeded; the Famous Five

had eyes only for the Rookwood game.
“Rookwood all ont for 85" eaid
Har Wharton. " They must have

found the bowling rather stiff.””

“ Greyfriars two down for 40,” said
Johony Bull, “Not so bad! Wingate
hasn't batted yet. Did Lancaster open
the inmings 1"’

“Yes. Shouldn't wonder if he's not
out at the finish! ILook at the woy ho
shapes | ’I'i.'awziqr con't towch him."

“Grogogh " came unheeded
Rilly Buuter. o

“That man can bat.” The juniors
heard the wvoice of Coker of the Fifth.
“He can bat! WNot my style—but he

can bat!’’ _

“Ha, ha, ha!" roared Bob. “Not
your style, Coker! Wot a little bit!™

Coker glared round, and went on
talking to Price of the Fifth.

“I met that man Lancaster in_ the
vac, lnst Easter, and licked him—
though he seemed to think he had licked
me.  ywe had rather a row., But he'z o
jolly good man at cricket! I'Il say that
for him. Hardly my style, but he has
a lob of luck! k ot that! I zhould
have played forward to that ball—'

“And lost your wicket?” chuckled
Bolb. “Lancaster wants to keep his
sticks up, Coker; not vour style at all.”

“Ha, ha, hal”

Coker of the Fifth glared again, and
moved farther off, ont of the neighbour-
Lkood of these chiecky fags.

“1 say, you fellows.”™’ Billy Bunter,

from
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baving q‘at his seoond wind, weighed im
again, “I sa ;

“Bhut up, Bunter!” said Nugent.
“Use your eyes now, old porpoise, snd

ive your chin a rest! Luufz ok

on tm’”iu N I

“0Oh, really, Nugent! EaY, ¥you
fellows, can you sce Mauly? wﬁ;nl:
to speak to Mauly! It's rather
important,"

Important as it was, the Famous Five
did not take the trowble of looking for
Mauly. Buntor snorted, and rolled
away to look for himrhimself. It really
was important to find Mauly, if Bunter
was to ralse a little loan in time for a
food Defore dinnoer.

Nearly all Greyiriars swarmed round
Big Side. First Eleven matches always
drew & big crowd, but interest wos more
than usually keen in the Rookwood
fixture. KEvery man wanted to see how
Wingate’s new recruit shaped, and there
was no doubt that he wes fulilling
expoctations.

Lancaster made & handsome figure at
the wickets—slim, alert, graceful; ams
handsomeo o cricketer as had ever
sten do the Greyiriars ground. And he
was playing & great game., Tho Roock-
wood bowling was good, and it had
already accounted for two of the home
wickets, but it had not touched
Lancaster. Hae seomed to have taken its
measure already, and Harry Wharton &
Co. werc not the only fellows who
thought it likely that he might last

-through the whole innings,

A third wicket went down to n patch
by Bulkeley, and Wingato came in to
join Lancaster. Wingate had tho

wling, and the crowd looked for the
mighty hitting they wore sccustomed to
expect from old Wingate, And there
was sdmething like a groan from Grey-
frinrs when tho mighty hitter of the
Bixth went down to his first ball. It was
fﬁaﬂ bowling from Rookwood, and bad
uck for Wingate; but there it was, the

captein of Greyfriars was out first ball
for a big round O.
“Oh ocrumbslP” spid DBob Cherry

blunkly.

“ Rotten luck 1" said Johnny Bull,

“The rottenfulness is terrific.””

Wingate carried out his bat. He was
a sportsmen and knew how to lose, but
his rug faca was a little clouded.
Sykes of the Sixth came in next, but
Bykes was & bowler, and his batting was
not equel to the strain. He fell for two.
Potter of the Fifth came next, and was
still in when the cricket stopped for
lunch.

“ Anybedy's game I'" said Bob Cherry,
as the chums of the Rémove walked back
to the House, “but I think we're going
to win !, They cau't touch old Lancaster,
unyvhow '

“They jolly
Wharton.

“I say, yvou fellows—"

“Hally, hallo, halle! You haven't
thanked me wet, Fatty! You'd havo
missed secing Lancaster bat, if T hadn't
run you down to the cricket! Where's
your jolly old gratitude?™

“Boast! I nevar saw Lancaster bat. T
wiE lf:mﬂfr.in\n(gI for Mauly! I believe the
beast was dodging me—I couldn't find
bim 1" grunted Bunter,

“Ha, ha, ha!l'

“1I say, you fellows, what about going
to the pictures this afternoon?”’ asked
Bunter, blinking at the Femous Iive.

“ The—the pictures?"' gasped Bob.

“¥Yes! They've got a new crock filn
at  Courtfield—{rightfully thrilling,
Skinner says; he's geen if. My treat,
vou know—TI'l]l stand admission, and a
tea at the bunshop afterwards. One of
vou fellows lend me ten bo o

well eant!”” agrecd



EVERY SATURDAY

“Ha, ha, ha '

“Blessed if I can
see  anything to
cackle at! Look
hers, 3you'd better
come—it’'s a  half- |
heliday, and therc's
nothing else on lo-
d'ﬂ'a'—_”

“YWhat about the
Rookwood match?”
bawled Johnny Bull,

S Eh Bunter
had {forgotten tho
Rookwood matoh
again, “0Ch, don't
ba an ass] Noever
mind that—" |

“%We're going to ‘

mind i£" chuckled
Bobh, “and you can
rely on me to run
you down to the

field again  after {
dinner, Bunty. |
We're going early i
to get front places—

and T'Il see you
through. Rely on
me.

“ Beast 1" answered
Bunter ungratefully.

After dinner, Billy
Bunter made haste
to disappear. When
ithe Famous Iive
started for Big Side, !
Bob looked round
for Bunter, but saw |
him not. The Owl !
of the Remove had
cornered Mauly, at
long last and
extracted & loan
from that long-
gufferin Eu'l.ﬂ%. In %
s ttuffy  picture
palace, Billy Bunter  Lancaster
stuffed chocolatea
and walched orook
filma, while the rest of the
watched the Rookwood matceh,

pra— ]

THE ELEVENTH CHAPTER.
A Fight to a Finish |

HE May #un shone brightly.
Harry Wharton & Co. sab in
the warm grass, snd shared the
contents of a bag of oranges,

and watched the cricket. Big Side was
crowded; few Greyfriars men had
engagements elsewhere that afternoon.
Billy Bunter was at the piotures;
Skinner wes smoking in some secluded
corner; Fisher T. Fish was gounting his
money; but every other man in tho
Remove had rolled up; even Lord
Mauleverer displayed smigns of excite-
ment, in the intervals of napping under
gshady branches. B8hell and Fourth had
gathered; even fags of the Third and
Second ; the Fifth were there almost to
a mian, and the Hixth.

The long-drawn-out struggle was
going on bhard and fast; it was good
cricket all the time. One Greyiriars
man hoad lived through the innings
from start to fnish—Dick Lancaster of
the Bixth—and his individual seore had
been 51. Thet score contrasted with the
Greyiriara captain’s figure of 0, and
some skippers might have been a litile
mrturhes thereby, but not old Wingate.
(ld Wingate's ru face had fairly
beamed &s he watohed Lancaster putting
paid to the Rockwood bowling. '

That bowling had been goo is-
tinctly good—and sfter Wingate’s bad

[
i

School

.q

ed as the Weasel’s heavy steel Jemmy swopt through-the air, and it was upon the

solid oak of the study door that the erashing blow fell |

luek there was no doubt that Rookwood
would have been ahead on the first
mnings but for the Greyfriars new
recrult.

Loder of the Sixth looked on for a

time with a scowling brow, and even
Loder had to realise that had he beon
batting in Lancaster’s place he could
not have stood the test, There was no
doubt about that in any mind—not even
in Loder's own., It did not make him
feel any the kinder towards his enemy,
hawaver.
. Greyfriars had taken 102 in their first
innings—exactly half of them ecredited
te the now man: That weaz guite as
much as Wingate could have expected
in his most hopeful moments. Good as
ithe new recruit was, however, it was a
hard fight for the home team,

Bulkelay and hiz merry men [rom
Rmkwmg wers in great form. The
had come over to win if they could.
And in their second innings they rather
mado the fur fly. Bykes, the champion
bowler, demaged hiz wrist slightly, but
encugh to put him off his bowling form.
That little incident made & great deal
of difference. caster, on the other
hand, though regarded only ne o chango
bowler, performed the hat trick, anud
uproarious applause and hand-clapping
from a crowded feld. But Rookwood
totelled 120 for their second innings,
leaving Greyfriars with plenty to do.

Wingate opened the second innings
for Greyfriars, with Lancaster at the
other end. This time the Greyiriars
captain’s luck was better. But there
was no doubt that the visitors’ bowling

was uncommonly good, and they were
hﬂndir men in the field, They seemed
unable to touch the new man, but
Wingate went down with 25 to his
eredit.

Good bats like Gwynne, North, and
Blundell followed him—pood men and
trup—but the average of runs was not
high. The seore erept up slmv]]_;.r.

Coker of the Fifth shook his head
over it. Coker's chum, Potter, was in
the eleven: Coker, as usual, was left
out. His other chum, Greene, was nlso
out of it; and, for once, Greene was
inglined fo apree with Coker that
Wingate's judgment was sometimes at
fault. Coker and Grecne chatted with
Dolter as he stood waiting his turn to
bat, and Greene was encouraging—
Coker pessimistic,

“We may pull it off,” said Coker,
“we mayl But, dash it all, we ean't
expeet too much when Wingato leaves
out the bost cricketer at Groyiriars I

“Dash it all, Greeney's goad, but he's
not tho best cricketor at Greviriars [

said DPotter, i

Coker gavo him an ey logh.

“T wasn't spcaking of Greene,
FPotter."?

“Oh! You don’t mean Loder?

“1 don't mean Loder, you asst T waa
speaking of cricketers, not slouching
aﬁi’kcra, I mecan mel”

"Youl" said Potter.

“WMe 1" said Coker,

“Tut didn’t you say you were spoak-
ing of ericketers?" asked Totier
innocently.
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Lircene exploded in & chortle. ldorace
Coker, disdaining to answer zuch a

question, sta eway. Potter and
Lrroene, thergaftar, were deprived of his

running on the pgame—
whith was pot by thosa youths
as a great loss, )

Potter followed Blundell in, and made
b before he was slaughtered. Ho told
Greone afterw that & wasn't a lot—
Greene spraed heartily that it wasn't—
but that g WhS good against such
bowling—to which Ureepe agreed less
heartily.

