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WHE FIRSY CHAPTER,
Belspvor Mador Is Angry!

' 'm blowed !”
%} MNugent of the
: Second Form et Greyfriars
spoke in tones of astonish-
ment and wrath.
.. B and Tubb of the Third, and a troop
of noisy, inky fags, had just ceme mta

the Hecopd Forin oo, laden with
Wippers, muffirs, jam, and other
delicacies.

Thé horoes of the Hecond and Third
hed come n for tea looking guite merry

and- bright, bLut their expressions
changed 8s Dicky Nugent pade o
discovery.

The Form-room cupboard door was
cpen, and on a lower shelf was a large
box, which apparently had been Dbroken

open. On the side of the box was stuck
n sheet of impot-paper bearing ena
cryptic word:

“THANKS ™

“0Oh crombs ™ ogald Tobb,  “ Was—
was the gramophone in that box, young
Mugeut

“Yeos!” stutiered Dicky in a faint
YQICE.

““And somebody’s been in here and
boped it ! roared Wingate nunor,

Gonige Tubb. T—

i 1] Eave & Inori—a rnos
empbatic snort.

b | tuld_;’nu what would happen, young
Nugent, if you keft the gramophone in
bére,” he said. It would have been as
gxfe as houszes in our Form-room. But
you would have vour own obstinate way
a1l now it's gone 1"

* Well, my only Apnt Jane!” gasped

. *Our gramophone gone !’

“Oh crumbs iV serd Balsover munor.

The fags looked quite [rantic at the
Dicky Nogeat hed hough

ugeat ha ought & gramo-
ﬂlunc%:hg evieus—at least, be bad

Tax HET
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Magunificent, New, Exira-
fFeaturing Gerald I..g'::‘, the

bartered two ericket-bats, a few pocket-
Enives, a pair of roller-sketes, and a
uibless fountain-pen for a decrepit talk-
ing-machine vneacthed from the mys-
terrous “junk 7 at the Friardale second-
hand stores.

The arrival of the gramopbone, com-
plete with six records, had been hailed
with delight in tha f;n.; domain ot Grey-
friars. Admmttedly, it was a very old
gramophope, rusty and badly batlercd,
end the motor made a noise hike a lawn-
nrower when it was running, and the
yvecords were out of date and very
scratchy.  But, nevertheless, it waz a
gramaphone, and it brought musk and
melody of & sort-iolo the Second Form-
room, making a change from tin whistles
and combe-and-paper.

Tubb & €o. of the Third had wanted
to take carg of the gramophone, and
Iheky Nugent bad declined the offer
without thanks. But the rivel fags had
buried the hatchet, so to speak, for the
time being, and this alterncen Bicky
Nugent & Co. had invited the Third
Farmers in to tea—the guests standing
the kippers.

They had all just been down to Friar.
dale to purchase the kippers—delicacics
which, though not recognized as suitable
articles of diet by the powers that wera
at Greyfriars, were dear unto the faps
hearts and palates—eand had just come
Lack, looking forward to a musical tea.

And now they found the -upboard
door open and the gramophone gone,
and no clue remaining, save the mock-
ingdwu-rd of tharks left by the heartless
raider.

"What awful nerve!™ hooted Gattw,
“Who's pot the gramophone? We—we
can t——" :

“Oooogh! Wow! Oh dear!™

Those plaintive sounds of woe broke in
mddenly, and, turning, the fags saw the

lump form of Sammy Bunter standing

y ihe fireplace. Hammy had an
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anguished cxpression on his face,
and he was clasping & band rly to
his aniple waistoost.

“What's the matter with you, Punter
minor?™ demanded Dicks. “Have you
been scoffing the bloater-paste aud made
yourself 317

“Ow! Nunno!™ ga Sanmy., I
Fay, you chaps, a lot of rotters from tho
Remove have taken the gramophone !

Groogh! Skinner's the ringlesder——
Yow! I happened to come in here just
as they wére taking it out. Skinnor
had the gramephone, and the others
knocked we over and trod on me while

the beast made off with 1t. Ow-wan !
P hure 17

“My only samited Aunt Jane!” ex.
claimed Ihcky, clenching his fists. S0
our gramophone's i7 the Remove ! What
dashed ssuce! (Come on, kids, we'll
give Skinner music!  Take your
stumps |

Dicky & Co. and Tubl & Co. grasped
erteket-stuinps oud batz: and alf ofbhor
weapons that came to hand and rushed
forth on vengeance bent.

They flocked down the Remove pas-
sape and then halted,

“Hark ! said Dicky hoarsely,

Seratchy strams of melody were issu.
ing from behind the closed door of
Study No. 11, the room occupied by
Harold Skinner.

The tune was “*The Md Hundredih,*
and between the scratches and the
squcaks a wheezy baritone could be dis-
tinguizhed., although the words wera
urintelligible.

Dicky Nugent get hiz leeth hard,

“0Ohb cruombs!™ he gasped.  “Thai's
aut gramophone plaving! The rotters
have got it m there! Come on!™

Crash!

The door of Siudy No. 11, with Dicksy's
boot behind it, flew’epen with a resoun'-
ing crash, aud the other fags poured 1,
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Yeolls of alarm and wrath aroze at the
faps’ sudden entry. i

Thers were five Removites in the room
—Bkinner, Snoop, Stott, Travor, and
Bolsover major. The gramophone was
on the table, its battered tin horn furned
towards the window, Skinner & Co.
jumped up as Dicky and his myrmidons
pwarmed in.

“iHere,, what the dickens— Yar-
ocooopoogh !’ roared Skioner, as a
whirling cricket-stump caught him a ter-
rific clump on his rather praminent nose,

“ Owoooooop ! howled Stoth, and Snoop
chimed in with a fiendish bellow,

The fagps piled on them, fists and
stumps whacking oub lo right and left.

Trevor staggered back, with fags as-
sailing him from either side, whilst Bol-
sover major was caught in the vortex of
the scrum end was whirled off lus feet
with the swiftness of a hurricane.

Bump!

" Wﬂmem:}!;- Loy ] ,

“Go it, kids!” roared Dicky valiantlw,
* Sock it to the rotters! We'll teach "em
te pinch our gramophone "

Whack! Biff! Wallop!

“Yoooogh! TYah!
You litile rotters!
Bolsover major.
Yorragh!™

The bully of the Remove exerted all
his strength to hurl his assaitlants from
him, but the lusty youngsters who had
him in their grip gave ﬁim no chanece.
He was rolled about and_ sab on_and
trodden upon, and bumped and biffed,
and his head was rubbed in the coal-
seuttle.

Tramp, tramp, tramp!

Dicky Nugent & Co., indignant at the
liberty that had beon taken with their
gramophone, proceeded thoroughly to
rag the ralders. Skinner & Co. put up
a -desperate fight, but the odds were
overwhelming.

Crash !

The table rocked and the gramophone
went over on the foor with a fearful
rlatter. Dicky let out a whoop of
Grsmmny.

“Look out!™ he shricked. = “The
gramophone’s on the Aoor ! Don't tread

cn it, for goodness’ sake I .

“(Groocogh! Yerrooogh! You little
hooligans—" moaned Bolsover major,
who was having a decidedly rough time
of it.

“Jlalle, halle, hallo®™ sald DBob
Cherry's  breezy voice at the door.
“Wherefore all this thusness?™

“0Oh, my hat!™ ]

Bob waz accompanied by Harry Whar-
ton, Frank Nugent, Johnny Dull, and
Hurrea Singh. The Famouns Five gaged
inte Study No. 11 in great astonishment,

“ My hat?” said Nogent. 1 thought
ot first that you were smashing up the
happy home, Skiunce.”

“Looks as though it's preity well
smashed up. anvway " grinned Johnny
Bult,

“The  smashwpinliess iz dealy
rific ! murmured Hurree Singh.

“Ha, ha, ha!”

Dicky Nugent & Co. and their allies
of the Third looked round on the sceuc
of the econflict. They were dusty and
dizhevolled, and bore many signs of the
fray, but they had wreaked their veni-
goance on the raiders of the grane-
phone.

Skinner & Co. and DBelsover major
woers Iyving on the foor, moaning and
sbruggling.

“Dicky, wvou little scallywag!” ox-
rlaimed rank  Nugent  severely.
“What's $his kid's game?”

“Thess rotters reided my gramo-
phone from the Form-room'® snorted

ow! Dooop!
Ow-wow 1? howled
“T'1l smash vou

ll_""l"'

Dicky. "“Wao just called for it, that's
ali™

“Ha, ha, ha!" roared the TFamous
Five.

Dicky grabbed the gramophone and
Tubb the records, as IDolsover major
and Skinner struggled up. The hero of
the Seecond looked grimly at Harry
Wharton & Co. '

“YWe're flitting now, end if you chaps
interfere we'll pile into you!™ he said.
“Kim on, kids!”

“ Hurrah 1 i

Harry Wharton & Co. laughingly
% pr;)e aside as the fags trooped out of
Staay -Neo. 11. Doeora swere opening up
and down the Hemove passage, and
fellows were coming out {0 ascertain the
canse of the disturbance.

Skinner & Co. and Bolsover major
and Trevor came dashing furiously out
of the study, velling to the others te
hold the fags. Dicky & Co., deeming
discretion to” be 4he belter part of
valour, took to their heels and ran off
ats top apeed, the gramophone new safe
in their possession,

“Htop, you lttle rotters!™ shouted
Tiolsover major, tearing after them.
“I'll snash vou for thist I'll— Ah!
Got you!”

Just as the last of the fag horde was
turning lhe corncr. Bolsover gave a
desperate spurt, grabbed bhim, and
hauled him back.

There way a sharp ery of pain [rom
the fap as BDolsover shook him and
twisted his arm viciously.

“MNow, you little rat!” hizsed the
Femove bully, who was in a roval rage
at the rough handling he had received.
“I'll pay you oul for——"

“Oh! on't, Perey, please!
hurting me! Oh!”

Bolsover started, and his burly face
became darker as he recognised the
voungster who was struggling in his

Fip.

E'I'L was liftle Hubert DBolsover of the
Third, his minor. : i

“Ho you were in 4his, you little
swoep | grated the bully, giving the
fag's arm_another tweak. .

“Oh! Leggo!" eried Polsover minor.
“I'm sorry, Percy—really 1 am! Oh!
I didn't know yvou had the gramophone,
or T wouldn't have let the others come
arbor you. Ohl Don't1”

“You lying lttle whelp!' grated
Nolsover angrily. “You hknew jolly
well where vou were coming. You were
only too glad of a chance to come * arter
me,” a3 you express it in your lovely
English."

The little Third-Former winesd., A
faunt from hia major eut him more
deeply than any physical huart.

Tubb and Paget, his chums of the
Thied, snd Dicky Nugent & Co., made
merry over the peculiar Cockney dialeet
ho had picked up in Angel Allev, the
mean slomy where he had spent  his
childhood, and which slipped out when
Bolsover minor grew cxoifed. But theirs
was purely good-natured chaff.  Billw,
a5 Bolsover ininor was called. knew that
Iz chums would not hurt his feelings
for the world, and ho took their remarks
guite cheerfully., But with hiz elder
brother i1t was different. DBolsover of
the Remove waz half ashamed of his
minor, and the knowledge of that ecut
the little fellow to the wvery heart,

Lost in childheod., Hubert had been
discovered in the underworld of the East
End of London—a poor litle waif of
the strects, selling newspapers for =
living. His early %ifﬂ at Greyfeiars had
been a lard etruggle. His brother had
roesented his coming to the school, had
mado the fag’s life & misery at first, and
had it not been for the staunch friend
ship of Harry Wharton & Co., Billy
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would many p time have run away from
Groyiriars to escape the sneers and
taunts of his major. ‘

It was a strange faet that, despite the
erual treatment, he had received at his
hands, the little ex-waif loved hiz bully-
ing . brotler with: & devotionr that
amounted practically to worship.

Bolsover major had in time come to
loge many of- his worst fraits, and of
late had not been so “down ” on his
minor as ho had been at first. But Bols-
over, when in a fcmper, showed the
worst side of his temper, and the rough
handling he had just received af the
hands the fags had thrown him into
an ungovernable fury.

Ha shook his minor brutally, his face
suffused with anger.

“Don't tell lies to me, sou [itle
brate ' he snarled. **You thought it a
good ppportunity to get one back on me,
thidn't youd”

“No, no, Perev. I ain’t told you any
lies—'onest T haven's! I dido’t know
you was in Skinner's room, and
‘aven't dong anvthing to 'urk you! Oh!
{Oh!  Don't, Perey”

Culf, cuff, cull!

The Remove bully’s heavy hend
struck out brutally at his mivor, and
the Little fag cowered down as best he
could, bis armms upraised to ward off the
vicious blows, But he did not think of
hitting back. Iolsover minor's ecarly
life had made him a3 Lard as nails, and
he was as plucky as a lion. As a
“sorapper ¥ h® was oue of the best
among the fags, and was never afraid
to tackle anyone, however much bigger
than himself. Had it been anvone els
cuffing him, the fag would have de-
fended himself valiantly, bubt nothing
would have induced him te hurt his
& jor.

He struggled and tried to get fres,
but he was powerless in the burly Re-
movite's hands,  DBolsover major was
shill striking the youngster when Harry
Wharton stepped up quickly and caught
his arm.

“Enough of that, Bolsover!™ ha
rapped sharply. “ Lot the kid go!™

Bolsover maior wheeled round furi
ously on the Remove captain.

“Mind your own business, Wharton 17
he snarled. “T°ll do as I like with my
own minor.™

Wharton cast a compassionafe glanos
at Hubert Bolsover.

The fag’s wan faen was drawn and
white, except for the livid marks left by
hig brother’s hand. ‘There was & sus
picious ghstening upon his  eyelashes,
atd his little Dins were trombling.

“SWill you let the kid go, Eﬁﬁ:urar‘!"
said Wharton eurtly. “ He may be your
minor, but that’s no cxeunse for bully-
ing him."”

“Look at the siate I'm in!" reared
Rolsover furiously.  “Isn’t that an
excuse? The little hooligan was one of
fthe ringleaders 1 thal attack on me,

and—"

“T wasn't, Perev!” cried the fag
piteously. I never saw you till you
got up—'onour bLright !”

“11 skin the lving little brai "' said
Bolsover between lis teeth,  ““Stand
Lack, Wharton '™

Harry Wharton's eves gleamed, and
he motiened to his chum:, who were
standing near by

“You've piven the kid enough, Bdls-
over, whatever he's done!” he oxs
claimed, “ Will you lot him go?”?

“Na!” ghoutod DBolsover. Y711 lam
liiin all the more! T won't be dictated
to by you, Wharton, or anyone else,
either! Take that, you little brat—
Yaroooooogh !
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It was Bolsover mejor's turn to yell,
for the Famous Five grabbed him as one
man and hurled lim back against the
wall, where his head struck with a nasty
erack. )

“Oooooogh! Wow! Yowp!™ howled
the Remove bully.

“Bump. him!" =aid Bobh Cherry.
“Wa've mot to toach the cad that he
can't act the tyrant here!”

‘"Hear, hear!”

Bump !

Doleover major fought wildly, but he
was whirled over and bumped hard oun
the linclewm, His minor stood by, look-
ing on with a terrified expression. Iarrvy
Wharton lurned lo him.

“Better cnt, young "un,”
kindly.

“Don't ‘urt Percy, please, Wharton !
saiel the fag. “He dudn’t mean any
‘arm!  I—I'm not ’urt much!”

Bob Cherry pasped, .

“My only hat! The kid's sticking up
for Biolsover now!" he exclaimed. “Of
all the silly chumps!™

“Yerraaoogh! Lemmego, vou robiers!

he said

'l smash you! Oooop!” gurgled
Bolsover.
Bump!
“*There ! sand Harrvy Wharton.
“That's enough, I ihink, Perhaps

that'll teach Bolsover not to he speh a
rotten bully '™

The bhurly Removite struggled to his
feet, his face erimson with rage.

Tubb & Co. and Dicky Nugent & Co.
had returned, and wereJooking on from
round the corner. Dolsover minor was
sbout to zpeak to his brother, but Tubb
EZ:JLPuguL grabbed him and pulled him:

ck.

“Tea's ready, kid,” said Tubb.
*You'll only got avother Inding if you
stay here. Your major isn't safe in his
present mood, ™

The bully of the Remove clenched his
fists and looked bitterly at hie minor.
He was in & furious rage, but he eould
gee that it was [utile for him to attempt
further to molest the youngster.

S0, with a amvarl of anger he sbrode
away. and went into his study, shutting
the door with & lond slam.

“Bolsaver's in & temper, bul he'll got
over it zaid Harry Wharton evenly.
“It was hiz own fault, for backing up
Skinner in raiding the "kids' gramo-
phone, Don’t worry, kid." he added,
turning to the fap; “he'll ealm down
soon

“Thank yon, Wharton ! said Bolsover
minor. “ Yen're very kind! I-1 'ope
Perey isn't “urt much !

“He's more wild than hurt, voung
‘un!™ prinned Bob {herry,

The Famons Five sirolled awav, and
Bolsover minor suffered himself 1o be
led back to tie Becond Torm rocun by
hiz clivms.

——

THE SECOND CHAPTER.
Loyal to His Major !

HERE was a smell of cooking in
the HEccond Form roomn, accom-
panied by the stench of buwrning,

Sammy Buanter, Gativ, and
Myers had cooked the kippers, and tea
was ready. ; :
"The fags had prepaved their feed
earlier than nsoul, so ns to have time
to spare for =ome music and jollification
before Mr. Twigg came along to take
them for prop.

“These kippers are prime!™  aaid
Dicky Nugent appreciatively, “Pile in,
kids!"™

*“Whai-hot"
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_'ilj"im fags prled n with great pgood
wiil,

Only Bolsover mitnor seemed to lag
behiindd. He =at at the festive board
with his kipper untouched before hin,
his brow wrinkled and hiz eyes fixed
npon vacancy. He was brooding hard,
and was gquite unconscitous of the eres
of his chums fixed npon him.

“ Billy, you ass!™

Bolsover minor came out of his
raverio with a start when Tubb shouied
those words in his ear.

“Hallo!” he said, “0lo Twigg hasn't
come in yet, has he? It's too early.”
“Tena's ready, asa!” exclaimed Paget.
“We've all started. ™

“Orlright ! zaid Billy, not appear.
ing to be at all inferested.

Tubb snorted.

“You young fathead!” he exclaimed.
“You're mooning over your rotlen
major! He's been bullying vou, and
sou're upsct heeause he's erosst Oh, I
know !

Bolsover minor erimsoned,

“Billy little chump!® said Dicky
Nugent. Dicky was guite a  year
vounger than Bolsover mainor, but thet
made no difference. " Billy  litile
chump! Fancy bothering over a mera
major!  You never szee me bothering
over mine!"

"I'mi not hothering '™ :

“You're looking like a giddy boiled
owl, anyway!™ exclaimed Tubb indig-
nantly, " “Why, if I had a Tl'illjllﬂl’ liko
vours, I'd forget all abont him! Any-
body wonld think he was a blassed
angel, the way wou worry over him!
Instead of which be's a rotten beast and
a bullyi®

“Hear, hear!” said the other faps
fectingly,

Bolsover -minor jumped wp, his small
fizts clenched.

“Look here, you shut up about my
major " he zatd, with a Mash 10 his ovo.
“I'm not goin' to 'ear you say anyihing
agatnst Perey 1™

" ¥ou're poing lo gel o beautiful
thiick ecar if you don’t shul vup and have
vour tea like a =ensible kid!" said
'l‘ug{'t; darkly. “We're fed-up wilh vour
precious Perev, and he can go and cat
roke! He's not worth hothering about!
!t_'l rl}:} was my major, I'd boil hin in
oil !

“Haold your row about Percev!™ said
Billy angrily, *'I tell you I won't have
vou chaps running him down !

“Oh, bow-wow!" mnd Pagel crossly.
“Your major's a rotter and a beasily
bullyving cad—— Owl™

Dolsover minor's knuekles rapped on
Pagret’s nose, and made him break off
ai}ruptli(r with a loud ery. Pages
fell backwards and toppled off the form,
landing on the floor with a resounding
CONCUSSION.

“Yaroooooop! Oh dear! You—yon
voung rotter (w17 ] .
“Well, you would fave !"™ said

Iolsover heatedly, “ You won't leave
Perey alone.”

“I''t Perey yon!?' howled Paget,
jumping up with fists doubled. “¥You--
L e e B

Heo wasted no further time on words,
Lt hurled himself at Dolsover minor.
That youth, noiling loath, closed wiil
him, and the pair were =oon fighting
hammeor and tongs. They elasped cach
other lovingly roumd the neek, bt
romnelled away most unlovingly, uaiil
at last they fell with & crash to the floar,
There they continued the fight, rofling
over and over round the Form-room.

“Goit, Paget!” velled Dicky Nugent.
“Hurrah ! T wake him up and do
him good ™

#Give him beans, Billy!”

“One for his boko, Paget !™
“ Hurrah I

The - fags lelt  iheir kippers and
watched the combatanis in  grest
excitement,

A burly form eame along the pazzage
and strode into the Sccond Form room,
No sooncr had the newceomer arrived on
the thresheld than Bolsover minor and
Paget, still Iocked in caech other’s em-
braco and fighting furiously., rolled
vight under his feet, and Gerald Loder
of the Sixth—for 1t was he—came very
near to losing his halance,

Loder was not o genial person at tho
hest of times, and lie was hated end
feared by all the juniors, Now his looks
were most homicidal,

Dirky Nugent & Co. had noticed these
st fow days that Loder had heen more
savage than uwsual, As Dicky himself
deseribed ik, Loder had been going
about “like a bear with a sare head.”

When they saw Loder, the fags in the

~Becond Form reom {ell back in dismay

and constornation,

“"You young sweeps!”  exclaimed
Loder angrily., “Fighting again !

He stooped down, grasped the com-
batants by the scroff of their necks, and
hauwled them up. Then he knoecked their

heads together viciously.,

Crack, crack!

“Yaronooop!™

“Vah! Won! Ow!™

“It's abous bimo von upnruly little
rascals were taught ts keep order!”
ﬁrﬂeﬂlﬂm prefect,  “ Who started this

it 7

E’I‘}m fagrs wore silent,  Laoder looked
from Bolsover minor ta Papet, and theu
his gaze rested on the former,
i suppese 1t was o you,
Tolsover ¥ he sad,

:___;I—-I ~L--—"" stammered Billy, going
red.

“Good obd Hlam Allev!”  snecred
Loder. “I don't suppose you'll ever be
broken of vour rowdy ways, you young
sweep, agef, you iske a Liundred
lines for fighting! I want von, Bol-
sOvVer minor, so you can comc along
with me,”

He hustled the fag frowm the room,
leaving the juniors in a foment of wrath
and indignation.

YOf oall the ead:! gasped Dicky
Nugenl. “Lader and Bolzover wmajor
are a palr well maiched. They're both
down on peor old Billy! The kid's in
for b pow, I suppose—he's fagging for
Loder, too, i=a'l Lie?" _

“Yeo" prenled Samuny Buder. 1
was Loder’s fap last week, and if's
yvoung DBoleover's turn this week. [le's
welcowo o the rolien job.™

The faps returned 1o their interrupled
fea. Meanwhile, Gerald Loder (ook
Bolsover minor to has stadw.

“T've half a mind o give you a lick-
ing, vou youug sweep ™ he said harshly,
Anyway, vou can make yourself uselul.
Run down fo Iriardale and get mo the
box of cigarettes L ordered at the tobae-
contst’s,  Mind vou don't let suyone sce
vou euter ov leave the shop.  And if
vou breathe a word to anyone, 1"l break
every bone in your beody !

Bolsover nunor was silent, although a
bright Light glittered 1n his eyes, and his
viny fists worked convalsively,

* o ovon wnderstand ¥ rapped Laoder
sharpliy,

" Yeos, Loder”

“When you eome back you can hide
the cigarvettes in the table-dravwer, and
ret on with laving the tea,” went on the
prefect eartly. [ want tea laid for
three. v invited Walker and Carne;
antl vou needn't wait,  They won't be
coming in till after the Dramatic Club
weeting, and I—I might be going out,
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g0 we sha'n't have tea till late. Remems-

ber to shove the cigarebtes in bhe table-
drawer.”

“ All right,” said Bolsover minor.

He left the study, casting back a
curious glance at the prefect.

There was a strangeness in Loder's
manner, something akin to uneasiness
and foreboding, and the fag could not
belp wondering what it meant.

;

THE THIRD CHAPTER.
The Voles of the Tempter [

ERALD LODER S8ung himself
inte the arm-chair when Bols.
over minor had gone, His face
was darkly clouded, and his

brows knitted together.

He gave a groan.

“YWhat can [ do?" he muttered. *I
I never realised what an awful Ox I
was in. If the factz come out now, it will
mean the sack—ruin for me. To-day is
my last chance—my last chance—"

A tap at the door interrupted his
broodings, and Loder looked up quickly,

“Lome in ! he said, in & harsh voice.

The vizitor was Wingate, the captain
of Ureyiriars.

He starved at Loder’s drawn, haggard
face.

“Hallo!
claimed,

What's up, Loder?” he ex-
“You look ill, man.”

“Oh, I=I'm all right,” muttered
Toder., I have a bit of a headache,
that's all. Do you want me for any-
thing, Wingate ?”

“I've brought along another fen shil-
lings, sent by one of the old boys, for
the Dramatic Club funds,' re:plie& Win-
gate, handing Loder a Treasury nofe.
¥ How much is thers on the account
now ¥

“T'I1 have & look,” zaid Loder.
he crossed to his desk.

As secretary of the Sonior Dramatic
Club at Greyiriars, he had beon tak'ms
charge of the subscriptions which ha
lately failen due. The money was heing
kept in the cash-bhox in his desk,

.A'Hli

Taking the key from his pocket, he un-
locked the desk and iook out the cash-
hox. Inside it were hive pound-notes, a
ten-shilling note, and some loose silver.

“Fiva pounds fourteen-and-six,” said
Loder slowly., “That makes six pounds
four-and-six, with the ten shillings you've
just given me, Wingate.”

