


3 . THE NOTICE YOUR CHUM WOULD LIKE TO SEE!

=

“PLEASE, | WANT THE TWO
BEST BOOKS!” said the boy,
and the shopkeeper

GAVE HIM THESE

A handy book the world’'s been
- wailing for.
A volume
dealing with
every hobby
worlth while,
Written by
experis.

‘Each article
iells yvou
“ what to do”’
and * how to
doit " in sim-
ple,non-tech-
% : nical lan-
guage and is lavishly illusirated.

A HANDSOME GIFT FOR
YOUR PAL'?
m OB M
A greal [lavourite w_ith all lovers
of school stories, -adventure and
sporting tales, inieresting articles,

jolly poems, and colour plates, the
HOLIDAY ANNUAL takes

FIRST PLAGE

in siory-
books.

You will meet
all your old
schoolboy
characters
in this year's
edition ol

E

380 PAGES
OF THE
FINEST

READING.

wllinin

AT ALL BOOKSTALLS AND NEWSAGENTS !
PRIGE 6/- EAGH.
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Your Editor.is always pieased to hear from his chums. Write to

him when you 2ré in (rouble or need advice. A siamped and
addressed envelope will ensuro a speedy reply.  Letters wid ha
addressed : The Editor, THE MAGHET LIBRARY, The Amalgamated

Press (1922), Lid, The Fieetway House, Farringdon 3Strest,

London, E.G.4.

HE WANTS TO LEARN TYFPING !

READER from Wales wants a few tips on the best
way to leatn typewriting. He teils me that he
cannot afford & machine and that his parents cannot
afford’ to ‘sénd him to & Business College.  But

there is no-zegson why my chum shouldn’t join one of tho
Council Evening Schools. He will learn all there is to

[ know about typewriling in o very short time; that is, of

course, if he tackles the job in carnest. “Js it useful,” he
asks me, “to have a knowledge of typing?” Of coirse 1t
is. There are very few. businesses whero typewriting doesn’t
enter into the daily work and, in any case, it i3 very nico
to know something about it, even if therc i3 no actual
need for it at the moment. Tf my chum is extra keen on
learning to type I would advise him to buy a model “ key-
board ™ in sddition to attendiog evening scheol. By
practising on this he will learn the sequence of letters in
the alphabet as “they appear on practically every type-
writer made—that is made for Eunglish-speaking people.
of course. " 1t is guite & cheap alfair, when one considers
the sterling serwice it renders, costing” roughly twelve-and-
sixpence, And, once you have learnt to type, my chum,

you have got it at your finger-tips for all time; not like

s0 many things we learn only to forget.

He—— -

REGRETS !

It really is exirsordinary how many readers have
written me. on the subject of the recent Indian serics of
yarns that appeared in this paper. And, I’'m pleased to
say, not one lotter containe a grumble against the quality
of these stories. ©On the contrary, without exception, the
writers expregs their regret that the series came to an end.
So was I, as & matter of fact, but, of course, a themo such
ag Mr. Richards used in this history-making series could
not go on like the proverbial brook. Evervthing comes
to an end some time or another, and I think the climax
our favourite author brought us to was i1deel in every
way. This appreciation of the Indian series—there wero.
eleven yarns in all-tempted me to give Frank Richards
an idea for & Baob Cherry series—staged, of course, in
the school precincts. That you will like this coming
series I have not the slightest doubt, for Bob Cherry is
as popular with most of yvou as Ar. Richards is himself.
And the first yarn will appear in Next Week's Macxer!
How's that? '

e —
F-» Next Monday !
“THE SWOT ! "
By Frank Richards.

That"s the title of the epening yarn in the **Bob Cher
SOTICS * of which I made mention in the par above. Min
yvou reed it, choms

“THE BOY WITH THE MILLION-POUND SE'}HE'!'! "
By David Goodwin.

And look out, too, for snother excellent instalment of
this fine adveniure serial. You'll enjoy every word of it!

THE FOOTER SUPPLEMENT !

There will be another topping & page supplement devote:]
to King Football, alse the resuit i?[g “ Thoundaries * Com-
petition_ No. 10 will be published in next week’s bumpes
issue, Order your copics carly. Chin, chin, chums.

YOUR EDITOR



A SHOCK FOR GREYFRIARS! It isn't often that Mr. Capper, the meek and mild masfer of the Fourth, comes info
But ke gets rnore than his share of publicity on this occarion [

the limelight,

THE FIRST CHAPTER.

GQueer !

1 ET & move on, you chaps "'
Harry Wharton, the captain
of Greyfriars Remove, uttered
that remark.

He was returning to school from o
visit to the pictures in Friardale village.
His four cliums—Bob Cherry, Frank
Nugent, Johnny Bull, and Hurree
Jamset Ram Singh, the dusky Nabob
of Bhanipur—who, with himself, made
up the combination better known as tho
Famous Five, were with him.

Owing to a slight breakdown of the
projector, the programme at the picture-
houss nad finished a little later than
usual, and the five chums were eon-
deavouring to make.up for lost time on
tha walk back.

“We zhall be late for call.over I

“Halle, hallo, hallo! Why the hurry
all of & sudden ¥ demanded Bob Cherry
in stentorian tones. “I said when we
left the show we'd missed the boat:
Sinca we're bound to be late in any
case, we might as well bo hanged for a
sheap as for a lamb.”

“Even the hangfiulness of the absurd
sheep is not pleasantfully agreeable, my
warthy chums,” purre nky in his
weird and wonderful English, “and as
vaur honourable poet says, the battle
15 never Jostfully gone until it's won.”

“Ha, ha, ha! There's something in
that, Inky,” agreed Frank Nugenl:-.
“Clome on, chaps, let's step it out.”

Harry Wharton & Co. continued their
march up Friardale Lane at an in-
creased pace.

“We needn't break our hlessed necks,
all the same ! grumbled Johnny Bull.
*If you ask me, I reckon—"

The burly Removite broke off short
as & figure appeared round a bend in
t!:-_[n road swaying slightly from side to
side.

“Y seem to have seen that chap some-
where before,” muttered the captain of
the Remove thoughtfally.

“Same here!"” zaid Boeb Cherry.

"It's Capper!” ejaculated Frank
Nugont suddenly. ]
Capper " echoed his chums,

#The Upper Fourth master ¥

——

“Of course it is!” said Nugent, “I
wonder what the thump’s up with him ¥
He looks a bit seedy to me.”

The master of the Upper Fourth pro-
ceeded another few paces in  the-
Removites' direction. He stopped for
a few moments and tottered slig:htlg.
then he stumbled on again, But if ho
saw the Famous Five he heeded them
not. He lurched to the left, almost
overbalancing into a ditch at the side
of the road. ;

Harry Wharton & Co. stared in
omazement.

“Quick, vou chaps!” exelaimed
Wharton. *"He's ill I"

Led by the captain of the Remove,
the juniors dashed forward.

Almost at the same moment that they
reached him Mr. Capper lurched yet
again towards the ditch. But with a

werful tug DBob Cherry clutchod at

is sleeve and drag him away just
in titne to save him from an immersion,

“Mr. Capper, aren’t you well, sir?"
asked Wharton anxiously.

Mr. Capper made no reply; instead,
he turned a dull and heavy gaze on the
five juniors. ;

“He's bad,” ﬂ'hiﬂw Johnoy Dull,
“ Wonder what’s up I™

“Why den’t you sit down and rest
for awhie, sic?” suggested Frank
Nugent,

“Or
¥you ba
Wharton.

“I'm all right,” muttered the Form
mastor huskily.

“IMI'm! You can't be too careful,
gir,” went on Wharton doubtfully.
“ Are you sure you wouldn't rather—"

“Tt's all right, I tell yoush!" mter-
rupted Mr. Capper in a thick voice.
“Mind vour ownsh bishness an' clear
off ! Unnerstansh "

And he lurched against Johnny Bull,
almost knocking the burly junior off
his feet.

The captain of the Bemove omithed
a low whistle of amazement, while his
chums stared nat oach other guesticn-
ingly, wondering for the moment
whether they had heard aright.,

“I—I beg your pardon, sir}” gasped
Wharton at length.

erhaps you'd like us to help
to the school, sir,” said Harry

4
A Powerful New Long Complete
Story of the Chums n?Grtyfrinﬂf
with Mr. Algernon Capper filling
the principal role.
By FRANK RICHARDS.
Mﬂcigl“h nf:, I tell you!l" E&ﬁgtﬂﬂ
cyes at the Removises, '~ Clearsh off |

How manysh times you want telling?
Lemmo alone !

" Great Scott ! ojaculated the captain
of the Remove feebly.

“My giddy aunt!”

“ But—but, sir—"

" Look here,” said Mr. Capper, blink-
ing solemnly at the juniors, “I'm not
nicesh to know. If I want help I'll shay
sho. MNow clearsh off.”

And without another waord Mr.
Capper lurched away from the juniors
ani continued hiz way down the lane,
swaying from side to side, mutioring
inaudibly to himself, and leaving a
pnwerfuf’ and unmistakablo odour of
spirits behind him,

“His departure was followed by & deep
silence,

“My only sainted Aunt Jemima!"
graped out {!ob Cherry at length. “He
nmst be—1 mean—— Oh, my hat!"

The Famous Five gazed at cach other
stupidly for a fow minutes, cre was
s pesd for DBob Cherry to finish his
sentence. For Mr. Algernon Capper,
the usually mild and polite Form master
of the Upper Fourth, te behave in the
manner ]pm had done was amazing—
mora than that, it was astounding. And
there could be only one explanation.

He was in a state of intoxication.

The thought passed through the mind
of cach jumior at the same moment. It

. diﬁ not seem true; and vet—and yet—

We must be dreaming,” said
Wharton slowly. i

“The dreamfulness is of the terrific
and unworthy order.”

“Hallo, hallo, hallo! He was nearly
in the ditch that time!” exclaimed Bob
Cherry suddenly.

“We can't let him go on like that!"
said Frank Nugent, gazing after the
form of the retreating Form master.
;'_Euppu?&—auppma anyono were to see
nm—"

“ITe won't thank usz if we interflern
again,” said Johnny Bull bluntly. “If
vou take my advice you'll Jeave him
alone."” 3

Y5, perhaps you're right,” agreed

Toe Macser Liprarv.—No. 974,
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+ LONG COMPLETE STORIES OF HARRY WHARTON & CO. EVERY WEEK!

Wharton quietly. “But at the same
time— E’h. it's rotten !”

“ Absolutely ! .

“The rottenfulness is terrific [

“Look here, you chaps,” said the
captain of the Remove, after an uncom-
fortable pause during which Mr. Capper
vanizhed from sight in the gloom, b |
don’t believe—that 1s to say, perhaps
we're barking up the wrong tree after
all, I%It.'?_l not _lilr.lﬂ Capper, of all men, to

off the rails!”

&% Hear, hear!” agreed the rest of the
Famous Five beartily. ;

“That's it! Very likely there’s a
gimple explanation of it all " exclaimed
Nugent in & tone of relief. “We're just
a sat of msses to jump to conclusions.
But at the same time——" .

“Wall, he did reek of—of spirits, any-

how,” put in Johnny Bull. " But very
likely ha hasn't been well. Might have
had & cold and taken something for it

at the doctor’s suggestion and -got
knocked over through not being used
to it.”™
“ That's about it " ,
There waz an uncomfortable silence.
broke it:
Bob fhere Look at the

“Hallo, hallo, hallo! :
time " he gasped. " We're for the high-
jump sure enough now! Buck up ! "
“(h, T'm not worrying sbout that,
gald Whartom, as five juniors con-
tinued their
Greyiriars. “ We're not often late, and
if we explain to %m;hﬂ}:r that the pro-

amme was late finishing we'll get off
with & few lines. It's poor old
I'm thinking about.” )

“Yes, we'd better keep what we've
seen to ourselves, I think,” remarked
Johnny Bull, “As Nugent says, very
likely there's some simple explanation.

A O3f course, mum’s the word ! agreed
Bob Cherry. “We'll see if Capper
makes any reference to this bizney
himaself.” i X

The five chums, their minds still re-
volving around whit they had witnessed
in Friardale Lane, arrived at the school
gates and tugged at the bell.

“Wot 1 snjsh mlth:st’are— began
Qosling, the school porter.

M Niﬁﬂt}'-niﬂﬁ." murmured Bob Cherry
quickly.

“Fh?" gasped Gosling. I didn't
sty ninety-nine.”

“Well, say it now—quickly!”

“Ninety-nine!" gasped out Gosling,
considerably puzzled

“ And another one makes & hundred!”
yelled Bob. “Ever -been had, Gossy!”

“Ha, ha, ha!"

Gosling emitted a snort of wrath. But
Harry Wharton & Co. were not listen-
ing. The school porter™s remarks did
not scomn to interest them just. then.
Five minutes later, having received
twenty lines apicce for missing esll-over,
an extremely lenient punishment, they
left Mr. Quelch's study and made their
way to their own quarters in the
Remove passage.

The rest of the evening was spent in
prep and discussion as to the merit of
the Remove footer tcam that was to
meeat St. Jim's the following week. But
even the latter interesting task did not
prevent their minds from reverting onco
again to the incident with the Upper
Fourth master in Friardale Lane.

“Jt's dashed funny, that's what it is!"
remarked  Harry  Wharton;  when,
oventually, the Removites trooped up to
the dermutory. "“But funnier things
have happened before and had smple
explanotions.”

A remark with which his chums
Leartily agreed.

Tue MacweT Lisrart.—No. 574,

interrupted jéurney to

apper

THE SECOND CHAPTER.
A Shock for the Famous Five !

ot ALLO, halle, halle, you lazy
H slackers! What about punt-

ing a footer in

; betore dinper?'
Bob Cherry put his head info No. 1
Study as he ed the question. Moru-
ing lessons were over, and the mnd-day

meal was not until another half-hour.
“We were just coming to root you
out, Bob!"” laughed the captain of the
Remove, picking up a football from the
corper of the study. " Come on, you

e
e Famous Five made their way
along the passage, down the staircase,
and into the quad. But they had not
ded more than twenty yards from
the School House steps when a dapper
figure, in cap and gown, emerged from
the side of a elump of elms.

“Capper!"” gjaculated Nugent soltly.

The master of the Upper Fourth ob-
served the juniors at the same moment
that they ubserved him.

“Good-morning, boys!"™  he greeted
them genially. “ What & glorious day!"’

“My h—er, that is to say, guite so,
sir!" gasped Wharton, somewhat taken
aback.

“If—if it doesn't rain
Bob Cherry feebly.

“Or snow!"” added Frank Nugeni,
staring at Mr. Capper foelishly.

“No fear of that!" chuckled 3Ar.
Capper, who appeared to be in a remark-
ably good temper. By the way,” he
;.dc{ﬁd, in a sharper tone, "I trust you
are not indulging a m:sL}]aced sense of
humour at my expense®"

“0Dh, ne, sir!” said the captain of the
Remove hurriedly. “ You see, sir, we
were rather surprised to zee you looking
so well after—after last night.”