Man after man went in and did his

hut it could not be donied that the
Rookwood bowling waa a cut above the
Greyfriars botting. Only one man stood
firm, and that wes the new man,
Lancaster, nobt out in the first ingings,
looked like being nob out in the second.
Evory man in teams had put vp a
good game, but bad to enect mon
who wera at ss pgood. Even
Wingate himsolf was not more than
equal to Bulkeley of Bockwood. There
was one man who stood out head and
shoulders above both teams, and that
was Loncoster of the Greyfriers Sixth.

Even a man who did not know the

ame could have seen that he was a
gam cricketer, He lived and bresthed
the gamo. Ho was obviously enjoying
every minute of ity and ho tirc-
less. He had done plenty of bowling
and plenty of leather-hunting in the
Fﬁwmd innings, t'lllu.ntt. ﬁh seemed as

as paint now 1 me wWas
drawing to its olosa it

“Didn't I te]l you men he was o
prize-packet 1'* Bob Cherry inquired a
dozen timea at loast,

And Hurree Jamset Ram Singh .de-
clared thot the prize-packetfulness was
terrifio.

“It's & ono-man show 1" said Hobson
n!ﬁhgb&lmm iy

obby ocxaggerated, but there was no
doubt gg.t the game hung on Lancaster.
If he failed, it was clear that the tail

of the Greyiriprs tcam Id li
it out ntrtegn fire. RIRARRE

But he did not look like failing. He
was set at the wickels, end Rookwood
tried him with every kind of ball in
vain. Apd he gave no catches to the
keenest men in feld. And cven his

admiving fricnds 1 the flomove had
left off counting his 4's
“ Last man in ! said Nugent,

_The chums of the Remove weore not
sitting in the grass now. Ilardly a
man on the ground was sitting down.
Evon Lord Mauleverer was wide awake.
Mr. Quelch and Mr. Prout had walked
down from the House together. A
rurmour spread that the Head was look-
ing from his study window. Monsieur
Charpentier, the French maoster, almost
danced with excitement and chapped his
hands vigorously when a Greyiriars
wicket went down, blissfully unaware
that ho was enthusing at the wron

moment. I'rout’s deep voice was hear

telling Quelch and all the world of bat-
ting ex

when, it appeared, he had stood up to

the Yoe as Lancaster was standing now,
if fond memory did not deceive Prout.
But nobody listened to Prout. Naobody

had ears for anything, Fellows were
all eyes—and all eyes were on the gome.

“Last man inl Luckily, Bancroft's
a stonawaller 1" said VWharton, “If he
k_ﬂeip'?tiizte game alive for Lancaster, sll
righ

%.ﬂ.nd if he doesn't,” sighed Bob—
“all wrong I’”

Thera was no doubt about that.
Rookwood Lad a total of 215 for their
two innings.  Grerfriars had 102 on
their first, and so far, on their second,
100; 13 were wanted to tie, 14 to win,
and the last man at the wic{tets had the
bowling. Bancroft of the Bixth was u
gtonewaller and little else, and Greigr-
friays could only hope that he would
stonewall successfully till Lancaster got
the bowling again.

“"Thank goodness it isn't Loder I'" said
Johnny Bull, unconscious of the fact
that Lodor of tho SBixth was standing a
little behind the group of jumiors and in
hearing.

“My hat, rather I' gasped Wharton.
"Loder wouldn't keep his sticks up for
B uﬁﬂ ball of that bowling ™

"The thankfulness is preposterous,”
paid Hurree Jamset Ram Singh,

er seowled blackly. It was all the
more disagreeablo because he knew that
it was true. The new man had his
plags in the eleven, and even Loder had
to admit his right to it. And Loder

—
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kaew that Liad he been last man in the
eleven and gowe in to jomm Lancasicr
the garne would have been o *goner”
All “depended now on  keeping  the
innings alive for Lancaster—and Gevald
Loder could not have done it.

Almoest anguished eyes were fixed on
Bancroft. Ha sto hiz first ball
dead, and his second ball; he ventured
to tap the third, and Bob Cherry
favoured him with o ferocious scowl.

“Does that idiot think he can hit?"
hissed Bob. “Doesn’t he know that he's
there to keep his sticks up? My hat!
If that howling chump tries to show off
we'lll jolly woll mog. after tho
game l:":l

But the batsman had tapped the ball
ely away. IHo knew what he wnas
there for as well as Bob did, and he
E!nfe-d ui‘: manfully, No ball temptoed

im to take picks and the change of ends
put the game into Lancastor’s hands.

Bob Cherry breathod as if he had
come up from a deep dive.
“Fourteen I he said.

him

“Lancaster's

good for it, with any luck! I tell you
men  that PBaneroft could not live
through another over! I tell won

they've got him spottod, and they'll %il]
him next tima | My sons, this is the last
over, win or loze.

His comrades agreed. Al Greyfriars
knew it, and all Rookwood know il
And Bulkeley put on his best bowler to
deal with the Greyfriars champion—and
that Dowler was an uncommonly good
N, Thore was a hush round tha
crowded flield—and something like a sigh
when Lancaster stopped tho ball dead.

“Is this a time for coution 1" moaned
Bob Cherry. “Doesn’t the fathead
know that this iz the last over 1*

“Old .bean, he knows as much about
ericket as you do ! seid Wharton,

rinned and admitted that
that was probable !

A wild yell pealed from Bob and was
cchoed rownd the ficld when the zecond
ball met the bat. The batsman did not
run; there was no need,

“Four! said Harry., “Ten to win!®

Another hush! And the Rookwood
bowler preparcd more earcfully than
ever for his next shot. And Le sent
down & fuite different kind of ball. But
the result was not different.

“Tour!" shrieked Bob, whila the
Enther wag still whizeing hot from Uhe

at.

And he was right; it wns another
boundary.

“8Bix to win!™ howled Jobnny Dull,
“My only hat! Arc they never going
to send that ball in! Arc they never

going to let the man bowl! Are they
ey ap——-—"
“The neverfulness scoms to be

terrific ! gr:i:med the Nabolb of Bhani-
pur. “Oh, buck up! Buck upi®

“Bix to win!"” came Horzee Coker's
voice from somewhere. “Gadl I wish
I wera in Lancaster’s place now ¥
" Fuker was the only man thet wished
i

After what scomed endless delay—
though it really wasn't—the bowler got
going again. The ball was blocked
dead.

“What wa wan(,” said Dob, wiping
the perspiration from his brow, “is
hit out of the ground to put us out of

our pain! There he goes—oh dear—
tha;’ra runuing !

“Two ™ said Wharton.

“Blow!” said DBob. “Four more
wanted."”

“Wa'll tie, anyhow—"

“Blow! Who wants to tie?"”

“The tiefulness is mnot the proper
capor! 'The blowfulness iz terrifio!™
gasped Hurreo Jamset Ram Singh.
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“Last ball of the last over!™ maur-
mured Bob, “I keep on {elling you jb's
the last ovor—except for a single Lball {o
knock Bancrolt into o cocked hat. If
Lancaster docsn't give us a boundary
this time I'll never forgive him.”

The click of leather umetinf willow
was heard ovor a silent field. 'Lho bats-
men ran & desperate four. Bob Chervy
watched with lhis meuth wide open.
They'd got the leather—it was whizzing
in—crashi! DBut the bat was on thoe
crease; the wicket erashed, too Jate, and
the vmpire shook his Lead,

Bob Cherry yelled.

“ What price that? Whati"

“Hurrali”

" Groyiriars wins!”

“Hip-pip! Hurrah!”

A storm of hand-clapping, & rush of
fect, a roar of voices, Caps and hats
went wildly into the air. In the midst
of a shouting swarm, Lancaster of the
Sixih, tossed like a bark on n stormy
s¢a, was mounted, laughing and breatl.
lcss, on the shoulders of Wingate and
Gwynne,

“Hurrah! ‘'Ralh! ’Rah! ’‘Rah!
'Ralh 1* Bob Cherry was going on like a
gramephone,  “’Rah! ‘Rah! ’'Rah
‘Rah1” He thumped fcllows franti-
cally in the back, ecliciting howla of
ruguish. TRal! "Rali 1 Rah |
jI{ﬂ‘.h 1!-1

Groyfriara bad won the Rookwood
match. And Dick Lancaster bad won
it for Greyirviars.

THE TWELFTH CHAPTER.
Put to the Tesi!

ICE LANCASTER sat at his
D :ﬂen study window, watching a
ver crcscent of moon that
crept up over the ancient roofs
of Greyfriars. It was a clear, cold
night, alter the bright sunshine of tho
day. The hour was late; all Greylriars
slopt. PBut Lancaster of the Bixth
could not slee;p. There were thoughts
in the mind of the schoolboy crook that
no man at Greyiriars could have
gucssed. .

‘The day hed becn lhappy and escit-
ing. He had enjoyed cvery minute of
it. Cricket hed driven black thoughts
from his mind; that day he had been a
Greyiriars man heart and soul; and
nothing else. The long fight with Rook
wood, the glorious game and the happy
{rinmnph:; the enthusiastic celebration
that Ea.& followed, with himself the
hero of the haur, the eyuosure of all
eyes, had filled mind and heart; and
Lancaster had forgotten what he was;
what one Greyfriars man suspected nim
to be; what 8limy Suzden and the gang
knew him to be.

But the shouting and tho tumult died;
Greyfriars slept, and in the silent hours
piemory came back tormenting.

How the school lhad wrought such a
chango in his heart Lancaster hardly
knew, but he was only too kecenly
vonecrous of the change.

His triomph that day had been preak
Ho was at the top ot the tree in the
echoolboy world. Handsome, wealthy,
clever in class, » great man at games;
friends with all bis Form but one or two
who did not count; admired and liked by
almost every fellow in the other Forms;
it would have scemed teo an observer
that he had little more io ask.

But there was & caoker at the heart
of it all; the knowledpge of what he
waig; the consclousness that his life was
a lie.

1f he could have thrown over the
pn!i'-

Could he? ' ]
I1e was thinking of it now, wondering.
The cocl breeze of nizhi, thot blew
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When he saw a dead mouso on the floor 1
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from the sea, fanned his cheeks as Lo
sat at the open window. QGrey and
ghostly scemed the ancient, ivy-clad
buildings of Greyfrinrs in the glimmer
of the moon. A quiet, old-world place
—a haven of rest to the erook, alter the
life he had known of wild and feverish
excitemoent. Dot the last place in which
?Lc:mﬁh: might have expected to find
siriselE

If he broke with the gang, what would
happen? Slimy Sugden, the Weanal,
Ratty the Rogue, and the rest? What
would thoy de? Would thoy let him go!
Would they hold their tongues if they
let him go? He could not hope for
that—he could not expect it. Iie was
too valuable to them—he, tho * Wizard,”
whose light fingers on a safo weve worth
a fortune to them ! What weethe use of
thinking of it, when there was no
hope? Bo far from letting him go Lo
believed that Slimy was even falso
to his promise that Greylriers Schoot
should be cut out of the list of "cribs ™
to be “eracked ”; he had believed so,
aver sincé he had met the Weasel n
Friardale Lane,

A deep sigh left hiz heavy-laden
breast. Then he sat silent, moody, star-
ing into the dusky quad.