“Giood '™ sa1d the schoo! captain. “ The
funds are piling in nicely. We shall
need all that money, too, for our forth-
coming production of *Hamlet,” Will
you be coming to the meeting this even-
mg? It starts soon.™
Eodﬂr shoudy his head.

“No: you must count me out, Win-
gate,” he-muitered. **I—I don't feel up
te attending meetings.™

Wingate regarded him curiously.

——— #

He couid see that Loder was troubled
and worried, ang he had little doubt
that the black aheep of the Sizth had

been gelting into some sort of a scrape.

Wingate knew that Loder was not all
that he ought to be. He had never been
on terma of actual friendship with him.
Indeed, bitter enmity had once existed
between them, when Loder's cunning
had compelled Wingate to resign the
capiainey of Greyfriarz, But Lthat was
of the past, and Wingate seldom liked
to recal} it.

Loder's surreptitious habitz of smok-
ing, and playing cards for money, and
paving secret wviiits o the Cross Keys
at Friardale for the purpose of backing
horses and playing billiards, were not
unknowe to Wingate. He had warnod
Loder in a friendly spirit, and told him’
hiz opinions on the subject, but the
sportsman of the Sixth had paid no heed,
2x¢ept to cxercise more caution in his
rascally practices.

The school captain, however, was good
natura itzelf, and he felt a touch of com-
passion for Loder. He looked so haggard
and miserable.

“Is there mﬁ}*thinir the matter,
Loder 77 he asked quietly.

Loder gritted his teeth,

| $ VHJ”HJ"

Aﬁﬁnnuﬁﬁ@ﬁ

Nugent let out a wild -howl.
gramophone, for goodness’ sake ! ™

Crash ! The gramophone went over to the floor with a fearful clatter. Dieky
** Look out ! ** he shrieked.

“‘ Don't tread on the
** Hallo, hallo, hallo [ ** sald Bob Cherry

from the doorway. **Oh, my hat [ * The Famous Five gazed into Study No. 11
" in great astonishment, (Ses Chapler 1.)
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“Xo!"™ he panted. “T'm all right, T
tel: von!”

*You look prefty seedy,”™ said Win-
gate shrewdly,

“I've got a headache, that's zll.”

“Yery well”

Wingate gave him a pod and left the
eindy.

Loder turned fvom the door, hiz face.

pale and his eves ghittefing. He Inoked
at the cash-box, pow slanding on his
desk, and he caught his breath.

“Six pounds ! Ei:lu muttered, *“Fix
pounds-—just the amount 1 want! O,
if it were only mine—if I dared take a:
—if I dared—"

The nnhappy prefect gave a groan.

“*What a fool—a confounded fool--1've
been! It's my own favit. 've landed
mysell in this awful mess, and 1 can't
got out. Unless I got six pounds 0.
how this aftervoon, it's all up. T might
as well pack up and boli—"

He "broke off and wheeled ronnd
abruptly as the doov opened again.

Thiz thme Walker and Carne, his two
cronies, entered. '

They ztarcdl at Loder's pale face and
haggard eyes. .

My hat'"” exclaimed -Carne, ¥ Yeu're
locking pretiy blue, Loder!™

“8hut the door!™ muttered Loder,
“1—1 feel rotten. I'm—¥m in the
devee of a hole!™ e

Walker god Carne looked sympathetie.

“Hadwbad luek on the gee-gees, old
erap?” said Walker.

u?;“ !Hl

“You've run yourself into debt?”

Loder nadded miserably.

“Cobb, I suppose?” said Carne. * ie's
been stinging you at cards "

*1t's all through Cobb that I'm landed
in thiz fixp but 1t’s pot him ] owe the
maoney to,” said Loder savagely.

“Well, if it's ono of the chaps here
who——"

“Tt 't _

“Then who the dickens is 14¥" de-
manded Walker,

“ & momeylender.”

“Whew!"

The other two prefects looked sur-
prised. ' ] i

“Wall, you idiet!” exclaimed WYWalker.
“ You've got into the hands of & money-
tender 1"

Loder nodded.

“Yoz, | was a fool—a fool!™ he
pxelaimed batterly.  “ It was down ak
the Croxs Keys one night—I never told
you fellows, but I had been going the
pace prefty fast, I owed Cobb four
pounds, and I tried to get my revenge
an him at cards, but lost another pound.
Cobb was half-squiffy, and we had a row
in the bar-parlour. He demanded the
nopey at once, threateming to give mo
away here if I didn't settle up. I'd
hardly got any money at all, and I
didn't know what to de to shut Cobb's
mouth. ;

“Wea had been playing cards with
Hawke and Cohen, the meoneylender
fram Courtlield. He's been Iﬁretl ¥ thick
with Cobb lately—I suppose he picks up
a good deal of business at the Cross
Kevs. Aunyway, Cohen was there, and
he offered to lend me a fiver there and
then, saving I could pay him back in
easy instalments. Like a silly fool, I
accepted his offer, and signed a paper,
1 dido't know what I was signming;
was in too much of a harry to read it
All T cared ahout was the fiver Colen
handed me, which squared me with
I:.U-b BT

“ My hat!” exclaimed Walker, *And
Cohen's been dunming you ever since?V

“¥Yes,” sznid Loder miserably, “the
cad pot me right into his clutehes.
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Cobb apologised afterwards and said he
didn’t wean to cot up so rusty, but 1
believe he's in the swim with Cohen.
've paid the rotten moneylender back
the five pounds, but he says I owe him
another six ponnds in inferest to wipe
off the debt. - I ‘don’t know how he
mekes it ook ot he holds the paper [
sieied, and be refuses to surrender it
ta.me until U've paid the six gurd.™

Carne gave a low whistle,

“Whew ! fen guid o repay hive ! he
exclaimed.  “I've heard yarns abont
these grasping Shylocks, hut tlas is o
bit too thick ! Why, it's sheer robbery i

“Of colirse it 18! groaned Laoder
“Cohen wouldn't dare try the game
with anyone else, but he knows he's got

me, He couldn’t claim the meney in
law, In fact, whet he's chacging is
illegal. DBut unless T pay him he'll

to the Head, and shat will mean the

fimish for me, Everything will come
ﬁut__”

“And then the chopper "will come
down, and no mistake!” exclauned
Walker., “ Well, yeu were o mad idiot,
FLoder., You'll have to keep Cahen

If he gives the game

quict somehow,
avway here we may get noplicated—-—

“Oh, good heavens! gasped Carne
nervously. Y Cohen knows ns, and he's
geen us ab the Croza Kevs, and the
rotter’s boumnd te raizc a proper shindy
once ho gets here, Loder, Can't vou

G

do anything?

*"What can I do withont the money?”
sarl Loder savagely, " ID've borrowed
all over the place, sold things, and
cadged from all my relations, before 1
fell foul of Cobhen, and I can't raise any
mare. I'm broke, and I've got no means
of raising the ecash, unless you fellows
cart help. H I get it in the neck you'll
sot it, ool

“We ean't help yow, Loder,” esid
Walker desperately, “We're stumped
vight out. I, for one, can't lay hands
on any money-—not yet awhile ®

“Some here,” muttered Carne. I
dara not “write home for & penny more.
Took here, Loder, ran't youa stall off
Cohen somehow ?  Tell him you'll pay
next weele—""

“He won't take that yarn. 1've told
haime that before,™ sald Loder. “I've
got to =ee him this afternoon at the
woodman’s hut—that’'s where he meeks
me, or ot the Cross Keys, for it's too
risky for me fo be seen entoring his
office in Courtheld. 'l tell him I've
had some moncy promised; but—but I
depn’t think that will satisfy him."

YTry ik, anyhow,” sald Walker
cagerly, " We'll try and help vou oub
nexi week, Loder. For goodness’ sale,

keep Colien poing for & while! It's up
to you ™
“AN vight,” mwttered Loder. " You

chaps had betier come down with me to
see hin.  Perhaps vou could talk to
him. "

“No  fear!” said Carne  hastily.
“You'll have to arrange matters your-
self, Loder, while we're st the Dramatic
Club mecting. We'll see you after-
ward:—ahem-at tea.”

The two prefects walked from
study, leaving Loder alone.

The bleck sheep ol the Sixih pressod
a haml to his forehead in an agony of
forehoding,

“It's no use—no unse talking  ta
Ceoben he moaned. “TUye tried, but
he won't give nie any longer to pav.
He'll want some money this afterncon,
1 know, 1 shall have to pay him some-
thing. If only I could borrow thia

the

‘money—=*"*

Iiis eves looked fasecinatedly nt the
six poands in the cash-box on hiz desk.

‘The zsight of the money he zo desper-
ately nocded seemed to mock boan, 16
wins 50 near—so oasily within his grasp —
yob it was not his own to uso,

His eyes ghittered with & new light as
a desperate thoupht occurred to him.
Supposing e took the six pounds—the
ioney- bedonging to the Dramatic Club?
That would enable him to pay Colicn
and  stay  the raoscally moneylender’s
hand. ohen had threatened to place
the facts before Dr. Locke unless settle-
moent was nade that afternoon, I the
Head learned of Loder's dealings with
the shady compay of sportsmien at the
Cross Keys, there was no hope for
Loder—he would be expelled from Grey-
frigrs and ruined for Life. He groaned
alowd i anguizh at the thought of whai
a fool he had been to bring hinseli into
suel straits,

Six pounds was the amount he necded
to save himscif fram expulsion and dis-
grace. Mere, in his actusl possession,
was the maney=—fuiuls he held in keeping
for the Dramatic Club. What differenca
would b make il he took the money now
and replaced it later on? It would not
Le wanted for & week at least—perhaps
a fortnight, or longer. Why let the six
poundz remain there, idle, when it would
b the means of saving him from ruip?

These thouglhite raced through Toder's
mind as be stood there, gazing at the
apen cash-box.

Ho koew whal it meant if hic took ihe
money-—that he would be committing
the crine of embezzlement. He would
be appropriating money that did not
belong to him, Whatever his straits,
he had no right to vso that money withs-
out the permission of the club members
who had sabscribed it. Yet he wanted
the money. He must havea it—and
would have to [nd means of replacing 1%
later,

Supposing ke counld net replace iw?
Loder knew that Walker and Carne
could noet be relied upon to sec him
thirough his dificulty, once they knew
that their own skins wers safe. Their
promises were like plecrust—made to be
broken.

Lodor’s eyes took on a glitter as he
weighed the matter over in his mind.
Perliaps he could invent some story to
cover himself—that he had lost the
moncy, or that 1t had been stolen?

Loder, crafty and wnscrupulous, was
not above telling any lics or taking
steps, howover desperate, in order lo
safeguard hinsclf.

He tried fo think things outl clearly.
The thing uppermost in his mind at the
moment was Lhat within a few hours he
wounid be disgraced and ruined unless
he took the club money to pay Cohen.
Yes, that was what it all amounted to—
come what may afterwards, he must
take the mooey now and settle with the
blackmailing moneylender.

Loder made up his mind.

[Ie took up the cash-box, transferred
the Treasury notes to his wellet, and
replaced the box, cmﬂailiing ouly the few
odd shillings, in his desk, locking it
afterwards. Then he took up his cap,
left the study, and hurried down fo the
pates,

Walking with quick, nervous steps
along the Friardale Lanc, thoe prefect
{nrned into the wood and came at last
to the old woodman's hut.

A short, sleck and grossly overdressed
man was awalting him there, smoking
a fab cigar. Mr. ?’Jamb Cohen bore the
typical characteristics of his race in his
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foce and form, but he was a repre-
hensible-loeking  apecimen. His  face,

though florid and oily, was lard in its
expression, and his little hlack eyes had
a crafty glitter in them He rubbed his
fat hands and gave a chuckle as the
Groylviars' prefect came up.

“Ah! Goot-aiternoons, Master
Loder ! lwe said affably. *1 vas becn
yaiting some time, and if vou did nol
come 1 vas go on to Greyfriars o see

you. You haf brought der moncy?”
" ¥es:, nang you!” muotiered the pre-
fecl.  “Tve got the money here

Where's that paper®™

“Der paper vas here,” said Cohen,
with an oily grin, tappinx his breast-
pockel. “Vat I vant s to see dor money
before I hands over the doecument.
Show me der money.™
- Loder took out his wallet experly amd
showed the moneviender the rusthing
Treasury notes.

Cohen’s beady eyes gleamed greedily,
and hiz manner became more seave and
CYinging. |

“oot—goot, Master Loder ! he said.
#T will sipgn der receipt, and everytings
will be all right.”

He took a book from his pocket,
serawled a veceipt with a fountain-pen,
and this pa{:o_r, with one bearing Loder’s
signaturce, he handed to the prefect in
exchange for tho money.

The Jew counted the notes carvefully
atiel stowed them away in a fat pocket-
book. Then he rubbed his hands with
satisfaction and smiled at Loder.

“Aunother time I haf der pleasure of
daoing  piziness with  you—ch, Master
Loder 2" he said.

"You won't catch me again, vou
swindling rotter ! grated the prefeck
savagely, “You're a divty thief and a
blacknuiler ™

Cohen pave a shrug.

“Piziness is piziness,” he said. "1 vas
hef lo take & goot mavy risks in my line,
and 1 must safegiizrd against der loses,
Ve may nreet again et der Cross leysvan
evening, and perbaps voun have your
revenge at oards=—yos

Loder did not reply. bud turned on
his heel and strode quickly away.

He walked back to Greviriars, turning
matters over in his mind.

He was not in an envieble position,

aven now. Ho had managed to get frec
from  the wuszwrer’s clutches, but now
another dilemma confronted him.

He was an embezzler—a thief! Yes,

if the money conld not be feplaced in
time, he would be branded a thicf, He
gritted his teeth savagely a5 be thought
of thal. If the worst came to the
worst. anmd the money was missed, he
would have {o think out some plansible
tale that wonld shift suspicion From him-
self.

Gernld Loder was desperate now, and
would stop at nothing to save his own
skin.

—

THE FOURTH CHAPTER.,
Loder’s Dilemma !

OLROVER  minor  had  heen o
B Friardale fo excente hiz errand
for I.oder, and he hurried Lack 1o
Creviriars with the cigarettes in

hiz pocket.
He had missed bis tea with Dhieky
MNugenlt & Co., but that did not trouble
him ach. He did not fee]l like tea,

aNYWAay,
e went up fo Loder's study and
opened the door.
A sharp exelamation  of  alarm

gounded in the room as he entered.
Bawwy  Bunter was there, bending
over Loder's desk, which was opoen.

e L e s 2
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exclaimed Wharion.

The door of Bolsover major’s study flew open and Harry Wharion & Co. rushed

“ Good heavens ! ejaculated the captain of the Remove.

you ¢ad ! " The Bully of the Hemove had his minor sprawled acress his knees

and was belabouring him with a leather strap.

**Mind wyour own business!™
(See Chapter 7.)

** Bolsover—-

‘* Let him alone, Bolsover ! ™
came (he réply.

Sammy  turned round with & guilty
start.

“Oh crumbs! So it's yvou, Dolsover!
I—1 thought it was Loder!™

“What are you deoing here, Thunter

Sammy DBunler blinked.

“ N-nothing,” he said. )

“What were you nosin’ i Loder’s
desk Tor " asked Dolsover suspiciously.

“ Nothing.” said Sammy Lnnler sul-
fenly.

"ot tell hie:, Bunter!
ere  after  something.
Fame "

Billy's voice rapped out sharply.

The fat junior of the Second blinked
through hi= spectacles.

“0Oh, reallv, Dolsover, if you mean o
suggest that I came here to steal i
hie expostulated.

“Fou have no lusiness ta be sneaking

EAT ]
H

You came
What's tho

an Yare while Loder iz out,™ said Bolsover

minor sterndyv. “ You kuow that as well
as 1 do.”

“Oh, rats'? growled Sanmy Dunter.
"I's o business of vours, voung Bol-
sover.  But if vou wank to know, I'm
after my penknife that beast Loder con
fiscatod when be caught me cavving my
initials on the chemany lab, door ™

Bolsover minor’s face elearcd.

“Oh?! T thought as "ow yvon wern
stealing somcething, Bunter,” e said, 1
know you ain't above that sort of
thing.™

“Really, vou rotter—"

0w did yon pet the desk openi®
asked Bolsover minor, locking hard at
Satmy. Y Lewder  always  keeps it
locked.™

Sainmy’'s plump visage wreathed into
A gran.

“Ho, be, he! I've got o key—one of
Loder’s keye which he lost some fimao
aro,” he choelded. “1 used to be
Loder's fag, vou knew, and one day last
week he lost the kev to this desk, and
he had to have anoiher one mada,
hoppened to find the lost key wedged in
a groove in the floor, and I stuck to 1.
Loder's alwavs confizeating things be-
longing to me, and I thought the key
wetild ‘be jolly wseful.”

“My word! You 'aven't ‘arf got a
cheek, young Duanter,” =and Rill¥. “"I'm
wlad 1 canght vou, too. Why, if Loder
cdiscavered that his desk "ad been opened,
P’d got the blame. "E's down on me as
it is, and I'm not going 1o risk being
acensed of prying o Mis desk. You
pimne that key 1Y

Saunny Bonter blinked indignantly.

“Not moch!” he said. “That's iy
kev! T found it, and 'm sticking fo it,”

“Tain't vour key—it's Loder’s '™ said
Billy firmly. “You've no right to =bick
to 1t, DBuuter, and T want it

“T suppose you're going to use it for
voursell ! suid Sammy I'u‘:'imlsi::-

Mo, T'mi wot, i gowme to "amd 1t
Lacl to Loder,” retorted Bolzover minor,
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interposiig himsclf between Sammy and
the door. *Now, will you gimme that
kay, or shall I wallop you for it?"

“Look here, Bolsaver, this key's jolly
useful, and—"

“Rats! Gimme the key 1™

The Third-Former grabbed Sammy's
arm, and the key dropped with a raitle
to the floor. %

“Yarooooogh!” roared Sammy. “ You
rotten slum beast ! Wow ! You want to
thieve from Loder's desk yourself—I
know! TYou—oh! VYahl - Gerraway!
Keepoff ! Yaroooogh!”

He dodged wildly round the study as
Bolsover minor made a rush at hum, wp-
setting a pile of books in his hasie.
Zammy saw the war light glinting in
Bolsover's eye, and he made a bee-line
for the door. He stood not upon the
order of his going, but fled precipitately
through the doorway—helped along by a
hefty b.

"Wow ! roared SBammy.

The Third-Former closed the door of
Loder's study and picked up the key.

“Jolly lucky I caught 'im with this”
he muttered. “1'l]l give it to Loder when
@ comes in., I suppesae 1'd better bo
clearing up. Loder won't be long now."

He picked up the books that had been
upset by Bammy in his rush for the door,
and stacked them neatly on a shelf,
-afterwards taking from his pocket the
cigareites he had fetched for Loder, and
putting them in the table drawer,

Then, key in hand, he crossed over fo
Loder's ‘desk, the lid of which was sLill
wide open, as Sammy had left at,

Bolsover minor intended to close the
lid and reloek the desk, but scarcely had
his hand grasped the open lid than there
wis a tramp of feet outside, the door was
flung Eudcﬁanly open, and Loder ap-
peared, with Carne and Walker behind
him.,

The fag gave a startled cry on sceing
the prefects, and the desk lid dropped
out of his hand with a crash.

Loder & .Co. stopped short in amaue-
ment,

“Good heavens! The litile sweep’s
been nosing in your desk, Leoder!” ex-
claimed Walker,

“Caunght red-handed, by Jove!™ zaid
Carne, with relish.

* Loder panted.

- At first, when he saw his desk apen, o
great fear had overwhelmed him—the
fear that the empty cashbox had been
discovered. But the sight of Bolsaver
minor there, with his face flushed, as
though with guilt, end his hands tremi:-
ling, sent & new thought coursing
through the prefect's brain.

Bolsover minor, the ex-walfl of the
London stroete, discovercd at hiz open
desk, which was supposed to be locked !
The money was: gone—Walker and
Carne wore bound to look for that—and
it would be the casicst thing in the world
to accuse the fag. What an opportunity
for Loder to shift his guilt on to the
youngater L

The prefect's eves ghtteved, and, step-
ping quickly to Bolzover minor’s side, he
took his amm in a rough grip.

“Yon prying little sweep ! he hiszed.
“YWhat are you
What have you been thieving

“I— Oh! Leggo! I-=] wasn't
doin’ any 'arm ! cried the fag, strug-
gling. 1 haven't stelen anything,
Loder—really ! I—" :

“What business had you in opening
my desk!?” demanded Loder brutally.
“Tell me what you've been up to, or
I'll skin you, you slum bounder.”

[ 1] I_-I_]_-FI‘

Bolsover minor was silent, iz lips
trembling.
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prcked i up when you came in

doing at my desk?.

How could he explain to Loder, with-
out giving SBommy DBunter away?
Sneaking was out of the question—tha
little lad from Angel Alley, with all his
rough ways and crude mannerisms, was
the sonl of honour.

“Well, out with it, you little 1mp!™
grated Loder. “What were you doing
at my desk F?

“I=I found the desk open, Leder—
honest T .did!" gasped the fag desper-
ately. I was goin’ to shut it when yon
came in—"

“Why, the little rotter’s got the ke
i hizs hand!” exclaimed Walker, sud-
denly. *“That's bowled you out in your
lies, young Bolsover!"

Loder started when he saw the key in
the fag's hand. He snatched it from
him.

“Myv hat! This is the kev I Jost last
week ! he exelaimed. Y Then vou've
had it all the tie, Dolsover ™

“No, I 'mven't. I-—I'd ::tn]}'H jest

Laodar gave a scofling laugh.

“Ho you expect me to believe that
everything happened by accident!” he
exelaimed. *YWho apened my desk if
you didn’t?

Billy bit hiz lip and was silent.

“There ! =aid Walker harshly, “The
little rotter hasn't & weord {o say for
himself. T'he thing's as plain as a pike-
staff, Loder,” he added. *“The wvoung
gutlersnipe thooght he had a fine
chanco to steal while you were out, as
ha had the key to vour desk. He was
witer Lthe Dramatiec Club money, of
ecoursa, I wonder if its il thera?™

Lader deew a deop breath,

He knew full well the money wasz not
there, Tt was a coritical moment for
him, and a desporate ruse formulaied
itself in the rascally prefect’s Lrain—a
plan o c¢nmesh Belsover minor in oa
nebwork of cirenmstances that wonld
bring the eclond of suspicion more
neavily upon him,

“¥es, what aboui the elub money "
growled Carne suspiciously. * Wingate
seid At the meeting this afternoon that
vou had six pounds odd on the aecount.
¥ou had the rash in your desk, Lader?”

“¥esz, " muttered Loder. “I locked it
up in the eashbox hefore I went out.
I'll teach this -thieving little sluom
rotter to monkey with my desk !

Instead of copening his desk, Loder
reached for & cane, and he turned to the
wrigghng fag with a brutal expression
on his face,

“T'il teach you to come in here thiev-
ing [rom my desk, yvou rotten little sivm
arab!” he grated., “Take that—-""

Lash! Lash! Lash!

The cane came down cruelly on
Bolsover minor's shonlders, and the fag
uttered a cry of pain.

“Oh! Don't, Loder! Tlcase, I nevor
stole anythink—you lock and see—
U]};h! Teave me alone, you bully! Oh,
oh ™

Loder whirled the youngster round,
propelling him close to the door. He
struck at him viciously, and Bolsover
minor stragpled and fought desperately
to free himself, The stinging blows eut
cruelly across his frail body, and he was
soon sobbing with pain,

All of a sudden Loder’s grip relaxed,
and, with & strong twist, the fag is-
cngaged himself from the rasoally pre-
fect's grasp, and seuttled through the
doorway into the Bixth Form passage.

Walker let up a yell of anger.

“Hold him! Don't let the little
rotter escape, Loder!™

“All right!” panted Loder. “Leave
the kid to me. I'll foteh him back 1™

Ha ran out inte the passage and
followed DEolsever minor, whore tiny

figure he saw inrming ihe corner. Ha
shouted after him, but the fag ran on
in terror, and disappeared up the back
staircase,

Loder's pyes glinted, and he gave vent
io a low chuckle, He made no haste to
I'ntl-mml' Bolsover nunor. The fag’s escape
wag just what he had aimed at. He
wanted to give his vietim timo to hide;
that was part of his dastardly plan.

Some minutes later he returned to lils
study, assuming a look of anger and
:Ilsnpiwiutmcnt. Walker and Carne
atared when he came in.

“My hat! You'vo let the little cad
cscape 'Y ejnenlated Carne,

“"Yes," muttered Loder, “He was
too quick for me, and he's hiding some-
where, I camne back to see if the money
was all right.”

“For Heaven's sake buck up anmd
lock, Loder,” said Walker. “You cught
to have made sure of that before lam-
ming into young Bolsover!™

Loder’s breath came sharply as he
raised the lid of his desk and took out
the cashbox. He would need all his
nerve and composure now,

“laone

Walker and Carne uttered simuléane-
ous exclamations when thoy saw that tha
cashbox was cmpty, save for Ehe loose
stlver.

“Liood heavens!"” muttered Loder, in
a thisk voice. “The money's gone!™

His hand trembled as ho set down the
cashbox, but he had no thought of back-
ing auk of his callous plan now,

The money's gone—six pounds miss-
ing! DBolsover minor must have stolen
it while I was oul 1"

THE FIFTH CHAPTER.
Falsely Accused !

ALKER drew a deep breath.
"My word! Then that littla
slum  brat  did  take the

meoney ¥’ he exclaimed. Y Six
quid siolen, and by 8 kid in the Third !
I sgay, this iz a bit thiek 1**

“Jolly lucky we camo in and caught
him in the act!™ exclaimed Carne,
“Things would have Jooked jolly awk-
ward fer you otherwise, Loder. You
were u {ool, though, io let Bolsover
minor escape !

“1 couldn't heip it,"”
sullenly,

“Well, we'd hetter find the thieving
little seamp at oneo, and make him hand
back the money,” said Walker. “Then
we'll vank him to the Head and get hin
kicked out of the school, Dash it all,
Greviriars is no place for brats of his
clazs [

The three prefects left the study
together, and hurried away wn scarch
of Bolzsover minor.