“That's all 1" put in Nugent helpfully.
"IH?p-a you are feeling quite better,
Bl

“Bless my soul! What do vou mean,
boy?" demanded Mr. Capper, with a
puzzled expression. "1 have not been
unwell recently—at least, not to my
knowledge.™

“My hat! But you looked pretty bad
when we saw you in Friardale Lane last
night !” blurted out Johnny Bull, almost
before he had time fo realise what he
was saying.

“Friardale Lane!"” repeated My
Capper, still more puzzled, "I can
assure you that you did not zee me in
the wicinity of ¥riordale Lane last
night—and most certainly I was nol
feeling unwell.”

The five juniors unconsciously emitled
a faint gasp of astonishment, -

That Mr, Capper should wuttecly
deny that he had E-:eu either ill, or in
Friardale Lane when they had seen
and spoken to him thera was almost
beyond their comprehension. Certainly
he was not bﬂuns in any way to give
them an oxplanation of his conduct
unless he chose. Why, then, should he
elect to meet their well.-meant mquiries
with a denial of lns actions?

“Tdo 1 wunderstand you doubt
word, boys?” demanded
Fourth masler, with some

“Nunno, sir! Certzinly not
the captain of the Remove,
but—""

“But what, Wharton?"

“Nothing, sir. Only it's strange, all
of us having spoken to yon. However,”
concluded %lr'harl-nn fechlv, “we mnist
have made a—a mistake!”

“You actually spoke to me, you saxi"
demandod Mr. Capper.

“Yes, sir.”

#And did I replyi”

the quad

" murmured

my

the Upper
heat. 'I
M gaspet
“Bul—

“Certainly, sir!
to you.

Several of us spoke
And, then, you—ahem !—you
tht-Iu you ki:uw, Birlnlm

“1 do not koow, m 1" snapped
ik, Cagpar; hil Tace reddoiiae,

"1 dan't suppose you do,” murmurcd
Johnny- Bull to himself. “*You loocked
as though you didn't know what you
were domng at the time.™

“1 believe wyou are deliberately
attempting to—ah !—pull my leg, as you
call it,” resumed Mr. Capper.

"RL'E‘"F, H-l.'_”

* Silence, Wharton! I repeat, you are
{rying to jape me for some purpoze of
your own. vYou will take fifty lines
each for insolence to a Form master,
and I will aoquaint Mr. Quelch with
the punishment I have awarded you. ]
thought, Wharton, that you and your
friends knew better than to behave Lke
wmembers of the Second Form."

And, with a smort of wrath, the
niaster of the Upper Fourth strode
indignantly away, leaving the Famous
Five choking with a mixturc of amaze-
menﬁand : Er. g 4 I

“My only Sunday topper!™ gaspo
Johuny Bull, at length. s Of zll the
nerve [

“The nervefulness is terrific!”

" He demed the whele bizney!”

“There's mmathing about this I can't
understend ! said Bob Cherry, gazing
reflectively at his big boots, *The
burbling ass needn’'t have pitched a
fuiry tale like that te us. If he didn'c
want to explain he could have just said
that he was feeling better, thanks, and
let it go ‘at that.

“1 don’t know what to make of it,"
sald Wharton slowly. “There's only
oue conclusion I can come to, and thet
ES____."

Wharton broke off short.

“0Oh, we know what vou mean,
Harry ! gaid Johnny Bull. "To put it
bluntly, he must have been squiffy !

The captain of the Remove nodded.

"1t dees scem like it,"” he said
quietly. *It's possible in that case thet
he doesn’'t remember seeing us last
night., and doesn’'t remember where Le
was,”

“Or eclse that's a tip to us that he
doesn’t want to remember, and that
we're to forget it, too,” added Nugent.
“* My hat, old Capper taking to drink!
Who'd have thought it ?”

“Well, that's put paid le footer
practice ! grunted Bob Cherry. *Time
for dinner now. And fifty lines to do
to-night. Quite a profitable little
interval, I don’t think. Let's get back.”

“No one would have gucessed to have
scen Capper just now that he was squifiy
last night!” said Johnny DBull. “He
looked as fit as a fiddle ™

“The fitness of the esteemed and
ridiculous Capper is of the remarkablo
order."”

“Well, let's hope there's still a mis-
t1rn zomewhere, amd that the whole
rotten business will blow over!" said
Wharton, “If we're the only fellows
who saw him I don't think there's any-
thing to worry about, anyway."”

THE THIRD CHAPTER.
Angel Backs a Loser !

i NGEL!
A The voice of My, Capper
rang ot almrilr_y in the Form-

room of the per Fourth,
It was o vouple of days afier ihe
adveniure of Harry Wharton & Co. with
Mr. Capper in Friavdale Lane. Binee
then the Famous Five had - pul in most
of their spare time practising on Little
Side, in auticipation of a forthcoming.
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illuminated the man’s features clearly.
dreaming ! Capper ¥

As Dr. Locke stepped out Inte the road a figure lurchéd past one of the lighted windows of the inn. The light from the lamp
‘* Bless my soul ! ** gasped
There was no doubt about it ; the face was that of Mr. Capper, the master of the Upper Fourth.

(See Chapler b.)

the Head of Gre

In amazement. ** I—I must be

fixture with St. Jim's. As for Mr,
Capper himself, having duly reccived
the Removites’ impositions, he had,
apparently, dismissed the maller from
hie mind. .

But this sharp October morning, for
some reason or another, he seemed to
be in & somewhat irritable mood, and
Aubrey Angel, the dandy of the Fourth,
eamo in for a lion’s share of Lis Form
master's displeasure. ;

“You wern not paving attention to
the lesson,” snappod Mr. Capper, fixing
Aubrey Angel with a stern gazo.

st | beg your pardon, sir?”

“Pon't answer me back, boy!™

“Certainly not, sir!” drawled Angel.
“But you said—" T

“Take fifty lines, and remain silent,
Angel !”" snapped Mr. Capper.

Angel grunted, and resumcd his scat.
. The lesson proceeded uneventiully for
about ten minutes.

But the thoughts of Aubrey Angel
seemed to ba elgewhere. From time to
time his gaze wandered from the hook on
the dezk before him to the windows at
tha far side of the Form-room. Once
he was hecard to emit a Iow chuckle,
for which he was awarded another fifty
limas.

"Wonder what's up with Angel this
morning 1"  whispered Temple to
Dabney. *“He seems to bo asking for
trouble with both hands.™

“0Oh, quite!” grinned Dalmey. * And
he'll get 1t, too!"

Towards the end of the lesson, how-
ever, Mr. Capper's paticuce scemed io
be getting & trifle worn.
“Angel,”” he snapped suddenly,
“Lkindly inform me in which work men-
tion is made of Mokanna, the veiled
mouk of Khorassan.” |

“Certainly, sir!" replied Angel, *Er
_Ef—'—” o

“J am waibing, Angel.”

Y The—the—that 15 to say, sir—"

“iBless my soul! I told vou not five
minutes ago!” rasped Mr. Capper.

“Have you forgoiten already, or did
yvou fail to hear met"”

“ Né, sir, The—the Garden of Allah!”
roplied Angel desperately, with a dim
recollection of having seen a monk in
the play of thet name some time ago.

*“Ha, ha, ha!” roared the rest of the

Farm, rocking to and fro with merri-
ment. '

“Hiloncal"™ thundered
Fourth master angrily. 1 will severely
cane the next boy who laughs. As I
suspected, - Angel, vou have not been
paying attention. Come out here ak
l}ﬁﬂﬂl!”

Aubrey Angel rose to his feet and did
he was requested.

“Hold: out your hand, boy!” ordered
Mr. Capper.

“Look here, sir—"" began Angel.

“At once, boy!"

“Wow ! Certainly, sir!"

Swish, swish!

“Ow! Yarooooh!"™ gasped Angel, as
the Upper Fourth master administered
two stinging cuts. “I'll make you sit
up for this! Ow!"

“Wha-a-at? Hew dare you, boy!"
rasped Mr. Capper angrily. *How dare
vou threaten me in that manner! Hold
out yoor hand again. I will teach you
not to be insolent to your Form master
in future.”

But the slacker of the Fourth did not
hold out his hand agnin. Instoad, he
retroated a pace, and stood glaring at
Mr. Capper with hiz tecth set and e
curious expression of defiance in hiseyes.

“¥ou touch me again, and you’ll be
sorry for it!"" he muttered.

There came a gasp of astonishment
from the rest of the Form, while Mr.
Capper's somewhat pale [ace turned a
drep beetroot hue.

tha Upper

3

“The silly ass! Old Capper will
slaughter him for that!” whispgred
Temple.

“0Oh, quite!” agreed Dabney. “Ha

must have gone off his giddy rocker all
of a sudden.”

“How dare you, Angel!"” thundered
Mr. Capper, having partly recovered
from his astonishment. ** How dare you,
I gay! This 13—ig—"

Words scemed to fail the master of
the Fourth, But if words failed him,
actions id not. He made an angry
dive at the junior before him, the cane
upraised ready for action. in his right
hand. But Aubrey Angel retreated
behind the master’'s desk, his face white
with passion. :

“ Leave me alone!” he said savagely.
“It'll he the worsa for you, if you
don’t. You know what I mean, r.

ﬂa‘gﬁr!” '
y giddy aunt! What's the silly ass
driving at?” murmured Fry in amaze-
ment. _ S5
Mr. Capper stood regarding the junior
uncoertainly for some moments.
“Boy,” he said, controlling himself
with difficulty, ** will you kindly explain
to the Form exactly what you mean?"
“You ought to know what I mean!"
retorted Angel mmsolently.
“What "'
“] say you should know what I
mean,” repested Angel in a louder
voice, ts:"grm of trivmph on his sallow

face. you don't, and you touch me
with that cane again, you'll soon find
out 1"

“TBlese my s=oul!” murmured Mr,

Capper {eebly, wiping his brow with his
'::mlull-:amhiaf. “The h-u;r must have
takon leave of his senses!’

“What sbout what happened three
nights ago?” demanded Angel with a

sneer. ' In Friardale Lane, I mean.”
“Friardale Lane?” repeated Mr.
Capper in amazement. “I fail ubterly

to understand you, boy.™ ] ,

“T don't su e you do, sir,” re-
torted Angel £ﬂaa a.j;nnnr. “You've
robably got a—— Yarooooh! Wowl!
t{:r]}]‘.ti.t?”

Aubrey Angel broke off with a gasp
of pain, as llg . Capper, his face white

Tae MaoxeT Lisrary.—No. 874
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with rage, grip him suddenly by the
scruff cﬁf the pﬂi, and commenced to
lay into him with the cane as though he
had been some unruly Second Form fag.

Bwish, swish, swish !

“Stoppit!” roared Angel, endeavour-
ing vainly to free himself from the in-
furisted master's grip. “ Wow! Doocer!
Yarooooh!”

“How dare you, boy!" panted Mr,

r.
hack, whack, whack!

Again and again the cane descended
soross Angel's shoulders, causing the
dust to rise in clouds from his garments.

“My hat! Poor old .e‘mlgel_E grinned
Temple. “0ld Capper’s laying it on,
and no mistake."”

Bwish, swish, swish!

“Yargoooh! Yow! Stoppit!”
“There, wretched boy,” panted Mr.
Capper, desisting at last. "I think I

have taught you the foolishness of bein

impertinent to your Form master. 1
there iz any more of this nonsense, I will
take you before Dr. Locke. Indeed, I
would do so now, but that I think you
are nothing more than a young fool.
You may gol”

Groaming and bwisting, Angel resumed
his seat, his teeth gritted and his face
white and set, while & buzz of excited
vonversation broke out from the rest of
the juniors. B
o "]::].‘a.'i:e fifty lines fbu-!r t&il-:mg‘ in Form,

abney!” sna r. pper.

"Dh:lr—ﬂr— EEF&EEH" gasped Dabney,
while Temple grinned.

It was obvious that the master of the
Fourth was still on the wuﬁﬂath- '

The noise subsided somewhat and the
lesson was resumed. i

For the rest of the morning, how-
ever, Aubrey Angel sat in o sullen
silonce. From time to time he was
observed to gaze at Mr. Capper curi-
ously. Mr., Capper, however, affected
not to notice him. At length the lesson
ended, and the juniors trooped out of
the Form-room. In the passage outside
Aubrey Angel was immediately sur-
rounded by a crowd of curicus juniors,
who all triaed to question him at once.

“Mvy giddy aunt! What & nerve
vou've got to stand and threaten old
Capper like that,” said Fry.

“ HEspecially when you were blufling
all the time,”” remarked Temple.

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“Was I bluffing?"” demanded Angel
in a hard voice.

“Well, you let old Capper wallop you
pretty  well, anyway,” said Dabney.
“And I can't say that he seems par-

ticularly sorry for it, as you told him
he would.”

“Wait and see,” growled Angel
savagely,

& Ua]ﬁpar doesn’t realise what
he's done xet. ut he'll find out it's the
worst day’s work he's done since he's
been at Greyfriars, I haven’t finished
with him by long chalks, The rotter!
I'll make him sit up!™

“ Look here, Angel,” said Temple.
“It's all very well to be mysterious, but
I think it's playing a bit low down to
make threats that vou don't follow up.
What were you driving at when you
tackled him about Friardale Lane 1™

Aubrey Angel regarded his Form-
fellows silently for a moment.

T];Fu he grinned.
“You ask Cepper,” he replied at
length. “He knows. ™

““But what the thum T

“I don't want to be badgered by you
lot, anyway,” snapped Angel, pushing
his wav through the crowd which sur-
rounded him. “VYou think I'm bluffing
when I say I'll make Capper sit up. But
I'm not. You mark my words, I'm
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g:i:iug to make him sorry for the day
was ever born before I've finished
with himi. I can tell yon this, Ca '8
not a At man to be a master at Grey-
friars, and if the Head knew as much
about him az I do, he'd sling him out
at & moment's notice."

And with that Angel lounged away
dawn the ;gaamge, leaving Temple anc
Co. and a host of Upper Fourth fellows
gtaring after him in amazement,

“Great - Scott ! What does this silly
ass mean ™

“"Not fit to be a master!"

“Batan rebuking sin!" said Fry.

“Ha, ha, ha!"

“0Oh, Angel's talking out of his hat'!”
remarked Temple.

“Quite I agreed Dabney. “If he
kuew anything about old Capper we
should have rumbled it by the way
Capper behaved.”

“Hear, hear!” chimed in several
voices.

But, despite their words, the juniors
were considerably puzzled. For the resi
of the dinner time, speculation was rife
as to exactly what Angel was driving
at. The more they thought of the
matter, the more puzzled they became.
On second thoughts, it seemed hardly
likely that Angel would have the nerve
to stand and threaten Mr, Eﬂaﬁpﬂr in the
manner he had done unless he tllcrugll:t
he was aware of something. On the
other hand, however, it certainly did
not seem from his conduct that the
master of the Fourth had been guilty
of any deed which he feared might be
exposed. B

“1f there's anything in what Angel
was burbling about we shall jolly well
soon know all abeut it,” remarked
Temple to Dabney and Fry. “And if
there isn’t, it'll just die a mnatural

“Oh, quite!” agreed Dabney. ‘'And
vary likely that ass Angel will die an
unnatural one.™

Adeath.”