He started o little ss n dark figure
fitted for a second in = patch of
glimmering moonlight and vanished -
agein,

His lip curled.

Some sportive senior returning from
the breaking of bounds—Loder, perhaps,
untaught by hLis bitter lesson at ﬁm
hands of Jerry Hawke; or perhaps one
of his friends, Carne or Walker. It was
ne business of his: he gave it no
thought, ouly his lip curved with
contempt.

But another thought came into his
mind and ho leaned s little from the
window, his eyes searching the quad,
patched with shadow and Biﬁrm‘y iig?l'zt.

It was a late hour—a very late hour—
for even the most reckless breaker of
bounds to be stoaaling back to the school.
It was past one in the morning. Even
Loder could scarcely have kept it 1;? B
late. And on reflection it scemed fo
him that there had been something
voguely familinr in that glimpse of the
fiitting figure, dim and vague as it was.

His heart beat sharply,

He watched. Closer to the House, ap-
pearing for a flashing moment 1n o pool
of moonlight by an old wall, he caught
the fitting Ggure with his eyes; a swilt,
noiséless, slight figure; hardly so tall as
any Sixth-Former of Greyfriars; but =
man’s figure. It vanished again, leav-
n;tg'! It.ﬂ.ncaaf.ﬁr with his brow os black as
night.

It was not a breaker of bounds re.
turning. He koew that now. It was o
thief in the night: and he wasz almost
certain that it was the Weascl. He had
known—ha had felt—what the ferret-
eyed rascal was in the neighbourhood
for, and now he did not doubt that ths
man wasg on the zcens of the intended
“job.” Bitterly ho remembered that ho
had given Slimy all the necessary in-
formation for a “job ™ at ﬂmﬁfnﬂm;
for the frst plan had been that the
“Wizard ¥ should carry it ouf in con-
junction with the Weasel. The Wenscl
could carry it oubt without his help—
and that was why he was there.

Lancaster rose to his feek

His desire to break with the gang was
strong ; his resolve to do so hali-formed.
But on one point he had long been
determined; even if ho remsined a
crook, a desperate brenker of tho law,
Greyfriars should be spared. The roof

Tie Macxsr Liseary.—No. 1,215
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that sheltered him should not bs Fut.
raged ; the headmaster who trusted him
should never be a victim.

His eyes burned ficreely under knitted
brows. -

He stopped quiotly back from the win-
dow and drew on a pair of rubber shoes,
He stepped to the study door, opencd
it, and listened—as he had listened, with
Lbent head, many s time in the silence
and darkness of & night. He knew what
he was going to risk; he knew that if
the Weasel was seized in the act of
robbery the enraped rascal would de-
nounce him, drag him into & share of
his fate. He knew that, and he did not
hositate. He was sothing everything
on & cast: but his resolve did not falter.

Softly he trod down the passage;
softly as the “ Wizard ” was accustomed
to tread in the small hours,

If it was a thief in the night, if it was
the Weasol, he knew where to lock for
him. He did not think of taking a

weapon of any kind, though well he.

knew the ferret-oyed man's desperate
character. He hoew that the Weagel
would be at the headmaster's study,
where the safe was, where he knew
that the loot was, from what Sugden had
lesrned from Lancaster. The job was
“pie” to the Weasel, if hoe was not inter-
rupted. But he was going to be inter-
rapted.

Softly, silently, Lancaster traversed
the dark passages, scemingly able to sce
in the dark. In the corridor on which
Dr. Locke's study opened he paused and
listened.

There was no sound,

Only faintly to his -ears came the
soughing of the wind, from the gea, n
the brapches of ancient elms,

Possibly he hod been mistaken. Fer-
vently ho hoped that he had been mms-
taken. In those moments, when he was
prepared to throw up all that he had
won at Greyfriars, rather than allow the
school to be looted, he realised more
clearly than ever, how dear the place
had become to him—how he shrank from
his achoolboys friends learning the truth.
from the amazement, the scorn, the
horror that would follow such s dis-
covery. 1f only he had been mistaken—
if only Slimy had kept hiz word and
spared Greyiriars |

He trod softly down the corridor.
There was no sound from the Head's
study. Silently he tried the door. It
was locked. _
a rule, locked his study door at night,
though sometimes he omitted to do so.
The lock would not have stopped the
Weasel for more than s minute, Dut
the door was locked ; the Weasel was not
thero.

Lancastor breathed more freely.

But he waited.

Minute followed minute.
the half-hour—-half-past one
the clock-tower,

Followi the chime came a [faink
sound in :ﬁe corrider where he waited.
His heart sank.

It wos o stealthy [octfall.

He had not been mistaken. The thief
wos in the House; tnly Lancaster had
been swifter in reaching the spot atmed
for by the thief. Standing with his
bhack to the Hend's locked door, Lan-
custer listened. SBoft and stealthy, the
footfalls came up the passage.

‘In a dim glimmer from a window he
had a glimpese of a ereeping, eringing
figure, and he knew the Weasel, The
min was coming dircctly towards the
door of the Head's study. His meamn,
‘Tue Macxer Lisairy.—No. 1,213

He heard
ime from

s knew that the Head, aa.

shifty face was concealed under a black
cloth, but Lancaster knew bim. Lvery
line in the eringing figure, every motion
—swift, stealthy, ratlike—was familiar
to him. He had worked many a time
with the YWeaasel.

The man was only a yard from him
wien he became aware ﬂ? the Greyiriars
senior’s presence in the deep shadow.

The Weasel stopped -dead—his narrow,
shifty eyes glittering like a rat’s over
the cloth that hid his face, his breath
coming in & hissing gasp—for & split
second, then he sprang. DBut even as he
sprang & voice orrested him, and he
stopped in his spring like a boulked
tiger,

* Chuck it, Wensel [”

Lancaster’s wvoice was quict, cold,
hard. The ferret-eved man stood, shak-
ing, peering at him,

ANOTHER READER WINS
A TOPPING BOOK
for supplying tht;.- following

Prison Visitor (sympathetic-
afly): * Now, my good man,
tohaf Drought you here 77

Convicl ; * Misxiaken confi-
dence,”

Prison Visllor: " Really?
F voloan toere you deceived TV

Convict : * Myself. Ithoupght
I could run foster!™

Sent in by Maloolm Macdonald,
140, Kent Eoad, Glasgow, .3,

“The Wizard ! hoe breathed.

Ho stood staring. There was doubt
and rage in his face, savage suspicion,
But he keved his voice low:

“You, Wizard? Yau konew? You're
going to take s hand, after all 1™

£ NU 1#!

“You amin't 1"

IF_ED 1!.!

The -‘Weasel's eyes burned at him in
the gloom.

“Then what are you here for, Diek 1

“To stop you !™ e

“Btop me?" the Weasel hissed. ” Stop
me, Dick " _

“Bhmy promised. He's got o keep
the promisal Get out of this, Weasel !
Get- out, or—"

“Or what 1™ breathed the Wenszel,

“0Or you'll have to deal with me!*

“¥You double-crossing,
young ‘ound | Have you turned copper's
nark 7" snarled the Weasel

“kt out! I'm giving Fou a chance
to clear I _

“I'm giving you a chance, Dick, to

‘cat, was ready for the attack.

woak-knoed.

THE MAGNET

geb back to bed, and leave me to carry
;:}n. Iﬁ'm here for business. Get out of

1%

Lancaster did not etir.

The Weasel's hand was close down at
his. side, and Lancaster knew that it
gripped a jemmy. He knew that the man
was desperate, enraged. But thero was
no throb of fear in his heart.

“You going, Dicki" The Weasel's

voice was a low hisa,

“No 1

“¥You letting me carry eni"

L [

“You're asking for it, Dick!"” said the
Weasel hoarsely,

Lancaster laughed contemptuously.

It secmed as if that contemptuous
laugh removed the last restraint from
the enraged rascal who had been his
nssociate and confederate, Tho Weasel
eprang like a tiger, his right hand ewing-
ing up. There was a ghmmer as o
heavy steel jemmy swept through the air,
and the fiorco blow crashed down, aimed
straight at Lancacter's head.

THE THIRTEENTH CHAPTER.
The Hero of the Hour !

RASH!
d . It was a sound like thunder in

the sleeping House.

But it was not upon ths hand-
some head of the schoolboy crook that
the murderous blew had fallen,

Lancaster, watching the ruffan .T.il:%rl A
He
moved in time, swift as Lightoning, and it
was uponl the solid cak of the study door,
againat which™ he had heen standing,
that the'crashing blow fell.

The door rang and grosned under its
force, and the heavy impoaet jerked the
jommy from the murderous hand. It
eclanged on the focor.

Almost in the same instant Lancaster’s
grasp was on the ruffian.

“You dop[*

The words grated between his testh.

The Weasel panted. He was mad-
dened with roge--rage at the associato
who had turned on him, whose motives
be could not begin to understand, who
was to his eyes a traitor, & "doubie-
crosser.”” Thal desperate blow, had it
fallen where it was aimed, would hove
craclked the schoolboy's skull like an cgg-
shell. The Weasel, who had come as &
thief, would have fled with the brand of
Cain on his brow. In s reckless rage
ha had not cared. But his weapon was
gonas now, and Lancaster's powerful
grasp was on him.

Strong, supple, and sinewy as he was,
a man against a boy, the Weasel could
nok get the upper hand. i

*“ Dick 1” the Wesasel panted. " Dick!
You mad fool! Tf they get me, they
get youl Tt's both of us for the stir !”

“You dog! And you'd have killed
mgy=—"'

“1 never meanf—"

“Save your breath! You'll want it !”

With an effort, Lancaster bore him
back to the wall,  The Weasel jammed
there, struggling, but powerless to escape
the steely grip of the Bixth-Former of
Greyfriars.

He panted desperately,

“You got me, Dick! I mever meant
to out you! You know that! You mad
yvoung fool, they’'ll get us both! You
think I'm holding my tongue if they nail
mmoe? If they get me, they get the
Wizard, and the cops’ll be better pleased
to get. you than to get me [*

Lancaster's eyes were like cold stoel,
“1 gave you a.chancel” he muttered.
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Hidden in the high-backed chair, Bunter heard the drawers of Lancaster’s desk pulled out and
over a locked suitcase, and Bunter’s eyes fixed on the bac

“You're mad, Dick!” The Weasel's
woire come cracked and hoarse. " You
can 'ear them coming ! Let go, Dick!”