The Famous Tive, and Squiff, and
Peter Todd, were chatting at the cornec
of the Remove passage when they camo

sald Loder

}lp. The Removites stared at Loder &
o,
“Hallo, halle, hallo!"” seid Bob

Cherry.  “You chapa look waxy, and
no giddy error. What’s up, Loder—is
anything amiss " .

“T'm looking for DBolsover minor!™
rapped out Loder. “Have you seen
hime 7™

Iiob Cherry commenced to turn out his
pockets, much to his chums' amusenent,
Loder & Co. glared,

“None of yvour rotting. you checky
voung aweep " exclaimed Walker. “We
want Bolsover minor. Do you know
where he is?™

Harry Wharton shook his head.

“No; we haven't seen him!™ he re-
plied, “DBut what's the giddy rumphs?
Has the kid done anything terrible?"
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“¥es,-he has!™ snapped Carne. ® He's
pinched  six pounds out of Loder's
dosk 17

“YWha-a-at!"

The Removites looked thunderstruck.

“"Here, draw it mild '™ exclaimed Bob
Cherry. *You chaps must bo off your
rockers—ahem!  Are you sure 1t 't
a tanner you've lost, Loder?”

“Bix quid iz missing from my desk,
and Bolsover minor i1z the thief!"”
snarled Loder.

“But—but there must be some mis-
take, surely ! exclaimed Harry Whar-
ton seriously. * Young Dolsover isn't
a thicf. Desides, fo accuse a kid of
stealing six quid—""

“Well, the little rotter had the money
all right—there's no  mistake about
that!” said Walker impatiently. *“We
canght him rod-banded at Loder's desk,
which he had opened with a key that
did not belong to him. The money's
gone, and Bolsover minor gave us the
ship. He's made off with the six quid
b {:‘:{Tgmg to our Dramatic Club funds.”

T Whew 1"
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accusing o kid of taking money like
that.”

Billvy Bunter came rolling
wide grin on his fat face.

*Jle, he, he! I say, you fellows,
haye vou beard  the news?  he
chuckled.

The Removites plared at the Owl,

“He, he, he! Young Bolsover minor
iz bowled out al lamt! Loder caught
himg red-handed!  Stenling six  quid
from his desk—six quid, you know!
The young bounder ran off with the

up, a

mouey, and Loeder and Carpe and
;.‘r'ullmr are looking for him! He; he,
Il:!IEH-

“0b, stop  your silly  cackling,

Bunter!” growled Tieb Chorry.
iz a jolly serions mabter!”

“Ha, he, he!™ sniggered DBilly
Bunter. “1 reckon it's a good thing
voung Iolsover has been caunght ot
last. Thisz will mean the sack for him,
and it serves him rvight.  That low
little gutter urchin ought never to
have been allowed at Creyiniars
Didn't I.tell you chaps from the first

P,
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“UThe little thief will eatch it hot
when we do lay bands on him 1™ said
Carne.  “Come on—I expeet wea shall
find him skulking in one of the box-
rooms. " )

The prefects hurried on, leaving
Harvy Wharion & Co. gazing ab each
other in disinzy and consternetion.

“My hut! What a giddy go! Dol
sover minor's accused of stealing six
guid ! said Frank Nugent.

“What utter rot!™ exclatmed Whar-
ton, Eaitting his  Lrows,  “Loder's
got hold of the wrong end of the stick

somchow, We all know young Billy
wouldn't steal. He's not that kind of
kel

“Mo {fear!™

“ Bul—but Walker says Hm&( carghi
him:  al Loder's desk)” said  Squatf.

“The kil had opened 1t with a key
that oidn't beleng to him. Thaet looks
jolly volien, decsu't it? And if the
.I]Iﬂ]“:'_':r'r"ﬁ H"".J]Iﬁ

“Probably those silly asses  fave
jumpent to conclusions, and the kid was
up toe Acnn harinless prank,”  s=aid
Wharton., “I don't suppose the money
has beoen stolen ab all. Loder 1z always
making wountaing out of molehills, and
he's got aspocial down on young DBol-
sover, too. It's jolly rotten, though,

Price 6/-

whal it would be? It's & disgrace for
decent chaps like us to have to mix
with a kid taken from the streets. A
disgruc-e——!har,'n whet I call ™

“Bow-wow " zaid Frank Nugeof.

“0ly, ring off. Benter!” y

“I suppose yon chaps are pomng io
stick up for ham?” said DBilly Bunter,
blioking iodigpantiy through his big
spectacles. Y Blessed if you can't
stand anything--—"

“Well, we stand vou, DBunler, and
thut's about the limit of human en-
durance,”  said  Harry Wharton.
*You'd better shut up aboui young ol-
sover, unless you wantk a bumping.”

“(3h, really. Wharten. if you take
the little thief's parl-—-"

“Cheese it!"

“Sha'n't!" roared DBuuater defiantdy.
“DBolsover minor 13 a thief! He's
pinched six guid ont of Loder's desk,
and Yaroopogh! Leggo!  Whae-
rer vou at, Bob Cherry ¥

“It isu't Cherry—il’s me!” said Dol.
sover major's rasping voice behind
him. " What are you falking aobout,
vorn ful elwin®™

The Lully of the Remove had come
round the corner of the passage, and
the Owl had not seen him. He

— e i

wriggled like an ecl in Holsover's
orip. roaring.
“Yaronop! Yah! Leggo!™

“What's thot you were saving about

my minor?’  demmanded  Dolsover
ferocions v,

“Yow ! Nan-n-nothing, really! Your
minor isa't a  thief, DBolsover
Goooop! I don't believe for a moment
he ook Loder's  sic quid—
Yaroooogh®! Ow.wow-wow!"”

Bolsover  turned  frowningly  te

Harry Wharton & Co.

“Hus my minor been  acensed of
stealing ' he demanded. “Do you
know what tlins fat rofter Is babbling
abouwt ™ ¢ 0
~ Harry Wharton shrugged his shoul-
ders,

“You'd hetter speak to Loder,” he
said. "“He's got a bee in his bonnat

cver something, but we can't give you
any nformation, Bolsaver ™

At this juncture therc was a heavy
tramping of fest in l_hl:'c nassRgd, and
Loder &

‘o, came into view., with

360 Pages of Real
Valhae.

Bolsover struggling
ETASP.

The yvounester el out o plaintive
¢ty wheti he saw his major.

“Perey | Don’t et thein 'art me,
ercy! They —they say I've stolen
same money, bat 1 "aven't! [——"

"We'll =oon sec  alwut  that, you
little sweep '™ grated Loder. © You'vo
hickden r, amd you've got to tell us
where it is!"

Bolsover major strode up angrily to
the prefects.

“Iere, hold on!”™ he rapped
sharply. “‘What's this about ny
minor stealing money 1"

“He took s=ix poumds out of 1y
desl i sneered  Lodder. “We ecaunght
liitn in the act, and he gave ws the
ship. He's hidden his loot, and now
we're going to make him tell us where
he's put k"

Bolsover minor losked appealingly at
his brother. His little face was deathly
white, his cyes ghsicming with tears,

“I never stole wny money, Percy—
really, I never!™ he ernied. ™ It's &2 mis-
take—-I didn't even open the desk!
That's the truth-—honour bright !

Bolsover's face darkened. There was
no trace of Iriendiiness or cnmpassiom

ThHE Maaner Liariny.—No, B37.

o in  their
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in tha leok he zave his minor. He was,
it secmed, resdy to believe the worst of
the voungsier.

“T'll soon g_et. at the truth of the
matier,” he said brutally. * Leok here,
Loder, vou can leave hun to me——-"

“I'm taking the little brat to Win-
gate,” said Loder eurtly. “This 15 &

matter for him to deal with. If your
mjnor can’'t prove his innocence, the
Head will have to be told, You can

come along to Wingate's, if you like,
Bolsover.”

He and Walker hustled the fag away
Letwaeen them, and Bolsover major, u
dark frown of anpor on lus face, fol-
lowed behind with Carne.

Harry Wharten & Co. and the other
Roemovites who had gathered round ox-
changed glances.

“Poor kid!™ said Bob Cherry. “1
don't believe he's  tonched Loder's
WONEY. ]
up for his miner. Why, if anyone
accused o hrother of mine of steal-
ing_stxpence, let alone six guid, I-T'd
sflicute higy 1™

Wharton nodded. . 1

“Tit's rotten for the kid,” he said,
“But things are bound to turn out all
right. Loder's chasing a mare's nest, I
reckau. Young Dolsover couldn't have
taken the money.” :

And the Famous Five walked on into
Study No. 1, looking frankly distressed
at the incident thcg,'glmd just witnessed,

THE SIXTH CHAPTER.
Condemned by his Major !

INGATE'S handsome face was
W stern and serious as he looked
down at the fag belore him.
Lader & Co. had just. hustlad
Bolsover minor into the captain's study,
and Bolsover major had followed thein
in.

“You accuze this kid of stealing,
Lodor 7" said Wingate, when he had
outlined the ctremmstances. Y What has
he taken?”

“Phe young sweoep has  stolep the
Dramatic Club subseriptions fron my
desk.” said Loder.

“Wha-at1"

“The six pounds I had Jocked up in
my desk' are issing, and Bolsover
minar s the thief ! rapped Loder n
3 harsh voice.

Wingate looked in amazement at Lhe
unhappy fog, and then bhe turned ta
Loder.

“Toll e the factz of the matter,” he
said.

“The thieving little guttersnipe

Yoo might modify your expressions a
litkle,” said Wingate curtly.

Loder scowled at thiz rebuke.

“Well, Wingate, you know I had six
pounds-cdd in my desk an hour age,” he
grated. " You saw the money there,
and I lacked my desk before T went onl.
I might say that last week I lost the
key of my desk and, giving up hope of
finding it, I had anoiher one made--
the one 1 am using now., Well, I wont
for a walk to get rid of my headache,
and came back a little while ago to
have tea.

“T met Carne and Walker in the cor-
ridor as they were returning from tho
meutin;é, and they accompanied me Lo
my study. As we walked into the room
wo saw Bolsover minor, with my desk
open and my missing key in his hand.
We tock the young rotter completely by
surprise. He had evidently found that
key and oponed my desk with it while
I was out.”

“That's about it,” said Walker,

“Y dide't open the desk!” shouted
Bolsover minor, “I—"

Tue Mioner Lisrary.—No, 937
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~we looked in the desk.

Bolsover's a cad pobt to stiek”

“You'll =ay next, I suppose, that vou
weren't al the desk at &ll, or in the
room, + cven ! osneerad Loder., Y We
canght the little sweep red-handed, Win-
gale, Carne and Walker will corro-
borate what I say.”

The twa seniors nodded.

“What Loder says s quite right, Win-

ate,” said Carne. " We cavght young

olfover iy the act. He wasn't expeet-
ing us, He had the lid of Loder’s desk
wide ofien, and he lecked ready to drop
through ihe Aoor when we came in.™

“What ahouwt the money, then,
Loder?” asked Wingate quietly,

“Well, before we had time to losk in
the desk the hitle rascal ran out of the
room,” said Loder. 1 gave chase, but
he got away, T ecamo back, and then
The ¢ash-hox
waz emply, except for the loose silver.
The zix npound: was miszsing.”

“Good heavens ! exclaimed Wingate,
* Bolzover——""

The little Third-Former stond erect,
his faeo pale, hut his eves flashing and
hiz tiny fstz clenched tight.

He glanced tawards his major, who
was standing near, but received only a
bitter look in return.

- Ho eould see that his brother was
against him, and his heart ached with
anguish at the thought. -He was alone,
but he would stand and face the acousa-
tion as bravely as he could.

“It'z orl & mistake, Wingate,™ he said
hoarsely.. “On my honour, never
tonched any money ! he eried. ™I wont
to Loder's room to get 'is tea ready
after 1 came back from Friardale, and
when T got in I found the desk open
Arp]=——"

“A likely varn ! seoffed Toder. ™ Did
it open of its own accowd, then?

“"Yeou had the key!” chimed in
Walker. “You found that, of course,
while you were clearing up Loder's
room, and kopt it so Lthabk you  eould
steal from his desk,”

“T was goin' to give Lader the key,”
smich tho Tag {I{!R}I}F&T.Q'IJ,'+ “The chap
vwiho apened the dlfz-sk ‘ad the key, and |
--1 got it from 'im. T wanted {0 lock
the desk and say nothing about i, and
give Lewler the key as though T'd just
found 1t. I never looked in the desk
oven, and 1 never knew there was any
mraney instde, That's the truth, Win-
gate, '

“Bah ! sneered Loder. “'Thal tale
won't  wash  lere, young Bolsover.
You're a little thief!”

Billy looked round, and the hot fears
welled mto his cyes,

"' onob a thief! You may think me
one, ‘cos I was brought up poor; but [
alwars kﬂ]':t straight and earned an
honest living. I am't never stolen in
my life, and I don't tell Ties, neither.
I might ‘ave told s few when I ficst
came to Grevfriars, but Wharton and
Boh Cherry have been jolly kind to me,
and "ave taken more care of me than
gome who ‘ad more ecall to look aftor
me.” He was thinking of his elder
brother, and DBolsover major, to whom
the words hit hoame, winced and fluzhed
crimaon. “J wouldn’t think of telling
ez or thieving, T can't do "

At that juneture there was a commo-
tion in the corridor oulside,

Above the wild trampling of feet a
numhber of boys' voiees muﬁ] be heard,
and londer than all sounded the melbli-

fluons tones of Bammy Bunter.

“¥ah! Oooccop! Leggo, you beasis!
I won't go to Wingate! Ooogh! You
rotters  mind  your own  business!
Yarocop I

('rash !

Wingate's door burst open, and

Sammy’s fat form came in precipitately,
with Dicky Nugent, Gatty, Myers,

Tubb, Paget, and a heost of other fags
behind hon,

Wingate looked round in anger,

“You rowdy hitle vaseals!™ lin
claimed. ™ Wﬂu
Whate—*

“Tt’'s  all serene, Wingaie,” panted
Tubb. “We've come io put a word in
for I}illy, We heard all about Loxler
accensing him of stealing money from his
raom, and how he was discovered ot iz
dosk with the hid open. We've brought
Bunter aleng fo prove Lthat it wasn't
Bolsover who opemed Loder’s desk.”

“Uw.wow-wow!" moaned SBammy
Bunter, rising painfully to bis feet. “1
won't confess now, yvou rotters! Lemnnie
go! Grooogh!”

“Then we'll confess for yon,” said
Dicky Nogent indignantly. "1 say,
Wingate, voung Bunter came into our
Form-room a little while ago, moaning
becanse Bolsover minor had d him
out of Loder's study. Sammy told us
that he liad gone there fo open Loder's
tdesk Lo pet a knife Loder had confiscated
from him.  Bammy had the key. He
found 1t last week, but never said any-
thing to I.oder. We know that, because-
Sammy bragged about it.*

Lader starfed and went guite white,

Wingate looked sternly at Sammy
Bunter.

“Then it was you who opened Loder's
desk, DBunter miner®* he rapped.

“Ow!  Ye-ea, Wingate, I confess®
moaned Sammy, with a nervous look of
Loder. “Buot I didn't teke the money.
I didn't oven get the knife, becauss
Dolsover minor came in and took tha
key and turned me out.  He took the
money; I didn't.”

"o vou know that Dolsaver minoe
fook the monevi™ rapped oul Wingate
sternly.

C'Nunne;  but  that  slum
pinched it, of courie——"

“Be guiet, Bunter mapor ™ exclaimed
Wingate, and he torned 1o Loder.
“Have vou o knife in yvour desk belong-
ing to Bunter?” ho asked.

“Yee! growled Loder,

“1I ihink we can believe young Dunter
for onee, Wingate,” put in Carne, =1
don't suppose he took the money out of
Loder's desk, or he would have kept
quict about being in the room.”

M We've searched Sammy,” said Tricky
MNugent.  “"He's more likely to have
stalen the woney than Balsover minor,
but I think he's innocent this  tie,
Gatty zaw him leave Loder’s study when
Bolsaver kicked him out. and he went
back to the Form with him. Sammy’s
been there ever sinee, so he hasn't had
a chance to hide the money if he stolo
it.

“Very well,” zaid Wingate. o
glad you kids came here. You can out
off now. You will do a hundred lines,
Bunier minor, for prring inte Loder's
clesk in his absence. Ihd vou sce the
cashibox there when vou opened the
desk ¥

“I didn't =ee anything, Wingaie,”
satd Bammy. “I'd only just got the
desk open when this beast—I  mean
Balsover minor—camoe in.™

“That'll de, then. Bunter. You may
ot said the sehool captain quictly,

When Dicky & Co. and SBsnuny had
gone, Wingate turned to Bolsover minope
with o grave face,

“Tha vou vealize what a serious mmafter
tlis is, Bolsover nenor?® e zaid, “*Six
pounds have been 1aken from Loder's

nxX-
¢ do vou mmean by this?

bounder

desk, amd there  §8 cirenmstantial
cvidencee to show fhat vou took the
money. 1f vou did fake it unthink-
ingly—--—"

“But 1 didn't, Wingate—"onour

bright 1" cried the fag appealingly, “I'm
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not a fhief!
thief 1™
Bolsover major seowled at his brother,

“I'm not geing to zhield vou!” he ex-
claimed Dreatallv., " You'll get  no
svmpatby from rme! I you did steal
the money I'll see that youn get your
just deserts,™

Bolsover miner turned away, tears
streaming unchecked down his cheeks.

Wingaic looked compassionately af
the fag. Loder, noticiug this, gritied
his teoth.

“You're a fool. Wingate, if you let
yourself be softencd by this young brat's
blubbing I’ he exclaimed. " He's crafty
as woll as ohstinate. 1, for one, won't
be taken in by his ¢rocodile's tears.”

_”Sir.l-p that snivelling, Huobert!™ zaid
Isover major roughly.

Wingate frowned.

I suppose there-couldn't have been
any mistake about the money, Loder?”
IJ:'E‘I said quietly. " Perhaps you havo
nusiaid n——-"

Y Mislaid 145" echoed Lader. “ Do you
take me for a fool, Wingate? T locked
the money, I tell you, io my desk after
vou had left my study, and you know
the money was there, I went out for a
stroll, and came back to find Dolsover
minor with my desk open, amd the
money gone, He broke loose, and has
Itad time to hide his loot. Why, the
facts speak for themselves™

Wingate bit his lip.

. “Have vou looked for the money "
he zaid,

M course, I hava!”

¥ We practically stripped the little cad
when we searched him,” =zaid Carne.
“We cuught bim upstairs on the back
landing. We've hunted in all the box-
rooms for the money, but can’t find any
trace of 1t. HBut Bolsover minor has
hidden it somewhere, it's certain, and
a3 he wouldn’s tell vz, we brought him
along to vou.”

Bolsover major, taking a quick step
forward, grazped hisz winor roughly by
the arm amd whirled bz round. Tho
Fag was =obbing.

“Where have vou hidden the money.
you thieving little houpd®” demanded
the burly Removite in a brutal voice.
*Tell me where it s, or 1°!] smash you !

“1 can't tell you, l'erey! T dont't
know where the money 15, ‘cos I never
toole it.  Ferey, doun't vou believe me?”

“Believe you? Of conrse I don’t?”
gneered the Hemove bellv, " The thing’s
as plain as a pikestall, and-—— 24

[ ]

“Leave vour minor aloue, Bolsover!
broke in Wingate curtlv. *1 am dealing
with thizs matter, For the time being, [
shall 1ot ﬂf‘i’!t]ﬂi!l‘l‘- the Head with the
facts, The missing money 15 uot privately
owned, bLut belongs to our " Dramatic
Club funds, and 1 will defer reporting
the losz until I have made more cox-
tensive inguiries into the matler.  You
may po, Bolsover nmjor.”

The Remove bully turned, scowling, to
tue door.

His minor looked at him through his
tears, mutely appraling 1o him for the
sviupathy and teost that were due to him
from an elder brothier.  Buatb there was
no brotherly love or pity 1 the loak that
Bolsover wmajor gave lrun as he turned
i the doovway., He was ouly too ready
to Lelieve the worzl of lhis minor,

Mistrust and condemnation were in the
Removite's look. and he lefc the eap-
tain's study without anether word.

Perey, tell them Immot 2 UM AGNET ” PORTRAIT GALLERY.

No. 21—S8ir Jimmy Vivian, Bart (of the Remove).

Now known as Sir James Vivian, Bart., Mauly’s relation was once 3 wait
in Londen, taking all the hard knocks that poverty eould give him. His
rescue from the slums by Lord Mauleverer’s guardlan ereated a nins days’
wonder at Greylriars, apd the arrival of ** Sir Jimmy " himsell at the

school prolonged the excitement.

Naturally, Vivian’s manners were net

of the best, and Manly had fo take him in hand. What that exertlon eost
Mauly is known only to himselt. Suffice it to say that Sir Jimmy Is now
a very different feHow from the wail who was reseued from Carker’s Rents.
When he is excited Vivian sometimes drops back into the vernacular of
the slums, but with all his failings in the matter of speaking King’s English,

Jimmy's heart is of gold.

Shares Study No. 12 with

t Delrrey and

Lord Mauleverer.

THE SEVENTH CHAPFTER.
Sauce for the Gander !

HE news of Loder’s aceusation

I against DBolsover minor, gleefully

retailed all over Greyfriars by
Billy Dunter, was soon the sole
topic of conversation in the school.

There was a snwall crowd of juniors
standing at the end of the Sixth Form
passage, as Bolwover major came out of
Wingate's study. Their excited chatter
immediately ceazed, and all eyes were
cast cerigusie at the Remove bullv.

Balsover flushed crimson. It galled
him to think of (he scandal the affair
bhad created.

“Halilo, Dolsover '™ said Skinner, las
narrow  face wreathed in a savdonic
stile. © Has vour minor confessed what
he's done wilh Loder™s moaey *™

Bolsover clenched his fists,

H“Mund vonr ewn bosiness ! he said
ficveely,

“ Keep vour wool on, okl man!™ sand
Hl:i,l]]l.l_‘-l‘, ijﬁ_l_"l{;t’lg 1,."-'|.'|;'|I'|I T:IL.F'II',_"L" ]11:,':!".':_]-[|:'jf:,l'.
“Yaou can’t help what vouwr winor has
dove. of vourse.  You aren’t responsible
for him, and. after all, be was bound
te bLreak out sconcr or latec.  "That's
oy fo be expected from & kid hroaght
up i the gutter, and —="

“Hold vour tongue, will you?™ hizsed
Bolsover. Ii: face fAaming red. “ LUl
:-surf::-'h vor, Wkinner, if you dow't shut
up i’

Skinner prompily “shut up,” and
receded to the back of the crowd.

The burly Removite elbowed his way
along the corridor.

Temple, Dabney & Co. of the T_TQ]':EI'
Fourth came strolling elong. They
stopped DBolsoever at the corner.

“1 sav, Bolsover, what's this about
your minor opemn’ Loder’s desk and
stealin’ & lot of mouey?" azked Tewple.
“1s it truel?”

Bolsover gritted his teeth, but did not
reply.

"1 suppose the resulls of the poor
kid's carly upbringing are just coming
to light—what *" said %‘r;\',

“ Oh, absolutely ! said Daboey.

Holsover major scowleil.

(hher fellows came gathering round,
all agog with the same subject. Dols-
over's chagrin increased as question after
gjuestion was Rung at him, seme of them
vallously intended to make him more
furigus.

It had always been s sore point with
Bolkover that s minor iad hoen
brought to Greyfriars straight out of the
sualor of the slams,  His old malice
amd resentmment towards the youngster
cajue back, now, in full ineasure. He
was ashame:l of his minor, and angry
with him because of the talk and scandal
ihat were going the rounds of Grey-
friars.

Tar Macser Lismany.—No. 937.
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Bolsover, deep. down in his heart, was
not essentially a bad fellow, but his
ﬁruie was his great undoing.  To wntncd

15 pride was Lo bring out all the worst
traits in his nature. He did not care
about Billy; all Bolsover cared was that
the supposed thief was his brother, the
ex-wail from Angel Alloy.

“It's rotten for you, Dolsover, isn't
it ¥ said Sidney James Snoop, with an
ingratiating grin,  “ Your minor will be
kicked out of the school, for a cert. What
a show-up-—— Yarooocooooogh!”

Snoop gave a fiendish yell as Bolsover's
hard fist smote fnm on the jaw., He
reeled back, and would have fallen down
had not Peter "U'odd caught him,

Balsover major's eyes blazed.

*You rotters had better not keep harp-
ing on about my minor!™ he exclaimed
passionately.  “Don’t let me hear any
more of it, that's allt”

“Ow-wow-wow [ moaned Bnoop, nurs-
ing his chin,

lolsover gave & bitter look round and
strode away.

He turned down the Remove passage,
and a minute later the fellows in the
corriders heard his study door close wilh
2 heavy slam,

“My word! said Hazeldene. ™ Bols-
over's cutting up rough about this, isn't
he? Eurc!;;ghe isn't sticking up for his
minor T

“No fear!™ zaid Deter Todd, frown-
ing. “ All Bolsover is thinking of is his
pwn wounded dignity.”

Tubb & Ca. and hcky Nugent & Co.
waited at the end of the Sixth Form
passage for Bolsover muinor,

Qome time eclapsed before the fag
made his appearance,

His eves were red, and lus cheeks
drawn and stained with tears.

Tubb sprang forward and took him by
the arm. ; .

“What's happened, Dilly ¥ he said.
"Has Loder found the money ?7

Bolsover minor shook his head.

“No,"” he replied. * Loder still thinks
{ stole the money. Dut I never touched
it—I swear I never!™

“Of courso, you didn’t!” said Dicky
Nogent stoantly. *We all know you
wouldn't do such & thing, ¢ld chap. But
what's he going to do?” _

“I dunno,” said Dilly miserably, * Oh,
1 ’ope ’e finds the -money. ‘Fhat will
clear me with Percy.” .

“0Oh, blow Perey!” said Tubb, in
searn, I supposc you're going to worry
vour fat because ho sides with Loder "

Billy did net reply.