THE FOURTH CHAPTER.
Bunter Knows I

£ AS33 along.the jam, Franky!"
P * “These doughnuts are jolly
good. I'll have some more.”
“The goodfulness of the es-
teemed and luscious doughnuts iz of the
mouth-watering order,"” grinned Hurreo
Jamset Ram Singh. *If the worthy
Clervy  will kindfully refrain from
scoffing the lot, I will have ancther my
dishonourable sclf.”
Bob Cherry grinned, and passed fwo
small doughnuts on a very large plate
along to the anxious Inky.

Harry Wharton had received a re-
mittance from his uncle, Colonel Whar-
ion, that morning, and was celebrating
the fact with a special tea in Study No,
1, to which the rest of the Famous Five
had been invited.

Tea had not been in progress long,
however, before the study door opened,
and the fat, bespectacled face of William
George Bunter, the Owl of the Remove,
peered 1o.

“71 zay, you fellowsg—"

“S3cat!” roarcd the Famous Five In
one Yoice.

“0Oh, really, Wharton i

“There's nothing to give away, Bun-
ter," said Harry Wharton, his gaze
wandering to & cricket-stump in a
corner -of the study. “Not even a
crust or crumb.”

“And we're not cashing any postal
orders jn advance, either,” put in Bob
Cherry. “That's all. - Shut the doar,
Bunter.”

“Really, Cherry,” wheezed the Owl

of the Remove, blinking rapidly behind
his' big spectacles. “%‘m rather par-
ticular whom I feed wiih, for one
thing—"

“ria, ha, bha!" :

“Not as much as we are, though!”
chuckled Nugent.

Bunter scowled,

“And, lor another thing,” he weut on.
“I irust that a fellow with a lot of
titled relatives like miysell doesn’t have
to rely on anything so common as a
postal order for & remittance. As o
matter of fact, I'm oxpecling =&
cheque—"

“Ha, ha, ha! A pgilt-edged one, I
suppose,” roared Frank Nugeni.

“Really, Nugent. 1 wouldn't -ack
one of you rotters to cash the cheque, in
gny case. Coming from my titled re-
latives as they do, the banks simply
fall over themselves faor the honour of
cashing "em for me——"

“And throw in & quid or so for the
privilege,” grinned Johnny Bull.

“Ha, ha, halt”

“As a matier of fact, T was gpoing to

tell vou about old Capper,” went on
the Ow! of the Remove. "I hear he's
lgpan seen in  Friardale Lane half
ips

“What!” gasped the chums of the
Remove, starting visibly.

“"He, he, he!" smiggered Dunter,
feeling that he had made an impression
at Inst. I knew ihat would get vou.”

“You—you fat clam!™ snorted Whar-
ton, leaping from his chair and making
a sudden dive at the fat junior and
ﬁﬂ'ppinﬁ him by one of his ample shoul-

ors, “Where did vyou learn that?”

“Wow! Yow! Really, Wharton,”
gasped Buuter, as tho captain of the
Remove proceeded to shake him vigor-
ously. “I—I hoppened to be passing
down the Upper Fourth passage when
my shoe-lace broke, and—and——"

“¥ou stopped tfo listen,” concluded
Wharton grimly.

“;I‘Iw, fat sneak ' exclaimed Johnny
Bull,

The Famous TFive knew William
George Bunter of old. It was really
most unforiunate for Bunter that
whenever he purchased a pair of shoo-
laces, some wunscrupulous shopkeeper
always took sdvantage of his trusting
natvre and palmed off a faulty pair on
to him.

Usually the faulf was not discovered
until Bunter was passing some spot
or study where someone was discussing
something confidential, and, quite by
accident—or 5o he said—Bunter over-
heard their conversation while making
the repair.

“Wha were you spying on?”’ demanded
Bob Cherry.

“Yow! Loggo my car. Yoop! [
wasn't spying. But it was that beast
Angel who said -it. He said he saw
Capper half-tipsy in Friardale Lane three
nights ago—Yarooch!”

“Listen to me, youn porpoise,” szaid
Harry Wharton, in a hard voice. “We
were talking to Capper the day after
Angel was supposed to have secen him
i tho lane, and {rem something Capper
tald us, we know he couldn't have been
anywhere near Friardale., That's that!
And now we're golng to teach you not to
go around ;;[:ln;-.rinxg;1 an people and makin
mischief with a lot of idle gossip whic
probably you dide't half understand.”

“Hear, hear!” exclaimed Frank
Nugent, “Eum’i} the fat rotter!™

“The bumpfulness js terrific!™

“Yargooh! Wow!"” howled Billy
Bunter, as many hands gripped himy and
swung him off his feet out into
the Remove passage., “ You'll—you'll
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b-break my g-glasses and then youw'll have
to pay for 'em—Yooop!"

ﬁh last howl was wrenched from
Bunter as his fat carcass smote the hard
and unsympathetic linoleum with con-
siderable force.

Bump, bump, bump!

“Give him another!"

“Yaroooh! Wow!
Bunter.

Bump, bump, bump!

The five chums desisted at last from
sheer exhaustion.

“Let me hear of you reEea.(lng that
little tale again,” panted Bob Cherry,
a3 Bunter lay wriggling and zquirming
on the floor, “and what you've just had
will be a giddy picnic compared with
what you'll get.”

And with that the Famous Five re-
entered Study No. 1.

“Yah! Beasts!” groaned the Owl of
the Remote, staggering to his feet and

laring at the unoffending door. “I'm
wmrt! Wow 1V

Glaring at the door did not afford
Bunter’ much satisfaction, however, so,
with another grunt, he turned and rolled
away down the. passage, still groaning.

¥ 2o something's leaked out, after all,”

Help!"” roared

Sl e ——— ik,

TwopstISE. T

out into the Remove passage. Bulb be-
fore they had proceeded half way
towards tho jumior Cormmon-room they
encountered Fisher T. Fish, the h'l.lf.lﬂinﬁ
and enterprising vouth from the Uniter
States,

“Hallo, Fish, old chip—I mean chap,”
grinned Nugent.

“"Ha, ha, ha!" ]

“Why the noble brow so wrinkled in
thought, Fishy 1" demanded Wharton,
observing the serious expression on the
American junior's lean face. “The
bottom dropped out of the dollar?™

“Hee hyer, you jays,” drawled Fisher,
“] guess it ain't no lafing matter. No.
sirree!

oing tew get it right where the
chicken gut the chopper for cruninal
libel—and then some.”

“It's impoasible to libel von, if that's
what vou mean, old scout,” grinned
Frank Nugent.

“Yeah—nuuno, I mean!” gasped Fish
hwrriedly. “I reckon it's not about me.
But T thought I'd tell yew fellows, =0
vew'd know. It's about old Capper—"

“Capper!” echoed the Famons Five,
i't:hu grins quickly vanishing from their
aces,

I caleulate some shek guy's

to do with it,"” he said, “but other
people mast have been talking about it
first for Bunter to bave got hold of
the tale. I'd like to know who the
thump it can be, though.”

“ear, hear!”

“We've done our best fo keep it quiel.
anyway,” eaid Nugent. * But, at the
same time, whether our suspicions abonit
Capper are right, or not, I can't help
feeling sorry for him.”

And Nugent's feelings were sharved by
the rest of the Famous Five,

-

THE FIFTH CHAPTER.
The Head, Too !

6 F T'S all rot, of counrse.”
I “0Oh, quile!™
“But, at the same time, a good
few fellows seem, to have got
hold of the tale, and—and, well, there's
no smoke without fire, you krow."
““No, I suppose not.” agreed Fry.-
The rumour coucerning Mr. Capper
had spread.
It was already public- property in the
Upper Fourth as well as in the Remove.
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said Wharton, sealing himself at the
study lable again, -

“[ haven't breathed a word, anyhow,”
said Johnny Bull,

“S8ame here,” chorused the rast of the
Co.

“f course not,” agreed Wharlon
thoughtfully. *“Home one else must
have spotted him and told Angel.”

“Yes, or more likely Angel spotled
him and wes telling someone else,”

“Well, that's stopped Bunter open-
ing his mouth for a bit, anyhow,’
grinned Frank Nu%&uh rubbing his
clbow where one of Bunter's boots had
caught him.  * After all, from what
Capper told us, he couldn't have been
in Friardale Lane that night. Whether
we believe what he told us or not's an-
other matter, though.”

"It might have stopped DPuuter, but
it hasn't stopped that dingy rotter
Angel,” said Johnny Bull slowly, ** And
("apper’s his Torm master.”

“1 thought it had all blown over by
now,” said Mugent. * Which just shows
vou never know, Well, let's clear the
tea-things away and buzz wp to the
(mnmon-room for a bit.”

“Good egg!" .

For the next ten mioutess the five
juniors were busy olearing the ::{tbh:- and

itting the study straight. The task
E:dshrd, they emerged from the study

G. Hennell, I, Clavering Avenue, Barne:a.,.
ussex; A, Hltld', 58, Augustus Steeet, Brooks's Bar, Manchester; J. Yeadon, Gladstone Road,

5.W.13;

“That's it,” nodded Fish, peeling
himself a stick of chewing gum,
“Bome silly palools are prancing

around saying the guy's becn scen in
Friardale Lane squify.”

“Who told you that, Fishy?!" de-
manded Johuny Bull, “If it's that fat
asd Bunter 1 reckon you've got the
wrong end of the stick. Ile came and

5];‘rnng' the same tale on us a litlle
while ago, but we just slung him out.”
“Jt's not Bunter,” replied Fish, *1

guess I heard it from one or two
uarters. Skinner told me frst of all
Then, about ten minutes later, I heard
it from several other quarters. I guess
it's all bunkum, of vourse, but there’ll ho
trouble for somecne if it gels to the
ears of the Head.

“My hat! You're right,” agrecd
Wharton, slowly recovering from  his
astonishinent. * There's probably a mis.
take somewhers, and if I were wou, I
don't think I'd mention it to anyone
else, Fishy.” .

“Nope, I guess not.” agr_wd Fish,
passing on. *1But T reckon ' no deep

recret, no, sirrce "
“Heore's & pretiy ketile of fish.” re-
marked Bob Cherry, when the American
junior had gone. I womder if thal fat
ass Bunter—"
Harry Wharlon shook his head.
“Very likely Bunler had something

I. M. Jackson, **

L]

he Chawtons,’

Temple, Dabney & Co. were puzzled.
‘ Several times when the varn had been
repeated to them they had endcavoured
to trace it back lo its source. Pt their
efiorts had been futile. The whole thing
seemed to move round in a circle—
after the manner of most rumours,

“1 wonder if that's what Angel wa-
hinting at when old Capper walloped
Lim the other day,” said Fry.

“ Possibly,” answered Temple., * DBt
I should {mrdl think so. Angel's »
uger sort of kid, 1 know. He

throatened to make Capper sit upg bul
from what [ know of ﬂngel. 1 should
think he's too old a hand to rely on
epreading a yarn of tns sort to do il
For one thing it's too dangerous—uunlesa
he's able io prove it."

“And Capper's word is as good as
Angel's,” said Fry.

*({h, rather!™

“Angel's probably got some decper
stunt on. "Thut's my opinion.’

“Well, it's a blessed mystery. any-
way,” grunted Temple. “1 heard that
that fat chump Buonter got hold of the
tale a couple of days ago, amd raced
along to Wharton and las pals with it
—but they shing him ont on his neck.”

“Ila, ha, ha'!™
“Serve him right!”

“Tt's no use chewing the rag. as far

Tur MacseT Lipuwaux.- Mo, 974,
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s I can see,’” said Fry. “The zilly ass
who conca this yarn ‘about old
Fappgr will get it in the neck before
ong.

“You're right, old man!"

“I am! hen 1 propose we don't
talk about it any more. It can't do
any good, and it might do a lot of harm.
Least said soonest mended. Let's go
for a wander round the Cloze before it
gets dusk.”

And the trio went;

They passzed Dr. Locke .on the way.

The Head was evidently leaving the
school to make a belated call

He nodded briefly to Temple & Co.,
and passed out of the school gates.

It was & f;uud hour later befora he

left Friardale on his way back. By
then it was dark.
After ten minutes’ walk Dr. Locke

was approaching the Cross Keys Inn
standing on the left of the rosd. Al
ready some of the lights of the Inn were
lowered.

“Hurry along, gentlemen, please
shouted the voice of the potman.

“Give a fellow a chanch,” came a
familiar voice. “It's not time

at.
You've put the clock Inrdwurda{x—
cheats !”

The Head started.

There was something about that voice
which was vaguely familiar.

“Get along out of it, I tell you," re-
torted the potman. * You've been here
nearly all the evening. "Ow  much
lenger do you want? Hurry along,
please |V

There came a mutter of hoarse voices,
and the slamming of a door. Several
fipures moved away in the direction of
lﬁ;nrdﬂ.}e which the Head had just
eft.

“Blesz my soul!” he muttered. “Can
it sibly o

hen next Le stepped out into the
road again a figure urched past one
of the lighted windows of the Inn, Thae
light from the lamp inside illuminated

his features clearly. _
“"Bless my soul!” gasped Dr. Locke m

| 58
:

amazement, “I—I must be dreaming!
Ua{aﬁrer—" ]
‘here was no doubd about it; the

face was that of Mr. Capper!

Unaware that he was under observa-
tion the Upper Fourth master lurched
up the lane towards Greyfriars.

“Bless my soul!” murmured Dr. Locke
again, wondering whether lis ears and
eyes were playing tricks with hiw,
“T'his—this i3 amazing!"

The Head of Greyiriars hesitated for
a fow brief minutes, and then strode up
the road. The Iurcjiing form ahead was
vanishing in the gloom. The Head
caught up with the Upper Fourth master
and continued to walk along by his side,
Mr. Capper, however, did not seem to
notice him.

¥ Capper 1"
At the sound of Dr, Locke's voice Mr,
Capper turned suddenly, lurching

against the Head, and sending him stag-
gering back several paces,
" Borry ! gasped Mr. Capper. “Look

10F

where I'm going:
“G-good gracious!” ejaculated Dr.

Locke, gquickly recovering himself.
" How dare you, sir!"

" Not fault,” camo the reply
thickly. *“Look where 1'm going—

whur’::qsh you're going, I mean. Nicesh

1] E“ I 1'#

A Wl?f.re;urrer now ?
fellow alope 1"

“How dare you, sir!” thundered Dr.
Locke, clapping lis handkerchiel to his
nose &1 a strong odour of fumes camoe
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Can’t you leave &

back at him, “How dare vou, I say!
You are intoxicated, sir! You are—"

“YWha'? Still at it? un awa
old. foct 1 i Bun away, you

And the speaker Iurched up the road
agan.

“Bless my soul! This is terrible!”
murmured the old Head, placing a hand
to lis brow. “This is indeed terrible!”

Dr. Locke continued his way up the
road in the wake of the lurching figure
like & man in & dream, or, rather, a
mghtmare,

But the mood of Mr. Capper seemed
to have suddenly changed. He sank
down on to a grassy bank, and waited
until Dr, Locke was level with him.