There wos a sound of foolsteps. The
erash, after all, had been heard. It bad
awakened someone. At the end of the
corridor a light flashed. Another fash,
as the elsctrio light in the corridor was
switched on. n tho sudden flood of
light the struggling fBgures were re-
vealed to the eyes of Mr. Quelch, the
Remove master, staring salong the
corridor.

“ (3ood heavens!” gasped Mr. Quelch.

Heé was in dressing-gown and slippers.
Evidently the crash had awaken imn,
and ho had coms down to investigate the
eapse. No doubt the Remove master had
been thinking of the possibility of
burglars; b -as amazed, astounded,
by the sight thdt met his gaze as he
switched on the light in tho Head's
corridor.

For a second he stood spellbound.

“ Lancaster 1" he exclaimed. * What—
who—bless my soul 1*'

Mr. Quelch was a middle-aged gentle-
man, and it was many years since he had
been an athlete, if ever he’ beon
gne. But he sprinted down Head's
corvidor as if he were on the cinder-
path,

There was plenty of courage In
Quelch’s spare trame. He saw & Sixth
Form boy of Greyiriars struggling
deperately with a man whose face was
maskad by a black cloth, and.he necded

tc see nO mMOore,
Quelch  rushed

‘Henry . Bamuel
Lancastor's aid,
. The Weascl’s eyes burned at Lan-
gaster.
“Tou mad fool!™ he breathed.
“ Both-—both you as well 23 me—"
For a moment Loncaster did not heed

b

him; his grasp was still like steel on
the writhing rascal. But as Mr. Quelch
came speeding down the long corridor,
his dressing-gown flying behind him,
Lancaster remembered.” He remems-
hered what he was—what the Weasel
could tell his captors he was! His grasp
on the razcal relaxed.

The desperate Weasel necded no
HOre.

e tore himself away, and rushed
down tho corrider in the dircction
apposite from that by which Mr. Quelch
was coming. Lancaster staggered back
apainst the wall, panting for breath, a3
if overcome by the intensity of the
struggle. Henry Samuel Quelch was a
keen gentleman, well known in the
Remove az & downy bird; but not for
an instant did it cross his mind that
Lancaster had sllowed the midnight
thief to escape.

“Ay boy " gasped Mr. Quelch.

Lancaster panted. :

“YT'm all right, sir! If—if you'll get
help, sir, I=I'Hl follow him——m->"

“No, no! V¥You must not run such
risks! Stay—" :

But Lancaster was gone, fast on the
track of the fleeing malefactor.

His face waa black and bitter, as ik
was furned away from Mr. Quelch. He
was acting now—playing o part, for ha
had no intention of recapturing the
escaping cracksman,

Fle was cool again now—icily cool—
and his wish was that the Weasel should
got out of the school as quickly as
possible and vanish into the night. In
his anger, in the cxcitement of the
strugzle, 1t had been in. his mind to
hold on to the scoundrel—to deliver him
to justice ; but that had passed. Ho had
prevented the robbery, and that was
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hed in. Then a flgure bent

of Loder of the Sixth |

enough ! The sconer the cracksman was
gone the better.

Ho heard the crash of o breaking
window.

The Woasel was cut off from the
window by which he had entered. But
he was at no loss. Once he was free
of the schoolboy crook’s steel-like grasp

the ecracksman was safo enough. Ila
smashed through a window and
Ecraénhled out, dropping lightly into the
quad,

Dick Lancaster reached the window.

He stared out through broken, shat-
tered. glass into the mocnlight in tho
uadrangle. ‘A running figurce appesved
or o moment in a patch of mu:nanh{;ht,
and vanished again. Echoing footfalls
died away into silence.

Lancaster breathed hard and deep.

The Weasel was ﬁ-:me.

Lancaster turned back, A grim, hard
smile was on his face. Tho Weasel,
captured, would have denounced him as
a confederate; but the Weasel had
cscaped, and his tongue was silent. He
might rage and mutter revenge, but
Slimy Sugden would eall him to hoel
There was nothing to be feared now
from the Weasel.

In Head's corridor Lancaster found o
erowd gathering—the alarm had spread.
Three or four masters, six or seven of
the Sixth, two or three of the Fifth,
holf dresscd, excited, had. gathered
there, with & buzz of excited volces.

Mr. Prout had picked up the jemmy,
and he was intiniltﬂ- the deep dent n
the oak of the Head's study door,
where it had struck.

All eyes turned on Lancaster as he
came hurrying back. Perhaps some
noticed, with surprise, that be was fully
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dressod, and had evidently mot been to
bed, late as the hour was,

o hmmr, old man 1" Wingate ran
towards him. *“ You're not hurt—"

“A bit out of breath, that's all. 1
had rather s tusslo—-" _

“The door wsa struck—a terrible
Llow !" came Mr. Prout's deep voice.
“Was the blow aimed at you, Lan-
caster 3V

“Yes, sit. Luckily it missed.”
Q"But the man—" cxclaimed Mr.

1

“T'm sorry he's got clear, sir. He
burst through a window on the quad.

“Thunk goodness you have not been

hur!tl The w;eteh!a escape matters
ittle, in comparison !" -
. “Iﬂ’ .:li? t&lﬁ‘ph-gm to the police

station at once!” said Mr. Prout.

The Fifth Form master hurried away.

“Here in the Head, sir!” sead
Wingate. .

Dr. Looke came on the scene, In
voluminous dressing-gown, startled and
sgitated, 'The matter was explained,
and his eyes turned anxiogsly on
Lancaster.

“You are surte you are not hurk, my
buzl'” o

Quite, sir.” Lancaster wos smiling
now. "MNo harm done, sir, and luckily
T spotted tﬂp man i:l-E:l{ﬂm he was able to
carry out his game horée—

I.Eiat of I.huw:!'r Sixth joined the crowd
in tho corridor. Laoneaster felt, rather
than saw, his enambg‘n eyes upon him
searchingly. In p distance some
juniors sppeared—usheeded for the
moment. ] .

“PBut how did you come to discover
the man, Lancaster?” Dr. Locke
glanced at¢ tho fully-dressed senlor.
“Had you not been to bed ?’

“No, sir; 1 waa disinclined to sleep,
end I sab up late,"” said Lancaster. "I
played rather a lot of oricket to-day, sir,
ani T think it must have made me
rather sleepless, 1 waa sitting at my
window when 1 spotted the man, and,
guessing what he was after, leit my
study to see if anpything was up.”

"‘hﬁ- boy, that wos taking =
terrible risk!"” exclaimed the Head.
“¥ou should have called some of the
others—-"

“Well, I wasn’t sure there was any-
thing up, eir, aad 1 dido’t want to give
an alarm_for mothing. I came on the
man rot suddenly in this cor-
ridgr—"' .

“He must have intended to enter my
study,” soid Dr. Locke, with a nod.

“It looks like it, asir.”

“Looks as if he know that the sale
was in your study, air,” said Loder,
“ How he have known that?™

Hevcral eyes turned sharply on Loder.
He "had spoken almost involuntarily,
forgetful for the moment of hia fear of
Tancastar—of the faect that his cam-
f;ig;n against the now man was ended.

neaster looked at him. full and clear
in the ayes; and Loder started and
paled. He remembered! Whatever
suspicion might be in his mind he dared
not uatter 1t

Yot what sugpicion could he have?
It was clear, even to Loder, that Lan-
caster had prevented a robbery. Mr.
Quelch had seen him struggling with the
burglar; and the dint in the caken door
showed how marrowly he had escaped a
murderous blow,

Even to Leder there scomed no room
for suspicion; wyet his suapicion was
strong. Butb ho dared not give it voice.

“These wretches have many means of
ﬂunmg‘ information, Loder,” said the

ead., “Obvionzly, the man's intention
was to reach the safe. Lancaster, yvou
have saved me from a very heavy loss

Tre Maaxer Limsrany.—No, 1,213,
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1 can only thank you and commend your
courage; though you should nmot have
taken such a risk. You are o brave and
gallant boy 1™ :

“Good old Laneaster I came a volce
along the passage—the voice of Bob

herry,

The Head glanced round.
. “Bless my soul! What are you
juniors doing out of your dormitoryf
Cherry—Wharton—all of you! o
back to bed at once—"

There was n scampering of feet in
rapid retreat beforc the Head finished.

Yingate pressed Lancaster's arm as
they walked back together to the
Sixth Form quarters.

“¥You are a Eiuck; ass, old chap!”

he said. *“But don't do it on your own
again. Call me next time." He
laughed,

Lancaster laughed, too. ;

“Not hikely to be a next time!” he
remarked.

Bot he wondered.

THE FOURTEENTH CHAPTER.
Buoter Butis In !

é OB, old fellow—"
B “ﬁtmg old chap!” snswered I,
Bob fmrr:f, with & shake of

the head.
“Q0h, rgally, Cherry—-"
“Try Leder of the Hixth !" suggested

Bob. *“You told us you were frightfully .

ally with Loder.

m, and all that.'

“"I'm not going to tea with Loder
again! The beast cut up rusty, for some

You go to ten wit

reason, last time. Horrible manners,
you know ! gaid Bunter. " I've turned
Loder down ¥

“Ha, ha, ha!" roared Bob, quits
taken with the idea of Billy Bunter of
the Lower Fourth turning down n Bixth
Form prefect.

* 1 wasn't going to speak about Loder !
Blow I_.;::rder! 1 was gbing to ask
you—

“Nothing doing, old fat bean!
Stony 1"

“1 wasn't going to ask you to lend
me anything, you silly ass!” hooted the

Owl of the Remove.
“Then why the thump did you call be
me old fellow?" asked Bob, in natural

BUTpYise. :

“Look here, you silly chump—I mean,
look here, old chap—if you see Coker
of the Fifth, tell him I'm gome home
for the day, will you ™

“Eh? You're not going home?

“Well, perhaps I'm not exactly going
home,” admitted Bunter cavtionsly—
“n-n-not exactly. But I'd rather kee
cut of Coker's way. ho thinks I'm
E{:ﬂ& home for the afternpon, he won't

looking for me.”

“And why should he be looking for
vou, anyhow 7

o Wq]t you know what & suspicious
beast Coker is. He may think I had
the chocolates,” sxplained Bunter.

“ Dh, my hat 1"

“The fact is, I've no doubt Potter or
Greene had them,” sald Bunter. “If a
fellow leaves a box of chocolates on his
study table on a half-holiday, he might
ex]peczt his study-mates to {mlp them-
selves, Or some fag ma? have nif}pc-d
in and bagged them. here’s fellows
at Greyiriars whe would do such a
thing,” said Bunter, with a sad shoke
of the head,

“There's one, at least ! agreed Bob.
“You'd better take Coker's chocs back
to Coker's study, yvou fat villain ("

“0f course, I know nothing about
them,"” said Bunter. “8o far as I know,
they're atill on Coker’s table, where he

D there,
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I've not oven scen them:
The actual foect iz, I don’t even know
whether Coker had any chocolates at all.
Very likely he hadn.”