“ A precious zork of rotter he is, any-
way ! sald Dicky MNugent indignantly.
“Why, any nrajor worth his salt wuu?d
stick up for his minor, whatever the kid
had dome. Take my tip, yeung Billy,
gnd let Percy go pot [V

“I—I can't,” said the fag brokenly.
“Percy thinks I'm a thief--"

“Tet him think!™ said Tubh, * His
opinion isn't worth tuppence! We know
you're all rifht, Billy, so why werry ™

“That's all very well, but Loder says
that—"

“HRats on Loder ! exclaimed the Third
Form leader disdainfully, I don't be-
lieve Loder has lost any money at all.
You know what a hasty beast he iz—
alwoys jumping to cooclusions, and
ready to come down on a kid on the
slightest proetext. Give your face .a
treat, young Bolsover, and smile. Things
are bound to tornm ouk all :'igl'lt-."

Billy did his best to smile, but it was
not a successful effort,

His chums led him away lo the fag
quartcrs,

“T sav,” sard Dhicky Nugent, as they
halted outside the Third Forme-room,
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“vou can borrow our gramophone for
the rest of the evening, Billy, if you
like. That will cheer you up.”

Bolsover gave a wan smile.

“You're very kind——"

“DBut it's no go, Billy,” said Myers
ruefully. " The soundbox 1s busted and
the spring won't wind. Bomebody gave
it a Dbiff while we
Skinner's room."

“Never mind,” said Tubb. “We don’t
want your measly old gramophone. In
fact, 1 wouldn’t give it houseroon '®

" Look here, }'ﬂuuf: Tubb—-" hegan
Dhicky Nugent wrathfully.

“ Well, young Nugent ¥

% you start running down
gramophone—-—"

* Impossible, old scout. 1t's run down
already, isn't it 7" said Tubb facetiously.

“ Ha, ha, ha ¥

Dicky clenched his fists.

“1f vou're looking for a set of thick
ears, Tubb—-"

“Well, if you think you can give "em
te me, Nugent minar———

“You Third Form waster—"

" You Secbnd Form blitherer——*

‘The two rival fag, leaders looked like
coming to blows as they certainly would
have done eventually, had it not been
for a sudden interruption.

Bolsover major came striding up, his
face wearing & grim and very brutal ex-
pression.

Ihlly instinctively cowered back from
hiz elder brother.

“1 want you, Hubert ! said the bully
of the Remove, fastoning: a strong gri
on the fag's collar. * Come along with
e, yvou little raseal !

Tubb & Co., and Dicky & Co. gathered
roumd as the Removite whirled Billy
away.

“ Here, hold on, Dolsover ™ exelaimod
Tubb, “ You're not going to bully that
kid any more !

Bolsover turned round on him fiercely.

“What's that to do with you?” he
hissed. “Clear out of my way, you
voung sweeps 1Y

The Third Formers and heky Nugent
& Co. gathered round with threatening
looks, They would have hurled them-
selves on the Remove bully without more
ado, but a cry from Dilly kept them
back.

“Don't hurt Perey! 'E—'e doesn't
mean any ‘arm, I—D'in goin’ with 'im.”

Tubb and the others glared,

Bolsover minor suffered himself to be
led away by his major.

His chiums exchanged meaning looks.

“Poor kid! said Dicky XNugent.
“His mdjor is going to bullyrag him
again, of course.”

“¥Yes, that's evidently what he wants
him for,” said Tubb, with a grow]. *“1
vole we go along and look after him.
The poor kid has quite enough to put up
with from Loder, Ict alone his rotten
major." '

“Rather 1

The fags trooped alter the Bolsovers.

They arrived in the Remove passage
just in time to see Bolsover major drag
Billy into his study,

Bolsover turned and locked the door
belhind him, Then he faccd his minar
grimly.

“Well, Hubert, do vou know what 1
wnnit, vou for?” he zaid between his
foeth,

Y MNon-no, Perey,” faltered the fag.

“"T'm going to make you confess what
yvou've done with that money ™

“1 haven't touched it, Perev. I don't
know where it is!” eried his minor.

“You thicf, you do know!” was the
harsh reply. “You took the money all
right, and you've got to tell me where it
is. I'm not going to give you a chance
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to get rid of your loot.
tell me?"”

“Percy, I can't—really I can't!™ eried
the lag pitcously.

“¥ou can't—ch?  You mean you
won't [ rapped the bully, "I intemf to
g-ﬂ- the :mﬂ.th:r huizshed with tlus even-
mg, =0 if you won't confess I'll make
voin ! Come here I7

The fag backed away.

“ Deon't touch me, Perey! Please—'

He lbroke of as & heavy hand
deseended on hia shoulder. Bolsover
whirled the youngster across bhis knee
and held hinn there with one handl. He
teck up a leather strap which he had
laid on the table all ready for the pur-
posc, and he commeneed to belubour his
iminor with if.

Lash, lash, lash!

“Oh! Den't, Percy? Oh, don't!”

The blows descended with crucl force
on the youngster's frail body, and he
ericd out in agony. He struggled to
et Iree, but his major held o fast.

Lash, lash, lash!

“(h, oh! Btop it, Perey——"

“I'H stop when yvou've told me whers
the money 15" said Bolsover between his
teeth., * Will you confess, you brat?®”

“I can’t. Pérev! L don't know—-—
Oh! Pou't—don't ™

Lash, lash!™

The strap descended again and again
with all the bully's brute strength in
ecach stroke. Jilly's shricks of pain
rang  outk  through  the  study,  but
Bolsover kept on.

A commotion sounded in ihe passage
ontside. and there was a terrific kicking
oit the door,

“Stop that, vou cad. Doisover!” canwe
Tubb’s voice furiously through the keys
hole.

Lash, lash, lash!

The fags outside could hear the cruel
blows descending, wd Billy's pitcous
cries made them Trantic,

Bolsover major paid no heed to the
shouts .and threats the fags hurled ak
himy fram the other side of the door. He
set his teeth grimly and went on with
beating his minor,

“We'll kick the rotten door down !
roared  Dicky Nugent  wrathfully.
“Keep it up, kids! Wait till we get
hold of Bolsover, that's all. We'll teach
him to flog Billy like that '™

Bang ! rash ! Kok, kiek !

The fags, driven o fury, battered at
the door of Study MNo. 10 with all their

Now, will you

)

might,
“Hallo, hallo, hallo!” said Bob
Cherry, looking out of Biudy Neo. 1,

where he had been chatting with Harry
Wharton and the others. " What are
vou little rufians meking sll 1that noise
about 1"

“* Bolsover’s got his minor mm there—
he's heating  lum ! shouted Tubb.
“He's locked the door end 1s. ih::hir:ﬁ
into poor Billy like anything. He'll ki
him 17

iG -!l':[:,.‘ hl.-n‘lu

The Famous Five and Squwifi camse
running up from Study No. 1.

They could hear Dolwover beating his

minor. Cry after cry rang out from
behind  the locked door, broken by
solas. :

“Don't. Perer! I haven't got the

monecy. Oh, oh!”

There was & note of agony in the
fag’s voice that went straight to the
hearts of Harry Wharion & Co.

The captain of the Remove rapped on
the door with his knuckles.

“Polsover I he exclaimed.

T.ash, lash, lash!

“Polsover! Stop that, do vou Lear?”
cried tho Remove captain, " Open this
door "
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Bolsover major paused. .

“Lio away and mind your own busi-
nezs ' he exclaimed harshly. “ This is
no business of yours, Wharton.™

“I have a right to interfere with your
bullving, DBolsover. Let your minor go
at once !

“ Rats !

With that retort, Bolsover lashed
mote cruelly than ever at the sobbing
fag.

“Shame ! Shame!” cried the fags in
the passape,

“T say, this is too thick!” exclaimed
Bob Cherry, whose rugged face had
taken on a very serious look. “It's not
usnally our bizney, of eourse, to chip in
between major and minor, but Bolsover
is lamming that kid a bit too thick, Tt
ought to be stopped.”

“Rather ! growled Johnny DBull
_ *Whatever the kid has done, Bolsover

ought to leave it to Wingate. Let's
have that door open !’

Thumping and kicking on the door
produced no effect on Bolsover. Ile
continued to chastise Billy, and Harry
Wharton, now thoroughly angry, told

uiff to fetch his screwdriver.

uiff negotiated the lock with on5e,
and the door, propelled by Bob Cherry's
large foot, flew open.

Crash! ]

Harry Wharton & Co, uttered eries of
amazement when they saw Bolsover,
with his minor across his knees, striking
yiciously at him with the heary leathey
strep. )

"{Eupd beavens!” sjaculaied Wharton.
“ Bolsover, you—you cad!” )

Bolsover juwmped up furiousty, retsin-
ihg his grip on ¥he fag's coat-collar.

“YWhat do yvou want?™ he demanded.
“YWhat right have you to break intc my
study - e

“ A perfect right, w you Ying
vouir 'r.-ﬂ|1ur like that!” was Harry's hot
retort.

His glance was turned on the fag, wh
was squirming in Bolsover's grip. Billy's
Face was web with tears, and he was
gobbing heartbrekonly. He looked ap-
pealingly at the captain of the Remove,

Wharton stepped quickly forward.

“ Lot hin alone, Bolsover!” ;

“Zha'n't! He's my minor! Mind
your own business!”

Wharton's eyves gleamed. -

“¥ tell yon I won't have you bullving
him ! he exclaimed. “.F.sft.u:r'&.ﬂ. he's
only & kid, and you might do some
injury, pitching into him hke that!”

“J didn't ask for wyour opinion.
Wharton, and T don’t want to hear it!
This kid iz a thief, and I'm gmuF to get
the truth from him. I'll be ob Je;e-d to
vou if you Il get out of my study I’

He made & movement towards the
strap again, but Harry sprang forward.
He took hold of Bolsover's hand, and
by shecr force unloosed his Angers and
relensed the fag. Billy scuttled fo
Tubb's side like a frightened rabbat.

“Now, Bolsaver, we'll give vou a
tazre of wour own medicine!" said
Harry Wharton, with gleaming eyes.

“Jlear, hear!” =aid the rest of the
Co.

Bolsover clenched his other fist, and
was about to dash 1t into Wharton's
face. But Bob Cherry, Nugent, Johnny
Bull, Inky, and Bquiff grasped him, and
he was whirled over.

“Shove him acvoss the fable!™ szaid
Wiharton, picking up the strap.

“What-ho!"

“Yaroooogh!” = roared Bolsover.
struggling furiously 1n the Removites'
grip. Lot me go, you rotters! Don't
youu dare——  Qoooop ™

Buinip!

- who

Bolsover was raised bodily and
dumped face downward on his study
table, There he lay sprawled, rearing
and squirming, and there he was held
down,” powerless to free himself.

“Nuow then, Iarrv.,” zaid Dob
Chierry, turning to the Remove captain
with a grin. * Lo him have it!"

“Hurrah!" rosred the fags in the
doorway jubilantly.

Harry Wharton let Bolzover have it!
He plied the strap vigorously across
Bolsover, and the bully’'s yells rose
crescendo. . i
Whack, whack, whack, whack!
“Yarcocop! VYah! .Ow!
Stoppit! Wooooooogh !

Wow !

Meet “BAT” BARSTOW
—the modern Hercules—the

tellow with a punch like the
lick of a mule!

You'll find him in this week's

14 GEM 9

under the title of

“BAT BARSTOW’S
NIGHT OUT!”

“fa it, Wharton !

Whack, whack, whack!

Bolsover . minor looked on  with
frightenefd oyes, his little body still
racked with subdued sobs. As his
brother's howls immcreased in anguish he

stepped forward, and would have
clasped Whavton's erm, had not Dicky
Nugent dragged him baek.

]

“Don't chip i, you idiot!” said the
Second Form leader grimly.

Whack, whack, whack!

Wharton did not spare Bolsover.
Although he was nowadays on a better
footing with Bolsover than he had been
in early times, and, indeed, had been
obh quite peod terms with him recently,
he was determined to keep him from his
old bullying tendencies and curb him
before he got a bad name for himself
agam, :

Bolsover major’s treatment of his
minor had been cruel and.unconscion-
able, and he dezerved all he reccived.

“There!” #aid Wharton, lowering the
strap at hist and stepping back rathes
breathlessly, I -think that will do for
now. Let bhim go, you fellows!”

tBulr;!uﬁ;rjer . \Fiﬁ ; rﬁicasfd, % and
skrugpie infully off the table,

H:E:IL fﬂcﬂﬂ was white, and his chiest
heaved -with passion. The chastisernent
lie had received had been intentionally
sovere, and all the fight was kwocked
out of him.

“¥You—you cad, Wharton "™ he nint
tered hetween clenched teeth. *I'll pay
vou out for this! You ghall suffer for
your infernal cheek, hang you !

“You aré welcome to try what you
like with me, but leave your minor
alone, that’s all!”’ retorted the captain
of the Remove,

Bolsover major gripped the table for
support. He was panting and gaspmg
with pain,

Dicky Mugent & Co. gnd Tubb & Co.
chortled. Billy, however, was distressed
on his major's sccount. He looked bom-
passionately at him as he stood there,
moaning.

“Porcy?! I-—-1'm sorry, Percy—

Ho broke off a3 his brother turned a
haleful gaze towards him.

“Borry, you scum? Don't you come
erawling round me! You're a liar and
o thief—a thief!™ :

“I'm not, Percy! Oh, please believe
e, Peroy——"

“Bal!" said the burly Removite pas-
sionately. * Believe a low-down pulter-
snipe like you? 'I'm done with you!
Get out of my sight!"

“ Perey, vou dén't ‘tmean that—"

“1 do mean 11" shouted Bolsover,
beside himself with rage, *'Y don't want
to have anything more to do with you!
Go back to your slums and the thieves
vou used to mix with! Clear out!
don't want you!"

“3lLame!™

“Percy—"" criett the fag,
anguished voice.

“Don't Perey me! Don't talk to me
again, or ever goet info my sight! Pers
haps Mr. Chivalrons Wharton would
like to adopt vou. Ferhape he'd like
to turn Study No. 1 into a home for

te

in an

waifs and strays and thieves. . 1 don't
want you, you brat! Gef out!” ;
The fag burst into a food of webping,

and held out his hands appeshingly ‘to
hiz major. But Harry Wharton took

him gently and led him away.

“Come on, young "un,” he =zeid
kindly. *It's no use your staving
here.’

(M, if Perey wounld only listen to
mE'\.JI-'-l”

“lear off ¥ shouted Bolsover major
harshly. _

The fag wiheed, hesitated for a
moment, and' then went with Harry
Wharton & Co.

The fags crowded from the roon. hiss-
ing and groaning for Bolsover's henefit,

He deove the last of them out, and
stamuned the deor with savage force.

Bolsover's stete of mind af that
niontent was by ne means enviable
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Hurt amd chagrined, he blamed his
minor for it .all. Deeply embittered
against Harry Wharton & Co. for their
interference, this unreasoning animosity
towards Hubert was deeper still.

THE EIGHTH CHAPTER.
Bolsover Major s Obstinate.

QDER'S accusation against Bol.

I sover minor had stirred all

Greyfriars, and everyone was
talking about it next morning.

The fcllows were all keenly interested
in the affair of the missing club funds,
and wondering whether the Iﬂg‘ really
was guilty. ;

The cireumstances certainly pointed
towards DBolsover minor's guilt. The
fact that SBammy DBunter had opened the
desk did not disprove the suspicion that
Bolaover minor might bave extracted
the money that Loder said was inside.

Had the fag, happening to look into
the desk, seen the mouney in the cash-
box and, acting on s sudden temptation,
sholen it? That was the guestion that
all were asking. 'The clond of suspicion
hung heavily over the little ex-waif,

The Sixth, of course, were greatly
exercised over the wmatter,” Most of
them believed Bolsover minor to be
guilty, and thought that Wingate ought
to take t{u: matter to the Head without
delay. Was it compassion for the fag
that deterred Wingate, or was there
some huirking doubt in his mind as to
hiz guilt ?

The captain of Greyfriars probed the
matter deeply that morning, He and
his fellow prefests made a thorough
seareh for the missing money, and
Loder was closely questionéd. Dut no
clue was forthcoming as to the where-
abouts of the club fuuds, and gradually
more fellows came round to the bhelief
that Bolséver minor was the thief.

That he would be expelled if hie wore
found guilty of theft was certain, and,
surely, in the face of the facts, thers was
not much room left for doubt!?

Bolsover minor found himself the
recipient of very peculiar looks from the
bovs of Greviriars.

Even some of those iin his-own Form
who yesterday had believed in him now-
spoke in a very half-hesrted way, FHr
was discussed on all sides, and a lot of
the fags avoided him. Sammy Bunter
operly scoffed. He even wept so far as
to state that Bolsover minot ouly took
the key of Loder's desk -from him so
that he could use it for his own nefarious
purposes,

The idea was preposterous, and was
not taken seriously: but no one called
Sammy to account for his wild sug-
gestron,  Bammy, who was as mean,
suspicious, &nd eallous as his major,
naturally took the worst possible view
of the matier,

But things certainly Jooked black
encugh against the acensed fag without
Sammy Bunter’s praitle, Tuhb, Dicky
Nugent, and little Hop Hi of the
SBecond were practically the only ones
among the fags who stuck te Bolsover
mrnor.

The fag would not have minded that
g0 much had it not been for the haveh
and unreasonable attitude his major had
taken wup.  Bolsover major openly
snubbed him when he made a pathetic
attempt to speak to him that mornisg.

His brother believed him to be a
thief! The bully of the Remove had
convineed himself of that, and would
hear no word in his minor’s favour,
Buch was the mood that Bolsover major
had allowed himself to {all into.
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Thiz alone cut Billy to the very heart.
His brotlier, who of all peopls should
have stoad by him and helped him in
his hour of trial, was the first to con-
demn him., The affectionate andgsloyel
little fag would have braved all the rest
stoutly, if only Perey had beheved in
him.

He had Harry Wharton and his chums
fo turn to for friendship end comforl.
The Removites knew Billy beiter,
perhaps, than anvone else at Greviriars
—Whartoh especially. He kunew that
the fag, despite his rough upbringing,
was pood and honest right lo the core,
and he did not [alter 1n bis belief in his
HINOCece.

The Famaous Five were as puzzied as
the vest over the disappearance of the
money from Loder's desk. Buotb Bolzover
minor had not touched it—of that they

felt sure. They knew that stealing was
quite contrary to tie little fellow’s
nature.

They invited Billy inte Study No. 1
and did their best to cheer him up. *Bué
the fag was miserable and worried, and

all because of his
hrather,

“Percy doesn’t
want me,” he =aid

brokenly to Wharton
in the study after
lessons that day. “'E
won't let me speak
to 'un, and won't
even Jlook at  me.
It seems I—I'm an
eyvesore to "um !

Big - hearted Dob
Cherry clapped him
on the back., Tears
were starting in
Billy's eyes. !

“Keop your pecker
up, kid!” =aid Bob
breezily., “"Who ecares
for your major, any-

way? Hes too
proud and pig-headed
for  anythimg, and

thinga will come right
without his help.
Youre a young
chump to worry aboat
him 1™

“1I can't ’elp it”
said the fag hrokenly.
“Perey thinks I'm a
thief, and —I've dis-
graced him——"

“0Oh, rot!™ zaid
Harry Wharton.

POWERFUL NEW FOOTBALL ARD DETECTIVE SERIAL—

loved and worshipped in spite of all, 1%
hurt him te the quick to think that
Perey had been shamed and was anpgry
with him.

Meanwhtle, Dolsover major was in
Ins study, frowning over an imposition
Mr., Quelch had given him  that
norning.

The Remove bully was still in a
sarage mood, and as embitiercd as ever
against his minor. Trouble with Mr.
Queleh had not improved his temper.

A tap sounded at the deor, and ha
FAvVEe & growl,

“Come 1nt"

Loder of the Sixth entered the study
fn_'n:] ¢losed the door carcfully behind
1EIT3.

Bolsover major locked up in some
strprise.  He had not expected a visib
from Loder.

The prefect’s eyes were glittering,

“What do you want, Loder?’ said
Bolsover major abruptly,

“I've come to talk to you—about that
affair of vour minor.”

“Well, what aboui it7?
brat's loot bheen found?™

Has the little

“Your major ©an
think what he likes.
We'll stand by you,
kid. Now, ferget all
about  this rotten

Bolsover minor crept up to the bed, bent over I, and kissed his esp
| The sound of a quiet sob broke through

affair, and have some

tea. Inky has stord
Mimble’s extra-special
they're prime”’

“The primefulness is terrifie,”  said
Hurree Swagh softly,  * My vouthiul
friend will likefully- enjoy the cetecmed
tarts, and the pile-infulness should also
Le terrific,”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

Beolsover minor smiled hravely and
sat down {0 tea with the Famous Five.
The tarls really were ' prime,” and were
caleulated to gladden the heart of anv
fag. But Billv, try as he might, could
ot enjoy anvilung., He did his best to
be cheerful, bhut all the time his heart
was troubled about his major. The
thought drumming at him incessantls
was That Pevey was ashamed of him and
thought him a diserace. Billy cared
not for himsell, but for Perey, whom he

some of Mrs,
jam-tarts, and

-gerious matter, you

Wharton sat up in bed. ** Billy ! ** he called out softly. (Ses Ch

“No,"” said Loder, “the money has
not been found., That's what T want to
diseuss with you, PBolsover. Thisz i a
: ! know, and unless
something 13 done the Head will have
to be aequainted with the facls.”

“Well?' grewled the burly Removite.
“What's that got to do with me?”

“Quite a lot, T should say,” said
Toder, looking at him craftily.  “ Think
of the scandal and the Jdisgrace to vou,
Bolzover, if your minor were expelled,
as he will be, 1 the I{cad tukes the
matter in hand.”

“1f he's kicked out it will be no more
than the hittle thief deserves ! said Bol-
sover bitterly. I don't want him heve,
after this. T shall be glad {o see the
bark of im 2

Loder g has Lip,

“I=I don't want to be hard on the

the stillness of the doxkhlt
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hul, Botzover., Jt iso't as though 1t was
my own money, you know, 1 was
thanking that if the mowney could be
made up ithe matter moight be dropped,
and the Head would not know.”

Bolsover major looked hard at the
prefect.

“What do you mean, Loder?”?

" Well, supposing you pay back the
money to avold a scandal, and settle
with your minor afterwards?" said the
prefect.  “ You are the one best able to
deal with him. You ought tobe zble
to force him to tell where the money is.
In any case, you can watch him and get
the money back sooner or later. :
thought I'd give you the opportunity, if
vou preferred to have the matier hushed
up, Dolsover,”

“Thank you for nothing, Loder,” re-
Hied Bolsover. “Yon peedn’t think I
want to sield the little rascal. And as
for paying back the money for him,
there's nothing doing. Bome majors
might be glad of & chamce Yo that, I
know, but P'm nob such w soft fool. If
my brother's e thief, I'll see that he gets

-

-

———————— e i

I suppose yor think you might feel
cﬁllffgti upon to pay something back your-
sepptt

Loder did not reply to that. e left
the study, scowling.

The prefect had lLoped that Bolsover
would acecept his offer and have the
mualter kept from the Head's notice.
Loder was losing his nerve; he did not
want the facts reported to Dr. Locke.
Ho wounld mmeh vrather lave had the
matter settied by Bolsover major finding
the six pounds to save his minor from
expulsion. Most fellows, with a brother
in such a predicament, would gladly
have fallew in with the suggestion, but
not &0 Bolsover major., He was too hard
for that,

The hurl:r,.r Removite finished his im-
posibion and then strede from the study,

As he walked down the Remove pas-

sage his minor came ouy of Study No. 1.
" Huhert 1" 4
atid

The fag started,
eagerly at his brother,

'I:PEIEF, yolt—you want me?"”

I want to tell vou that unless vou
part up with that money by Saturday
I'll take you ta the
Head wvself ¥ said
Bolsover bLetween his
teeth.

“But T aven't pot
the money, Perev! T
never took it i
~"Don't keep harp-
ing that

then looked

_on VAN,
You're the  thief,
and I'}

vighs mm_u%‘h.
give you ftll Saturday
to give up the maney.
BPon't yoeu dare talk
te me  until  vou

decide to confess. T

don’t want to have
anything te de with
vou, But 1 shall
= keep my word on
Saturday, so0 don't
forget.”
And with  ‘that

his just deseels. I don't want the matier
hushed wp™

Gerald Loder gritted his tectl.

“*Then you're willing for the matier lo
go before the Head?” he ashed.

“Yes—why not? It ought ta have
heen reported to the Head at once.
Wingate 15 a fool to dilly-dallv. You
needn't bother about a seandal, 2o far
az I'm councerncd, Toder. There's heen
scandal enough. 1 think it's cool, any-
wey, wanting me to stand the six quid,

Bolsover major ewung

on lis heel and strode
off. :

THE
NINTH CHAPTER.

The Bounder Takes
E /I a Hand !

§ T WO davs passed
j —davs of
misery for

: Bolsover
nnner.  His  major
”D «till smubbed him and
passed hime by as
though unaware of
hiz  very exisience,
Hard worda or blows
coutd not have hurt
the sensitive little fag
mare,  He was stared
at on all sides: the
eads of the school
opeitly sneercd  at
by the eloud of sus-
pieion hung  more
heavily over him, and
there secingd no hope that his innocence
might be proved. Disowned by bis
majer, and living In a new abiospliere
of elnlliness, Bolsover minor was.guite
the most wretehed boy at Greylviars,
He Iried to keep up a brave face, hut
wrew ore niserable and despondent as
ihe time went on. s Lrother showed
no signs of receding from the harzh
attitaele he had laken up,

As for the rest of the scheol, most of
the fellows now believed thit Bolsover

nunor was pwilty, and 1t was only a
muatter of {ime before Wingate would
have to toke him to the llead 'and re.
count what hed happened. That would
mean only one thing, of course—Bolsover
oy would be tursed out of Groyiriars
neck and erop.