“Here we are,” he mumbled, patting
& vacant patch of grasz next to him.
“Come and sit downsh and tell me all
about it, there's a good fellow.”

D, ke's face assumed a deep
purple hue, and his eyes gleamed.

“Are you aware to whom you are
speaking " he asked, econtrolling his
indignation with an effort. “ You forget
vourself, sirl"

“ Aren't-you gonna sil down #¥

“ Certainly not!™

“Then clearsh off, and don't worry a
man."

“Pull yourself together, my dear Cap-
per," urged tho Hoead, fecling that
perhaps the master of the Upper Fourth
needed humouring. “Suppose anyone
should come along and see you in thi
condition. It would be a terrible thing.
Pray try and colleet yourself, I entreat
you, Capper. I feel sure you can if you
will but make the effort. Permit me to
assist you to rise™

The only reply was & faint snore.

“Blesa my soul! He has gone to
sleep!” ejaculated Dr. Locke.

Tho Head gazed helplessly about him
for several moment:. Never before in
his life had he oncountered such an
experience. He tried to recall the best
manner in which to doal with a man in
Mr. Capper's state. He recollected road-
ing that a strong cup of tea, with a
pinch of soda, sometimes had a beneficial
effect. But to obtain a strong cup of
tea In the middle of Friardale at past
ten o'clock at night was a2 sheer im-
possibility.

Thore came the sound of approaching
footsteps some distance up the road,

Dr. Locke felt the perspiration break
out on his brow. TFor Mr. Capper to
be seen in his present state by ather
people was tho last thing in the world
that he desired. But, instcad of ap-
pmachin%c!ﬂsnr, the salitary pedestrian

L

turnod o e footpath. Dr. Locke
breathed a sigh of relief.

Taking the still gently snoring Mr.
Capper by the shoulder, he shook him
vigorously.

“Tull  yourself together, sir!” he
exclaimed,

Mr. Capper awoke with a siart.

“What! Not gone.yei!™ he munbled,
blinking at the Head with a childish
expression of seorn.

“It is I—Dr. Locke. Pray rise,
Capper, and permit me to assist von to
the school. If we remain here longer
wa shall be observed.”

Mr. Capper staggered to his feet.

“Look here,” he said solemnly, " why
don't you clear off and lemme alone
when you're asked? I shall be alri’, I
tell yoush.”

“Put. my dear Capper——"

“Can't a fellow have a 1i'] drink with-
ont all this fuss?” hooted Mr. Capper,
his mood changing again.

* Here vou are, been hanging around
me all the cveningsh. I'll tell you for
the last time—elear off ! If you dom’t,
thero'll be trouble,”

And as he spoke the master of the
Upper Fourth lurched heavily sgainst
the Head, who emitted a mingled snort
of wrath aud disgust,

“Very well, Capper,” retorted Dr.
Locke. *I shall most certainly leave
you., You are not in a fif state to reason
with. But let me tell you, before I do
go, that never before in my long career
as a headmaster—or, for that matter,
the whole of my life—have I been sub.
ected to such treatment. You have

haved in a most disgusting manner.
Indeed, I will go further—you have
behaved in & beastly manner !

. ‘]*_:feah, I know. I deserve it. Rub it
in

But Dr. Locke was not listening.
Alrcady he was stalking angrily wp the
road towards the school, leaving M.
Capper to follow on as best he nught.

L L] - L] -

Dr. Locke suffered a night of broken

aleep.

ﬁ?ﬁﬂfh after breakiast the following
morning he summoned Mr, Capper 1o
his study.

“¥ou sent for me, gir?”’ the Upper
Fourth Form master remarked, in
response to the Head's invitation to
enter the study,

Dr. Locke glanced at Mr. Capper and
started. He had ex d o see him
haggard and ill after his previous night's
cxperience ; but Mr. Capper looked far
from ill. Indeced, he Ilooked extra-
ordinarily healthy. His eyes were bright
and his skin glowed; hiz mannor was
calin and easy, and he had none of the
appearance of £ mnan go recently under
the influence of aleohel. He met Dr.
Locke’s searching gaze with a steady
eye and a slight and attemiive zmile,
and waited for him to speak.

But it was some moments before Dr.
Locke was able to .do so., My
Capper's appearance had thrown him
somewhat off his balance.

“I have a very disagrecable tach
hoefore me, Capper,” said Dr. Locke,
deciding to come to the peint and get
the mizerable businesi over as quickly
sz possible. " You are, of course, aware
to what I am referring 77

“1 beg your pardon, sir!” replied Mr.
Capper, with a puzzled expression.

“T am referring to your behaviour Jast
night.”

“My bLehaviour last night ! repeated
Mr. Capper, somewhat stifly. 1 must
ask you to bo more cxplicit, Div. Locke.
There is nothing about my behaviour
last mght fo which I am aware anyone
could take exceplion,™

A hard gleam came into Dr. Locke's
cyes.

“ Are you deliberately trying to mns
understand me, My, Capper'” he
demanded.

“Certainly nol, sie, Il vou will be =0
good as te toll me plaindly what you
mgan, I ean answer youw.™

“Then I shall bo interested to hear
what oxplanation you have to offer—if
any—for the state of intoxication you
were in last night.”

AMr. Capper almost jumped.

Thoe Head watched him curiously, and
was convineed that Mr. Capper possessed
a marked histriome ability of wiich he
had never suspected.

The colour receded from the Fourth
Form masier's face, leaving it a dull
w{:r{. colour; but almost immediately
the blood surged back until s cnlire
face and neck were the hue of a beet-
root.

“Bir! Dr. Locke! Do I understand
that vou are accusing md of—of having
been drunk last night ¥ he demanded
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in an agitated tone, looking the Head
full in the eyes.
* “Enough of this, if you please, Mr.
Capper!’ snapped Dr. Locke 1mpa-
tiently. “IL trust vou will realise how
unpleasant this interview is for me.
hoped that vou would have some sort
of explanation to offer. If you were un-
well, and took a stimulant which over-
wercd you, pray why not say so?
four dental i3 only meaking matters
worse. "

Mr. Capper controlled himself with a
visible effort.

“Dr. Locke,” he said quictly. “You
have been misinformed. MWhoever told
vou that has made a great mistake. I
ussure you that I was most certainly
and emphatically not in the condition of
which you accuse me of being last night.
A3 you are aware, ] am practically an
abstainer, I deny the accusation
utterly. And I trust, Dr. Locke, that
having heard me you will now withdraw
that statement. You have been wrongly
informed."

There followed an impressive silence.

“Mr. Capper,” said Dr. Locke
harshly, "I rogret to say that I have
not been misinformed., I repeat that
you were Intoxicated last mght, and
that I saw you in that state with my
own eyes !

"Good heavens!™

“You may well sav that,” resumed
Dr. Locke grimly. "I witnessed the
whole miserable business, from the time
-ou were almost ejected from the Cross

¥8 to the time when, having failed
to induce vou fo return to tha school
with me. T leff you in a fuddled state
sitting by the wayside in Friardale
Lane, ™

“You must have been dreaming, sir,"
gasped Mr. Capper weakly.

“Nonsense !"™ retorted Dr. Lacks
sharply. “Burely I can believe the
evidence of my own ears and eyes? The
hour at whjch this happened was shortly.
after ten o'clock, It yon were not in
Friardale Lane, then where wera you 1"

“I—I admit being in Friardsle Lane
at about that time,” stammered Mr,
Capper, pale again, “but not in the
condition you acouse me of being. I
do not recollect seeing you, either.” .
d"thha.hly not,” snapped the Head

evly.

" Unfortunately, I was alono for ‘the
best part of the evening,” went on Mr.
Capper dazedly, “and I did not arrive
back at the school wuntil rather late.
You ses, J—I—"

“Quite 50 !” grated Dr. Locke. *“Un-
fortunately for you, you cannot prove
an alibi, I am therefore compelled to
conclude that what I saw was real
enough, and that I was ndt dreamin
- and swalking in my sleep, as you wnulﬁ

doubtless like me to believe.’

“You are mistaken, sir!” ejaculated
Mr, Capper, having recovered himself
somewhat. *“I—I cannot understand it.
You are not the first person to imagine
you have seen me in——"

Mz, Capper broke off short. Recol-
leetion of the strange conversation he
had had with Harry Wharton & Co.
soma days before came back to him: but
he felt that to mention that to the Head
at the present moment, instead of help-
ing him, would only serve further to
convince Dr. Locke of his guilt—if he
needed further conviction.

“Well? demanded Dr., Locke
curiously. “Pray go on, Capper.”

“It is of no moment,” gasped .Mr,

r, in some confusion. *“All I can

do is to repeat that there is some terrible

mistake. A very terrible mistake indeed.

I ask you to believe me when I say——""
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fortunate Angel full In the face.

and onions.

Bunter’s fat feet skldded on the highly-polished linoleum, and with a wild yell
of alarm, he slipped forward, the pie shooting from his hand and taking the un-
““Woew ! Yarocooh ! gasped Bunter, as his
heavy carcass sitruck the linoleum with a hard thud.
spluttered Aubrey Apgel, his ears, eyes, and hair full of juicy meat, ple-crust,

*“*Quch ! Yoooop!*™

{See Chapter 6.)

“Tut  tut!™ interrupted the Head
shortly. * Why prolong this unpleasant-
ness, Capper? It will serve no useful
purpose. I must warn you, however,
that it will be well for you to be more
circumspect in future. That is all. You
may go!"

And, seating himself at his desk, Dr.
Locke made a .pretence of examining
280G PAPOrs,

Mr. Capper stood stock still for a
moment an angry retort rising to his
lips. * But he seemed suddenly to think
better of it, and clamping his teeth on
his lower lip, he turned and abruptly
left the room.

— i

THE SIXTH CHAPTER.
Angel Follows the Trail !

i J'LL get him !
Thuz Aubrey Angel.

Tea was over, and the slacker
of the Fourth was taking a gquiet
stroll ronnd the Close.

For several days nothing further had
been heard of Angel's mysterious threat
against Mr. Capper, and most of the

pper Fourth fellows had all but for-
gotten the incident.

But Aubrey Angel himself had not for-
gotten,

He was =till emarting under a false
senseé of injustice, and his desire to get
even with his Form master was keener
than ever.

The worried state Mr. Capper had
been in all day following his interview
with Dr. Locke Angel wrongly attri-
buted to the fact 'I:]Eat‘. ho must have
heard of some of the rumours that were
going about Greyiriars concerning him.

“The time's just about right for me
to act now,' thought the Upper Fourth
fellow, with vengeful glee. '"AIll it
needs is for me to catch him on the next
trip and show him up. I'd better keep
an eve on him for a bit."”

And, hmrincf arrived at this decision,
Angel entered the School House with a
thoughtful expression on his face.

About an hour later Mr. Capper
strolled across the Close and out through
the school into Friardale Lane.
And not far behind him was Aubrey

,ﬁ?+

el paused outside the gates, as
though wondering whether to take a
little exercise or not. But exercise was
the last thing that was in the dandy
of the Fourth’s mind at that moment,
Degpite his apparent abstraction, Angel

THE MacKeT LiBrary.—No. 374,
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was keenly alert, and for not a single
instant did he lose sight of the back of
his Form master.. .

All oblivious of the fact that he was
being followed, Mr. Capper plodded on,
For about an hour he walked steadily,
his way taking him up a side lane, over
a footpath, acress some fields, through
the woods, and back towards the school
Bgaln.

“Hang it!"” muttered Angel, as the
ancient pile of tho old school loomed up
hefore them again. “I wonder:if he's
got an idea that T suspect him, or
whether it's just a-bit too early.”

Like an avenging shadow the Fourth
Farmer dogged Mr. Capper’s footsteps
hack to the school. ‘aking up a
wsition behind a buttress, from whence
Em could command a view of the door-
wayv, Angel wailed
master of the Upper
Again.

An hour passed uneventfully.

But still Angel waited. : g

If Mr. Capper intended paying & visit
to the Cross Kevs he was leaving it
rather late.

Another half-hour passed by, after
which the Fourth Former gave up his
vigil with a grunt of disgust.

“1 expect it's gettin? a bit too :ris'lf.;,!
for him while all the fellows are about,”
Angel told himself. "If he's going on
the randan at all to-night I expect he’ll
sneak down when the chaps are all in
bed: He's going the whole hog with
E:nkﬂ & Co. il he's taken to drink, T'll

tl- Fl

Still resolved to keep a watch on his
Form master, Aubroy Angel wont up to
bad, but not to sleep.

The hour of eleven boomed slowly

from the clock in the old ivy-hung tower,
and Aubrey Angel sat up in bed,

E-.Ati-entij,r for the
ourth to emerge

“Yon fellows awake? he called
softly.
Mo reply.

The Fourth Former gave s grunt of
satisfaction, stepped out of bed, and,
donning a pair of rubber-seled shoes,
cropt eilently from the dormitory.

“T'1l just sen whether tho rotter’s gone
aout or not,’" he muttered. “If he has,
ihen I'll just wait about till he comes
hack, um‘]] zoe what sort of condition
he's in."

Angel reached the end of the passage
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leading from the Upper Fourth dormi-
tory and crossed the corrider at the
end towards the sleeping quarters of the
Remove, beyond which lay the masters’
wing.

But even as he did so there came the
patter of naked fect belund him, and
the next moment the fat and unmistak-
ahle form of William George Bunter,
the Owl of the Remove, burst into view,
closely followed by Poter Todd and Tom
Dutton.

“"Wow! Oooocoer!  Btoppit, you
chapa!" panted Punter, who was gras
ing & large pie, which he had evidently
been canght raiding from the study.
“OIf—if ]E glip vwp and b-break my
g-glasses :r'mﬂrhwm to hm:.r for "em !

“"Be qguiet, you fat chump!' snorted
the voice of IPeter Todd. " You don't
want to wake the blessed school, do you?
Gimnme back my pie!”

Aubrey Angel pressed himself closely
agaiust the wall, hoping that in their
excitement the jumiors would pass by
without detectiing him.

On and on came Bunter, until he was
within a couple of feet of where Angel
was pressed inte the shadow of the wall.

Suddenly, however, his fat feet scemed
to skid on the highly-polished linoleum,
and with a wild vell of alarm he Eiifped
forward, the pie shooting from his hand
and taking the unfortunate Angel full
in the face.

“Wow! Yarcoooh!"” gasped Bunter,
as his heavy careass struck the linoleum
with a hard thud.

“*Ouch! Yoooop!" spluttered Aubrey
Angel, his ecars, eves, and hair full of
Jui ie-crust, and onions. * You

}ulcs' meat,
at idint ! m smothered!™

The Upper Fourth fellow tried to
struggle to his feet, but as he did so
there came a gasp of alarm from behind
him, and the next moment. unable to
clieck their speed, Peter Todd and Tom
Dutton sprawled head first dver him,

Crash?