“Oh_crumbs 1

“8till, he’s a suspicious benat |
may be hunting for them., Tell him I'm
gone to Courthield for the pieturcs—I
mean, that I'm gone home because my
ater’s been run over by a lorry ! Look
ere, tell him anything you like! I
leave it to you,” said Bunter generously.
“ And, look here, I'll let you have-soma
of the chocolates! There '™

“Bome of the chocolates you haven't
bn_gg'ed. and that you don't know anty-
thing abouti" asked Bob.

* Yes—I-21 moea

“Turn round ! said Bob Chorry.

“ Eh—what am I to turn round for,
you assT"

"I'I}! going to kick you all the way to
Coker’s study 1" explained Bob.

as

Billy Bunter departed in hasto
without asking further aid from Bob
Cherry. He did not want to be kicked
as far as Coker’s study—or, indeed,
kicked at all,

Bob Cherry chuckled and joined his
chums, who were waiting on the Grey-
friars roft for no less a_ person than
angaster of the Sixth. It was Satut-
day afternoon & half-holiday, and their
Bizth Form fnegid was going up tho
river in.a bost with the juniors. Lt waa
a gracious act on the part of so great
o man, abd the Co. were correspend-
ingly bucked. Lancaster, being new at
Greyfriars, had not yet scen sll tho
sights, and Harry Wharton & Co. were
going to show him Popper's Ysland and
other delectabls haunts.

Billy Bunter rolled inte the House,
with a.wary eye open behind his bi
spectacles for Colkter. Bunter had a feel.
ing that Coker would think of him if
he missed that hondsome box of chaoco-
lates that had como from his Aunt Judy.
And Coker, though not a suspicious
fellow, was very !?lu:-ly to get suspicious
tf he noticed the box that was bulging
under Bunter’s jacket at that very
moment.

to

Bunter did not want sce Coker
until the chocolates had been disposed
of internally, after which Bunter would
able to state that he knew nothing
whatcver about them. Be long as they
were under his arm, he realised that
such a statement would not carry con-
viction,

Like a boa-constrictor, Billy Buater
wanted to retire to some hidden spot
to devour his prey at leisure. Mo had
rolled into the Clmah‘;rs, but ke had
found Loder of the Bixth " mooching "
Hiz study was no use; Coker
was likely to look in his study. And
when he saw Lancaster of the Sizth
walk out, in flannels and blazer, Bunter
decided on the spot at once. If Lan-
caster was going out, Lancaster's study
was a safe rotreat. Certainly, it was
g fearful “check " for a junior to make
freo with a senior study, but, really, it
was & case of any port 1 a storm,
Coker was not likely to lock for him
in the Sixth, and that settled the peint
for Bunter. i

He whipped into Lancaster's study
and closed the door. From the window
he watched the handsome Sixth-Former
disappear in the distance in the direec-
tion of the river. He grinned, and szat
down in Lancaster's comfortabls arm-
chair. It was a large, deep, high-hacked
chair, well padded, and Bunter liked it
at once. e turned it with its back to

left them.

Ha

the door, so that any Bixth Form man
who might glance Into the study for
Lancaster could not see that he was
there, and would think the room empty,



EVERY SATURDAY

Then he opencd the box ot ehocolates
en his fat knees and scttled down Lo
businesa,

It was & large box, crammed with the
best chocolates, Aunt Judy was very
good to her dear Hovace, though in this
case her goodness was benehiling Bunter
of the Remove mstead of Coker of the
Vifth. Chocolate after chocolate vanished
down Bunter's capacious throat, and he
grew happy and shiny and sticky.” This
was a way of spending o hall-heliday
that appealed to Bunter, It hit him
where ho lived, ag Fisher
T. Fizsh would have ex-

pressed it
Tho chocolates swere
Rnished at last, Bunter

lolled back in the deep
chair, breathing rather
hard after his exertions.
He rother necded a rest.
Lancaster had gone on
the river, and was not
likely to be hack yet.
Bunter [elt that he had
time for a rest.

The door-handla sud-

denly turned, and he
started.

The door opened.

1f that Tbeast Lan-
cagter had come back——

Apparently, it was not
Lancaster, Somcbody
was locking into  tho
study without cntecing—
somg Sixth Torm man

who had looked in to sce
af Lancaster was theie,
no  doubt—and Buntor
sat tight, glad that he
had arranged the chair
ia conceal him from a
casual glance into the
study.

Hoe expected the
fellow, whoever he was,
to go. To his surprise,
there was & gquick step
inside the room, and the
door closed. He heard a

hurried, suppressed
breathing.

Bunter’s heart
thumped.

Somebody had looked
i, not to see if Lan-
caster was there, but to
maks sure that he was
not there. Finding the
rocm cmply, as ha sup-
posed, ho had stepped n
and clesed the  deor.

Tt was Gerald Loder who was search-
ing Lancaster’s study in his abeence.
Ho had hizs back to Bunter, but if he
turned he could not fail to sea the [at
junior sitting in the armchair. Dunter
gazed at him as if ineameri

Loder tested the locks on the big suit-
case. DMuttering words dropped from
his lips.

“Here, most likely. o must keep
it zomewhere, and {hia is tho only thin
that's locked! HMang himl f th
paper’s in this bag—"

WONDER SERIAL

STARTS NEXT WEEK'!
# “LAND OF LOST
Sl PLANES!”

Fighting Bt and full of high
courage and determination to set

a Oew record

atl

Tha drone of thelr engines
fainter nnd folnter until .ﬁnéh It
is swallowed up in tﬁa mists of

The intrepld three are never scen
Ooce mofe the ravenous
ws of the ooean have taken

dawn. Then .

agafuo,

laptie fight, thres intrepid fiy-
ing men start off, fude

of cach other, L0 croes
of the mighty Atlantée. . . . .
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enitease, and lifted it. Iic swung round
to stride back to the door.

A3 ha did s0, his eyes fcll on Dunter
in the armchair.

Bunter's eves wore {fairly gogpling
behind his big spectacles. Lnder had
come therc to steal Lancaster's suitcase
—that was the only posaible expisnation
to Buntor's mind. In amaroment, in
korror, Bunter goggled at the bully of
the Bizth.

Crash |

The suitcase dropped from the hand

of the slortled prefect.
It crashed on tho floor
H‘;El‘b]: Hﬁiﬂﬂd;ﬂg !:m.u]':i

‘ cricey 1" gaspo
Bunter,

Loder looked st him
with starting eves. Up
to_that moment he had
believed himszclf alone in
the atudy.

His face went white an
chalk.

“Oh crikey " repeated

untar,
Lodor stood, over-
whelmed, for somae
for & Trana moments. He scarcely
Dientls m:nﬂgd to hrq*.-nthf: as he
wastes Btl:nm:t the Owl of the
Then savage rage

flashed into his face, and
he made a »tride to-
wards Bunter. Tho fat
Em'nr whipped out of

e chair and dodged
round it,

elr grim toll. . . . “Ow! ¥You keep off I

Whils the world mourns thelr d Bunter. “T'H
fate the -ether thrilla to the Lancaster | You
tupping of & mysterious wireless , keep off 1 T'11 tell
messege . . . & message from ¥ vou cama hero
the lost Bylng men? to pinch his bag 1"

Bo starts the most amazing yarn ar atopped.
of ﬂ:fi:lﬂ Edm"{ﬂfﬁ.ﬂﬁ'ﬁg!:thﬁﬂ His anda wore
O%Er A i x
hmm“‘“mm : y for readers ﬂt’?.:l'l.f.‘hed convulsively.
of this paper. You = you young

asa | His voico cama

it thritla}

e

It gripa?!
¢ IE Tascinates |

IT ATARTS [N THESE PAGES
NEXT WEEKI

thick, almast croaking.
"What—what do you
meas! What aere you
doing in & 3ixth Form
study 1

“Whal are you doing,
if you come to that?”
retorted Bunter, *“I'd
like to knew where you
were going to take Lan-
eastor' s suitease.™

“I—I was not going
to take ik, you youn

IHad Lancaster been sait- idiot! I wss goin ; 4
ting in the armchair, Loder broke off, “I-—I
hig hend -#Fﬂlill‘El have cawno in to—fo sprak to
been  visible oter  the Lancaster. Get out of
high  back. + Bunter's ﬂ]hﬂ roomt® i
head was a foot below M A G N E I Bhan'f! soid
it iI'!m Neweoner  evi- E?‘nﬁﬂﬂ - Pr——
dontly  supposed  that a roar
nobody was there, and NGW! Lq:i{!r- _—

Bunter wondered who on Bhan't!” repcated
carth he was, and what Bunter. He  had

on ecarth he wanted. It could not be
Lancaster’s fag, Paget, sneaking inlo
the room like this.

Bunter made no scund.

He heard that hurried, starviled breath-

g guite clearly. Then there was a
sound  of someons moving, about tha
study. Bunter heard the drawers of
Laneaster’s desk pulled out and pushed
in. Then a figure passed within his line
of wvision and bent over a lockéd suit-
caso that lay in a eorner.

As it bent, Bunier's eyes and spec-
tacles fized on the back of Loder of the
Sizth,

He sat, amazed.

Loder straightened -up, his back still
to Bunter. Thd locks on the suitcase

realised by this time that ho had the
whip hand, and his terrors had vauished.
“You jolly well get out, or I'll yelll”

were beyond his powers to deal with.

Loder was thinkin,g hard. That dan- Yoder stood trembling with rogs.
gerous paper—the “ bit of writing " Lan- Bupter grioned st him. Bunter, who
caster had obtained from Jeorry Hawke, had trembled st Loder’s [rown, rather

the paper that placed Loder utterly at
hiz encmy’s merey—must be i the suit-
caze., Mo was convinced of that. And
Loder made up his mind swiitly,. He
conld not break open the lecks, but the
suitcase itself could vanish. The coast
was clear; not a man of tho Bixth was
indnors, 83 Loder koew—as he had taken
care to know,

To Biinter’s utter amozement, Loder
stoopid again, grasped the handle of the

enjeyed making ths bully of the Sixth
tremhble in his turn,

Slowly the prefcot turned to the door
again., Without another word, he leit
the study. .

Bunter chugkled, and sat down in
the armchair. Ho did not intend to

o, pow, before Lancaster returped,
%{u had something to t the uew

(Continued gn npape, 28.)
Tre Magrer Lisrary.—No. 1,213



CONCLUDING CHAPTERS OF OUR POPULAR SERIAL

THE ISLAND OF SLAVES!