Harry Wharton's hicert ached for the
unlappy fag. He and his chums still
remained voshaken in their belief in his
mnocence, but they were powerless to do
anything to help him. Thev eould not
even cheer him up now.  Billy was com-

letely broken in epirit,  Had . his

rother backed hin: wp, matters would
have heen different; as it was, he felt
totally uhable to bear his burden, Percy
was against him-—that weant mwore to
i, even, than Lodsar's accusution. Ho
could have faced the whole world with
Perey at his side, comforting him, and
fighting for him, as a Lrother should.
But Percy was more against him than
anybody, and the knowledge of that was
& continual torture to the fag's sm:?.

Un the evening of the third day Bol.
sover minor was standing in the  halil
when his major come down the stairs
s walked in. g

The fag started forward, a look of
pitilul appeal in his eyes.

”E[Ji'ﬂ:r'. wou't you—won't you talk to
Yiepr £
olsover's fave wes hard in expregelon
as_be looked at lns brother, Hiz eyes
ghinted coldly, but he did not answer.

T I’Lﬂr'c}?_""”

Boisover brushed him rudely sside and
walked on.  He dizappeared o the
quadrangle  without & word or any
further sign of recognition,

A chorus of sneering laughs cume from
Skinner, Snoop, Stolt, am Billy Bunter;
who weve standing by the window. The
fag turned, his fave crimson,

" e, he, he!” spiggered . Snogp.
“That's what you call ihe cold shoulder,
yourrg Belsover. Perey docsn’t want
you —what *"

“Mind your pockets ! :aid Skinner.
“Young Bolsover wants watching, you
know. The gentle art of pocket-picking
i3 practised vey ﬂ:thgl‘:si’vttli;,r, I think, by
the graduates*from Angel Allex.®

“He, he, ho !

Bolsoxer minor set his teeth. At firsk
the hot blood had leapt into his face, and
passionate angar famed-in s heart, but
they died down agrin almost as quickly,
Anger and rezentment wera nseless;
sides, he was getting vsed to these gibes,

“Anyway, you fellows, it won't be
long before that little thief is furned out
of the school '™ saul Hily Duntek, in a
loud voice. “Greyfriars is no place for
guttersnipes of his class. I've always
said g0, In fact, it would be a jolly good
thing if both the beastly Bolsovers wore
got rid of. We deon't want either of
‘'em here, really. Bolsover mnjor is a
rotter and a bully, and he ought to be
kicked out, too. He's 4 disgraca fo
Greylfriars [

At this the Thivd Forin [ag sirode for-
ward, hiz cyes Rashing, and his little
fisls clenched Gight,

“You ‘old your tongue about Percy,
vou rotier ! ho exclauned botly,  “I
wou't "ave you say things like that! I—

far

I'll punch youy nose !
Billy Dunter backed away, blinking

nervousiy through his huge spectacles,

All Bolsover minor's spivit had re-
{wrned, and he looked so ferociouns thag
Bunter was alaymned.

“h, reallv, yvoung DBoliovey——

“You can =ay what you like about me,
but I won't 'ave Peray run down ' eried
the fag shrillv. “Don’t you let me= ‘ear
vou again, Dunter ! ¥
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looked queerly at

Skinner & Co.
Bolsover minor. ]

“My hat! Fancy the voung rat stick-
ing up for his major after the way he's
treated him I exclaimed Stott. “That's
the limit ! x ,

“I don’t want to "ear anvthing against
Perey,” said the youngster, hiz small
chest heaving. *’E don't do you no
"arm 1" - .

“Ha, ha, ha!" roared Skinner & Co.
derisively.

At that juncture Harry Wharton, Bob
Cherry, Nugent, and Vernon-3mith came
forward. They had heard the conversa-
tion from the doorway.

Wharton went - o 1
placed & hand reassuringly om his
shoulder, : : ' -

“Naver mind these cads, young 'un,”

said. *They’ll only tedase vou all the
mere to get your tag out !

“Well, Bunter was running down
Parcy, and I won't "ave it1"

“He, he, he!” cdckled Snoop, “The
young brat won't *‘ave it,’ and yet his
precious major gave him the eut direct
only & minute or so ago.”

“You'll get o cut—direct from my fist,
wou cad, il yvou don’t elear off!” said
‘Bob Cherry grimly, displaying his
brawny fist for the rofters’ brigade to
sec, “Any of you like to say any more
to Bolsover minor?"

Skinner & Co, locked at Bob's fist and
the grim expression on his face, and de-
cided that they did not wish to say any
more to Hol:over minor.  They slunk
away scowling. : .

Harry Wharton turned to the little
Third-Former. _ o

W We're just goipng dp to tea, Billy,”
he sawd. ““Care to come &Im‘tﬁ-?”

Bolsover minor shook his heed,

“Thank wyou kindly, but I—I don't
want any tea,” he said. 1 don't feel
like it. I—I went to be alone.”

He turned and walked away, hiz head
bawed. He went out of the Hall and
waz lost to view in the gathering
shadows of the guad.

Horry Wharton, Cherry, and Nugent
looked at YVernon-Smith.

The Bounder appeared to bhe very
thoughtinl. o

“What are vou looking so deep about,
Smithy ¥ inquired Bob Cherry.

=7 ‘wns thinking sbout young Bol-
sover,” said Vernon-Smith quietly,
“He's a queer kid, but he's a good kid.
The way he sticks up for his major is
marvellons.

Bob growled.

“ Rolsover deserves a jolly gr:fm] bump-
ingt" he said.  “Young Billy abso-
luely idolises him and thinks there’s no
one like him. - He's fretting himself to
death becanse hiz: major 12 down on

him."
Vernon-Smith nodded. ;
“Yes, it's & shame!” he sad. VI
over stopped. io think he'd realise

that the kid was innocent.” .

Harry Wharton looked sharply at him.
. "Then you—you believe him inno-
cenk " he asked.

“Yeas, If he did take Loder's money
ho would have copfessed long ago, for
his major's sake. He'd, go through fire
and water for Bolsover, and wouldn’t
have stuck out as long as this, unless he
were innocent.”

Harey Wharton's eyes glistoned.

“You're right, Smithy. You've a deep
beggar, and can geob to ihe bLottom of
thingz better than anyone. Where do
you think the money wont to from
‘Loder's desk?

The Bounder anawered after a pange:

#1 don't know, YWharton. The affair
‘i 8 mystery 5o far. But 1t's interesting,
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Billy's: si&n‘,. and

and I should like to solve it. I'd like
to find out who really did toke that
maemey, ™

He nodded and walked awar.

The chums of the Remove exchanged
glanges,

“T hope Smithy thinks it out,” szaid
Boly Cherry eaperly. *THa's ente, you
kinow, and he may be able to clear young
Billv, But, for the life of me, I can't
see liow it's to be done.” -

“Bame here!” said Nugent, *Cir
cumstances are all aguinst the kid. Bui
he's not a thief; I'll slake my bottom
dollar on that !

Wharton could not keep his mind off
Bolsover minor all that evening. The
Bounder's words had impressed him. He

vacked his Lrains to think of 8 solution

to the mystery of the lost money. In
the face of all thé circuimstances, if
seemed impossible to cleéar the fag from
rnilt, Everything pointed to hizs being
the thief.

The Bemove captain was still thinkin
over the ‘matter when he went to bed.
He lay awake for some time after the
others, and then dored off. He slept
lightly, however, and was awakencd by
the sound.of a movement in the dormi-
tory.

He sat up quickly in bed and peeresd
through the gloom.

In  the meeonlight from the high
window he saw x small meving figure,

It was Bolsover minor!

Harry caught his breath and wateheod
him in silence.

The fog was fully dressed, even to s
cap, and he carried something—a bag.
He was moving . softly over the polished
foor. He stopped when he reached Bol-
sover mejor's bed, - and, pausing, set
down his bag. Then he crept up to the
bedaide, bent over his sleepang brother,
ared kizzed him. :

The sound of a nuiet sob broke the
stillness in the dormitory.

Harry Wharton got out of bed,

“Billy ! he called out softly.

The fag straightened shavply and drew
back, with a low gasp.

“It's all right,!" saad Wharton, coming
up to him. *It's only me, Billy”

“ Muaster "Arry!”

The fag's veice was.unsteady, his eyes
were glistening with tears. :

“YWhat are vou doing- bere at this
time of night?” asked Wharton quist]y.

“I—I came to say good-bye to Perey.
I've made up my mind. F'm goin’ 1"

“Going?! Going where?

B1 downo ! said the fag miserably,
“Back io London, 1 cxpect. T can tramp
there, and earn my living like I used {o.
I can’t stop here. They say I'm a thief,
and I shall be expelled—I knew ihat.
I've got to clear out of Greylriars soon.
Percy doesn’t want me 'ere, and the
sooner I go the Letter "¢ wil be pleased.
I'll zave "in the disgrace of seeing me
cxpeiled.”

“¥You little ass!™ muttered Wharton.
“You can't act Jike this—"

H've got to. I can’t bear to stay "ere
any longer. Tt ain’t s0 much the others.
though they do look down on me and
call me a thief. It's becanse of Porcy.”

The fag's veice broke. and Wharton
could see that he had great difficuliy in
keaping back the tears.

“Percy iz ashamed of me, Master
“Arre.  'm nothing to "I only an eve-
sore an’ o disgrace. It's bost for me to
B P u e —
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go now. I don't blame Porey; it aim't
15 fault., [ know I ain't good enou,?;h
for 'mm. 'E's o gentleman, and I—I'm

only a guttersuipe, as they calls me., Me
an’ Percy 'ave been brought up differ-
cnt, angd i aim't right for me to be &
drag on 'im. 5o I've made up my mind
to go to-might. Percy won't see me
again, and 'e’'ll be "appy.””

“Billy, you don't know what }'ﬂu‘m
saying, or what vou're doing.” said
Harry Wharton huskily, touched to the
heart by the little fap's grief. “You
wwsin't run away! Do vou hear®”

I must! I've got to go. anywar,
They've made out that [ stole Loder’s
money, and I can't prove that T never.
I shall be turned out soon, so I might
as well go now and get out of Percy's
wav. I should 'ave been gonc by now,
only I ecouldn™ leave withont sayin'
:00d-bye to Percy. That's all 1 came
or—just ko see Percy afore I went”

A lump rose in Wharton's throat. FHe

lanced towards Bolzover major, 'RI“F
ng soundly there'in ipnorance of it all;
then he turned to Billy and took him
gently by the arm,

“ Listen to me, Billv! T won't let you
run sway like rthis, You must etop

and=—"
“Wot's the use!” said the fag
brokenly. “They're all agrinst me.

Perey doosn't want mea-—"

“Never mind that! Your brother is
an obstinate fool; and wante a good talks
ing to. He's not worth worrving-about,
kid. Forget him, and stav on and fight!
I'll stand by vou, Billy !

“1 know that, and I'ni ever so grate.
ful. Dut T can’t stay 'ere with Percy
fdown on me, I can’t stand 1t any
longer. It breaks my 'eart the way
Perey treats me, but I don't blame "im,
I'm goin' back to where I came from—
to the guiters, where T belong. Let me
go, please!™ =~ .

Bolsover minor made a movement to
pick up his bag and ro, but Harry
Wharton _gently held him.

“You're not going, Billv! I won't les
you be such & voung ass!” 2
. “]Let me go!” said the fag bLeseech-
ingly.

“No! You must stay and go back to
hed !I‘?‘ n
- Billy - commenced to stroggle, but
Wharton held -him firmds. 1

“Don't be a fool, Bolsaver minor!™
said -a - guiet voice from the darkness
behind. “You'll wake the rest of the
dormitory in a minute, and that will
make matters worese for vou. The fellows
will think you are running away because
you arc guilty.”

Roth Harry Wharton and. the [ag
wheeled round. .

The form of Vernon-Bmith come walk-
:inF up guietly out of the glooni.

‘Bmithy " ejaculated Wharton uag::ler
his breath. *“Then you—you heard?

The . Baunder nodded; his face was
sternly sef. '

“Yes: I was awake when Bolsover
minor came in. I saw him go té ks
major’s bed. I've heard all he said.
You're a little fool, young RBolsover.
Don't you realize that by running away
vou will make things look all the blacker
against youd”

“YWhat docs that matter?” said Billy

wiserably. “Nobody cares, and I don't
see Cow it will make much differ-
enep——"

“You ecan't star liere, orguing the
wint, kid,™ said ithe DBoupder tensely.
‘Come down to my study, and we can
talk things over,”

Bolsover minor hesitated at first, but
at_length ha eonzented to go.

YVernon-Bmith took his bag, and the
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three crepi out of the dormitory and
along the dark, deserbed corriders to
the Romove passage.

The Bouwnder opencd his study door
and his companions enteved.

“We'tl Letter not have o light, n
case auny of the masters happen to be
aghout,” he muilered. = Mow, young
Bolsover, you're going to chuck playing
the giddy goat, snd will go back to
hed like a good kid.™

Billy made a gesture of despair.

“Why don't you let me go now?
shall be turned ent in a little wiile,”
he said. * There's no hope of my get-
ting out of this trouble——"

“There is hope,” said Harry Whar-
ton  reassuringly. " Sotnething  may
turn up at the last moment, kid, that
will clear vou. Don't bLe a coward,

Balliy.™ .

The fag winced at that. and lis eves
Alled with tears.

“1 know I'm r coward, Wharton, but

I can't "elp ir. It's Perey being apgainst
me thut makes all the difference. 14
stop an' face it all, only DMerey doesn’t
want we: "e'll e glad bo see me go
even if it does turn out that I'm inne-
cont. I don't want io be an cyesore to
Percy. It's best for me to go frow
Groviriars and let him alone.”

Vornon-Smith was standing by the
window, looking out thowghtlully nto
the moonlit quad. )

Suddenly” he gave g start and s
eves took on a hard ghitter, )

* Look here, Wharton,” he saud. point-
ing down, “Here's the precious
treasurer of the senior dramatic club

ing out on the tiles. as usual. Look at
ﬁm, skulhing out by the side gate 1™

Wharton crossed to the window wnd
looked out.

He econtd see the burly form  of
Gerald Loder moving  stealthily and
guickly omong the shadows in  the

urdrangle, to dizappear in a  minuto
through the side gate, of which the
prefects had a key.
Wharton drew a deep breath.
“That's Loder, going on onc of bz
night jaunts to the Cross Iveys, 1 sup-
pose!l” he muttered.

The DBowwler wove a  sardaenis
laugh.

"Yea, breaking boumds (o go pub-
haunting ! he said. “What o hne

treasurer for any club! Fancy the iel-
lows in the Sixth {rusting their money
to a fad of Loder's calibre! No won-
der the mosey disappeared ™
Wlharton gave a stark.
There was s mesning o ihe last
words of the Bounder's, and their signi-
cance flashed ncress him ol onee.
“AMy hat! You don't think. Smithy,
that Loder took the monev:!™ he eox-
claimed in a low veice.
Agnin Vernon-Snuth
grim, mtirthless laugh.
*Think? I'm pretty well covtain of
th!” he said. “I'm owilling fo wager
anything that Loder kunows more ahont
the disappearance of that monev than
he cares to own, T wouldn't trust that
rascal any further than I could  see
him. I've had 1ieaiin$s. with Loder in
the pest—I know him.”™
The Bounder's eyes
and ghittering,

laughed — a

wore  nareowed
He was right when he
said that he knoew Lodér, Vornon.
Smith bad had wmore dealings with
Gerald Loder than any othey junior at
Greyiriars, and, being a zshrewd thinker
and & keenr observer, he knew every
trait in the rascally prefect’s make-up.
There hod been a  time when ihe
Bounder had been on friendly amd in-
timate terms with Loder, when he had
cverr  broken  bounds with  him  and
joined  him in the merry cirele of
*sportsmen ¥ down af the Cross INeys
at Friardale,
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That was before the Bounder’s relernin-
afion, hack in the old days when he
had lbeen the most reckless fellow ot
Greviviars, freguenting the Cross Ikeys
regularly to back horses and smeke and

gamble, and  genevally “going  the
pace ¥ anore  wantonly, even, than
Lioder,  YVernon-Bmith, sceing the folly

of iz wave, had given up all that, and
0 e and Loder ﬁnﬂ nol been particu-
larly friendly of iate.

“Yee” said the Bounder; I know
Loder. He had the mouey, right
enough. 1 don't believe there was any
cash in the desk st all, when young
Bunter opencd it.  Loder had goue
out and taken the woney with him—
sl borrowed it, probably, to put on
g osure cevt, or (0 répay Sonwe debt——
andd when be got back with Carne and
Walker, and saw Bolsover minor at the
deske, he zaw an excellent opportuntiy
ro shift the blame on to him.  That
would be just like Leodder—out to save
his own skin, wheoever else had to suffer.”™

“Good heavens!”  exclaimed  [larry
Wharton, " I—1 had never thought of
that, Smithy. bat T can sce it now.
You've thought of a possible explana.
tionn of the mystery, Loder hunself
had the maoney, of course, and accused
Iikly  to  shield [limself, 'The con.
founded cad ™

“The point is," said Vervon-Bmith
gquictly, "“how can we prove it? Ib's
no use accusimg Loder unless we have
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scimmcthing  te substantiate our stalbe-
ments,  Loder is the thief all right,
but how can we brmg it home to
hi 7
Wharton nedded.
“Yes, that's just ho

the trouble,™

saith. " But surely we can get proot
somehow, Smithy, We must get proof
—to clear this poor kid from blame,”

Vernan-Smith's meuth set grimly.

“I'll see what 1 can do—te-night,”
ha muteered. "'l follow Loder o
the Cross Wews amld listen there. I'll

Gind out what's been pgoing  on. S
know the place well, and ecan  hida
where o one will sea me. Keep the

dormitory window open for me, Whar-
ton. 1'll be back later™

Wharton drew a deep breath as the
Bounder stepped qguickly 1o the door.

“ You're going to break bounds now,
Smithy? Youre going down to the
Crosz Keys!”

“Yes—to spy on Loder. Don't for-
pet about the window, Wharton, I'H

“to play poker for high stakes,

sling some lops on and
quickly as 1 can™

“Right-ho, 8mithy.”

The Bounder went, apd Harey Whar-
tan turned to Bolsover minor, whe had
been staniling quictly by the table.

“Well, Billy, there are hopes that we
shall get at  the treath,  von  see.
SBmithy's a colever chap, and if there's
anvthing to be nosed out he'll get it
We're going to bring the thing home
to Loder—sec "

“0Oh, Muster "Avry, tf you only ecould
clear me——"

“Deon't - worry, young 'yn.  Things
will turn oeut all ripht, Noaw, are you
going to be o sensible kid and go back
to b

]f['lic fag's voice was hrmer as be re-
gl :

g Yes, Master Arry. I—1'm sorey [
acted the coward, amd T'll go back e
bed now. You wen't tell Perey

*Of eourse not, ¥ou young ass!  Keep
a stff upper hip, Billy, and wait to see
how things turn out, I'm sure the
Bounder wiH pot at the truth—and
prove i

He gave the fag a reassurving elap
on the back, and Bolsover minor re-
tarned to the Third Form dovmitory,
feeling more cheorful than e had beou
for days,

Meanwhile, Harry Wharton went to
the Remove dormitory, and wailed up
for Vernon-Smith.

It was on the stroke of oue?when
the Dounder returned.

Wharton let him in at the window.

“Well ¥ he said  eagerly.  * Any
lack 7 '

“Rather!” was the mutterad and
breathless reply. I've found out guite
a lot. But we'd better not dizeass i
now—in case we are overheard., Il
tell you in the weorming, Wharton”

* Al zerene, Smithy.  It's best to
talk in'the morming, as you say. Uood-
night, old chap!*

* Good-night ™
The two juniors turned in, and ne

nere was sald,
T there was a tap at the door, and
Vernon-Smith came in.

The Co. losked eagerly at him. They
had been discussing the evemts of the
night previous, and wondering what
the Bounder had fowmud out at the Cross

geb out  os

THE TENTH CHAPTER.

Preparing the Plot !

HE Yamous Five weore all in
Htudy XNo. 1 next miorming, whon

Keys.

“Well, Bwmithy,” said Bob Cherry,
"“any news?"

"I‘I!eapﬁ!"‘ said the Bounder, closing

the door carefully behind him, “ 1 think
we can leok forward to bowling out
Loder now, you fellows. Last night,
wlen T broke bounds from lieve, T went
down to the Cross Keys and hid outside
the bar parlour, in & little secret place
that Cobb showed mie, a long time ago.
Loder was in there, with Cobb and
Joliffe, and the rest of the happy gang,
and they were trying to persuade him
' Loder,
it appears, had boen lucky on a horse,
and bad just eollected a gquid or two
from Cobbh. Well, he gave in to them,
and playved, and Jost the lot except ten
shtllings."

“The Mackguard !

Yernon-Smith gave a chockle.

* Buat while Loder was plaving, he lot
onut quite & lot 1™ he said. **Heo had ta
go carcfully now, he seid, becawse he
had only jnst got oni of one bad serape,
and he didu't want to let hiniself in for
any more.  That brought up a very

1Tne Magxer Lisrary.—No, §37,
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interesting topic of conversation, from
whith I gaethered that recently Loder
has been in the hands of Cohen, the
monevlender or Courtfield. Tt appoars
that Loder borrowed five quid in the
ﬁrsl‘r fluce, and after repeying -the
capital amount, was dunncd by Cohen
for another aix before the matter could
be setiled. Cohen had to press Loder for
'the money, and threatened to place the
matter before the Head unless he
stumped llmim same old blackmailing
yarn. So er, on the very alternoon
that the six guid was stolen from his
desk, paid Cohen six quid to prevent
him coming to {reyfriars to give the
show away, Do you see the connec-
tion 1" - ]

Harry Wharton & Co. were astounded.

My hat!™ ejaculated the Remove
captain, ““JIs that a faet,” Sipithy 1"

“That's what I heard from Loder's
own lips!" said the Bounder guietly.
“The day before the thelt he was broke,
yet that afternoon when Cohen was
threatening to expose him to the Head,
he met him in the wood and paid him
pix pounds. At the same time, that very
amount was missed from the cashbox in
Loder's desk. It's pretty ovident, then,
where Loder got his six quid- from,”

“Great Scott!” gasped Bob Cherry.
“Loder took the money—eribeszzled it—
and then meeused Belsover minor of the
theft "

“That's about the size of
reckon,” said Vernon-Smith,

**Oh,*the rotter!™”

“The awful cad!™

“The ecowardly hound!"

Bob Cherry clenched his big fists and
his face took on quite & vicious look.

“Let's go along to Loder and make
him confess!” he exolaimed. “We'll
take o strap-and larrup him, the same
a& wa did to Bolsover, until he makes a
clean breast of it to Wingate and clears
young Billy,™

Vernon-Smith shook his head.

“That's & bit too rash, P'm efraid,”
he =aid. “It wouldn't work! Loder
would deny every word, and swear that
I had invented the story. No; we can't
take matters into our own hands like
that, Wo mist have absolute and definite
proof.”

“How ¢an we get that, unless we
make Loder confess?”  exclaimed
Nugent.

. 'The Bounder's eyes narrowed,

“I'll get Loder to eonfess—but not by
Cherry's method,” he said. * Listen,
vou fellows. TI've thought it all out,

er didn't stay long at the Cross
Keys Iast night. He was nervy, and
hopped hack to school prelty qoickls,
after making arrangements-to call again
to-night for & little card-party that Cobh
is holding. T waited a little while after
Loder had gone, and then I went into
the Cross Eeys myself.”

it, I

“You—yeu went in!" ejaculated
Harrvy Wharten.
“¥Yes. I strolled in quite casually,

picked np a cigarette {rom the table and
lit it. Cobb and Joliffo were surprised
to see mme, you can bet. They wondered
what the game was at first, but I man-
aged to take them in. They beliove that
I've gone hack fo my old merry ways,
and that I've started to be o dog. a
blade and a goer again. T flashed a
pocket-book full af nates, put on a hit of
the old talk, and Cobb fairly foll on my
neck with joy. T weed to be one of his
best customers, you sep, and he's always
been ready to welcome me back wiil
open arms to the fold. We had a littla
game of nap—I lost fwelve bob—and
then I pocked up.”

“My word *” muttered Wharton., It

Tue Maoner Lizrary.—No, 037,

was a risky thing to do, Smithy, Did
Cobb lLiave any suspicion that you had
been spving ¥ 2

"o fear!” chuckled the Bounder.
“I saw to that ! I made out that I had
jugl secn Lioder in the lane, and asked
whether hie had been there. Cobb said
that Loder had called in, but not a
word about Loder's hittle affair with
Cohen was mentioned, angd I didn't
attempt to fish for any information, of
course. Cobb has swallowed me whole,
and Mve promised to turn up at his little
card-party to-night.”

“Whew ! whistled Frank Nugent.
“lader will be there, you say—"

“Yes, Loder will be there, and that's

recisely why P'm going!” =zaid the

ounder., with a grin. “I've thought
out a little schems o eatch Loder,
Cohen will be there, too—in fact, it's
going to be quitfe o convivial gathering.”

“What wheeze have vou thought of,
then, Bmithy ' asked Harry Wharton
guickly,

“ A top-noteher—il it works!" laughed
the Boundor. “ And there’s no reason
at all why it shouldn't work, so long as
wo po about it carefully. In the first
place, wa shall need the help of old
“’ible;.'. i

“Wibley! What on earth for®"”

“Wibley i3 our champion masgue-
rader, isn't. he? He's a great aclor, and
hiz  impersonations are - marvellous.
We shall need Wik, to do a little ifmper-
sonation act to-night., Do you remember

LOOK OUT FOR
HARRY WHARTON'S

FOOTBALL SUPPLEMENT
NEXT MONDAY !
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that time he dressed up as Mr. Queich,
and took us all in?”

“Yes, I remember,” said Wharton.
“ But what—-"

“We shall nead Wib to do that again,”
said the Bounder valmly.

“What? Dress up as Quelchy$"

_ Yernon-Smith nodded, his lips curled
into a gquiet smile.