“Wow! Help! Police!" howled
Billy Bunter, frightened almost out of
Lis fat wits; *“I've—I've just run into
g burglar! Yow!"

il Dﬂ

“Bhurrup!"” snorted Dutton.

vou want to have the blessed beaks down
on us i’

" Quick ™ gasped out Peter Todd sud-
danly. “There's someone coming.
Grab Bunter and scoot] It’s all the
fault of the silly ass Bunter ram into.
Come on!™

And draigging the shaken and stutfer-
ing Owl of the Remove to his feet, the
two juniors  half-dragged and half-
pushed him round the bend in the cor-
vidor back towards the Remove dormi-
tory, leaving Aubre Angel still
spluttering and struggir‘ing in the re-
mains of the pie and its broken dish.

Click !

Almost the same instant that the
vanighed the corridor was fooded wit
vellow light from the electric bulb in
the cotling.

“What iz the mesning of this?" de-
wanded & fumilinr voice, suddenly.

Auvbrey Angel found himself staring
into the face of Mr. Capper. E

“I-I—" bhegan Angel, mu;m!g' &
fragment of omen from his left eye.
" You see, sit——""

“Moat certainly T do!” snapped Mr.
Capper. **1 see that you have not yet
left the ways of the Second Form behind
vou, I should have imagined that as a
member of the Upper Fourth you would
have been possessed of more dignity
than to have left the dormitory in the
middic of the night for the purpose of—
ah—gorging a—a pie!”

Angel turned a deep crimson.

“You're mistaken, sir, I—"

“Indead ™ murmured Mr. Capper,
his gaze wandering to a small puddle of
gravy which was slowly soaking into
the scat of Angel's pyjamas. " Then
what are you doing with that—ahem—
pic? And why are you out of bed ™

There are times when the brain works
at cﬁnImiic speed. Angel’s brain worked-
at that speed now.

The cad of the Fourth realised that if
he explained truly how he came to be
sitting on the corridor floor amidst the
wreckage of & meat-pie, he would still
have to account for his absence Irom the
Upper Fourth dormitory. ,

And Aubrey Angel hn(i(jm explanation

N aidieris dasned he U

t sudden aw u the r
Fourth fellu?.:r that his pﬂl‘st Way pﬁﬂt
would be to let Mr. Capper continue
to think that he had indsed been
emulating the exploits of & Second Form
fag. Certainly it would not be dignihied,
but what it lacked in digunity it made
up for in salety.

Angel summoned a feeble grin.

“"¥You're quita right, sir,” he said at
length. " I-—I—well, the [act 15 1 didn't
eat much dinner, and X missed my tea.
Didn't feel up to much. Then later on,
after 1'd been in bed a while, I came
over peckish, and—and came down to
get a snack to take back.”™

“Very well, Angel,” replied Mr.
Capper, "1 accept your explanation,
You must realise, however, that your
excuse is not sufficiently strong to justify
your leaving the dornnutory at this time
of the night. You will therafore take
filty lines. I will see that the mess you
have made is cleared up. ¥You had
better get back to your dormitory belore
you catch cold.”

“But, sir—"" he Angel,

“That will do. You had better go.”

And Aubrey Angel went.

Most fellows would have considered
fifty lines a wvery mild punishment
indeed for what had oocurred. But not
50 Angel. 'I'he imposition he had re-
ceived only increased the ill-feeling he
already bore towards Mr, Capper, and
made him more determined than ever
to get even with him.

At the back of hizs mind Angel felt
that in some way Mr. Capper had be-
come suspicious that he was being
]-.:-rat.:hed, and had been wating to trap

im.

“Never mind,"” snorted the junior to
himself, as he clambered into ;
“Tha fun's off for to-might, but I'll get
him yet!" -

The next two nights passed unevent-

fully.

T{m fourth night, however, Angel de-
cided that he would once again pay a
visit to . the masters’ wing.

But hardly had he reached the point
where the corridors orossed than he
made out a shadowy form somewhere .in
the gloom before hin, proceeding quietly
down a passage on the left. !

Angel caught his breath with excite-
ment.

The form was too tall to belong to a
Junior, It was then, either a Sixth-

srmor or one of the masters.

As the figure moved away Angel stole
silently in its wake,

“I'l just wait 4ill he passes the
window at the bottom," the junior mur-
mured to himself, " It'll be easy to see
who it is then."

But instead of continuing along to
where a broad shaft of moonhght pourcd
in through the tall windows at the end
of the passage, the hpure turned snd-
1.’[13?11;; to the left and wvanished from
aig nt. 3

“Hang it!" exclaimed Angel, break-
ing into & run. I wonder if he's got
an idea someono’s- after him 1"
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Angol reached the end of the passage
down which the figuré had disappeared.

But not a soul was in sight.

“Where the thump——" began Angel.

There came the soft sound of a door
being opened, followed by a chill blast
of air which nipped round the junior's
prjama-clad legs.

Angel waited for no more.
“It's him!" he gasped.
sneaking out.

it

Firmly convinced now that the
shadowy form he had seen wandering
down the passage was that of DMlr.
Capper, the master of the Upper Fourth,
Angel turned and raced swiftly in his
rubber-soled shoes back to his dormi-
torv, where he quickly changed into his
outdoor clothing.

“T'H nab him this time,” grinned the
junior. "My name's not Aubrey Angel
if I don't.”

Beveral minutes later Angel left the
school bulldings via a window at the
end of a passage, crossed the Close,
clambered up the old elm near the school
wall, and dropped silently into the lane
the other side. _ :

For scveral minutes lie stood in_the
shadow of the wall, staring to the right
and left. as.ut there was no sign of his
QURTTY.

“It's Capper. right enough!” Angel
told himself, *1 wonder what his game
is? And throngh heving to go back and
change, I've given him nearly & quarter
of an hour's start.”

Angel remained stationary for some

moments.

Then,  having  deeided that  Mr.
Capper's objective was the Cross Keys,
where doubtless he would fall in with
Banks and his rascally satellites, Angel
determined to ‘follew, Crossing the
road, he pushed his way through a o
and set off across the fields, with the
intention of reaching Friardale bv the
short cut. - el

It had been ralning esrlier in the
evening, and the gronnd was wet and
slippery. But in his excitement Angel
scomned not to notice this, On and on
he went, his mind flled with the thought
of bowling out his Form master, and
i:.:wlling' up the score he had against

“And he's
I might bave guessed

im.
The half-way point of Angel's journey
was marked {Jj' the nearest house to
Greyfriars, the Grange. where resided
Major Thresher. His nund still dwell-
ing on Mr. Capper. Angel passed the
back of the house, which was all in dark-

RS,

The footpath was in & more sodden
state about here, and some tall pine trees
on the right obscured. the hg t of the
moon. Angel came to s puddle about
s yard and & half long. Unwilling to
skirt it by walking ronnd in the grass,
he tock & short run and leaped.

Even as he struck the ground on
the far side, however, a sharp twinge
of pain shot throngh his right ankle,
cauzing him to double up and emit a
stifled gasp of pain. :

“Hang it!" muttered the junior. the
pain giving him & momentary [eeling of
siokness. "I—I must have sprained my
confounded ankle——"

Angel straightened himself wp, and
tried to walk; but the pain of putting
his foot to the pground ocansed ];nrn to
flinch and groan aloud.

“It's no use!"” he gasped, “Always
my rotten luck! I'll have to rest up a
bit, and get back to the school. Ow!™

Tho Upper Fourth fellow limped
painfully to & half-rotted log. almost
hidden from sight in a tall clump of
grass, and m:ﬁq down. For about
twenty minutes he sat with his sock

down and Lhe end of his trousers pulled
up, geotly massaging his injured ankle,
wgi{:h was already swelling and turn-
ing blue.

Angel was abont to rise and attempt
to walk again, when the stillness of the
night was broken by a- sharp ery from
the back of Major Thresher's -house be-
hind him. The ery was followed by a
heavy thud and the tinkle of smashing

glass,
~ “What the thump—" gasped Angel
ih amazement. :

Wool, woof, woof!

A chorus of barks broke out from
a conplo of dogs, intermingled with the
shouting and excited vaices of servants
calling upon somcone to stop.

His heart beating viulnntllrj with ex-
eitement, Angel ducked into the
shadows, and waited, while every
moment the sound of the shouting and
barking seemed to come mnearer and
nearer to him,

“Must be burglars!” gasped Angel.

A erashing as of a body bursting
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through bushes and undergrowth close
at hand caused the Upper Fourth fellow
to rise in alarm. The next instant o
figure Aashed by, running at breakneck
speed from the house whence came the
hoarse cries of the servants.

At it did so, Aubrey Angel gave vent
to a low whistle of amazement.

In the momentary glimpse he had
abtained of the fugitive's faco he had
recognised the unmistakable features of
the master of the Upper Fourth at
Greyiriars|

I

THE SEVENTH CHAPTER.
Identified !

L APPER ™
Forgetful for the moment of

hiz injured ankle, Angel stood

rooted to the spot, staring into
the patch of darkness where the fugitive
had disappeared.

The Upper Fourth fellow wondered
for a moment whether his evesight was
playing him tricks. But there was no
doubt about it. He had seen the
features of Mr. Capper elearly enongh,

What was My, Capper doing fleeing
from Major Thresher's house with ser-
vanls iy purswit? Thiz and several
other questions flashed through Angel's
mind. But belorea he could answer
them there eame the shouting of several
voices rlose at hand,

*Which way did he got”

Aubrey Angol euddenly recalled his
own positton. He had no desire to be
caught out of the school and at the back
of Major Throsher's house at swch a
time of night—especially in view of
what was happening. With a gasp of
alarm. he went to duck down into tha
long grass again.

But too late!

There came a wild yall of triumph
from the crowd of sorvanta,

“That's hinI*

“On him!"”

The next moment several Fgures
leaped into the clump of grass where
Angel was hiding.

Biff ! Thud! Crash!

“Yarooh! Hold on!” gasped Angel,
as a seriea of heavy blows sent him
staggering back. “I'm rot the chap
you're after! I'm——" ]

Another blow to the mouth cut short
the rest of Angel’s sentence, and a
sccond later ha found himself gasping
and struggling on the ground, with a
footman gitting on his chest and another
on his logs.

"Wa've got him!” .

“Hold him tight!"” came the voice of
Major Throzher's butler. And a light
heamed® out from an electric torch.
“We'se got 'im all right! Now let's
‘ave a look at him!”

“Yon fools ! hissed the Upper Fourth
follow savagely. “I'm not the man you
want. VYou've made a mistake. I'm
Angel of Greyiriars ¥

“My 'at! So it is!” ejaculated the
butler, as the light ‘from his torch, fall-
ing on Angel's battered features, con-
firmed his statement. * But—but what
the 'ump—— It ain't the .burglar,
after 2ll, then!?”

“Of course it isn’t!” roared Angel,
“The man you were alter was making
for Friardale Lane. If you'd have
listened to what I said you mml:u!: hava

caught him by now, instead—"

“Good! You've got him, then!™ in-
terrupted Major hresher, suddenly
arriving on the scene. “Good for youl
Let me have a look at the fellow!”

“I'm—I'm sorry, sir!" gasped the
butler, not yet fulfy recovered from his
surprise. “'It's ona of the young gents
from the school—"

“Groviriars!" ejaculated
Thresher, pecring at the prisoner’s face,
“By Jovel Bo it is. I know his face,
too. What iz your name, boy "

The two footmen who had been hold-
ing Angel down rose and assisted thoie
lnt-quritgthr Ih: !'l:ulla fnatped 28

“I'm Angel, sir!"” gas & Upper
Fourth fn!]{ﬁw, hia minEd wnrkinr: rapidly
to invent some excuse to offer for haius
absent from the school. *I—I happenc
to be paming, by when I ricked my
ankle. I was sitting down massaging it
when I heard tho alarm raised, and a
second later I saw the burglar dash bhy.
These fellows evidently mistook me for
the burglar, and before I could explain
their mistake to them they charged
down on me."”

Major Thresher regarded the Upper
Fourth [allow curiousiy.

“The man you saw running in the
dark was a burglar who was interrupted
whilst he was in the act of robbing my
house," he =aud. . N

“I guessed that, sir!” replied Angel

Tue Macxrer Lierarr.—No. 974,
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excitedly. I suppose none of your ser:
vants happened to get a glance at the
man's face?

The butler starbed visibly,

M o | " he began.

Angel grinned,

“1 thought as much,” he zaid. “Bome-
one you knew, wasn't i£?"

“What do you mean, boy?" snapped
Major Thresher, scenting that some-
thing more wunusual than a burglary
was in the air.

“ Ask your butler.” replied Angel, *If
he saw the Tnan ho ¢can tell you who he
was as well as T can.™

“Id you sce the man's face, Jeoves 1
demanded Major Thresher.

“I—well, you see—" began the
butler again.

“¥es or no? snapped the major.

" Yes, sir I gasped Jeeves.

“And you recognised him?®"

Once again the butler hesitated,

*“0Oh, you needn’t worry,” ssid Angel
slowly and deliberately. “I saw the
man quite distinetly. It was someone I
know as well as I Enuw you, sir—some-
ona I know far better, in fact.”

“Cease this tomfoolery, and tell mae
who it was!” snapped Major Thresher
angrily.

“Very well; since you order me to,”
said Angel. “And there's no mistake
about it, either, The man was Mr.
Capper, of Greyfriars|™

“What !

Major Thresher snapped out the word,
and his mouth tightened.

“You heard what I said, sir.”

A momentary silence followed, during
which the major regarded the Tpper
Fourth fellow as though trying to decide
whether he had suddenly taken leave of
his senses or not,

“How dare you, sir!” grated the
mejor at length. “How dare you, I say,
sir! .If you considgr this an appropriate
moment for jesting you are mistaken.
For two straws 1 would thrash you
where you stand, egir! T would——
Huh " ,

*“Oh, very well!” retorted Angel, with
& shrug of his shoulders. *“You asked
me, and I told you. I'm not blind, and,
in any case, if you don't take my word
for it, ask Jeeves. He saw him, too.”

Major Thresher choked and half-
turned to his butler.

“¥You will deny that,
Jeeves ¥ ho aniﬁ;

‘ a young gent iz right,
I'm afraid, sir,” mIl.n‘.t«:]:i:':m'a'w:i\g'r Jeeves lLgiunn-
comfortably. “Jenkins saw him, too.
If it wasn't Mr. Capper, then it was his
worry double, sir. I—I wouldn't ’ave
aaid =0, honly Master Angel 'ere seeing

']I'I‘.I‘, too——"
“Great  Scott |™  gasped Major
his brow with his

Thresher, mopping
“I—raally, this iz amaz-

handkerchief.
ing—extraordinary! You are sure there
is no possibility of & mistake ¥
“Not at all, sir,” said Angel, a note
of triumph in his voice. “We cannot
all be mistaken. I am prepared to
swear, if necessary, that the man I saw
was Mr. Capper and no other. Ho
passed within less than a yard of me,
and the moonhight was on hiz face.”
“How does it come about that you, a
member of the Upper Fourth at Grey-
friars, camo to be abroad at this time
of mnight, asnd in this vieinity ™
demanded Major Thresher suddenly.
“That's  easily mr.'rpIained, sir, ™
roturned Angel easily. "1 had left my
dormitory to go to my study efter some
medicine when I saw someone creeping
about one of the passapes. It was Mr.
Capper. But hie wes not behaving in a
manner you might have expected of a
“TEB MaGNET LiBRARY.—No. 874

of course,

!I_'-"'—

master, I saw him leave the school, and
thinking, in view of the way he has been
behaving latﬂlf, that he had some queer
game on, I followed him out.”