BY STANTON HOPE.

Corpered |

HE great thing 1s to put a wire-
less message through to the

L 1
Hawk snd get help,” said
Tony Dunn anxiously.

“You need have no worries on that
score, Dunn,” the consul said. *I sent
ona of my trusted Arabg ashore as soon
as I could to have a message broadeast
from the installation at my residence,
There isn't a sct aboard this steam-
iacht, unfortunately, The man would

ave gone before, but for the fact that
the miscreant who assassinated -the
gtecreman knocked aside a couple of my
men, and made off in o small motor-
boat. raa along the deck and fired
seversl shots after the murderer, but
foailed to stop him.”

Crossing the room, with
e a broad-hladed knife In
his hand, was Ras Dhin,
the giant Abyssinlan |

once through Akhab he has the hills and
the whole of the great desork beyond for
sanctuary.”

The consul explained that the Wotan
had been about to take him round to
Aden, but the steam-yacht would remesin
standing by the spot where the sub-
marine ha one down., He had no
dry clothes of his own on board, but he
%ﬁerad to get an Arab nig-out for

OnYy.

“Come aboard the Sirdar, Dunn,”
Third-Officer Higgs invited. “I can
fit you out with my duds.”

Thiz invitation Tony accopted, but
before he left the Woltan he saw the

slain Arab. Tho man had been killed’

with a knife, and with surprise Tony
noted that the blow with it could onl
have been delivered by & 1eit-ha.nde£
man of preat powor.

In company with Hipps, Tony went
to the Sirdar, where he changed. But
ha was rest-'!e@ and wanted to maoke
gure that the wireless mossage had been
broadcast from the consul's residenca.

To alluy his anzioty, the skipper
allowed Higgs to put Tony ashore, and
engaging o one-horsa vehicle, ho drove
through the durkened streets of Akhal,

At the gate lending to the residesice
officia! servants deunied Tony entranca;
but, determined to send a wireless moes-
sage himself to the Hawk, he stealilily

ected an entrance to the house and
reachod the consul’s study where the
wireless set was installed.

After lighting a lamp, he made sswo
necessary adjustments to the inslrument
and bent over to send the message. As
he did so, his cyes caught a movement
on the polished green surface ot a jude
vase on & near-by cbony stand, ond,
Lkeved up to meet the slightest sign of
danger, ge spun round hastily, He was
not 4 moment too soon! Crossing the
room, with a broad-bladed knife in his
right hand, was Raa
Dhin, the giant Abyssi-
naan,

“L-good heavens!”
Taony gasped.

The thick mouth of
the murderous slaver
was twisted In an ex-
Ere:-;.'iiun of fiendish

atred, but his yellow
eyes were as cold and
inkuman as those of a
tigot.

At Death-Grips !

EAPING fcr-
E ward, Ras Dhin
glipped on o
leopard - skin
rog., and Toeny, Eide-
stepping in a fash,
snapped o right hook
J to tho slaver’s ear,
To a grunt of fury, the negro
sprawled sideways, recovered himself,
and came after the sub.

Again Tony hurtled aside, and Has
Dhin, carried forward by his own
impetus, went recling over a leg which
the sub shot out.

His kpife cracked down on the stonas
flaor, and the steel blade broke off
short, Once more he regained his
balance, and advanced, gripping the
hilt of the knife to which was attoched
a jegped piece of shimmering metal,

In desperation, Tﬂan whipped up a
chaiz and crashed it full into the face
of his terrible foe, and Ras Dhin recled
under the shock, That blow would
have killed most men, but the skall of
the m::?rq giant was thick even for a
man of his race.

Headleess of = Becond blow, he
advanced remorsclessly and gob one of
hizs huge hands round Tony's throat,
and wrenched the brolken chair from
his grip. Tony punched wildly with his
left hand, but the grip of the negro's
fingera tightened on his throat like
relentless bolts of steel,

s of ‘a feringhee!” Ras Dhin
rasped. “ By tho beard of the prophet,
you will die like those other dogs under
the zea |

Tony's left hand had dropped, and
he {eﬂ‘.- it touch o drawer of Major
Gundath’s desk. There was just the

“That was Raz Dhinl® Tony
exolaimed.

“It was a giant negro,” the tonsul
nodded; “the most powerful-lockin
bruts I've ever seen. T'm afrai
nothing will prevent his escape, for
" Printed and
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elinnece that ilhe counsul kept a pidol, and he jerked the
drawer opeu and fumbled desperatelv,  Then lus groping
lingers fastened upon the buit of 2 small mstol, and as
he drow it oul something tinkled en the stone floor. With
o final agomsing effort, he twisted the pistol round and
pressed the trigger.

dzzip !

Ras Dhin stiffened, and ou his black face apprared an
expression of mingled surprise and agony, To Tony it
seemed as though the hord amber of ﬂis cyes became
glazed, but this mught have been because his own senses
were leaving him, What he did roalise was that the grip
velaxed from his throat, for he dropped limply down upon
his knees, searcely aware even that he had fived a shot.

_ﬂt!ﬂkill? himself like a tervier after a fight, Tony gradu-
ally got his breath back and his head cleaved. Tﬂe study
was in confusion, and Ras Dhin was sprawled upon the
floor, his grﬂ-ﬂ.t black fiugers liko talons clawing the stone-
work of the floor where the crimson stain extended from
tho Abyssinian’s Lip to the head of the crumpled leopard.
skin rug.

No mercy was in Tony’s heart at the sight of his encmy ;
from the first, when Ras Dhin had shot the escaped negro
slaver from the dhow, he had never regarded hun as any-
thing but an inhuman beast, whose life was forfeit. Under
the dark waters of Akhalb Harbour were Guy and a
number of other fellows, a thousand times more valuable
to the world they lived in than this savage fiend. Tony
staggerod meross to the wireless instrument, aware that the
Abyesinian was far too badly wounded to step him, and
took the knob of the transmitter in his fingers.

“Tie, tie, tac! Tie, tac, tac—"

He sent out through the ether an urgent message for
help for H.M,8, Vixen, down on the bed of Akbab
Harbour, with her crew aboanrd,

Three tites Tony repeated the message, and felt satisfed
that he had done all he could. He turned away from
the wircless sot at last, and knelt down beside Ras Dhin.

He found that the man had a bad wound near the right
hip, and had lost consciousness from lose of blood. Using
s portion of thae negro's own robe, Tony stanched the
wound as best ho could, and dragged the slaver behind a
bhookense.

The pistol with which he had shot the negro wne of a
curious type, fired by compressed air, and he shipped u
into his pmi:eh Taking another lock round, the young
sub saw a pair of tortoiseshell glasses which, although he
knew it not, ho had jerked out of the drawer at the time
he took out the pistel, These glasses were lying smashed
on the stone foor; and he picked up the rims with part of
the glass attached and dropped them into the drawer.

A final glance round showed him the study lookin
presentable, and he put out the light and quietly left by
the double doors that led out wpon a veranda, His throat
was painful, and his head recled, but he got through the
compound unscen. DBy devious ways he got back to the
weter-front, where the Sirdar's boat was waiting. DBut
before he could speak his sorely-taxed strength fud ed, and
he Juvched unconscious into Higgs' arms.

feirly

Unmasked !

HEN Tony came ro he found himsclf aboard the
Sirdar, and Higgs in atendance on him.
“Sorry for having been such an ass!” he
apologised.  “I hope to heavens that the Hawk
has got the wireless message L sent, and that she won't be
too late.”

“Come on deck, old man!” Higgs smiled.

Revived by the night air, Tony saw that the Hawk was
anchored in the harbour and was already engaged.in the
salvage work, ) )

“&he came up under forced draught,” Higgs said, “and
her divers !glnve reported that they’ve had replics to their
signals, Holes have been borved in the submarine, and air-
pipes fixed to the hull to give fresh air to fhe survivors."

gitipﬂ were hastening from Aden, and the Falcon was on
her woy from Khoof. Before long special apparatus for
pumping out water from the submarine and raising her to
the surface would be available, : :

Acting on orders, Tony ruporied io Captain Golding
aboard the Hawk, and reeeived the splendid fidings that
Guy, Chotajee, and at least several others, were alive.

Captain Golding reported that Major Gundath was all
with malaviz: and this, combined with the shock. had
forcod him fo take to his bunk aboard the Wotan. In the
moantime, the captain acceded to Tony's request for a
guzrd of marines to go with him to fetch Ras Dhin. ‘

“This is the Abyssinian slgver, wanted for murder, sir,”

he said, and the coneul reported that e s the man who |

put the Wotan head on inte us.”
(Cgntinucd on neet page.)
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The faint yellow rays of dawn were
in the sky when Tony went ashore with
u captain of marincs, s surgcon, and a
wurabor of armed Jollics, hoeping that
Ras Dhin had not yoet been discovercd
in his hiding-place..

No Arab servants scemed to be about
the residence, and the shore party broke
i without opposttion. On entering tho
shudy they found the Abyssinian still
Eehind the bockcase, much to Tony's
JOF. :
The negroe had lost a gond deals of
blood, but after lengthy trentment at
ithe hands of the surgeon he opened his
Cyea,

“Dogs and sons of dogs!™ he aplut-
tered, when he found handenffs on him.
“Why are these things on my wrists?”’

“Beeauso vou're nobbled, old son”
Tony told nim. *You're 10 be charged
with murder, and with the deliberate
sitking of onc of His Majesty's ships.”

“Fool 1" Ras Dhin exploded. *What
conld vou prove?”

“A good deal!™ retoried the sub.
*Apart from your otker erimos, we
lrave the word of the consnl himsclf that
it way you who stahhed the Arab stoers-
man aboard the Woltan and put the

belm hard over.”

The thick lips of Ras Dhin iwisted
with rage, but 'Ejefﬂrn he counld reply the
tloor  opemed, and in  came jor
CGundath himself, pale and ilt-looking.

At the sight of Ras Dhin under
arrest the consvl staggered as if under
a hlow.

“YWhat is the meaning of this?" he
demanded, glaring round, “How daro
you come intoe my residence without
fovimally notifying me?”

“Captain Golding fold ws yon wore
tick, sie," Tony began, “and a3 wo—"

He broko off, for Ras Dhin Lurst inte
i torrent of abuse.

“Treacherons deg of n fevinghee!”
Ras Dhin spluttered. “I1t is this way
vou repay all I have done for you?t”
His yellow eyes were fixed full upon the
consul.  “There is the dog himself who
k]il_ic-f! tho Arab and sank the English
ship [*

“You—yon black liar!” the consul
gpat out.

His left hand went to his pocket, but
Tony lavnched himself w him
wrenched the sutomatit pistol from his
grasp.