“Yes, we'll get Wiblev to dress up as
Mr. Quelch and break bounds with us
to-night,” he said, “Wih's a sport, and
he'll do it. Then I'll lay a nice litile
trap for Loder, and if he falls in it, T
shall get & confession ont of himn and
have the matter of that stolen money
cleared up =0 that voung DBolsover is
freed from blame, Lrsten, and 'l tell
vou how.™

The Famous Five listenad eaperly,

and ag the Bounder unfolded his plot
to them, their eyes and mouths opened
wide with astonishment.
- "My giddy aumt! What a deep
wheeze, Bmithy ! Tob Cherry  ox.
claimed. “It's bound ro work, if vou
can keop Loder atb the Cross Kevs with
vou. Wib will help us, I'm =ure. FLet's
run along and ask him. We'll take him
inty our confidence,™

Wharton noddoed.

“Yes. Wib's a docent chap, and he'll
work the giddy trick for us."

The jupiors left Study No, 1 and went
along to Study No. 6, the room where
William Wibler. the great shining light
of the Remove Dramatic Society, lived,
moved, and had hiz being,

Wibley was a remarkably fine acior—
evervone conceded that, Whatever elsa
he couldn't do, one thing was certain—
he could act. His masguerades wera
marvellons, and as an mpersonator he
was 1n hiis element. Many a fime and
oft had Wib deluded hLis schoolicllows
by his wreanny pilts of make-up, and
it was really wonderful how he could
dress up to resemble almost anybody,

Harry Wharion & Co., and the
Bounder flound Wibkley standing in
front of the lecking-glass trying on soime
new wigs he had got {for the Dramatic
Society’s “props.”  He turped round
fromn the glass as the Co. came in, look-
ing guite fearsome in a bushy beard and
whiskers,

He gave s Form-fellons qute a
start, in fact.

“My word!  Is that you, Wib?" said
Bob Clerer, “Come out from belund
those bushes, old chap; we want to telk
to you!”

ANl gerene!” said Wibley, whisking
off the whiskers and beard. " What can
I do for you, pentlement”

“We want yvou to dress up as Quelchy.
and break bounds with ws io-night,”
zald Harrvy Wharton.

It was Wib's turn fo give a start.

“Wha-at'" he ejaculated. "Sax it
agatn, Wharton—slowly."”
“Are you  game toe  appersonalo

QGuelehy, and rowe down (o the (Cros
Kevs with wus afier lights-our to-night?’
tanghed Wharton.

“My only het! Do vou want me to
blemish the Quelch bird's reputation, or
what ¥

“Ha, ha! Noi at all,. vou ass!
amithy's theught of & ripping wheeze fo
get at the truth of this missing money
affair. Woe are cortain n our own minds
that Loder is the thiel, and we're out to
get proof of it—seel”

“ Lireat pi{.!” cried Wibley, " Loder
the tlaef! Well, new vou menbtion 1k
I agree that it's jolly likely, He's moro
likelv 1o have stolen the money than
voung Bolsover, anyway, Do yvou know
that Loder 15 the thief?

“Yes, rather!”

The chums of Study Ne. 1 teld Wrb
what the Bounder had found oul at the
Cross Keys last night.

“My hat” exclaimed Wibley, draw-
ing & deep breath. *That makes the
caze clear against Loder; bul, as Sinithy
wayvs, youve got to have prool hefore
vou ean bring it home Lo him. What's
the idea, Smithy®*"

Verunon-Smith told Wiklev his scheme,
and Lhe amabtenr actor of Greviviars lis.
tened with glistening eyes,

“* Dress up as Quelchy* Rather ! Why,
the business will be as easy as roiling
off & form '™ he said readilv. " I'in gamo
to help vou, of course.  You can rely
on me for to-night.”

i GI.“H:R:I CpE 14

And, as the bell rang for moruing
lessons, the Removites went off together
fo the Faormi-room, quetly discussing
their project for the coming night.

THE ELEVENTH CHAPTER.
Winning Bluff?

C3OAT
The lazt stroke of cleven tolled
feom Lwe old clock tower at Grey-

friars. Not a liglt showed anv-
where, and the whele  school was
sleeping—or  practically  the  whole
sihion].

Harry Whartonr sat wp in bed and
looked round in the darkness

“Yau Fellows awake?” he called,

“HRather ™ said & number of whis
pered volces,
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Bob Chervy, Nugent, Johnuy Bull,
Vernon-Smith, and Wibley turned
guictly out of bed. Hurrea Singh was
awake, but he remamed in bed, Ii was
a fine moonlight night, but rather chilly.
and the dusky lad from India's suany
clime feli the vagaries of the English
weather very keenly.  There were
enough of the oithers for the job in
hand, z0 Inky had eclected to stay
behind and keep wateh in the dorma-
tory.

The juniors dressed quickly and
clambered down from the window one
by one. The lower box-room, which was
usually used for bounds-breaking pur-
poses. had been temporarily locked, so
they had to climb down the 1vy.

A minnte or two later they were all
in the Close, seudding towards the wall
in the heavy shadows.

Theore wes & place where the wall
was easy to cross. Near by stood an old
oak trec, and Wibley, clinlbil!gb up to
ong of the lower branches, brought
down & parcel,

“Here are the giddy .props, all safe
and sound '™ he said. " Now we can get
on with the job!”

“Rather '

They all scaled the wall and dropped
into the road on the otler side.

Their hearts, with the -;:m_:;ﬂ-mn‘nf
the DBounder’s, were thumping with
excitement. It was typical of Vernon-
Smith that le kept eool under sll eir-
cumstances, and betrayed no emotion.
Breaking bounds was not a new experi-
ence to hrm. In the ﬁid‘dﬂ-}'ﬂ l_t had
been almost a nightly Labit of his

Nefore them the Friardale Lane ran
like a white ribbon between the gaunt

trecs. The juniors lost no ftime, but
hurried on, keeping well within the
shadows,

When they reached the thicknesses of
the Friavdale Wood, they halted,

“We're not far away from the Cross
Keys now,” said Verpop-Simith, "Il
go on and do uy part, winle Wibley
gots alead with os dressing-up.  You
remember where I teold vou to keep
watelt outside the bar-parlour, Whar-
ton 1™

The Remove captain nodded. _

“Yer, yvou can roly onoame, Smithy,
he zaicd. 'l hide where you sawd, and
listen to all that goes on in the bar-
parlour. The others will be lnding near
at hand, and when there's & favourable
apportunity T'll bang the gate, and
vou'll know, then, wlhat io do.”

“ Right-ho ™

The Bounder plunged on through the
wood, leaving the others in the glade.
He arrived at last in the glimmer of
}’EI]EH\' ]ight. from the windows of the
Croszs Keys.

This was the worst place in Friardale.
and bore little resemblance fo the usual
type of wvillage inn. Under the man-
agement of Mr. Cobb, who combined
his business of a publican with that
of bookmaker and sharper. the Cross
Keys was the vesort of all the black-
guards and ™ g]purt-ing * gharacters in the
neighbourhood.

Vernon-Smith opened the side gate.
walked up tho short gravel path and
tapped at the deor of the -bar-pariour.
There was a quick footstep belind, and
the door was opened cautiously. M.
Cobb preved at the junior, and then lus
coarze face took on an ingratiating
sinile.

“’Allo! Good evening, Master Smith!
Then vou've kept yvour word!™

The Dounder smiled evmieally o tho
glooin.

“0f course I've kept my word, I'm
a bit early, too, aren’t 11"

“No, Master Swiich, vou're in pood
time. Come right in!” said Mr., Cobb
vordially.

The Bounder wa: admitted, and the
‘door closed beliind han.

The staffy nittle bar-parlour recked of
spartfs,  and the atmosphere was thick
and heavy with tobacco shioke. At the
table, on which were cards and glasses,
fwo men were seated, Cne was Mr.
Joliffe, one of (obh's fouts, and the
Hounder's eves narrowed as hie recog-
nmiseed the other as Me, Colien, the Court-
Tield moneylender.

He had never met Cohen  before,
although he knew the rascal by sight.

Cobb lastened &0 introduce them.

*Uhis 12 Mr, Colien—Mazter Vernon-
Bmigh !® he said. **Master Smith used
to be one of my best customers, AMr.
Colien, and we was all very ‘good pals,
before 'e took it into "iz ‘cad io turn
over & new leaf and become a goody-
goody. ¥ never expected it to last long,
Master Smith, vour know, You'rg a real

born sport, you are, and the part of a
poady-goody don’t suit vou a bat, I
allus knew as 'ow vou'd cofme back to
vour old pals sooner or later.”

The Bounder laughed and lit a cigar-
casually.

ctte
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“Life's been goetting o bit tame.
lately,"” e satd. I knew you wouldn's
mind if T looked you up, f‘éir- Cobb ™

ATl ¥ said Cobb effusively. ! Why,
were dlways glad to see you down "ers,
Master Suith, you know that, You've
*?’,:,7'.';‘ down for & little Autter to-night,
ch¥ :

“Yed, rather,” maid Vernon-Bmnth, 1o
g low voice, "1 haven't plaved a gawme
of cards for & long ftime. I want ta
geb my hand In again”

He took out his pocket-book and dis-
played a bulky wad of notes.

The eyes of Cobb, Joliffe, and Cchon
gleamed at sight of them.

The DBounder, being the son of a mil-
lionaire, «was alwayvs well supplied with
monev. A lat of that money had in
devs gone by found its way into the
coffers of the Cross Keoys, and Cobb and
his seleet circle had been ratber badly
hit by Yernon-Smith's reformation,
They were ready to welcome hun—or,
rathier, his monoy—with open arms.

“Well, who's ready for a game of
nap?" said the Dounder, looking round
recklessly, Y How about Mr, Cohen ™

The moneylender ebuckled and rubbed
his ui]_\_.r hands.

*“ Mit pleasure,
said.
eh " .

“Make 1t five-shlling points,” said
the DBounder recklessly. .

Cohen raised his shaggy cyebrows in
SULprise, ; :

i \Iﬂl‘r!”

“Five shilling points 1" said Vernon-
Bmich. “I've got plenty of wmomey, and
I want soma excitement."

Cobbh and Joliffo chuckled

EE

Master Sinith,” he
“¥at stakes shall ve play for--

“That's tha way to talk, Master
Smith " zaid the rascally landlovd.
“Why, Dblass my ‘eart, vou 'aven't

You're the same daring
You'va plenty of money—

altered a bit.
youlg sport.

Harry Wharlon & Co. found William Wibley standing in froni of the looking-
glass trying on some new wigs. He turned round from the gilass as the juniors
¢came into the study, locking quite fearsome In a hushy beard and whiskers., ‘' My
word ! ** ejaculated Bob Cherry faintly.
behind those bushes, old chap ; we want to talk to you |

**Is that you, Wih? Come out from
(Sez Chapler 10.)1
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You've heard about
footer clubs climb-
ing the ladder of
success, MNow you
can look forward to
a story wherein a
famous Leagueteam
gradually loses its
fine reputation and
sinks to a very low
level. And all this
1s the work of one
man. How does it

come about 2
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Introducing
FERRERS LOCKE, THE WIZARD DETECTIVE.

IN NEXT WEEK'S

ISSUE!

crm——r
(Continued from previows page.) Loder,” =was the calm, steady reply. was well filled with expensive * sinokes,”
eh¥—amd you dont cove whether you “Things arc too jolly simx;_ in the and extended it to Loder., .
win or lo<, 50 long as you ave your Remove for my liking, so I've come “Have one, Loder?” he said. “ How
littie Autter.” down for n'hlt of cxcitement. Care fo aboul a little round at nap? I've got a

The Bﬂnmder noddded.

Caobb, Joliffe, and Cohen exchanged sly
E'Eam:ea

Vernon-Smith in the post had been an
expert card player, anu. indeeo,
picked up many o =barp practive from
the rascally erew he had mixed with at
the Cross Keys. But Cobb now took the
view that he was oot of practice, ard
would be easy to'reok. He had gathered
that impression from the juniors play
the night before. Little did he suspect
that Vernon-Smith had purpaselsy lost in
ovder to further the emds of the bttlo
plot’ that had formuleted itself in lis
fertile mind,

* All right,” zaid Cohen, catching a sly
wink from Mr, Cobb. e play fve
shillings up, Master Smith. Put down
der inoney 17

The Bounder sgt at the table opposite
Cohen, and tho game commenced, Cabhb
and Joliffe looked on, drinking and
smoking.

Veruon-Bmith Iost the first round, but
the next time he won. He lost again
and then, playing with his old skill and
cunning, he began to win steadily.

He could see that Cohen was playing
sharply, but he conntered the money-
lender with ‘subtke tricks of his own. It
was a1 case of diamond cut chamond, and
the Bounider proved hinseli too L‘tuw:r
for Mr. Coben. The pile of money in
front of him grew and grew, and Cohen's
discomfiture 1ncreased.

The gaine had been in progress some
time when the well-known tresd of
Gerald Loder sounded en the gravel out-
side. In response to his tap at the door
Cobb adimitted hin. .

The prefect gave o slart on sceing
Vernon-Smith.

The Dounder waz seated at the table,
smoking steadilv and dealing the enrdds,
He looked vound and prinned at I..ﬂ-d&"

" Vernon-Smith ! ¥You here!" ejacu-
lated the prefect.

“Yez, I've returned to the giddy fold,
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take a hand *™”

Loder did not reply. te that. He
walked over to i:.lm r.}*-F e -g:u.I{. of !..T‘u: room
with  Cohb. der's. face gone

momentarvily pa.le oh seding the B-‘.:uur;lm*
Lhere.

“What's his game, Cobb?” he de
manded tensely, “ Does he suspect any-
thing—about me and Cohen ?”

“Taor' bless your soul, no " sand Mr.
Cobb jovialiy. *“Why, Master Vernon-
Sinith only met Cuhen for the first time
to- night Don't wyou worry, Master
Loder, 'e ﬂupﬂ.ut Enow ansshing. 'E
was down ‘ere last night, aftés you 'ad
gone, and ‘e can't ‘gve ol w ind of any-
lhinp:‘ Master Smith ‘as come Lack to
'is old pals, and iuh wight do well to
I:EEp friundl:, with - ", M-.t-!:-tt:l' Loder.
K's pot sonic money to IE‘-‘-L

Loder drew o deep breath.

“All vight, then. Sa ]ﬁmu as he isn't
down cre to spy oneme—>"1

“Bpy on vou! Wot for?" sard Mr.
Cobb curiously,

The prefect Aushed,

“Oh, nothing 1™

Varnon-Smith was looking across at

hin.

“Coming over, Loder?” he called.
“Mr. Cohen savs he's going to turn it
in"

The meoneyvlender was seowling at the
pile of moncey that had been transferred
from his side of the table io the
Eemovite's.

Cohen had fondly imagined that hLin

could flecee the schoolboyv, only to find
that the schoolboy had fecced him. It
gave Mr. Cohen o pain to part with
money, and as e had lost to the tune of
Gver four pounds, he was not feeling par-

treularly happe,

“Ler luek va- aramst me- hie
moaned, “I give wyou best, DMaster
Smith.”

The Bounder smiled sardomeally, Iis
eves were glinting.

Ha took out a cirareite-case, which

it of tin to loze, you sec.”

Loder’s eves gleamed as he looked at
the money.

He took a cigarette, Lit up, and sat at
the table,

“All right, Vernon-Smith, I'll play

vou,” he said. “Omnly two bob up,
though, I'm not wery flush.'
“Larry on, then !

Loder had two pounds, having recolved
an unexpected remeittance that morming.

He and Vernon-Smith plaved, and as
the Bounder conlinued to lose to him,
Loder’s cheerfulness increased,

Suddenly thora was a banging at tho
pate, and Vernon-Snuth sprang up.

“What was that ! he exelatmed, with
an air of alarvn.

“Only the wind, T expect, Master
Smith,” said Cobl, “ Why, wot are you
Im::uLm_r-r 50 nervous abont #"

“There's someone at the gate ! saud
the Removite sharply. ©I—T didu't say
anvthing, Cobb, but T had an idea I had
been followed from Greyfriars to-night.
Oh, mx hat

Vernon-Bmith was at thoe window, amd
as he looked out he uttered a cry of

alarm. Loder sprang (o lis fect with a
clatter.

“Whe is it, Vernon-Smith?"  he
rap[fe:,l,

* Look here, Loder!”

The prefect sprang over to the window
and peered out,

The meonlight revealed a well-known
figure standing on the gravel path just
inside the gate.

Loder's face paled,

TMe Quoleh ™ he wutiered, “ Oh,
good heavens !

The figure standing at the gake of the
('ross Kevs was I;I:IIHIIF‘I.‘..‘I]-..E],‘:FltV {hat of
the Remove master. Any doubt as lo
that disappeared  from Loder’s mind
when bie heard the sharp voice of Mr
Oueleh rap out in the darkness outside.

“Wharton ! Cherey ! Nugent! Come
oitk. of hiding this n=tant 1"

Loder stood at the bar-room window
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locking out in petrified horror  &nd
gEnazoment.

Out of the bushes at the side three
Ggures appeared,  They were Harry
Vilmrton, Bob Cherry, and Frank
Nugent of the Hemove,

““Bovs, what ara you doing here—al
this place, at such an howr "

Mr. Queleh’s voice came clearly to
Loder and Vernon-Smith, who were at
the window.

#I—I—I——"" stammered Harry Whar-
ion, as if nonphissed,

“You have followed Vernon-Smith
from the dormitory, amd have broken
baunds in order to warn him that I am
out looking for him ' rapped the vorca
of the Remove master harshly,

Neither of the three juniovs replied.

The face of “Mr, d“ﬁ-h:h.” showing
plainly in the moenlight, was very grim
and foreboding in expression.

“T thought as much! You lads knew
that Vernon-Smith had come down to
thiz disreputable place, to enter nto
gsspciation  with the low, gambling
wretehes who frequent ik, You knew
that any Greyfriars boy found here would
b instantly expelled, and, finding that
I was following Vernon-8mith, you came
aut to warn him, and to defeat 1y pur-
pose ! DBut the vonng rascal shall not
clude mie. He iz inside this place, and
1 shail take it upon myeelf to enter and
catch him red-handed, Even if hie has
been warned, be eannot leave without
being seen. Wharton, Cherry, Nugent,
I command vou to wait outside, and
make no zound !

“KWery  well,
Wharton.

Vernon-Bmith twned te Loder, who
was at his side at the window,

*Well, Loder, it looks as though tlhe
game's up for hoth of us™ ho  said
calnly. “Quelehy will be in in a
minute, and we shall beth be caught.”

Loder panted,

“You won't give me away, Smith¥™
hé exclaimed burriedly,  “You'll let me
hi.llﬂ ? BI r. ql“!llﬂ' r’l Yy i(ll?ll‘t]:; (Iﬂﬂ'ﬁ“ I.1'
suspect that T'mi hore, and—and he
mustn’t see me!”

The Bounder smiled evnically,

“Why should T shicld von, Loder?”

“There's no need for vou to drag me
into this " eried Loder, aliiost eringing
beforc the Removite. * Queleh is bound
to catch you, Vernon-Smith., I'd help
you if I could, but nothing can be done,
3o if [ hide, and vou say nothing about
me, I—=I'll do my best afterwards to
make things easy for vou. You won't
give mie awav, will vou ?”

Vernon-Smath  wheeled  ronmd  and
looked the prefect straight in the eves,

“ Look here, Loder, we might as weli
be straight with each other I’ he zaid in.
cigively. " It may come as a surprise {o
you to know that I know who took thar
moeney from your desk. IE wasnt
Bolsover minor, bal you ™

Loder fell back as though be had beon
struck.

“What 1" he exclaimed thickly.
=y know ¥

“Yes, I know the truth—and I want
vou to adoul it ! rapped the Bounder,
cosurveying  him with  ghitering  oyes.
" Listen to me, Loder; we are both
caught m a trap to-night. Mr, Quelch
13 outside, and he'll be in any minute
now, to eateh va, You may hide if you
like, but if 1 choose to tell Mr. Quelch
that you are here, and rout you out of
vour hiding-place, where will you be
%then *

“You won't do that, Smith ™ whined
Yoder, " You won't sneask on me?"”

The Bounder gripped him by the arm.

*¥ will snesk on you, Loder—F]l be-

st replied | Harry

*“Yon

tray vou here te-night, unless you do os
I suv !™ he suid sternly,

Yoder looked wildly at him.

“Do oas you say? What do you mean;
Vornon-Smith ¥

“ T mean that I'll save you, 1if vou do
the rvight thing ahd  save young
Dolsover,” was the calm rejoner.
“Vou have taken six pounds out of the
Senior Dramatic Club funds to repay
thiz scoundrel, €ohen, the interest on a
loan. You acted the emnbezzler and the
thief, Loder, and when you saw your
apportunity, you laid the blame on
Baolsover minor, to safeguard yonr own
mizerable skin., Yon would see the kid
cxpelled from Greyfriars and disgraced
for life, rather than own up ¥

Lobb. Joliffe, and Coken, and one or
fwo other rascals from the billiards-
room had gatiwred round and were his-
tening in astanishment.

“ But you've gol o own up and save
Bolsover minor from cxpulsion—other-
wise 1 shall give you away to Mr.
Cueleh now, and vou ecan suffer the con-
sequences. Nob only will T give you
away to Mr. Quelch, but 'l tell the
whole story of vour dealings with Cohen
and prove you to be a thief!”

Loder licked his dey lipe.

Hiz face wasz ashen pale, his eyés glit-
teving like those of a trapped fox.

“What—what do you want me to do,
Vernon-8mith 7" e muttered.

The Dounder turned to the table, and

—

took up the money —hoth his ewn and
Loder's.

e connted out six povnds and held
out the money o Loder.

“Here are the siz pounds that will
make up the club funds, Loder,” he
said guickly. " Two pounds of this i3
your ownp anoney, and four I have won
from Cohen.”

The monevlender snarled at this. e
made & movement to snateh at Vernon-
Bmith's ‘hand, but the junior deftly
cluded lum.

“You ¢an take this wmoney, Loder, getb
it changed into notes in the morning,
and give them to Wingate, and tel]l him
that "you made a mistake about the
money being stolen. Tell him that you
mislaid it and heve just found it
Apologise to Dolsover minor and -lo
Wingate for all the tronble you have
caused. You'll look a bit of a ool I
know, and Wingale may sineil & rat, but
that's vour look.out, Anvway, it's a
chance, and T give you Lhe alternative
of accepting that, or being exposed here
to-night w]ﬁmr Mr. Quelch comes Lin
Qatick ! Fe'll be at the door al sny
minute now,™”

Loder gritted his teeth.

“Alb rvight, Vermon-Bimnth. You've
ol me in your hands, youn rvoiter. Give
me the money, and I'l do &s you say.”

“ e woment ™ rapped the Bounder,
as Loder beld out his hand to fake the
IOnEY, "I ddon’'t ftrust you—yer.
You've got to moke a written confession

Loder sprang to his feet.
Loder's face paled.

Vernon-Smith. was at the window, and as he looked out he uttered a cry of alarm.
“Who Is 1t? ** he asked hoarsely.
revealed a well-known figure walking down the gravel path jusi inside the gate.
** Mr. Quelch !* he muitered.
(See Chapler 11.)

The moonlight
** Oh, good heavens [

Tug Maigrer Lisrany.—XNo. 937,
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that you took the money and aceused
Bolsover minor of the theft, knowing
at the time that it was a false accusation
and that you were the real thief., Wriie
that out, Loder, and sign it, and T'll
hold 1t till to-mworrow. I you go to
Wingate and do as 1 say, and clear up
the matter without any [urther bother,
Tl hand veu your confession back, and
you can destroy it. Otherwise, I shall
of course, toke the paper to the Head.
Now, do you aprec to ilhat, Loder?
You'd better make ug your mind
quickly. Mc. Quelch will bo here in a
minute.™

Lader clenched his Rsta.

“You've got me in a trap, hang youl”
he muttered fercely. * I ehall have
to do as you say!”

“Hurery up, then. "Here's o piece of
paper and & fountain-pen.  Write out
the confession, and I'll give you the
money, and then I'Ml goont to My
Quelch and go back with him to Grey-
frizsrs wilthout mentioning you. I'll
shield you, Loder—hovour bright.”

*Very well,” muttered the prefect
thickly.

He seriblded a hasty admission of his
guilt on & pago torn from the Bounder's
pocket-book. Then, as a percmptory
rapping  sounded on  tha bar-parlone
doot, Vernon-Smith took the paper from

TLoder and handed him the six pounds n
exchange.

“There vou are, Loder.
the lhards-room-—qguick.”

The rascally prefeet lost no time in
emnplj_mu%‘ with that insiruction. e
ran into the billiards-room and crouched
foarfully under one of the tables.

Rap, rap, rap ! came at the door,

“'iire, 1 sav, 1 don't ‘arf like this
business " exclaimed Mr, Cobb,  *“1f
this is a plant, Master Smith—"-"

“It isp't a plant!” said the Dounder
between his teeth, “T'll open the door
and face the music, Cobb. BMr. Quelch
hes eaught me, and there's no getting
oub of it."” .

He stepped (o the door and opened it.

The figure of Mr. Quelch stood re-
vealed in the doorway.

There was an exclamation in the well-

Now hide m

¥

known sharp tones of the Remove
maskter.,
“Ah' Vernon-=2mith! Then I have

caught you, frequentipg this low haung
when vou ought to be in bed at Grey-
friars! I have caught you red-handed,
you reckless young scoundrel !

“Yes, sir!” said the Bounder calmly.

*“ Are you not ashamed, Vernon-Bmith,
of your reprehensible conduct? Do you
1ot realise the baseness and gravity of
what you have done ¥

“There's no need to rub it in, sir”
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said the Bounder, with Lis chavacteristia
coolness.  "I'll go  hack with you
guietly.™

“You had belter, you young scoun-
drel. Come with me !

Vernon-Smith turned in the doorway
and bestowed a cynical smile on the
assembled company. As for Y Mr
Quelel,” the look he gave Messrs. Cobb
& Co., was of the deepest contempt and
disgust. Then he took Vernon-Bmith by
his jacket collar and hustled him away.

Loder did not come out-of his hiding-
place wuntil “Mr. Quelch” and the
juniors had disappearcd in the darkness
outside.

He pecred nervously through the bar-

arlour blind, and then drew & deep
Erenth of relief.

“Thank oodness I he  mutbiered.
“ YVernon-Smith has not giwun me aways
I—I think he'll keep s word., If Le
docan’t, I'm done for [

Cobb gave a growl,

“ Mazter Vernon-Smith is az deep as
they make ‘e " he said. “ I shouldn’t
be surprised if ‘e ‘mdu’t Tad all this
thought out afore’and. 'E's a cute
card.”