* Indeed ¥

“ Yes, sir. DBut I lost sight of him out-
side the school, and, havimg reason to
believe that he was going to Friardale,
I took the quick cut across the fields with
the idea ot heading him off. I ricked
my ankle near here—you can sea that for
yourself if you look at 1t—and I was just
about to turn and make for the school
again, after a rest, when I heard the
alarm, and a few minutes later Mr.
Capper rushed by. That 15 why I was
not 50 surprised as I might have been.
As I say, I guessed there was some quper
game he had in hand, but I certainly did
not expect him to turn burglar.”

“That will do!” snapped Major
Thresher coldly.

“ Certainly, sir; but—"

“HBilence, boy! It is &8 most unhﬂip:r
and puazling business altogether. nd
—and despite what you and Jeeves say,
I still feel there is some mistake. How-
ever, if only for Mr. Capper's sake, I
will ‘have the matter investigated by the
police.”

“Yes, sir,” said Angel.

Major Thresher motioned to his ser-
vants to return to the house

“I think you had better return to the
school now,” he went on, addressing
Angel, “I shill, of course, take the first
opportunity of communicating to Dr,
Locko what has happened in the morn-
mg. Good-night to you!™

And Major Thresher turned abruptly
and made his way back to the Grange.

It was a good twenty minutes |ater
before Aubrey Angel, not without some
difficulty and considerable pain from
his injured ankle, managed to reach
Greyiviars again.

Onece or twice he thought of finding
ont whether Mr. Capper had yet
roturned, ‘but the pain of his injured
ankle deecided him to return straight to
hiz dornntory.

The junior chuckled softly to himself
as he clembered in between the sheets
Agaln.

The most he had hoped for when he
liad sct out that evening was to discover
his Form master in & state of intoxica-
tion. That he would recognise in him
a burglar fresh from some depredation
hie had not imagined even in his wildest
droams. And that in all probability Mr,
Coppoer was unaware that he had been
recogmised only added to the pleasure of
Angel’s refloctions,

THE EIGHTH CHAPTER.
A Master's Homillation !

& R. ALGERNON CAPPER.®"

M The master of the Upper

Fourth started,

Breakfast had been over
for somo little time, and Mr. Capper was
standin[%in the lane outside the school
gatos. o was awaiting 8 message from
Ir. Locke, wha had beeon called out
early to Clourtfield, .

“¥es, that is my name,” replied Mr.
Capper.  “What do you want with
ma ¥

And Mr. Capper turned and gazed
enriongly at the two men who had
acrostod him.

NSWE Rs
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“I am a police-officer,” said the taller
of the two men, both of whom were
attired in blue serge suits and bowler-
hats. *“ My name is Frost, and I am
a detective-sergeant from Courtfield.”

“Indeed ! replied Mr. Capper. “But
I fail to see how that can be of interest
to me."

The two men exchanged glances and
edged closer to the master, r. Capper
folt a hand close round his arm, while
another was rested on his shoulder.
“Algernon Capper,” said the detec-
tive-sergeant in an official voice, 1 have
& warrant for your arrest on a charge
of burglary, and I must request you to
accompany mo to the police-station. It
14 my duty to inform you that all you
say may be taken down and used in evi-
detice against you."

“What!"” almost shrieked Mr. Capper,
wondering for the moment whether he
had heard aright. “ Releasa me at once,
sir! How dare you! Release me im-
mediately. Do you hear, sir 7"

““This way,” said the detective briskly.
“We don't want any trouble with you.
You'll have to come, whether you like it
ar not, "

“Better come guietly, sir,” added the
plain-clothes constable. “You're not
likely to get hurt then”

Mr. Capper’s face turned a deep
purple,

“] beg to imform you that you are
making a mistake,” he said, controlling
himself with an effort. "“The idea of
charging me with being a burglar is
sbsolutely absurd. My name 13 cer-
tainly Capper, but 1 am not the man
I am & master at this

“We know that,” grinned the detec-
tive. “ But you've got to come along,
all the same. This way.”

“Release me, sir ! roared Mr. Capper,
glmost besides himself with rage.
“"Release me instantly, or—or I shall
assanlt you. You have no right—
Bless my soul! How dare you?”

Mr. Capper broke off short as his arm
was suddenly twisted behind him and he
felt himself propelled forweard.

“Coming quirtly?” demanded the
detective-sergeant.

Mr. Capper did not answer. Instead,
he made a terrific effort to frec himseli,
his face working with rage. But,
siruggle as he might, he was no match
for tha two detoctives. There came &
flach of metal in the morning sun
and—

Click!

Mr. Capper felt something cold en-
cirela his wrists. and the next moment
he was staring dnlly at a pair of regula-
tion handcufis linking his two hands
together.

“Bless my soul!” gasped the master
faintly. * This—this is outrageous!”

Even as Mr. Capper spoke there came
a =startled gasp from within the school
pates, and a second later Harry
Wharton appeared, closely followed by
the rest of the Famous Five.

“Mr. Capper! What's the matter,
sir 7" demanded the captain of the
Remove, gazing in amazement first at
the master and then at the police-
officors,

“HMe's under arrest, that's what's the
matter,” replied the detective-sergeant
briefly. “I've got & warrant for his
arrest on o charge of burglary.”

“Great Scott1” gasped Wharton
feebly.

“Yon must have made na mistake,
officer,” protested Johnny Bull. * Thia
iz. Mr. Capper, the master of the Upper
Fourth. Take those things off him

[Continued on rzre 17.)
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HARTON'S

%Pootball Supplement

No {rouble or erpense Tuaz been apared
to make this supplement intoresting amnd
informative. In it all phases of football
will be discussed by writers chosen from
the foremost feolball authorities in the
fond. Readers may. therefore, rely upon

w the facte, fgures, ele., mentioned from
week fo week in this t as being
authentic. HARRY WHARTON, Edilor.

Ho. 7. Yol. 3 (Mew Series).

Week Ending October 16th, 1828.
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League’s First Division, West Ham United turned

out a8 full team of English born plavers; Sheffield

United, ten Englishmen and an Irishman: and West
Bromwich Albion, ten English and one Welsh? Everton and
Newecastle each included five Scots in their teams, .and
Lecds United four,

THAT in the opening games of this season in the

s

That “Bob® Kelly has 8 two-zeater car to [acilitate
travel arrangements between Burnley, where he resides, and
Sunderland, where he plays?

That the ocldest man in the Blackpool team is twenly-six,
and the average age is barely twenty-three, and they have
the youngest team in the Football League?

That in the early ’eighties the football season proper
didn't start uptil the first Satueday in October?

That the eighty-eight Football League clubs of England
had on their books at the start of the present season no less
than 2,247 professionals?

That since the War Wallace Clark, the diminutive but
elever outzide-left of Barrow, has passed through the ranks
of Durham City, Middlesbrough, Leeds United, Eirmin?-
kam, Coventry City, and Boston Town? As he is now only
t.ﬂentj'-eight there iz plentvy of time for him to create a

TefOrd.

That on the Arsenal’s last balance-sheet there was an item
of one hundred pounds for players’ golf charges, and that it
is part of the ordered trainming of the Arsenal players bo do
a certain amount of golf every week?

That Preston North End playérs have been presented with
& portable gramophone which they take with them to their
away matches?

That just over two years ago Jack Rutherford retired
from football to take up the managership of the Btoke club,
and that later he returned to play a season for the Arsenal,
and is now on the staff of Clapton Oriént?

That twice in the course of his football career ﬁndg
Duecat broke his leg and once his collar-bone, but he recovere
from each of these injuries to play as well as ever?

That Jack Harrow, the Chelsea full-back, has had the
misfortune to lose the sight of oneé eye. It was injured by
a blow in the face from the ball last winter, and, despite
the most skilful treatment, the sight has gradually failed
until the eve iz blind ?

(ow 2 WHY NOT [CDTER

TESTMAICHES ©

AND THE BEST OUT OF FIVE GAMES TO DECIDE
THE “RUBBER.”

N a few days now the International match part of the
football season will be entered upon, the chosen of
England meeting the chosen of Ireland by way of
settn the ball rolling. Now, for some reason or

other, nothing like the interest is shown in these International
footer games as one would expect, Perhaps in England we
should show more interest in them if we won a little more
frequently, for it is a fact that England has not won the
International Championship since the seasom of 1012-13.
Beéeing, however, that there iz such a comparatively small
amount of real enthusiasm over the International matches as
now arranged, I am going to nungea“t that they might be
tried on & new system. Instead of England and Scotland—

. the two i‘;ﬂt rivals—meeting just once a season at SBoccer,

why not have & ‘series of tests of the kind we have in cricket
—the best out of five games to decide the “rubber ™7

FOOTBALL LUCK]

A scheme like this might serve to work up the enthusiasm
of. the peopls over International matches to a much greater
extent than one game between the two countries does. In
the first place, one football match, as everybody knows, is
seldom a rﬂalfy conclusive test. In your own football you
have no doubt known occasion: when one week you have
been beaten by a side, and the next week you have beaten
the same side. There.iz a lot of luck in football, and the
luck may go one way to such an extent in any particular
match that the score does not really reflect the merits of the
two teams engaged, Over a series of five games the luck
would be pretty sure to be evenly divided.

A CHANCE OF SEEINGQ THE BEST
MEN |

Moreover, if there were five games between England and
Scotland each szeason instead of only one, a lot more people
would get “worked up ™ over them. The games could be
played in different centres, and thus people who otherwise
Eet little opportunity of seeing the best that England and

cotland can produce in the way of footballers would be
provided with the opportunity. The scheme of having test
matches in cricket inatead of merely one match works well.
I do wish we counld try it in football by way of a change,
don't you?

PLAYERES8 AT THEIR BEST |

It seems to me that by the time we reached the fifth game
in any one season the play would also show a distinect sign
of improvement—might reach a higher standard than any
foothall we know at the moment. nder the present scheme
playvers who appear in International matches are usually so
strange to each other's methods that the football suffers in
consequence. If five matches were played between England
and: Scotland  the ?la ers who took part in those games
would get more of that ceal understanding which iz so
necessary-to a really high-class exhibition. And the players
would also get mucﬁ keener than they are now.
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MATCHES5MOONLIGHT!

STRANGE CIRCUMSTANCES UNDER WHICH

FOOTER MATCHES HAVE BEEN PLAYED.

EFEREES who are appointed fo
coptrol football matches are told
quite plainly that they must
slways do their level best Lo see

that the contests are duly got through
if it is at all possible, and strange
socenes are witnessed from time to time
owing to the efforts of the refereas to
carry out this instruction., Ome of the
most weird football scenes I have ever
witnessed was ‘on the Clapton Orient
football ground some years back. The
Orient were plaving Woolwich Arsenal
in an important Cuptie. Gradually the
fog, which had been fairly thick at the
start, became more and more dense, but
still the_ referea carried on. Presently
some bright lad in the ¢rowd hed en
idea. He sét & match to & newspaper
snd held it aloft to give light. Im-
mediately, as if by magic, thousands of
spectators ied the idea, until the
ground was lit up by flares in every
corner of the arena. It was indeed &
strange sight to =ee these hundreds of
little fires burning through the Iu?. I
don’t suppose they helped the referee
much, but the game was duly: imished.

THE EXTRA MEN!

There iz at least one case on record
of & mateh being played by moonlight—
in Pariz between an English team and o
French team. The ground on which
the game had to be played was wanted
in the afterncon for some races, and
these taking lopger than was anticipated
1t was d_a'ri efnre the football match
could be started. Fortunately it was
fullmoon time, and before tha match

had been in progress hnl-;‘ it was not the
light of the sun but the light of the
moon which enabled the game to
carried on. It wasfﬁniuhﬂﬂ, too, though
whether the stor at one side played
two extra men during the second half
without either the referee or the on-
lookers noticing it is true I cannot say.

A POSSIBILITY OF THE FUTURE

It is quite on the cards that the time
may come when big football matches
will be played at night by artificial

EILLY BLYTH.

light. Already several attempis in this
direction have been made, and although
as vet no really effective system of
lighting up a football ground at night
has been ﬁmereﬂ, there is no reason
why eventually a perfect system should
not be am]vaj, and then we may refer
to foothallers as " footlight ™ artists,

A BATH FOR THE BALL!

A yoar or two back I saw one of these
artificial light mateches at Preston on
the North KEnd football ground between
two ladies’ teams—Dick Kerr's and the
Rest of England., Powerful acetylenc
amps were placed round the touchline.
Unfortunately, the light of two powerful
searchlights, which were also fixed fo
shine on the pitch, failed after the
game had heen in progress a few
minutes; but the game went on to the
end, and it was always possible to [ollow
the movements of the players fairly well.
To aid them the ball was dipped in
whitewash every few minutes.

WEIRD EFFECTS!

Yearz ago I saw a benefit match at
Manchester which was also gl.ﬂl'ﬂ‘-‘d aut
of doors with the aid of artificial light,
" but this came to & guick end because a
snow-storm broke over the ground,
making it impossible to follow the
players or the ball.. It was indeed a
strange sight to see the falling anow on
which the lights shed their beams—a
scene from fairyland, almost,

A BATTLE ROYAL!

Many years ago exitraordinary scenes
were witnessed at & Bemi-Final in
which West Bromwich Albion took parl.
S8now fell heavily while the match was
in progress, and the spectators, pething
“fod-up ¥ because they could not sen
the play, began to amuse themselves by
snowballing  the players, The goal-
keepers had a terrible time, with the
snowballs flying round their heads 'in
dozens. In the end the referee had to
stop the game, so the watchers got on
the field and a pitched snowball baitle
took the place of the football match,
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TRICKS*#:TRADE!

A series of artloles, show-
ing how thas experts do
their job.

This week : Billy Blyth, of the Arsenal, and the way he plays at left-half.

HEN the criticas sat down to dis-
W ouss, as they very often did
last season, the secretz of the
success of -the Arsenal, they
usually paid full fribute to the genius of
Charlie Buchan in the forward line,
Now, I am not going to say & word
about the genius of Buchan; he was
certainly one- of the busy ‘bees who
helped .to make. the “Reds” a great
gide. But there were three other Bﬂ
boez in the team, too; and théy a
played ot half-back—Baker, Butler, and
Blyth, and here, in my view, was the
real secret of the Arsenal’s rise to the
gocond place in the League table last
season. .These three men made ufu what
I consider the ideal half-back line in
this new game. In the middle therc
was lengthy Butler to do the headwork
and to do the running beckwards an_:i
forwards, too, when necessary. On his
right there was encrgetic little Baker,
and on his left William Naismith Blyth,
popularly known as “Billy.”

Oné wouldn’t go so far as to say that
Blyth is the greatest wing half ever,
but there are very few better, and he is
certainly of tha type that any young lad
might watch closely and learn things

Tee Magrer Liprany.—No. 974,

which would help him to improve his
Eame,

A BUNDLE OF ENERAGY!