“Here!” he exclaimed. " Look after
lim ™

Two marines Dlocked the exit from the
room; and Tony, whose brain worked
lightning-fast, recalling various strango
incidents, went across to the consul's
desk. The drawer he opened was tho one
from which he had taken theother pistol,
and he looked at the consul's broken
spectacles, which he had replaced thero
after his encounter with Ras Dhin.
From a lens of them had fallen out a
picee of glass in the shape of a half-
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nwon, a fragmoent idenlical with {hat
which Guy had found after the negro
slave had been killed in that self-same
room. That negro and the Arab aboard
the Wotan had besn killed by left-
handed blows—and the consul, taken wn
swares, hod wsed his left band 1o reach
for his pistol.

Tony whispered to the captuin of
marines, and they examined the desk,
and afterwards managed to open a safe
despite the consul’'s furiovs protesis,
Insido that safo were various documents
which made Tony gasp with amarcment,
The Unknown behind the slave trade
wae discovered at last! He waes none
other than the cunning arch-villain whe
Held the post of consul of Akhab
Major Gundath himsclf!

The gama was up! Cerfain thal Raz
Dhin had cleared off straight anway inlo
the dasert, ﬂya consi] had not hositated
td accuge himm of the terrible crime
which ho himself had eomwmitted, Thal
delay by the Abyssinian ie woh the
residence had proved ihe undoirg of
them both!

Under stroug escort thev wore faken
beck to the Hawk, where thoy were
formally charged and placod e con-
finement. _

To Tony's delight, the work of rescuc
had been going on apure,  Avange-
ments had been mede for pumping
fresh air into the sunken sulanarine,
and when the Faleon and othee naval
craft nrrived the Vixen was rnised ool
the survivors released

Saveral brave men had met their
death in the after-compartments, whieh
had borne the brunt of the collision.
The remainder. including Guy  aml
Chotajee, speedily recovered,  Theiv
amazeraent was intense when they heavd
that 1t was Major Gundalh, who, under
cover of his official positiem, bad Leoon
amassing a fortunc in slave (railic.

“Borry I wasn't in ot the denh, olid
man,” Guy said to Tony; “but it's jolly
consoling to know that we have donc
our job and that these devilizh crooks
will get it right in the neck.™

“Of truth it i3 a clean sweep of all
such raseality,” remaerked Chotajec.
“*Would, however, that opportunity had
been given for meeting belween myself
and the unspeakable Ras !'_ﬁliu'!
Although honourable * failed B.A and
man of innrnmfhrnther than ‘ zoldier full
of strange oaths,” as Briiish poet hasx
said, T would have torn such dehased
dog limb from limbh with nimest chierr-
fulness 1

To which Guy cheerfully roplind:

“When they give medale for trumped-
blowing, Chota, old cherub, T'll hung in
your name for a giddy V.C. 1"

‘ THE END,

{(DPon't mirs the prand opening insial-
ment of “LAND OF LOST PLANES /™
alarding in next week's bumper fesue,
Sde page 26 of this dzsue.)

The Schoolboy Cracksman !

{Continued from pugé 25.)

fullow: when be came in. And he was
im:lt,y ceitoin that if the study was
eft empty Loder would not be far
awny. loder was not going to bag
that suitease if Dilly Bunter could-stop
himi; and Billy Dunter could!

Tt was an hour Jater that the atudy
door reopened, sl Lancaster of the
Hixth cnmg in,

Ie stured blanhly at the fat fgure
that rose from his armchair.

“You checky voung ass, what are
yoiu doing heve ' exclaimed Lancaster.

“Looking aficey vour things for you,
old chap,” ansverd Dunter affably.

" What*"

Y You'd mever have seon that sultcuse
agnin, 1 fancy, if [ hadn't heon looking
after it!" grinned Puoler.

“What do ren mean, you young
o ffoe 77
“I wmean, thad I sdepped a0 fellow

Lagging that suilease.”

“What utter rof 1™

“Oh, really, Lancaster!™

“Well, whe was it, then®"

“Toder of the Sixth.™

Lancaster started violently,

He stood silent, looking slvangely at
Nunter. Then he made a gestura
towards the door.

L Veny well,” he said, “you can ent)
Phanks, if it's as you say. Cut!”

Billy Bunter rolled nwar.

Laneastor shut the door afier bim.
He stood looking at the suifcase. A
sirange. worn, almost old expression
wns on his face, He did not doubt
what Bunter had told him: he koew
what Loder mwst bave bheen soaking.
And he knew, too, what Loder did nnot
know, what Bunicr did not dream of :
that the strange touls of the schoolbor
eraok, thn tools 1hat had done lawlesa
work in the hands of the Wizard, wers
toeked up 1n that suiteasc.

Lancaster breathed havd and deep.
U'ool, sell-possessed as he was, that
warrow ogcape had made him almost
giddy. Ho wiped the porspiration
froin his hrow,

L] L ] [ ] * [ -

Eilly Bunter, of conrsze, fold Harry
Wharton & Co., and everyone else who
wonld listen, of the strange happening
in Lancaster’s study. Knowing their
Bunter as they did, they did no!-%;-ciiwa
a word of it. No man in the school,
not cven Leder, suspected how nearly
that day had heon tho last at
Greyiviars for Lancaster of the Sixth—
crickefer and cracksman!
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DOWN WITH INJUSTISS! _ Edited JTEST DON'T SPARE THE ROD!
Join the Leag of Freedom and reek E E”,.a P.M.uﬁr_uﬂ D Knock it about az much as you like !
vengenz on your persecutors! Pre- : , WHARTON, Same applies to LINES| To relieve
fects and boolies put on the spot or F.G.R, ﬁmo QD your anxiety, we're not referring to
bumped off, as rekwired| Recroots ; punishments, byt to Pole, Perch &
should don masks and apply for . ED\TION Co's. Fine Fishing-tackle! Unsuccess-
m“wrﬂﬂw_ﬂ ﬁi@u&umsu Enuwﬁ.._ﬁ mﬂm A m ful Anglers! Give ns n triall
for Komrade Dicky Nugent, Fownder || oo . . - i TURN YOUR WAILS INTO WHALES!
aod Prezzident No. 45. | LAUGH ANIGROW FAT. | _ 16th, 1931. Fole, Perch & Co., High Strest. Courtfisld.
e ——— —— me= E——— p—— B — m—
5 :
OLD CROCKS' RACE |MYSTERY OF BUNTER COURT |IREMEMBER, I REMEMBER—
Scooter v. Penny-Farthing Bike Earth Opens and Swllows Famous Mansion Greyfriars In OUR Time | LIS an8 b fas st & triokl

The following are extracts from | of reinwater——" (My only Aunt
remarks made by Old Boys who ! Bam al—Ep.)

. _ e AT R
“—wzum Hz DE FPH.F.H.HN ..P\m. H.A gocm H.JH.JNH_U gwm”mﬂm}m\“—)mu COLONEL %u. famn

) id to Goaling, at that time a ] Congqueror dro in one day and
A big, luxurious ear drew up outside the Schacol K I eaid to Goaling aq pped ¥