“He's a leetle schoundrel ! moaned
ohen. “He vas von four quid of my
money=—and he cheated—I kpow he
cheated, because ¥ tried to trick him
meingelf. - Oh, mein gootness 1™ _
Meanwhile, Herbert Verpon-8mith
was marched away into the wood by
“NMr. (%uoinh.“ with Harry Wharton &
Co. behind. When they were a safe
distance from the CUross lieys, they
atopped, and Boeb Cherry slapped  Mr
Quelch * heartily on the back.

“Good old Wib! You worked the
giddy oracle a treat !” he said,

“Ow! You needu't break mmy back-
bowe, then, you walleyed chump:”
gasped the peeudo Mr, Quelch,  ““Well,
Smithy, did I time cverything all
right ™

“Vou couldn't bave done it beiter!”
chinckled the Bounder, “The trick
worked like a charm ™

“Have you got Loder’s confession?”
asked Harry Wharton guickly.

“Rather! It's here, in my pocket-
book. I've handed Loder the six guid
to give to Wingate in the morning—two
quid of it was his own money he had
come down to gamble with, and the
other four I got frem Cohen, playin
eards. So both the scoundrels have ha
to pay mmef.hinl_g[ towards it1”

“My word! How ripping ! _

“You've jolly artful, Smithy!" said
Pob Cherry admiringly. “1I'm blessed
if I dou't learn to be a bit of a bounder.
It must be awfully useful.”

Verpon-Smith smiled. )

“My old tricks were certainly usciul
to-night,” he said. “I properly put the
wind up Loder. He was in a blue funk,
and wrote the confossion like & lamb. 1
left him hiding under a billiards-table,
frightensd to move in case Quelchy
spotted him."

“Ha, ha, hat” i ]

The juniors returned to Greylrars in
greal good spirits,

Wibley and the Bounder were con-
gratulated on the parts they had played

L]

- in outwitting Leoder and forcing lhim

to clear the name of Dolsover winor.

They got back to bed in the Remove
dormitory without mishap, and went to
sleep, fecling immensely satisfed.

And 2 long, weary hour Jater Gerald
Loder of the Sixth slunk inte Greyiriars
fearfully, and crawled into bed in a far
from cheerful state of mind. " He lay
awake for a if.:mﬁ-: time, obsessed with
disquicting thoughts, and the first grey
streaks of carly dawn were crecping in
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at the windows eve at lazt he [ell 1o
a iroubled slumber.

- L] - ™ L

Loder was surmised next mopning
wien he saw Vernon-Smith on the stairs,
chatting cheerfully with Harry Wharton
& Cor-and Wibley. :

Ha stopped short,
walked over to him.

“NWell, Loder, have you gone to Win-
gate vet? he asked.

*Not—not  yet,” muttered TLoder.
“But what—why—how ie it vou are
here, altoy—m"m

* After last night, you mean?®” smiled
{the Bounder, “ You are wondering why
1 haven't got into o [earful vow—eh?
Well Quelchy was very decent over it.
In fact, I don't think T =hall get into a
row &t all!™ |

Loder looked dazed.

“You—you mean You've worked Lim
round with :ome plausible yavn, you
Foung sweepl’

The DRounder shirugged his shoulders,

“That's my business, Loder.  The
point 15, are yvou going to Wingate and
give him that money!”

Yo, muttered the prefect.
going now.” .

“Good ege!”

Apd Loder went.

The news went round after dinmner
that the myetery of the missing eluly
funds hed been cleared uvp. Loder had
miszlaid the money, and had jnst found
it and handed it intact to Wingate.
Bolscver minor was innocent, after all!

Great was the joy in the ranks of the
Tlird and Hﬂﬂng when Billy, " after

and 1the Dounder

“I—1"m

being summoned to Wingate's study, .

came back with a heppy face and shining
eyes to tell that the news was true and
that his name was cleared. Loder had
apologised to him in front of Wingate,
and nobody now could call him a thief.

The aoffaiv created a great stir at
Groviriars.

Fellows who had previously downed
Boleover minor now turned angrily
against Loder for fobling the school and
bringing such o grave and unfounded
accusation against sn  innocent fag.
Some even woent so far a3 to hazard at
the actual truth—that Loder himself had
stolen the money, and had only just been
able to scrape up enough (o repay it.

Wingate es good as intimated to
Loder that he did not believe he had
mielaid the money at all, but had used
it for his own purpose. But he took no
further action other than to have & new
treasurer of the dramatic club elected—
which the whole school agreed was only
right and" proper, under the circum-
stances.

Many hard thimgs were =zaid concern-
ing Bolsover major. H¢ heard most of
them, too, but showed no resentment.
Harry Wharion had a word with the
Remove bully after dinner, and told him
how he had made his young brother
sufier. Bolsover was completely changed
from his former attitede of resentinent
towards the fag. Wharton did not
weigh his words, and he sueceeded in
Lringing out ithe best in DBolsover's
noture and making hum feel ashamed of
Tiimself,

Balsover called Billy info his study
afterwards.

2 HHE s
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Herbert Vernon-Smith was marched away into ithe wood by the pseudo Mr, Quelth,
with Harry Wharton & Co. following behind, prinning.
safe distance from the Cross Keys * Mr. Quelch » removed his hand from the
Bounder™s collar. ** Good old Wib ! ** said Bob Cherry. ** You worked the giddy

oracle a trest ! **

‘When they were 3t &

(See Chapter 11.)

The fag weni i Lnadly,

Bolsover closed the deor, awml then
turned with a crimzon face towards his
Iinor,

He held out his large hand.

“m osorry, Hubert,” he said huskily.
“LI've been a bully and & cad, but 11
see where I was wrong now. Will you
fovgive me?™

Billy put his own {iny hand in his
major's and clasped it warinly.

“It's orlright, Percy. There's nothin’
o forgive. ¥You ain't ashamed of me
now, ake youl®

“ Ashamed of yon! I—=T'm ashamed
of myzelf, kid, for the way I've {reated
you. DBut T—1'm sorvy.”

Bolsover could say no  more—his
rugeed nature would not let him, but
the look 1o his eyes and the warmth of
hiz handelasp were elogquent epough of
lits foelings.

Fears shone i Billy's eves—tearvs of
happacss, '

The brothers had tea together that

diy. and there was no happier fellow
in the whale of Greyfriars than Bolsover
unnor of the Third.

Vernon-Smith visited Loder during the
aflternoon, He gave Loder his written
confeszion, and saw the prefect hurl #
savagely into the fire,

And then the Bounder, in cool,
deliberate tones, told Loder of how lre
hiad been hoodwinked last might. He
cxplained how he and Wibley had
played their parts, and as the full
significance of his revelations dawned
nupon Loder the prefect Bew into a royal
rage,

Vernon-Smnth left him, fuming with
wrath and chagrin, and went back to
the Remove quartera, iz face wreathed
in & trivmphant smile, -

- Loder had worked his plot well, but
it was the Bounder's counter-plot that

had beén his wodoing and brought the
truth te lLight!

THE EXD.

T T T e T e T T T T T T e T T O T T T T TR T TR (LT B

NOW LOOK OUT FOR:

“THE HAND OF AN ENEMY !” rranx nicharos §

T T TR T T T T e T T T e T L T T TR T LT P T P TR T L L T T

Next Monday's ripping story
of Harry Wharton & Co., by



2¢ GRAND NEW FOOTBALL AMD DETECTIVE STORY STARTS NEXT WEEK!

A TOUGH NUT ! Despite thelr force of numbers and lhefr cunning iwiles, the Wolves find in Ferrers Locke a focmon

anore than woerthy of their ateel.

In the Wireless Room !

b H, my hat " breathed Jack.
“May as well have a look ab
‘ern while we are about it
drawled Locke. He stooped,
end crawled through the dpening, fol-
lowed by the other three.

There was scarcely suflicient space [or
them to stand erect, as they crowded
togother an the tiny room below the old
moat. The two torches revealed the
heaped jewels upon three sides of thew,
lying in the shadow of the dusty shelves
fj;a.t lined the =tone walls. Ihamonds
sparkled in careless profusion, and beside
t@tn heaped necklaces of creamy pearls.
Rings and pendants of old carved gold,
embedded with precious stones; d-
plate  that glowed like sunlight!
Jewelled collars and tiaras, cxguisite
crnamenis of beaten gold!

Jack Drake laughed, and rubbed Lis

eyes, :

“Jove,” raid the youngster, *'this
takes the bispuit! This lot must be
worth giddy millions! I'd neyer

dreamed it'd be so wonderful as this,
the treazure of Lone Manori™

“No wonder Silva and Drood, and the
rest of 'em, wers ‘mighty keen to get
their claws into this 1itﬁﬁ ot 1" muttered
Travers. .

0ld Armitage was staring rpund-eyed,
his red nighteap sot at a rakish angle.
Ferrers Locke laughed coelly.

“Yes, 16 13 a wonderful sight,” he
murmured. * The ancient heirfooms of
some of tho noblest and wealthiest
families of Imperial Russia! Saved from
the wreck!"

. The detective paused suddenly, listen-
ing.

Faintly though it came {o them, down
in that underground room, Locke's cars
had caught the sound of a motor-car's
engines from somewhere above,

“Who on ecarth can that be?"” Locke
[rowned., “0dd, at this time of the
morning "

“I'll go and see, guv'nor,” =zaid Jack
D g it IhFonah |

He slipped . out throu a opening,
and they heard his feet. on the winding
stone steps that led up inte the tower.
04 the car there was now no sound.

Tae MicNer Lieeary.—No. 837,
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“Let's get out of here,” said Locke.

It was a3 they were replacing the
dummy slab that Jack's returning foot-
steps rang out above their heads. The
j:mtngs.tér Was runnh:&g.

“What's up?” cried Tom sharply.

And before Jack came into sight-round
the bend in the stairs, his breathless
words had made their faces a0 tense,

“Cuv'nor! It's Bilva—Silva, and
Searamanga, and Kyushe, and Strovel-
sky ! The Wolves are hera!”

“The Wolves I

The shaking cry broke from old Armi-
tage, and his lips had gone colourless.
A clutching, claw-like hand trembled en
Locke's sleeve,

“The Wolves! Oh, my heavens—the
Wolves! They've come again!”

Lodkte's face was very grim.

“I never thought they could get hero
50 soon,” he said coolly. " Bilva, 8cara-
manga, and the Japanese must hava
come straight down here from East-
crouch, and picked up the Russian on
the way! Clear ¢nough that Strovolsky
has told them of the hiding-place of the
treasure——""

Ho broke off, turning to Jack Drake.

“Are they in force?™

Jack nodded,

“Looks like full strength,” he said.
“I saw three car-loads of "em. Siiva
and the other leaders were in one, and
the other two were packed with about
What's the pro-
gramme, guv'nori’”’

The youngater’'s voice was ceol, but
it held a faint tremeor that revealed his
inward excitement, The ayes of tho
detective, loo, were gleaming.

The “situation was desperate. But
Locke loved a tight corner; there was in
him & reckless trait that made adventure
the very broath of life to Ferrers Locke,
And now, with what nust prove to be
the preat final battle of wits Between
himself and that sinister organisation,
the Wolves, <lose at hand, cke was
at hii best; cool and voreflled, a faint
expicctant smmile lurking at the corners of
lips of steel, and
eyes that Eg’ld. the glitter of sizel.

“Quick!” he snapped. “Up we geot!
Out of this hole, or we shall be caught

e gets the last lpugh, onyrweay, out of ——-

THE

MYSTERY

OF
LONE
MANOR!

(Conclusion.)

Introducing Ferrers Locke,
the world-famous detective,
and his boy

assistant,

Jack Drake.

like ratz in a trap; they't} comao straight
here! We must galn the wireless-room !

"My hat, the wireless [¥ eried Jack.

"Exackly ! murmured Locke, and
sprang for the stairs

As they came up into the lower part
of the tower, the party could hear a
thunderous knockiong on the front door
af the house, Of t%m three cars, or of
the attackers, there waz no szign. All
soemed to be upon the farther side of
the house, by the drawbridge.

The thundering on the cﬁ:u}r coased,
and was followed by a sudden crash,

Crash, erash! Dull and ominous.

“Sounds like a battering-ram!"” mut-
tered Travers. * They mwust have taken
one of thosze felled trees from the plant.
ation, and are uszing it to smash in the
door [

“Talk about the Middle Ages, this is
the real thing!” put in Jack Drake
dryly, “Attackers have won the draw-
bridge, and are smashing on the main
gateway with a battering-ram|”

The great thudding blows could be
heard plainly. No need for seercey or
caution in an attack on so lonely a house
as Lone Manor |

There was no means of ascent in the
tower itself from the lower to tha upper
room. Ferrers Locke & Co. had to get
into the houwse before they could gain
the room where the wireless was, J:‘E‘Fen
az ther scrambled in through an open
window ab the back, they heard the
front door splinter and break, and crash
in before the final blow from the tree-
trunk, wielded by ten men.

“They're in!" breathed Jack.

“How can we get upstairs?” mutiered
Locke. ®“Cant go through the hall--
they're ﬁﬁ'arm{ng inta the hall like bees
an

Y“Phis way, this way ! eried old Armi-
tage shakily., " Tollow me!"

Led by the old manservant, the party
hurried up a back stairway. from the
kitchen guarters. Two minutes later
they were 1o the Litile room at the top
of the tower. .

' Adam Guelph had furpished it as a
study. Thick carpets contrasted oddl
with the stonp floor, and the walls h

been panellad. Agiaimt one side of the
rooma was the table on which the big
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wireless sct was arranged. Neay b
stood a heavy eapboard,

“That's moing against the door ™
Locke.

It took the uniied slrengih of tbhe
deleckive and the twe youngsters o dray
the cupboard into pesition. but onee
done 1t formed a barricade that was all
but impregrable.  Then Locke turned
swiftly to Lhe wireless apparatus.

He sat down before 11, and elapped
the phones and mouthpicee to his head
—tho transmitting apparatus was licted
for telephony, Hiz hand wenk out and
+w}ielu:-.f over [romr recciving to send-
ing, and the hig power-valve lit up. The
detective's crisp volee spoke 1nto the
microplhone

“Forrers Locke, privaie investigalor,
calling, Help wanied, urgent! Trapped
at Lone Manor, near Sharn, 1n Kens, by
& eriminal organization.™

Ho repeated the message hall a dozen
titnes in the same quict, steady voice,
then switched baek to reception.  His
hand turned the variable condenser as
he histened intently for-<any rveply that
might come to him oubt of the cther.

' No answer,” he muttered. “TH try
with a bit higher wavelength; [ was
sending out on about twoe-twenly inetres
g ——"

Ax hoe spoke, there was a quick ory
from Tom Travers.

The Larkham City [ootbalicr had been
at the narrow window that lit the tower-
rootn, ﬂFE‘i'll}Dkiﬂ? the sireleh of woat
that van along the back of the house,
Hoe swang vound with gleaming eyes,

“ Here they arc!™

And while Ferrers Locke again sent
outh that desperate message to the out-
side world, fn{'k Drake and old Armii-
age joined Tom at the window.

A little knot of men had come round
the far corner of the bumlding, hurrying
along the path oun the inner side of the
moat towards the tower.

The slimy, panther-hike figore of Silva,
with his dark eves and handsome face,
could be seen beside that of Scavamanga,
the tall Greek. With them was Strovel-
skv, the bearded Russian, who strode
beside Kvashu, tha litle  Japancse.
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Three other men compleled the hurry-
g group.

“ Coming suraighi to the tower to find
out 1f it's true. those words Strovolsky
peril onn the emerabd,” mutterved Tom.
I suppose the rest ave searching the
house for vz They must know we are
here,  There's oor car to give the
came avway.’

They peered dovit. Silva was talking
and laughing. bis face §it with his silky
smife,  He seomed very pleased with
himself.  Awpparently the capture - of
oot was not worrving the hall-breed
Spaviard unduly, e was pot the man
to irouble bimscli about a [rietd who
banel gone under,

Without glancing up the little group
vantshed into fhe tower beveath, and
ik the same time olher footsteps could
be heard approaching dewn the passage
autsicde the barricaded door.

“Now they'll tamble to it 1™ mutioroed
Jill.’['-i.

Avmitage gave a frightencd gasp az

it door-handle tvened and rattled in

e silewee,  There was o heavy knock
apon the panels, and Tom chuckled
rrimly.

“Thex' it e untucky if ther iry to
break that door douwn? whisperved Lhe
vonng [ootballer,

Telind them Locke was switching
cver once nwore for transmission.

“No duek ver,” he murmured. Tt'a
too enrly in the daw. 1If I'd sent this
out in ihe cvening, hundreds of thou-
sand: of listeners-in would have L:ielr.-:ll
the message up all over England [

A thomderaus knoek shook the door
behimd  the capboard that had been
dengged against it.

“Come out of iL)” velled a voice.
“The game s op ™

“Trapped at Lowe Manor, near
Eharn, in Kent,” the wvoice of Locke
wont on steadily intd the meraphaone.

Another blow upon ibe deor., then
reiveating footsteps died away down the
PRESATC.

For live muonubes or morve they were
lefr undisturbed., Then Jack Drake, at
ihe window, called softly do the ollues,
Slaving down, they =aw  Silva and
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Sivovolsky  come  into  sight  below.

Silva’s purring laugh came floating up
1o them, exultant.

“Bo we win at last, Stravelsky [

And as he spoke Rilva opencd his
liupds, Tn cach lay a ghttering heap of
juwels, touched 1o a thousand glittering
points of fire by the morning sun,

Strovelsky threw back his head in a
burst of triawmnphant laughter, and sud-
tlenly his face set. His eyes were upon
the watching faces at the tower window.
e clutched at Silva's arm.

“Look! 'There they are! TUp there !

Silva swung round, startled, and s
eyes gleamed up darkly. A moment
later ho was. smiling. and with & mock-
ing bow lhe held owi the jewels in his
lingers.

“Good-moerning,  gontlemen!™  he
called suavely., " We had wondered
where you were hLiding! Dut the firse
itimg we wished te find was the little
haard of frinkets we knew to be zecreted
here at Lone Manor. As you sce, vne
have already been fortunate enough lo
discover their whereabouts, They look
remarkahly preity, do they not”

He laughed mockingly.

“Aud now, might 1 suggest ithat you

end this farce of resistance—if you
intend to resist ws?  We huve you
trapped. Ik will be belfer for you lo

mive us as Htfle trouble &z possible by
coming down, gentlemen. DBt 1 do nob
so0 Ferrers Locke.  Surely lLie hes net
deserted yon ™
“Mr. Locke 3

engaged 8t ihe
moment,”. anaweved Jack

Drake in tha

sarne oool, mocking tones. " But let
mo answoer for him., Yen wish us to
come down’?”

“Tte  would Dbe  best! snarvled
Strovolsky.

“Then here is our answer,” zaid tho
voungster stoadily—and the next instaut
an automaiic was gleawing o his hand.
Like a flash Strovolsky and &ilve Bung
themselves Torward. out of sighi, at the
foot of the tower. At the same momentg
the sharp ceack of a bullel came splinter-
ing through tha doov of the room hehind
Jack, Unheard, the attackers had crept
softly back, and now the assault wpon

: **Here’s your friend,” said Ferrers Locke tauntingly, And with all the strength of
1 those sieel arms the detective sent the writhing Japanese huriling through the air

at the oneoming knot of men.

(See page 27.}
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tha door of the wireless-room was about
to commenca, .

For a whila the room echoed with
deafening noite. The men in the
pazsage were attacking the stout door
with axes and crowbars. Of Silva and
the men whoe had discovered the
treasure-chamber there was no further
sign. They had taken the precaution of
leaving the tower at the farther side,
where the door was not commanded
from the room above.

The door itself would not withstand
the attackers long. Thatf was soon clear.
But the heavy cupboard wonld prove o
difficult obstacle.

The cupboard had stopped the bullets
that had been pumped in through the
door very effectively. On a sudden im-
pulsa Jack crept forward and put the
muzzle of hiz aptometic to the crack
between the cupboard and the already
splintered door-panels. He pressed the
trigger, and the lead went smnshmg
through into the passage beyond. -
scream rang out, and a string of muffled
oaths followed. .

#That's made "em think!" chuckled
Tom Travers, _

0Old Armitage was seated on & chair
by the window, on the lock out for a
sign of the men below. Locke was still
seated, as though utterly unconcerned,
at the wireless apparatus.

“T say, Jack” muttered Tom sud-
denly, “d’vou smell anything?"

The youngzter sniffed. Hiz eyes grew
startled.

“By gum, yes! Burning!”

Ho glanced towerds the window. Old
Armitage was on his feet, his face white,
Up past the window & thin stream of
smoke was rising, :

“My heavens!” breathed Jack, and
jumped for the window,

Locke turned his head.

“What's up?” he asked calmly,

- The beating on the door had ceased.
Tom Travers turned from the window
abruptly. i

“Mr. Locke,” he said, “they're brying
another plan pow, They're trying to
gmoke us out! By Jove, feel the heat of
tha floor! Thoy've cleared the treasure
out from the secret room, 1 suppose, by
now, and they've lit & great fire beneath
us while wo'vo had our atlention taken
by the attack on the door! There's a
furnace in the room below !

Thoe smoke was rising thicker. The
wind sent the heavy wreaths curling 1in
at the window, and Jack sprang to shol
it. Cheoking fumes were creeping into
the barricaded room, and the fHagstones
of the floor were already hob to the
touch of Tom's fingers,

“There's one thing,” muttered Jack,
“the tower's of stone, so0 it won't burn.”

# No, but they can bake us alive easy
enough,” said Locke quietly. His
mouth was set grimly. Then suddenly
he turned back to the wireless apparatus
and moved the condenser, His face
showed that he was listening intently,

“Guv'nor,” coried Jack, “have von
got an answer? 5

For some moments the deteclive did
not answer. He switched back to trans-
mission, and spoke quickly.

“Thank goodness, you ¢an helpt It's
urgent—unot a minuto fo lose! Tom
Travers i3 in this, too—yes. We're
relying on you !

He slipped the phones from his ears
and sprang to his fect with gleaming
eyos,

“They're coming now!" he cried.

[

“*They're eix miles away, at Sheer-
chester. Apparently they’'ve been down
there in training for Saturday's mateh.
One of 'em has been listening-in, and
picked up my moessape! They're coming
by car, with the police. Won't take
'vm long if they den’t miszs the road!”

“But who on earth 1z 117" cried Tom
Travers. :

“Why,” laughed Locke, # none othey
than your pals, the Larkham City foot-
ball team !™

Inio the Moai !

OM TRAVERS' eves lit up.
"By Jove!” he exclauned.
“The Larks to the reseus!

That's the stuff to give "em ™
“What a wonderful bit of Juck!’
breathed Jack Drake. * You sav they're
at Bheerchester, guv'nor, six miles away?
They ought ko be here in half an hour.”

The air of the wireless-room was be-
coming unbearable.  The imprisoned
party could hear the roar of the flames
in the room below., Though the window
had been closed, fumes were penetrating
somehow, creeping up through the inter-
stices of the old stone floor. Old Armi-
tage was coughing and asping.
E‘errers Locke stooped and touched the

o0,

“Warming up all right,” he remarked
dryly.  “The stones are getting pretty
well red-hot! T can feel it through the
soles of my shoes, too. Talk about a
hothouse——"

Beads of sweat were standing ocut on
the brow of everyone in there. The heat
was increasing with every minute.

“We can't stand this much longer!™
muttered Jack, “We shall be baked
brown if we stay here, puv'nor! Wa
shali have to gebt out: and I supposo
they're waiting for us in the passage,
like ferrets at a rathole!”

Smoke was pouring up past the win-
dow, darkening the room. The Wolves
had done the job thoroughly : there were
noe  half-measures about Silva, Scara-
managa, Strovolsky, and Kyusha., Farni-
ture, and logs from the planfation, well
drenched with oil, Lad been piled in
the lower part of the old stone tower.
A minuts after itz lighting the pile had
been a roaring furnace.

“Yes, we've pot to get out,” said
Locke. The detective’s voice was won-
derfully calm, considering the deésperate

osition that they were in. My head's

cginning to reel with the heat, let
alone the fames, Bul we'll fight for it.
We must drag the cupboard away as
silently as possible, then dart out on the
beggars when they aren't expecting us,
Ii we can only surprise them—="

He broke off. A hoarse cvy had come
from the old manservant. Armitage was
pointing a shaking hand up at the reof.

“Look, sir! See there? Surelv—isn't
it a trap-door in the roof?”

Ferrers Locke furned swiftly, stdaring
up.

“YWhere, Armitage? It all looks solid
stonework lo me.”

“Then come bere, =ir!” mulblered
Armtage, conghing DLetween his pasp-

ing words.
io‘ckc- moved over o where the old

manservant stood. From that I;|:|.cus:1'r:i1:~n

his keen eyves detected instantly what

had canght the old man’s nobtice—a

narrow chink of light between two of

the flagstones of the heavy, raftered roof.
“By gad, yes!" cried Locke.

Printed and publlshed o afond
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——

In a moment he had dragped the table
into the centre of the reom and had
sprung upon it. His hands went up
above his head, pressing npward on the
stone. It lifted to the pressure, and a
gust of cool wind came beating down.

A =pot of luck at last!™ laughed
¥arrers Locke.

Heavy though the stone was, he soon
had it swung aside. Leaping up and
catching his hands on the edge of the
opening, he sweng up out of sight.

A few moments later Tom Trevers was
beside him.

The twe crouched on the Aat roof of
the tower drinking in the fresh, erisp
air. Then Locke turned te the opening,
and, reaching down, gripped old Armi-
tage's hands. With Jack Drake helping
the butler from below, and Locke from
above, Armitage was hoisted through on
to the reof, and Jack Drake came crawl-
ulgﬁp after him. ]

“Keep well down!" said Locke.
*“They'll be walching from below, that's
a sure thing!"

“What now, guv'nor?" muttered Jack.

Ferrers Locke laughed quietly.