First of all, Blyth is an enthusiast
His heart and soul is in his job. You
can tell that by the way in which he goes
in to tackle, and vet he is always fair.
You can also see his earnestness by the
way in which ho works ];Jaﬁ among the
forwards, holding the. 1 just long
enough to draw the opponents fromn the
fellow to whom he proposes to pass the
ball. That i3 the true art of the wing
half-back’s play—to make the path to
goal easy for the fellows in front. To
be able to carry out this part of the job
the half-back must be able to dribble
a bit, and Blyth certainly can do this.
You see, ho was by training an inside-
left, and when he was a lad in Scotland
he learnt the tricks of the wing for-
ward's play.

Perhaps this little bundle of encergy—
he is only five feet six inches—is not now
so fast as he used to be. Anyway, there
came & time when he was left out of
tho Arsenal forward line. Blyth has
told me that he then made up his mind
that he would _back into the team.
He thought of the ]r:sitiun in which the
club waz most likely to want a player

at an ocarly date. That was left-half,
and from that moment Blyth began to
perfect himself as & half-back. That ia
the spirit which tells in football, too, my
lads. With the ball at his toe he
swerves inwards and outwards like a
dancing master, and occasionally, just
when evervbody iz expecting him to
pass, he darts straight through and
scores a goal. Beven times last season
did he find the net in League matches
for the Arsenal, which is not bad when
on consider hiz position as a wing
alf-back.

A CONFIRMED OPTIMIST !

Just to show that he is the sort of
fellow who slways insists on doing well
everything to which he puts his hand, I
must tell you sbout his golf. He has
won a competition arranged for all the
football players of London. He has set
up & new amateur record for one of the
courses of his native Seotland, and has
entered for the open amateur golf
championship.

A ninety minutes’ player if ever there
was one, Billy iz also a confirmed
optimist. He is never downhearted,
with a cheery reply for every croaker.
Onee last aeasunripsmpathi with him
over-a bad beating to which the Arsenal
had just been subjected. . *Oh,” he said,
with & smile, “ it might have been worse.
I made two good passes during the
gamo—both to myszelf,”
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CAN THE OFFSIDt NUISANCE COME BACK?

Read what S. J. Wadsworth, the clever International
full-back of Huddersfield Town has to say on this subject.

ERY funny things continue to
happen in the football world, so
much so that I think most of the

players—and I expect the on-
lockers as well—don't really know
whether they are on their heads or their
heels, Tactics are so much “in the air
that we have nothing but contradictions.
We at Huddershield have said to our-
gelves more than once that we had dis-
coverad the best method of attack and
defénce under the changed conditions
hrought about by the offside rule altera-
tion, But no sooner had we made up
our minds that we know just how we
can go ahead winning our matches, than
some opponent or other bobs up with a
"wheeze ¥ we had not anticipated, and
wa have had to change our tactics
accordingly.

THE TABLES TURMED ]

One of the most interesting points
connected with this new football,” how-
ever, centres round the answer to this
question : Can the offside nuisance come
bhack under the changed rule? Does it
still pay defenders to make the attempt
to throw their cpponents offside? It i
a problem whic
interesting.
present season I have heard of several
cases in which teams in the big Leagues
have tried to work the offside trick, and
there were certainly matches last season
in which the whistle sounded for offside
quite freqently.. One of the things
which struck me as very funny. last
sgason was & report that.in the course
of » match between the Arsenal ‘and

est Ham there were no fewer than
mne offside decisions, ,and that every
one of them .was against the forwards of
West Ham, If you will think back a
moment you will remember that in the
prévious geason 1t was West Ham's
Jdafenders, perhapas az much as the
defenders m?a any other club, whe by
their plg
e

heir raised the cry for the altera-
Luon 1n

off side rule,

WHAT I8 THE SECRET 7

The real point, however, is quite
seripus—not funny at all. Can “off-
side” come  back? Will tacties so
develop that there will be s meny
stoppages under .the new rule as there
were under the old rule? The change
was made to cut down the offside stop-
pages, that is. obvious. It will indeed
be funny if new tactics are thought out
which give us nearly az many stoppages
for offsrde under the new rule as the old.
I think it was our old friend MecCracken
who said, not so long ago, that if he had
two or three of the one-time Newcastle
players along with him he could work
out an offside trick under the new rule
which would be as successful as was the
old MeCracken trick before the rule was
altered. So it is apparently the opinion
of same people that it is possible for

! you lads may find |,
Since the .start of thel

offside to come back in spite of the
ghla'ﬂga. Let us examine the possi-
ilities.

DEALING WITH THE " POACHER."

Thiz much iz obvicus, that the same
tactics cannot now be employed as were
employed. under the old rule. If there
15 any movement forward by the full-
backs with & view to throwing the other
fellows offside, then the movemeant must
be made by both full-backs. And if
both do move up together, one of twe
things must hn[lslpon. Either they will
compel the so-called
poaching  -forward
to come back with
them, or the ball
when kicked will
find the atticker in
an offside pesition.
In certain cases
see no reason why
both - full-backs
should not move up
together, e wen to
the half-way line,
*when their own side
13 attacking, and
thus compel-the
“advance” for-
wards, who.ara so
prominent a feature
of this new game,
to retreat behind
the hali-way line.

WHEN LEAST
EXPECTED !

At first such =
move might be suc-
cessful, but
imagine 1t's omly
being successful

because  forwards
are up against
something new—

something they do
not expect. For the
moment som e for-
wards have got 1t
into their heads
that they simply
can't be offside,

move np by both full-backs together is
too risky a procedure.. When, under the
old rule; one full-back moved up, there
was always his partner in-the rear if by
aqﬁy chance the offside trick did not come
off. If, ms iz neceszary for offside ?ui--
Emes under the new’rule, both full-

acks meve up, then if the trick doesn’t
come off there 1a no defender at all, save
the poor goalkeeper, to stave off the
attack. gain,” this double move up
will demand absolute harmony of
thought among all the defenders.- It
won't be any good, for instance, for the
two full-backs to move up if a hali-back;
thinking there is danger, drops back:

THE LIHP“ 'ﬂIHTHI_-HﬁI."H'I_E]

Nor as yet do I think there is sufficient
confidence being shown bf centre-halves
for thém to advance well up the field
and leave the opposing centre-forw
free to carry out his schemes. Perhaps
we shall get over the notion in time,
but it certainly seems to me that the
one tactical idea which is meeting with
-universal favour under the new rule is
for the centre-half to “hang on ” to the.
opposing centre-forward like a limpet.
"‘Everybody seems to be obsessed with the
idea in these days that it is down the
middle which pays in the atfacking

[ line,” and so long as this idea persisis
then it seems hkely that centre-half-

I might add that
some . referees also
seem to of opinion that offside
has gone from the rules altogether.
Forwards who are just going as far up
tho field as they like, and those who are
not even thinking about the possibility
of being offside, are very likely to be
caught 1n an illegitimate position by an
adroit concerted move on the part of
both full-backs.,

TACTICSE WHICH ARE RISKY!
~ Thinking the matter over carefully,
however, 1 do not believe, in spite of the
evidence from here and t.Jhlairq that there
15 a very real danger of offside coming

{0 the nuissnce it often was under

the old rule,” For one thing, the sudden *

A fine actlon photo of 6. J. WADBEWORTH.

backs will be unable to resist the tempta-
tion to make a special point of watching
tha centre-forward of the other team.
Unless the centre-half-backs change their
tactics, then the offside nuisance won't
come back, and I think the average
onlooker will be relieved to think that
this is the truth.

el

Tae MacNeT LIisgiRY.—XNo. 85T4.
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HARRY WHARTON'S FOOTBALL SUPPLEMENT!
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Do You Know How Some of Our Famous Footer Teams Got Their Names 7

and baseball is a subject with

which 1 have nothing te do hera.

But when I sat down to think
about the name:s of the big football
¢lubs it did occur to me that the
Americans have certainly shown more
imagination in the choice of names for
their baseball teams than we British
have shown in choosing the title for our
football clubs. We have nothing in
football, by way of example, to compare
with “Chicage Red Sox,” or the
* Broadway %graahmtam" Mostly the
names of our football cluba are just the
ordinary names of the districts in which
tha club plays, ‘There is nothing
romantic or imaginative about Chelsea
or Fulham, Hu eld Town, Liver-
pool, Birmingham, and the like. Here
and there, however, we have names
which are out of tha ordinary, and a
correspondent suggests that it might he
interesting to readers as & whole if we
told them how these clubs came by their
¥ fancy ” names.

THE SPURS!

It is certainly not easy to connect a
vory ordinary London suburb like
Tottenham with the name Hotspur, but
it iz & good name, nevertheless, because
for-ane thing it !“FPHH the -sub-editors
with & ready headline when the ’'Spura
do something good. You see in big
lettars at the tﬂ: of your newspaper
column: ‘i.?'erg ot 'Spurs.” The story
of how the club came to adopt the name
of Hotspur was told me by Me, Charles

T HE respective merits of football

Roberts, the present chairman of
directors, who has been on the board
practically ever since the elub was a
club. At the time when it was decided
to form a football ¢lub in Tottenham,
the loeal lads who were responsible for
the idea were very keen on English
history. They happened to be studyin
tha doings of Henry Percy, nicknam
Hotspur. This worthy, as my readers
who -are students of history may know,
was a son of the Earl of Northumber-
land, and the lads who formed the
Tottenham club mostly lived réund a
part of Tottenham known as Northumber-
land Park. The first meetings of the
new ¢lub were held at P-ar;:{i' House, and
when somebody suggest that they
should call themselves Tottenham Hot-
spur the idea was greeted with loud
applause. And 'Tottenham Hotspur
they have been ever since.

CARTOONISTSE WHO ARE WRONAG I

Another London c¢lub has a word in ifs
title which seems obscure—Clapton
Orient. The Clapton is easy, because it
is the district in which they play, but
the Orient is a puzzler. This is how 1t
came about: At the start of the Clap-
ton Orient club the prime-mover was
a man very much interested in ship mF.
His first ides was that the club should
be called after one of his ships, the
Eagle, but just after the decision had
been arrived at, this particular shippi
man decided to build 2 new ship whic
was to ba called the Oriemt. And sg

l"l.ilﬂil"'i‘l'Illlllllllllll‘I""lllii'll"‘.."l‘lli‘l'

Threilling Tussles tor

This Wé’fkkBigG&lﬂﬁf j oo

more absorbing programme of big

matches then that provided for

this week-end. Practically every
one of the lﬂdini‘i games has scme
special. interest, and 1t is a certainty
that as the crowds assemble at certain
centres they will talk of thrilling con-
tests between the competitors they are
about to see,

Fer instance, the meeting of Bunder-
land and Aston Villa recalls what in
somo respects, at any rate, was the most
emazing Cup Final we have ever
witnessed. This was in 1913, At that
time Sunderland and the Villa were
considered

THE BEST TEAMS

IT would be difficult to imagine a

in the country, and when they worked

iheir way to the Cup Finel a wonderful
football exhibition was expected. These
expectations were reflected in . the
big attendance ever seen at any
football match in England, with the
exception of the famous Wembley Final
of I‘SE-Z, At the old Cup Final ground
at the Crystal Palace 120,000 people
gathered. In the end the Villa won by
a goal to nothing, but the game was
disappointing as an exhibition of the art
of football. ~ Rather was it dis-
tinguished as a fight. Very early.in
the contest some players got at logger-
heads, The referee wa: not considered
te have been as strong a8 he might have
Tee Maaxer Lirary.—No. 974

that after

shown himself, and the upshot of it was
the contest Fﬂ'ﬂm Football
Association delivered a severe lecture all
round, and specially censured
referee and two of the players ven-
cerned. Of course, there won't be &
single player in the game on Saturday
next who took part in that never-to-be-
forgotten Final, but many of the
spectators will remember it.

The meeting of Tottenham Hotspur
and Sheffield United at Tottenham this
week-end also recalls

ANOTHER MEMORABLE FINAL

battle for the Cup. This was in 1801,
when the 'Spurs were in the Southern
League. ey startled everybody by
g'ettmﬁ to the Cup Final, and, as this
was the first occasion when a London
mea&ai{mal team had sppeared in the
ast round, the erowd was 110,000—the
highest ever up to then. The first meet-
‘ing between thess two clubs ended in a
draw, but at the replay at Bolton the
'Bpurs surprised most folk by winning
by three goals to one,

That day of the replayed Cup Final
of 1801 is still talked about at Belton,
and is always referred to as “pie day.”
The explanation of this iz an interesting
story in itself. Seeing that such a-huge
erowd had witnessed the first meeting
between the clubs, it was expected that
there would be a big attendance for the
rep‘lng'. Bolton shopkeepers prepared
for this crowd in style. Thousands of

the.

the name was changed to Claplon
Orient. When the cartoonists depict the
Orient as a Chinaman they are obviously
all wrong.

THE WEDNESDAY SATURDAY TEAM !

Sheflield Wednesdax directors .have
recently been cunside:iﬂf the name of
the ¢lub very seriously. It is really The
Wednesday, and not Shefheld Wadnes
day, but & ¢lub with & name Wednesday
whieh plays practically all its big games
on & Saturday scems funny. The
Wednesday Football Club, howeyer,
arose out of a cricket club in Sheffield
which was called the Wednesdar,
because the ericket matches were plaved
on that day by tradespeople who had
Wednesday afternoon oft. re WAS Do
reason to change the title then, and
when the club was formed it waz never
imagined that there wounld be a day
when ' it would operate 1n the First
Division. of the Football League and
have gates of thirty or forty thousand.

WHAT REALLY COUNTS!

Some elubs have the word United
attached to their name—like Newcastle
United—because they came into exist-
ence when two clubs were amalgamated.
Hence the United. But when there are
two clubs in one city, as in Manchester,
it seems as though behind the name
Manchester TUnited there is another
club which is not united. And what a
strange thing it is, by the way, that
there should no nlug ca]led London.

Aston Villa sounds like a team which
would play nice football, and the Villa
have always played the .best type -of
game. They got their name because tha
club sprang out of a W.esln% Sunday-
school called Aston Villa. at's in &
name, though? It's the football that
counts.

sesseseeddndetii Rt anaORY

i:ies were cooked for the expected
ungry throng. Alss! the people didn't
turn up in mithing like the numbers
anticipated. There were nnla just over
thirty thousand people at the replay,
and these were mostly local people, who
went straight home. Thus the pies were
never consumed. It is reported that
the pies were kept until they went so0
hard that they were afterwards used to
pave the streets of Bolton, but I cannot
vouch for the truth of that yarn.

Another game on the card for
Saturday—Huddersfield Town v. Cardiff
City, recalls a thrilling fight between
these two clubs for the First Division
championship. Such

A NECK AND NEOK FINAL

did these two clubs wage for the first
place that it all depended upon the last
ame, Cardiff had only to win at
irmingham to make certain of the
honour,- but they didn’t win. and
Huddersfield got the championship on
goal average. The tm%ad}-_ui that
exciting finish was that Cardifi failed
to score from a penalty kick in the last
game, when & supcessful shot would have
iven them the championship. But even
tn the hour of bitter ﬂJEIEPﬁfﬂtTEEﬂt the
Cardiff people proved themselves real
sports, for the fiest telegram of con.
gratulation received - by Huddersfield
Town was from the ;;hjraru and officials
of the Cardiff City club.