; .3....1___ o Alter driving for about sn hour, he pulled up again. chubby-faced voungeter—— " after taking refreshment st the
the 1 id Wednesday and a uniformed chauffeur got out. : w * We're in y now, air. If Enﬂy o0l i i -mareit . . jw:mﬂ —EDb.) | tuoksho ' (Here, draw it
. ane amid a roar of cheers and an| " 5 M B A % : : T X
even louder roar of Inughter. v . Muster Bunter in, young gents 1" he asked, salutingirfiown—— "' . . DR. DOAPARD : * Aa I glan mild l—ED. )
i . ted P Yy oring mysslf, Frank Nugent, and the rest of the Co, | *Usil Reigate!™ said Bunter, at the Clock Tower, which, of | BIR TOOTHLESS GUMMS:
N m_.u procesaion .__...%a & genaation Yea, just inside the Hall,”! answered Wharton. “leif “ Near my place, then!" remarked Wharton, in Furprise. | oourse, in those days was merely a | “1 remember Noah telling mue
in Frinrdale, the vi tuming ol | what- the merry dickens—— ' “1 mean mﬁ&m 1" correoted Eunter hastily. wrigt-watch—— "' {My hat I—ED.) | before Greyiriara’ was built—
uﬁwaeﬁ. to gape and cheer. At the| ' Tn that case, sir, would like to tell him the car's mip] * Bat that's in kshire | * howled Bob Cherry. THE REV. ALONZO GOQOD-| That'll do for this week, thanks
piiago Ew«ﬁ.%ﬁ&u Wajor Was | to take him to Bunter Court 1" sasked the chauffeur, resmb} Buner tooked o little Austered. MAN : * Walking down to Friar-|very wuch! If you Old Boys,
mﬂ...E_Mu"ﬂ AN o, e _nﬂ OT-C8T, | fyfly. “ It's really on the borderline between Surrey and Berkshire," | dale, which consisted then of one |earry on in this strain for long,
.M. RTTY nm nﬂmﬂ&a e-nores in|  We jumped. he mu_..._o__u&m.‘ “It's mot in either and yet it's in both.™ vimitive hut——*' {Great pip — |6ome of our readers may begin to
nﬂﬂﬁwﬂET Rl o Hn__uu n_....__nﬂm__uwwmu Weo had heard of Bunter Court. Most pecpla have. 1ha| We regarded our fat host grimily. Eo. suspeot that you're drawing the
uﬁmﬂﬂ_ﬂ?ﬁm Eﬁmﬁ _.‘m Eamu_ q | funny thing about it is thet the whole world semms to bve| “ Whetv is it 7" asked Wharton, in deadly tones. mw..ﬁmrm OLDYEARS, Esq.:llong bow|
¥ or, & good third, Behind |y of Bunter Court, yet nobody has ever seen it. . 1 " It'sit's mear s little village called—or, Gresnfelds) ™ — =1
: . ma Ve -Bmith hand : : e 7 .
It was Wingate's idea to hold an | “NIR OB EWH ._u__w:nr o il |  Buntor himseli cams out before we hod recovered from Bejanswered Bunter, after s good deal of cogitation. ** That's
Old Crocks' Race, and n brainy wheeze | Propeved truck, Hobson on a tricycle | gurprice. it—Greonfields | Hz
it was, too, allowing for the fact FEGI. A 8. gog0Ler, ’ " Oh, here's the car; good!™ he said, with elaborstews]|. Now, if the truth must be told, that rural name hed been MQEZE
that it came from o Bixth-Former| _ At Clif House, Vernon-8mith, | coneern. * I eay, you fallows, would you like to coms for 1 @invented by W. G. B. on the spur of the moment, the fat
Theee were the rules: Hobson and Boleover had fallen behind, | with me te Bunter Court 1" " |inventor not __H_E__..Ewﬁ for o moment that s villuge bearing such \.—.JEH_U m gm
1. That ....—B_.w__ vohiclea which had ﬁ.—uﬁ. EE_ 1 and .r.u_ﬂ_wnﬁ.ﬂ WoTh “. H._.n.._..n.mu. M8, -E0NTGonn ; HJHn ﬂ.—H.......ﬁ..E.mHH._.__.__ .Nhhmvm.ﬂ Bab .ﬁwﬂu... & pamas potuall existed,
dizcarded na ussless should | Peek-to-neck in front, with Wharton *Coming 1" asked Bunter. But Groonfields, in fact, did exist, and the chanffeur know it |
.m&r.masup : mE,....:_..,W mnoﬁaﬂ rapidly. Wo aasented, half-dazed as we wore. The prospeot of ssng[What's more, he waa there in leas than ten minutes. . .
9. That eoach entrant must have|. AP the last half-mile Cokex E_:umi. “m.mﬁu_. Court was too good to be missed. “ Now where is it 1" asked Johnny Bull, * This iz Green- mﬁﬁﬁuﬁﬂ ﬁ—mmlmﬁﬂ-ﬂm
owned ond used his vehicle at |28 8 dozen times, finally £ Mum Btop st the best place in Lantham for tes, James 1" olled|felds" NSy
some period in the past. N Ty L dlehorss oy Bwiing, BB TS Doled bl Bunter jumpad. Exhibition .muuw Coker
] e incapacitating  that  worthy from| And the cheuffeur paluted chediently. We could only k| * But there ain't such & place. Imean,” he corrected hastily,
Wingate imagined that the race | fort effort I The hero of the Fifth EG.;EWMEH st Lantham for tea, It woas rather & saial{™it's over there!™ A spell of fine, warm weather last
might atiract & ozen entries, To his | still stuck to his task, however, and on | tea at rather a epecial kind of restaurant. Thers was opljore] * Bubt you're pointing to a H.%u» t wask-end sttracted crowds of fellows v
purprise  and %Eamﬁm.ﬂnuu however, { the Iast lap back to tho school gates | drawbaek about it : Bunter loft us to Pay. a ._PEHm‘__n: gacped Bunter. &.w“_ﬂ..u_wn whege it used to be, | down to the Bark for the firet dip . y ,
over @ hundred [ellows sent in their was dead lovel with Wharton's scooter | ' Which way now, sir ' asked the chauffeur, when ws ‘b anywey. -If it's not there now, I can't help it, can T 1" of the scason in the swimming- |was usmally entertaming in cie-
noxnes | gll the way. Both Coker and the|ountside again. i And that was as far as we got to secing Bunter Court. Bunter's pool. . curgtances like these.
Every imaginable thing on wheels | Remove skipper strained every nerve Bunter frowned. a.m_% explanation setmed to be that the sarth must have opened |~ Colker, not for the first {ime, | BSplash| -
figured among the entrics. There | (0 the winning-post first, but the| *' Bunter Court, of course. You know the way, don’t your*|and ewallowed it up. provided sn element of humour— ith & mighty sound, Coker
were rusty and twisted old *baby " jend wes reached with oot an inch| * 'Fraid I den’t, sir|™ . Mauleverer was waiting for us on our roturn, anxions to | ynintended, of coyrse t crashed into the ﬂwET.Hw, .m___d:_m
bikes, toy motor-cers, seooters and |between them, and the umpire had| We looked at each other, A slight suspicion had oecurrd tollnow who had phoned the CourtSeld Hive Service ordering a| The great man of the Fifth eame | be a misdescription to say * dived.
holby-horsea. A bhundred lumber. |to declare the reault a dead-heat, il of us pimulteneously. Up to this point we had assmwdiear in his name to take e certain Master Bunter to a placo nmﬂ.ﬁ out of the dressing-tent with| A second or two passed. No
rooma  ware ransacked for long.| Unfortunately, Coker had to be talken | that the chauffeur was cne of Buntor Senior's retoainers:: i tBrnter Court. Wea told him. Potter and Greene. Potter and |Coker appeared.
forgotten means of transport, to the sanny to recover from his many | ¥ Wondered, ) Bunter's net gains for thoe aftermoon wers: one free ride, | Greene were frowning. Then suddenly he shot out of
The race was held on SBaturdsy |injuries before he could, receive hig| ' All serene, you follows,” said Bunter.  James ia new tojono free feed, ten fres kicks and ons fres bumping. And Bunter| * About this life-saving,” Coker | the water again for a brief instant,
afternoon, the courss being & cirouler | prize. Wharton sfterwards challenged | the job. We'll get thers, dll right. It's in Burrey.” Uourt continues to bo the same mysterious, elusive place that | said, Sy 1o Cakppear wmw_”.__.... D _thas
route from the scheol to Friardale, | the unbeaten Coker to another race| James looked a bit dubious, but he carried on. it always waa! “* Blow the lifo-saving ! " smapped | brief inatant & yell bad left hir
Cliff maﬁwm.ﬁ%m&m_uhnﬂ agnin. Mr, uaﬂnn_: the nmmhnm courss. We are = — | Potter, * ﬂ.qqm .H_E.Em : m__uw“,._.m. rmu.ﬂ.& T
Lasoollos sta competitors and | officially informod that Coker will swim, not for & leasoh m hle-
the gallant participants mounted their | decline the challenge, We can't sa WOHWO‘H, ..movﬁ— Zm-g} : cpngratulated on a most meritorious ecien- | saving t " Bplash £ Crasli]
anoient * mﬂﬁ,p and creaked off down |we blamo him | i . . 2 .__L.maw”ﬂu__n. This, I ees, iz the switch | “You'll get both,” retorted | Almostsimultancously Potter and

Sensational New Invention Quelch was quite right. It waas the |Coker. '*I anust say, Potter, I'm | Greene dived into the water and

— ewiteh | And one little turn of that same | surprised at you jibhing at lsarning brought Coker eafely ashore apain,
The Robot Boxing-man iz here | = w4 switch was sufficient to galvemise the |anvthing se useful es lifesaving. | “ Thanks, you men!"™ Coker
We should say WAS here; he only S ARESIRIR N | 78 Mot | Robot into  activity. Whet would you do now if vou E_Eu_mmnm to mpﬁr at length. “I
Y.H- éHzo H‘mmg .P-..—.A w_..»mm”—.w. éog stayed & couple of hours. 5 T : The arma chot out. Quelch shot down | spotted some poor, helpless creature | was all right, of course—just lost
: rnard Glyn introdoced him to Grey- on ﬂd_&m foor with a hawl, struggling for :.mm in E“..nmﬁm!.n_w " | my wﬁzu ﬁu a gec, when I got
friars when he came over with the 5t. Jim's “Oht Ooooht! Owi® “Tiva in snd save him, proba-|into water,”

Ever thought of what would Bulstrode entered the kitchen, wun- | srisket toam. Carnora IT., he called him, “All serene, eir; I'll switch it off 1 7 | bly,” grunted Potter. mnﬂw ¥ *“0Oh, quite 1" eaid Polter.
hoppen if fellows took gou at |observed, and started rubbi his }  Carnera 1L proved the doughtiest boxer _wm.m_%& Wharton. “And that's just where you'd} * No necd for ue to have dons
your word and did as you fold [nose into a pan on the stove, the éx-|ever seen at Greyiriars. & WAE OOl “"A Lind ofn icel man, I eup- ut that was more easily said than done. | feel the need for o mm—.am_mn traimng | enything, of oourse,” remarked
them ¥ Reports lke these w_n.n_ﬂ.a:_ boing  that Vernon-8mith | gtructed of cast-iron and wood, with & pose 1" he wik * But what the | When Whearton came to turn ofi the juico}in life-saving like I'm going to | Greens, with elaborate BOTCAN.
ieould be stmply flooding the |hed requested him to go and fry his| padded chest and strong springs for arma. | thunder ke's @ir § with boxing-gloves | hefound that the switels had jsssmed. And | give you,” seid Coker, triumph- | Impossible for you to geb into
editorinl office : face I i Electrioity was his motive power. fon I fail to—ppoipl Ow-wow " to make matters worse Carnera II. started osntly. * Now watch me." difficultiea | ™ "

A : Desmond swptised the School by | When a switch was preased at the back of | Someons hadowit on by mistake | tramping with mechanical precision over| * Dh erikey!  What are you| * Exacily!™ gald Coker. ' And
Btott wos found in the coslceller,|fishing out of his study window. | him ho started hitting out hard and often ! | and Wingate w. quickly enlightened as | Quelohy’s prostrate body, bringing & fresh | going to do § now, to Terume that lesson I wea
gnawing &t a handiul of black sub-[Hazeldens, we helieve, had ordered ! s tried him out in the Rag. Ho vwas|to the reason fof gloves  series of yells from the m,ﬂﬁn._z_ master, “I'm going to dive in and save | giving you in life-saving—here,
stanco. He said that Skinner hed him to sling his hook' a8 huge suocess. With Camnera Il.| That wouldn' bavs besn eo bad. It| Queleh staggerad to his feet at last, |an imaginary fellow in the middle | wharrer you doing ¥ Qw-yoaoop I
just told him to go end eat coke!| A frisd-fsh oriura in Courifeld | a3 & sparring-partner, we began to have | was when Quelj iotted in to have a|abandoned hiz eustomary dignity al |of the pool,™ said Coker. * Watch| Fotter and Greano didn't trouble
Bunter was scen floating down the |was the seone & strange incident | vigions of the Wanpadm rapidly becoming a | look round thasi tlw.fat was in the fire, | to 1, and tumed tail and Ged 1 me closely.” - to explain what they were doing.
Remove passage, making a strangs |when Tom Brown rushed in, o i bunch of world champions. The Removs F master looked it e've had rather a dolein! time in the | Having no alternstive short of | They did itl And after rolling the
sibilant noise. Wo understand that|a hatohet, Ha .m_u_..—“___n..ﬁ,..m.ﬂ &Wnﬁnﬂm Wingate came in after the firet|over with Vil olass-TooIn €ver Binoe. mortelly offending their leader, | yelling Life-saving Expert in E.:u
Wharton had jnstructed him to buzz Cherry had gested that he should formence had ended. He imspected “Qhaite & & - achiovbment 1 Eﬁmﬂﬂ.&hﬁﬁmﬂh&ﬁﬁmw packed up | Potter and Greene watched. About {mud on ihe bank, they dived in
off | go -and chop chipal : : mMM new arrival with great interest. ho said, " The ul inventor is to be | and returned to its owner at Bt, Jim's, fifty others watched foo. Coker | and had a swim,