“We'll make ourselves soug some-
where ‘on the roof,” he chuckled, "and
wait for the rescue-party. No good
trying to get down through the house;
it's swarming with Silva's men”

The black, curling smeke hid them asz
they made their way cautiously from
the roof of the tower to the leads of the
gable bevond.

It was as they were creeping along a
narrow stone coping eoverlooking the
moat that there came a sudden warning
cry from Jack Drake.

“Down !

He dropped ns he spoke and lay flat.
A moment later a bullet went humming
over him.

“Yit's Btrovolsky poliing at us from the
drawbridge ! jerked Travers, " We've
been spotted !

And then there came a splash from
below, and he swung round where ha
crouched on the stonework., A quick cry
of alarm broke from his lips.

Old Armitage had missed his footing,
had gone headlong over the edge, and
vanished beneath the dark waters of the
moat.

There was a shout from somewhero
below in the thick, guttural accents of
Btrovolsky :

“There they go! Thev're on the rool!
Ope's in the moat—"

And then there came 8 second splash,

Like a streak a slim fipure had curved
down from the edge of the roof and
faken the water with a clean dive,

Tom Travers had gone to the rescuc of

the old manservant !
L He saw Strovolsky rush from

tho drawhridge into the hovse.
Clearly the Russian had gone fo raise
the alarm. In the moat below Tom
Travers was striking oub for whero
Armitage had gone under,

“Now we're dilched!™
Juck Prake grimly.

Ilo was staring down, and saw hat
Tom was now swimming for the edge
of the moat, supporting Armitage’s head
above tho water as he went.

“I'm going down!”
fuietly.

This accident had speoilt their plans

In Siiva"s Power !

GE.{I{E’S lips had set inte 2 thin
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utterly; bot Locke did net mean to
desert his Iriends npw and remmain in the
comparative safety of the roof, where,
with their backs to a wall, they might
well have kept their enemies at bay
for a while. )

Tha detective rose to hiz full height,
and his arms went abowe his head.
Atlready he had thrown off his coat, and
now . he dived. Jack saw the detective
take the ;water with scarcely o splash;
and then the youngstar followed.

The water closed above Jack's head,
and he strueck upwards, head bobbing
above the surface, to find Locke already
hitting out for the farther bank.

Travers was bauling the old man out
of the water now, Bubt even as Jack
turned to swim alter Locke, a hittle cat-
like bgure came slipping from the
bushes bebind Travers,

It was Kyushu, the Fapanese.

Travers had just hauled Armitage fo

safety when he heard the light foot-
steps bhebind him and swuu? rourd.
But as he did so 8 wiry, yeliow hand
came colling round his throst, drageing
back his head.
" "Pravers fought to Tree himszelf. Bat
his right arm was twisted into the
smail of his back, and a terrible pain
ghot up bis spine. A ory escaped him,
and from the hittle Jupanese broke a
gloating, pdrring laugh. o

“Weep still, my honoursble friend!”
whispered the Japancse.

Travers made a convulsive efort to
Iree himself again, but the terrible ju-

e crashed to the ground with & groas,
sod Kyushu knelt above him, purring
cat-like, his slanting eves glinting with
a cruel delight,

The next moment footsteps came
thundering over the bridga, Stro-
volsky, aramenga, and BSHyva him-

sell, followed by three of their men,

were recing out of the housze to the aid
of the Japancse.

The moat was bread, but Loeke waa
a powerful swimmer. Jack Drake was
no novies in the water; but Locke had
mutdistanced the. youngster by yards,
and Jack was still swimming in the
middle of the moat by the time Locke
was hauling himself up the slimy steps
ut the edge of the moat.

Kyushu saw him coming, and jerked
an automatic from his pocket.  With
the wonderful jit-jitsu at his commangd,
tho Japanese was holding Travers help-
less with one hand alone.

The auwlomalic barked, and Locke
flung himself aside., The bullet ripped
aver the moat and thadded into the
wall of the house. 'Then Locke was on
Kyushu like o panther,

Thera was a terrible cry from
Travers as the Japanese wrenched his
aris In sueh a4 way as to leave them
numihed and helpless—anather inch
and they would have been broken.
‘Then Ferrers Lotke, avoiding the
clutehing, yellow hands of hizs  fos,
which sought to do to him as they had
done to Travers, =eized Kyushu round
the waist and swung him high.

Silva, Scaramanga, and Strovolsky
woere very near now, theie followers at
their heels. The Greek had raised his
automatic to fire, but now he lowered
it, uncertain, afrpid of  hitting the
Japanespe.

From ILocke Dbroke o cool, deflant
laugh.

“"Here's wvour friend!™ hLe eriad
truntingly, aod with all fhe strength
of those steel arms the detective sent
the wreithing Japancse huretling through
tie air at the oneowing kot of men.

. Yhe fiving fiznve struck Scaramanga
it the face, and he staggered back,

iiir.su of the Japanese had him helpless.
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Over the edge of the moat he amd
Kyushu went tymblmg, cluehing to-
gether. Then volsky's automatic
spat out venomously, and Jack Drake,
hauling himself ocut of the wster, saw
Locke reel and clap hiz hand to his
shoulder,

“Don't fire!” snarled Silva. 1
want Locke alive, curse him!”

There was something in the soft, ice-
cold voice of the half-caste Spaniard
that frightened Jack. He read shere
only too well how terrible Locke's fate
would be were he once to fall into the
hands of the leader of the Welves.

A moment later Locke and Silvae were
struggling  together, their trampling
feet thudding on the grass tro-
volshy sprang at Jack Drake, but the
youngster met the Hussinn with a
straight left from the shoulder which
sent him to earth like a -bundle of
ald clothes. He glimpsed Locka fight-
ing in the centre of a knot of struggling
igures,. Then, next moment, & man
cama racing across, Silva turned his
head, startled.

H“What is it he snapped.

“ Danger 1 gaaped. ;t’g: frightenecd
man, " Mr. Silva—aquick, there are
four motar-cars coming over the marsh
road, racing for this lfmuse!”

Jack Pirake drew a deep breath. His
eyes  were gpleaning jevously, reck-
lessly, He pave a great shout.

“They've come!” he cried. “ Thev've

come! Larks to the rescue! - ive it
to ‘em, guv'norl”
And with the words Jack Ibrake

stritck with all hig strength at an ugly
face thrust close to his ewn,

————

After the Football Maich!

LU AVED, Travers! Saved, ajr'”?
“Well saved there!”
The leather  flew Foem
. Travers' foot, away over the
heads of the onrushing forwards, to his
awn forward Dee. The Larkham ity
phayers  wore  awa in & moment,
swaeping on towards the YWest Ham
zoal.

In the grand-stand Ferrers Locke and
Jack Dr watched with eaper eves.
Oaly two minates more to play, and so
far the game—West Ham versus Lark.
ham City, in the third round for the
English Cup—had been 8n even
struggle, witﬁ;t a4 geal scored on
either side, Despite the superiority of
the West Ham atinck, Pravera in the
visibors' goal had been apparently im-
passable. '

But now Larkham were attacking
with all their skill, and at last thoe West
Hani defence was beaten, The ball went
humming inta the net from the focot of
Crisp, the Larkham ©City centre-for-
ward:; and a few scconds later the
long blast of the referec’s whistle pro-
claimed that the goal had been scored
dilriug the last hundred seconds of
play.

Jack Drake was on hiz fect, shouting
exeitedly, ecarried  away. Locke,
laughing. teok tho youngster's arm.

ou'll burst & blood-vessel, Jack!
Come along! We've got to get round
to sea Tom and take him off to Baker
Strect and have a long jaw with him.”

“But what a ifopping gosll” grinned
tha youngster “Crisp 12 great! The
way he scored that goal was hke—like
—well, hike the way he led the team.
and the potice, to the rescwe at Lone
hanor! That was a ficht, wasn't i,
guv'ner? Crombs, but Pve never heen
tn a better ™

“Nar have I” murmured Lecke a:
thev Aled out of the football-ground o
where Locke's car, the White Hawke,
was waiting to speed them and Tom
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Travers to Baker Street. “The way
those footballers waded into the

Wolves was a treat. [ sha'n't forget it
—neither will Silva snd Btrovelaky!™

*“They’l! have plenty of time to think
over it,” agreed Jack, with & chudkle,
“while  serving their  sentencesl
Thank goodoess the law i3 looking after
the beggars at last! It wasn't an easy
joh, hriljging "om into the dock, but
you pulled it off in the end—as I knew
you would, guv'nor!”

A httle later Tom Travers joined
them. He was looking fit and well
uF&.in, after the few weeka that had
clapsed since the final scene of  that
griun siruggle at the old manor house,

The White Hawik soon ate ip the dis-
danee -befween the football ground and
Baker Strect,  As the three coutered
Locke's  rooms, Sing-Sing. Locke's
Chinese servant, sppeared with a letter
on a salver.

“Lame by the last pest, eh?" said
Locke in answer to a remark from the
Chingse. ' Sharn postinark—Ilooks lke
a letter from your unele, Tom, at Lone
Manor ™

in the detective's cosy study Locke
opened the latter and read it through.
He handed it acroze to Jack and Tom.,

“Yes, 16 13 from your nncle, Tom.
He writes to say that his Russian
friends, frea at last- of the unwelcoma
attentions of the omissaries of the
Bolshervik goveéernment, have come for
their jewels and taken “cimn Jove,
Adam Guelph must feel & good deal
more comforteble now that Lone
Manor no longer holds that hittle lot,”

There was a sudden knock on tha
door, and Sing-Sing glided in. He
was carrying & little sealed packet
which, he said, had just been broughs
Ty messenger bov.

“ Addressed to all three of us!™ mur-
mured the delective in surprise.
YOpen it, will you, Jack, and find out
what's m it#"

Jack opened ihe packet curiously.

A small green leather caso lay
within, and as he .clicked it open a
guick ery eseaped Tom Travers.

* My hat!”

For in the silk-lined case lay three
glittering dismonds of immense size,

shimmoering with doncing fires in the
lemplight.
My aunt!™ breathed Jack Drake.

“Crambs, gnv'nor, but thesa look as
though they're worth something !

In the hd of the case was a small
carmd., end T'om Traverzs took t, ami
rerd aloud the words written upon 16+

“A slight expression of the gratitude
of a few exiles.™

The words were unsigned, but the
wlentity  of 1lie donors was  clear
enough; it conld only be the Russian
aristocrats to whom the treasure of
Lone Manor had at long last been
returned,

Fervers Locke took one of the great
diamonds from s silken setting, aid
held i te ithe firebght., Tom Travers
and Jack Drake pazed fascinated mto
the liguid, shimmcring depths of the
magnthicent stone,

“A princely gift!” murmured Lecke,
smiling m the firclight. “And & very
pleasant souveniv of a rvather peculiar
case "

THE EXD.

\ Lok aut fur the opcning chapters of
“Phe Cuse of the Langsmlale Wander-
rpe HMemey  Bpifliunt new football  aned
defeetipe story starting uweet Wondaey,
aleg the fiegd issue of Horry Wharlun's
Footlbeaf! Nupplfemint,)
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Hurt amd chagrined, he blamed his
minor for it .all. Deoply embittered
against Harry Wharton & Co. for their
interference, this unteasoning ammosity
towards Hubert was deeper still.

THE EIGHTH CHAPTER.
Bolsover Major Is Obstinate.

ODER'S accusation against Bol-

I sover wminor had stirred all

Greyfriars, and everyone was
talking about it next morning.

The fcllows were all keenly interested
in the affair of the missing club funds,
and wondering whether the fag really
was guilty. ,

The circumstances certainly pointed
towards DBolsover minor’'s guilt. The
fact that Bammy DBunter had opened the
desk did not disprove the suspicion that
Bolaover minor might have extracted
the money Lhat Loder said was inside.

Had the fag, happening to look into
the desk, seen the money in the cash-
box and, acting on & sudden temptation,
sholen it ¥ That was the guestion that
all were asking. The cloud of suspicion
hung heavily over the little ex-waif.

The Sixth, of course, were greatly
exercised over the matter.” Most of
them Dbelieved Bolsover minor to be
‘guilty, and thought that Wingate ought
to take t{m matter to the Head without
delay. Was it compassion for the fap
that deterred Wingate, or was there
some lurking doubt in hizs mind as to
hiz guilt ?

The captain of Greyfriars probed the
matter deeply that morning. He and
his fellow prefeets made’ a thoreugh
seareh for the missing money, and
Loder was closely questionéd. DBut no
clue was forthcoming as to the where-
abouts of the club funds, and gradually
more fellows came round to the helief
that Bolséver minor was the thief.

That he would be expelled if he were
found guilty of thelt was certain, and,
surely, in the face of the facts, thers was
not much room left for doubt!?

Bolsover minor found himself the
recipient of very peculiar looks from the
boks of Greviriars,

Even some of those in his-gwn Form

who yesterday had believed in lim now

spoke in a very half-heéarted way, He
was discussed on all sides, and a lot of
the fags avoided him. Sammy Bunter
operly seoffed. He even wept so far as
to state that DBolsover minot only took
the key of Loder's desk -from him so
that he could use it for his own nefarious
PUTpOSCS,

The idea was preposterous, and was
not taken seriously: but no one called
Sammy to sccount for his wild sug-
gestron,  Sammy, who was as mean,
suspicious, &nd ecallous as his major,
naturally took the worst possible view
of the matier,

But things certainly Jooked black
enough against the acensed fag without
Sammy Bunter's praltle. Tuhb, Dicky
Nugent, and little Hop Hi of the
Second were practically the . only ones
among the fags who stuck to Bolsover
minor.

The fag would not have minded that
g0 much had it not beon for the havel
and unreasonable attitude his major had
taken up. Bolsover major openly
snubbed him when he made a pathetin
attempt to speak to him that morning.

His brother believed him to be a
thief! The bully of the Remove had
convinced himself of that, and would
hear no word in his minor’s favour,
Buch was the mood that Bolsover major
had allowed himself to {all into.

Tae MigreEr LipRARY.—No, 937.
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Thiz alone cut Billy to the very heart.
His brother, who of all peopla should
have stood by him and helped him in
his hour of trial, was the first to con-
domn him, The affectionate andgloyal
little far would have braved all the rest
stoutly, 1f only Perey had beheved in
him.

He had Harvy Wharton and his chums
fo turn to for friendship end comforl.
The Removites knew Billy belter,
perhaps, than anvone else at Greviriars
—Wharton especially,. He knew that
the fag, despite his rough upbringing,
wes gpood and honest right to the core,
and he did not falter in bis belief in his
HINOCence,

The Famaous Five were as puzzied as
the vest over the disappearance of the
money from Loder's desk. Buotb Bolsover
minor had not touched i1t—of that they

felt sure. They knew that stealing was
quite contrary to the little fellow’s
nature.

They invited Billy inte Study No. 1
and did their best to cheer him up, *Bub
the fag was miserable and worried, and
all because of his

loved and worshipped in spite of oIl 1%
hurt him te the quick to think that
Ferey had been shamed and was anpry
with him.

Meanwinle, Dolsover major was in
s study, frowning over an imposition
Mr. Quelch had  given him  that
norning.

The Remove bully wasz sztill in a
sarage mood, and as embittercd ns ever
against his miner. T'rouble with Mr.
(Queleh had not jmproved his temper.

A tap sounded at the deoor, and ha
FAVE & prowl,

“Come int"

Loder of the Sixth cntered the study
f”'“l glosed the door carciully behind
16m,

Bolsover major looked up in some
strprise.  He had not expected a visie
from Loder.

The prefect’s eyes were glittering,

“YWhat do you want, Loder?’ said
Bolsover major abruptly.

“I've come to talk to you—about that
affair of your minor.™

“Well, what aboui it?
brat's loot bheen found?™

Has the little

B
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kwl, Boizover, It izn't us though it was
my own money, you know, 1 was
thinking that f the mooey could be
madde up ithe matter noght be dropped,
and the Head would not know.”

Bolsover major looked hard at the
prefect.

“What do you mean, Loder?”

" Well, supposing you pay back the
mcney to avold a4 scandal, and settle
with your minor afterwards?" said the
prefect.  “ You are the one best able to
deal with him. You ought to "be able
to force him to tell where the money is.
In any case, you can watch him and get
the money back sooner or later. 1
thought I'd give you the opportunity, if
vou preferred to have the matler hushed
up, DBolsover.”

“Thank you for nothing, Loder,” re-
pied Bolsover., “ Yoo npecdn’t think I
want o shield the hittle rascal. And as
for paying back the money for him,
tlere’s notling doing. Bome majors
wiight be glad of & chamee Yko that, I
know, but P'm nob such w soft foel. If
my brother’s a thief, 1I'll see that he gets

I suppose yon think you might feel
ca]l;g.fi uponl to pay something back your-
seri"

Loder did nobk reply to that.
the study, scowling.

The prefect had hoped that Bolsover
would aceept his offer and have the
matler kept from the Head’s notice.
Foder was losing his nerve; he did not
want the facts reported to Dr. Locke.
He would mueh rather have had the
matter settied by Bolsover major finding
the =ix pounds to save his minor from
expulsion.  Most fellows, with a brother
in such a predicament, would gladly
have fallew in with the suggestion, but
uot g0 Holsover major. He was too hard
for that.

The burly Removite finished his im-
posttion and then strede from the study.

As he walked down the Remove pas-
sage s minor came out of Study No. 1.

"' Huhert !

The feg started, and
eagerly at his brother,

Percey, yon—you want me?"”

4 want to tell yvou that unless vou
part up with that money by Saturday

I'll take wyou ta the

e Icft

then looked

braother, it e s I ; ¥ -
“Percy doesn’t e s o Eglzgve;ft}ﬁgg‘{ﬂ"cﬂn E?llir;
want me,” he said = teath.
brokenly to Wharton S R , “But T 'aven’t pot
in the study after AR il i the monev, Perev! [
lessons that day. “'E [ i I ‘ ever toale. b
I"f'ﬂ'“ b let n'-:il Epﬂﬂ% ”-m ( i ( " Deon't keep harp-
o 'un, and won LI L il i I Hi ing on that varn.
even look at  me. l'if'f-' R o You're the  thief
It seemns I—I'm an T right enongh. and 1
eyesore o “im I WL give you till Saturday
Big - hearted pr A AN AR to give up the maney.
Cherry clapped him . Pon't you dare talk
on the back. Tears te  me until  you
-Ewi_?]r*e starting in Y ﬂem’ﬂu to confess. I
illy’s eyes. = = on't want to have
“Keep yvour pecker f ' nuz.'thin?'] to do with
up, kid!" said Bob —_ vou. ut I shall
breezilv., “*Whe ecares ;‘”’f‘ d“*l" word on
e e i % == r = 5 - : aturdav, so0 don't
o 1o g SR 2 3 e
proud and pig-headﬂd ; e e b, & And \‘i'fﬁ:h that
for . anything, and . %“_\ H Bolsover major ewung
things will come right s _ S on his heel and strode
without his help. ~ E*‘;f___ar-— e off, :
You're a young - —ﬁ% : _ ———
chump to worry about = 3
him 1™ ’ i i\" THE
“I can't ’elp it,” e T : NINTH CHAPTER,
said the fag brokenly. e | , === The Bounder Takes
“Percy thinks I'm a — b ] a2 Hand !
thief, and I—I've dis- g ! 7 WO dovs pasied
graced him——"? ' r i/ i ’?HP ‘:f
“Oh, rot!™ said : / et "IE}I' fg B
Harry Wharton. Hﬂ-]‘?gl'ﬂr
;El_f’;*f 1 “;‘ifr ],Eaj‘ Bolso I iiner. His major
I Wil ﬁ THes, wer minor erept up to the bed, bent over i, and kissed his esping heefher. still smubbed him and
o j I.f”.mf ¥ a}mﬂ .| The sound of a quiet sob broke through the stillness ol the duwihliogy. .- passed him by as
x Il.-; e _ﬂ:rl :is urg::ﬁuié“ Wharton sat up in bed. ** Billy ! ** he called out softly. (Ses Chopler 9.) a.‘_‘__“‘“ S though unaware of
affair, and have some ' - i HH S I}Eﬁ:ﬂﬁ-ﬁdféﬁﬁﬁﬂ
tea. I‘nk:r has storrd some of Mrs, “No,"” said Loder, *the money has g £ e could not have hurt
".-"rl:m,hh 8 Iextfﬁ—ﬁpﬂtml jain-tarts, and not been found., ‘That's what T want to the sensitive little fag
they're prime. discuss with you, Bolsover. This is a maore, He was stared
“The primefulness is terrific,” said Serious matter, you know, and unless at on all sides: the
Hurree Singlh softly, * My youthful 3omething is done the Head will have eatds  of the school
friend will lihﬂhﬂly_- enjoy the cetecmed tn“hn' ﬂ{'l.'ll']ﬂ.'lﬂtl?-l.f with the faels.” . opeitly sneered  at
tarts, and the pile-tnfuiness should also Well?” growled the burly Removite. il bim; the clowd of sus-

be terrific,”
“Ha, ha, hal®

Bolsover minor smiled hravely and
sat down {o tea with the Famous Five.
The tarls really were “ prime,” and were
caleulated to gladden the heart of anv
fag. But Billy, try as he might, could
not enjoy auvtlhing. He did lis Dest to
be cheerful, but all the time his heart
was troubled about his majar.  The
thought drumming at him incessantls
was that Perey was ashamed of himn and
thought him a diserace. Billy cared
not for himsell, but for Percy, whom he

“What's that -ot to do with me?”

“Quite a lot, T should say,” sail
FLoder, looking af him craftily.  Think
of the scandal and the Jisgrace to vou,
Bolzaver, if your minor were expelled,
as he will be, if the Ifead tukes the
matter in hand.”

Y1t he's kicked out it will be no more
than the little thief deserves ' zaicd Bol-
sover bitterly, I don't want him here,
after thi=. T shall be glad io see the
bark of Lim '

Loder bk his lip,

“Il=1 don't want to be hard on the

s just deseels. Ideon't want the matier
hushed up™

Gerald Loder gritied his teeth.

“Then you're willing for the maticr o
o before the Head?” he ashed.

“¥Yes—why not? It ought to have
heenn reported to the Head at once.
Wingate 15 a fool to dilly-dallv. Yeou
necdn't bother about a zeandal, so far
az I'm concerned, Toder, There's heen
scandal enough. 1 think it's cool, any-
wey, wanting me to stand the six quid.

picion hung  more
heaviliy over him, and
there =seomed no hope that his innocence
wmight be proved. Disowned by his
major, aund living In a new abmosplere
of elnlliness, Bolsover minor was.quite
the most wretehed boy at Greylviars.

He Iried to keep up a brave face, huk
crew wore niserable and despondent as
ihe fine went on. Ils brother showed
nn signs of receding from the harsh
aftitvde he had laken up,

Az for the rest of the school, most of
the fellows now believed thut Bolsover

= ————— . _ .

nunor was guwilty, and 1t was ounly a
matter of {ime before Wingate would
Lhave to toke him to the 1llead 'and re.
vount what hed happened. ‘Fhat would
mean only one thing, of course—Bolsover
mnnoy would be turned out of Greyiriars
neck and crop.

Harry Wharton's heert ached for the
unhiappy fag. He and his chums still
remained uwpshaken in their belief in his
mnoeenee, but they were powerless to do
anything to help Lim. They could not
evenh cheer Lim up now.  Billy was com-
E]t:tc:]_',f broken in spurtt,  Had . his

rather backed hinr up, matters would
have been (iffercnt; as it was, he felt
totally unable.to beay his burden, Perey
was against him-that eant ore to
itim, even, than Lodar's accusation, He
could have faced the whole world with
Perey ot his side, comforting him, and
fighting for him, as a Drother should.
But Percy was more ageinst him than
anybody, and the knowledge of that was
a continual torture to the fag's sm:?.

On the evening of the. third day Bol.
sover ainor was standing in the  hall
when his major come down the stairs
amd walked in. ’

Lhe fag started forward, a look of
pitiful appeal in his eyes,

"?}:L'rﬂ:r. wen't you—won't you talk to
Tirer
Bolsover’s face was hard in expregeion
as he looked at his brother. Hiz eyes
clinted coldly, but he did not answer.

wE I‘;ﬂl‘ﬂ}’—-—--”

Boisover brushed him rudely aside and
walked on.  He dizappeared jlito the
gquadrangle  without & word or any
further sign of recognition,

A chorus of sneering laughs cume from
Skinner, Snoop, Stolt, amd Billy Bunater;
who were standing by the window, The
fap turned, his face crimson,

“He, he, he!” spiggered . Snoop.
“That's what you call the cold shoulder,
voung Belsover. Perey dJdocsn’t want
you —what *"

“Mind your pockets!” zaid Skinner.
“Young Bolsover wants watching, you
know. The gentle art of ket-picking
iz practiscd very extensively, I thank, by
the graduates=from Angel Alley,”

“He, he, ha !

Bolsgrer mmor set his teeth. At first
the hot blood had leapt into his face, and
passionale anger fAamed in his heart, but
they died down agnin almest as quickly,
Anger and rezentment were nseless;
sides, he was getting used to these gibes,

“Anyway, you fellows, {t won't be
long before that little thief is furned out
of the school ! zaid Billy Buntek, in &
loud voice. "“Greyfriars is no place for
guttersnipes of his class. I've always
said s0. In faet, it would be a jolly good
thing if both the beastly Buolsovers wore
got rid of. We don't went either of
‘e here, really. Bolsover mojor 1z a
rotier and a bully, and he ought to be
kicked out. teo. He's 4 disgrace to
Greylriars !

At this the Third Forin [ag sirode for-
ward, hiz eyes Rashing, and his little
fists clenched tight.

“You ‘olid your ionguo about Percy,
vour rotier ! he excleunad hotly.,  *1
won't "ave you say things like that! I—
I'll punch your nose !V

Billy Dunter backed away, blinking
nervous'y through his huge spoectacles,

All Dolsover minar's spivit had re-
tvrned, and bhe locked so ferocious that
Bunter was alarmed.

“ 0O, really, yvoung Boliovepr——"

“You can say what you like about me,
but I won't 'ave Peray run down ! eried
the fag shrillv. “Ilon’t you let me “ear
vou again, Bunter ! ¥
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