- Blackburn Rovers and Burnley is
another interesting game of this week-
end, az thev are the rivals of East
Lancashire. In the corresponding game
last year the Rovers won a high-
scoring match by six goals to three.
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“They're not going 1o touch you, “That's all right,” grunted the

(Continued from
page 12.)

before you make bigger fools of your-
solves, TY-::u‘lI get in the dickens of a

row for this!” :
“Th ill bo of the terrific
bty Jamset Ham

order,” purred Hurree !
Ringh. L You will be firefully kicked
from the esteémed Force my unworthy
friends.” )

“That'll be enough,” said the detec-
tive shortly. “Wa take entire responsi-
hility for what we're doing. You lads
liad better clear off back into the schocl
and the prisoner had better come with
us before there's further trouble.”

By now & crowd of both juniors -and
seniors had collected and were staring
at tho handeuffed master and the two
detectives in open-mouthed amazement.
But as the explanation of what was
happening slowly dawned upon them
their amazement quickly turned to
indignant wrath.

“Look here!” exclaimed George Win-

ate, the captain of Greyfriars, pushing
ﬂiu WaY thrnudgh the crowd and addroess-
ing the two detectives, *'There's been
some mistake I tell you. I can vouch
for this gentleman. Release him at
once.”’

“That's it!” shouted Temple, who
had just arrived in company w}th
Dabney and Fry. “Let him go! You've
got the wrong man,”

“Mr. Capper’s not a

* Hear, ]I:Efrl_ Don
vourselves,” chorused several
voices, ] .

The plain-clothes constable glared.

He did not like the sttitude the Grey-
friars fellows were adoptling.

“Some of you want to come along
with us, too, by the leok of it,” he
smapped. “The next ane that inter-
feres I'll run in for obstructing the
police in the execution of their duty.
Get me?” ’ :

There came an answering how] of
wrath from juniors and seniors alike.

“Come along!” snapped the detee-
tive-sergeant, grpping Mr. Capper's
arm.  “We're not standing for any
more nonsensc. This way.”

Mr. Capper had been standing  for
the past few minutes hike & man in a
trance; but now he tried to speak.
Words, however, seemed to a1l him—
all he could do was to gasp helplessly.

"REI-H}'.” he gasped at length, “I—

A ehove forward from the detective
et short his senteneo.

yell

giddy crook !”
t make fools of
other

But the next moment an angry
went up from the assembled Greyiriars
fellows.

“We're not going to stand this!”

“Rescue ™  shouted ‘Temple, his
cxcitement getting the better of him
ihrough the indignity that was being
offered his Form-master. “Up the
'Friars! They're not going to touch
L'EPSM. Rescne ™

“On the ball™ shouted the ecrowd.
“Down with 'em !

A threatening move was made towards
the two detectives.

“Boys!" cxclaimed Mr., Capper, his
‘neech suddenly returning to him.

Boys! I beseech you to control your-

Ives—"

gir!” snorted Temple. If the silly
nsses like to arrest the wrong man
they'll have to put vp with the conse-
quences.’”

“Pray do not interfere,” implored
Mr. Capper earncstly. * These men are

but doing what they consider their
duty. There has bcen a terrible mis-

take, of course, but it can easily be put
right. There is no need to make
matters worse than they already are,
1 beseech you to control yourselves if
only for my sake.”

The ominous murmurs of the crowd
died away somewhat,

“ But look here, sir—"' began Temple
heatedly.

“¥You will help me far more h;r
phoniog for & taxicab, Temple,’
on Mr. Capper. *“1 will accompany
thess gentlemen to the police-station
and get the miserable business cleared
up as quickly as possible”

But there was no nced to telephone
for a taxi,

Almost as the Upper Fourth master
spoke the station cab appeared round
a bend in the road coming from the
direction of Monk's Hill where it had
been with a passenger from the early
morning train.

The vehicle was hailed by one of
the detectives, and prisoner and captors
stepped inside, while the crowd of
Greyfriars juniors gazed on blankly.

by

“Perhaps you will oblige mo
removing thege—these things from my
wriste?’ muttered Mr. Capper, indica-
ting hiz handeuffs, as the eab whizzed
along the country lanes towards Court-
ficld police-station,

“By all means” said the detective-
sergeant.  “ All we're concerned about
is Eetting yvou along to the station.
We've got our duty to do and we can't
afford to take risks, I thought we
was going to have trouble from some
of the young gents for & moment.
Thero you are, sir!"

Mr. Capper sat back in the eab and
the rest of the journcy was covered in
silence,

Some twenty minutes later the cab
arrived outside the Courtfield police-
station, and Mr. Capper was hustled
inside to the charge-room before a
crowd had time to collect.

“Hallo. who've you got this time,
Bert!™ inquired the station-sergeant,
addressing the detective.

“Chap from the Thresher job,” replied
Detoctive Frost, “I half expected he'd
have cleared; but we found him at the
school all right !

tele-
went

“Name?" demanded the station-
sergeant, turning to Mr, Capper.
“Algernon Capper,” replied the

master of the Upper Fourth.

“ (Oecupation

“Public schoolmaster,”

The station-sergeant wrote industri-
ously for some momonts.

“Algernon Capper,” he droned at
length, reading slowly from the charge-
sheet before hun, **you are charged on
suspicion with having been concerned
in the robbery at the residence of
Major Thresher on and at about——"

“What!" ejaculated Mr. Capper.
“Major Thresher's house, did you say?”

“That's right, sir!”

" Bless my soul!” exclaimed the Grey-
friars master feebly, *Thix i3 more
extraordinary than ever. Why, Major
Thresher is a friend of mine! The
nmere idea of me robbing him is absurd
in itself, and I can tell vou that when
he hears of what has happened he will
have something very serious in say
about the matter. Ring Lim up imme-
diately and——"

detective,- who had made the arrest;
‘“‘it's largely on informeation we received
from Major Thresher and his servants
that you are here. He didn't know we
Lntfm eﬂ to arrest you, of course, but—

b

“Ring himm up, immediately!” ex-
claimed Mr. Gaﬁper again. ""This—
thia buffoonery has gone far enough.
Major Thresher would no more think
of having mo arrested on such a charge
than he would have himself arrested.”

“We've arrested you on our own,”

ut in Detective Frost. ““Major

hresher’s servants claim to have recog-
nised you while you were making your
get-away and we're not taking any risk
of losing you.”

‘' Blesa my soul '™

“If you're not the man we want you
can explain everything to the magistrate
in the morning,” put in tho ststion-
sergeant briskly. " Have you any state-
ment you wish to make?”

“None!” answered Mr. Capper,
throvgh compressed lips.  “Only—I
warn you; you have not heard tho last
of this™

“Funny how they all try the same old
bluff, sin't it, Bert?™ demanded -the
:!.a.tmn-mrgeant, grinning at tho detec-
ive.
dare you!" snorted Mr.
Capper.

“Well, I've got one or two things to
ask you yet,” procceded the station-
atrﬁgeunt, turning to Mr. Capper again.
“ Ever becn in trouble with the police
bet‘nge?"r F b

“8ir!" gasped the un master.

“!¥es,' or * Nol' " it

“Certainly not, confound your impu-
dence 1"

“That's all right, S8earch him, Bert.”

Mr, Capper's face turned pale and
purple by turns, and he made a motion
of protest; but there was no help for it.
Swiftly and skilfully the two polico
officers ran their practized hands over
hia u}uthing and deposited the contents
of his pockets on the station-sergeant's
desk.

“Any objection to having your finger-
'gr!nlr.ahrtaken?” procceded the sergeant

riskly.

“Certainly I gasped Mr. Capper
angrily. "I most certainly have. I-—I
am not a—a criminal.”

“Well, we can't make you if you
don't want to,” grinned the detective.
“But I thought you'd kick at that
They usually do. 'There's nothing in it
if you're innocent, though. We're only
doing our job and we don’t know you—
if we did it would make no difference.”

"I—I—by all means take my Rnger-
prints then,” gasped Mr, Capper, after
a fraction of a second's reflection. *'IE
you think—reslly, this is terrible!”

Mr. Capper’s decision to agree to his
finger-prints  being taken after all,
seomed to subdue the police officers
somewhat.

“All right, this way then, if you
pleaase, sir.”

T master of thoe Upper Fourth was

to n corner of the charge-room,

against a small table containing an
inked board and several printed finger
clhiarta, Tnder the instruction of

Detective Frost, he rolled each of the
fingers of his left hand from right to
left on the inked board, afterwards rc-
peating Lthe proeess on one of the rulzd
charts which contained a square for
each finger. The same procedure was
followed with his right hand after which
the Upper Fourth master signed his
name at the bottom of cach sheot.

“ What next ¥ demanded Mr, Capper,
as he wiped his inky fingers on a picoe

THE Maorer LiBrarr.—No. 874,



18 DON'T FORGET: THERE'S A GREYFRIARS STORY IN THE “POP.”!

of rag offered him by s uniformed
constable, who had assisted in the per-
formance. :

The station-sergesnt and the detec-
tive zegurded each other thoughtiully
for a moment.

“Think it's all right, Bert? asked
the station-sergeant.

The other nodded.

“ Chance it,” he replied. -

“Well, we,ought to put you in the
cells until you're bailed l:ll.l_.:'] or. brought
before the magistrate,” said the sfation-
sergeant, turning again to Mr. Capper.
“Hut wa're wilhng to let you sfay 1o
an ordinary room for a while-until we
?'ez into communicatiop with your
friends, and we know what 1s happen-
in "

E:'Z['Em:nh: you,” replied Mr. Capper,
shuddering. at the very.thought of the
cells. “Perhaps you will telephone Dr.
Locke for me, and ask him whether he
will come along.”

“Cortainly, sir [™

Mr.- Capper was: shown into & small,
bare room, with a window high in the
wall and barred on the outside, which
smelt strongly of soap and disinfectant.
It's only furnishing, was a plain wooden
form without any backrest. Mr. Capper
sank wearily down ‘on: to the form
wondering whether the eveénta of the
last three quarters of an hour were not
all part of - sbme horrible nightmare.

The door closed behind him, and was
locked from the outside.

THE NINTH CHAPTER.

Anxious Times !
6 "ALLO, hsllo, hallo ! Any
H news, you chaps?"
Bnia Cherry asked that
question,

Somehow or another the Removites
had maneged to get through morning
lessons. But for tho most part, Mr.
Quelch’'s valuable precepts had been
wasted on them. Their minds had been
full of the startling incident of Mr.
Capper’s mrrest after breakfast, and
now lessons wera over at length, and
Dr.. Locke had returned from Court-
field, they were eager to get what fresh
informsation they could. ;

"Huthing, so far,” said Harry
Wharton. ** At least, _nnthmf important.
I heard from Wingate a few minutes
ago that & l:ll:l-'l'lP_lE of detectives are in
with the Head." )

“My hat! I should have felt in-
clined to sling them out if I'd been Dr.
Locke,” grinned Bob Cherry. "“Fanoy
taking poor old Capper for & burglar!
The silly asses!”

“The assfulness of the sbsurd police
is terrific!"

The Famous Five wandered alon
down the corridor in the direction o
the junior Common-room. When thoy
arrived there 'they found that ink-
splashed chamber filled with a crowd
of excited Juniors all discwssing Mr.
Capper’s arrest, in excited voices,

Exclamations of indignation rosec on
all sides, and the police were blamod
for a very clumsy piece of work.

“I'll tall you phwat it is, bejabibers”
sportad Mick Smmu-nd, the lad from
the Sorrowlul Tsle, *It's a howling in-
sult to the school, that's phwat it is
intoirely.™

“Hear, hear!” said Peter Todd.
“And wou should have seen Tamﬁlu.
Dabney, and that erowd a little while
a ’l'um le was behaving like =2
blessed madman, and talking about
getting up & party to go down {o
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Courtfield and work & rescue stunt from

the imut;timuﬁ A
“1 guess thoze er Fourth jays are
a!;}w’F drawled F]Eﬂwr T. Fish, the

hustling junior from the U.8.A. “If it
had beon ald Quelch the cops were try-
ing to drag away on & charge like that,
I calculate they'd have had tew get the
t@*mp's out to help 'em. Yep, sir, every
time ! '

. “Den't ba an ass, Fishy,” grunted

Peter Todd. *That wouldn't have done
any good. They won't keep Capper
very long. As soon as they reszhse

they've made a mistake, they'll let him
Eo. If it had been old Quelch, he'd
ave gone along like a shot, and then
told the police what he thought of thein
afterwards,”

“1 say, you fellows——" ;

A fat figure burst suddenly into the

mon-room, its legs working like

piston rods,
- It was William George Bunter, ths
short-sighted Owl of the Remove. It
was not often that Bunter ran—unless
he was being chased, or was after a
feed—and when he did, and really got
gtc;ing:, he found it somewhat difficult to
stop.

“Look: out!™
suddenly.
" But too late! | _
. Uneblé to check his speed, Billy
Bunter cannoned full into Peter and s
companions, sending them crashing to
the ground in all directions.

Bump | Thud!

“Yaroooh! You ally owl!” roared
Peter Todd angrily.

“Owl SBorry, you cha
%untar, "‘i"nu-ﬁmu shoul
'm going, you know."
“Ha, ha, hal”

Wharton & Co.
“Good old porpoise!”
“T'll burst you!” hooted Pater Todd,
picking hi f up from the strugglin
roup of * juniors _on the ground an
singhng out Billy Bunter.

“Same here, bejabbers!™ sported
Micky Desmond, whose left cye was
rnpicﬁy assuming & delicate blue™ ting
where Fisher T. Fish's boot hecl had
accidently caught him. “Where is the
fat spalpeen?’

“Yarooooh! Hold on, you fellows”
bleated Bunter, in alarm. “If you
b-break my g-glasses, you'll have to pay
for 'em. I've got news. It's about cld
Capper—"

“My hat! Why didn't
I:l-et’nra_ thail:' T"Eﬂd-emlndad

ToOppIn 13 nsts.

"]Eenﬁ;,r, Todd! You see—"

“What's the news about Capper, old
clam?" demanded Frank ugent,
gripping Bunter by one of his fat arms
and dragginthim towards the rest of
the Famons Five.

“0Ow! Really, Nuogent! Aftor the
way I've been trea and threatened,
aftar I came running here specially to
tell you, I—" :

“Out with it!” grunted Johnny Bull,
as & crowd of curious Removites
gathered arcund.

“What's the news?"

Billy Bunter blinked rapidly threugh
his big spectacles and smirked.

ol appened to ba passing the
Head's study door, a little while ago,”
he began, “ when my shoelace happened
to break, and—"

“Go hon!' murmured Frank Nugcnt

roared Peter Todd

" gasped
Innkgwhn re

roared Harry

ou Sy f0
eter Todd,

facetiously, *“You don't shay shol”
“Ha, ha, hat"
“Yes, really, Nugent. And you

needn’t be funny about it either. Aa
I was bending down to mend it, quite
accidentally, of course, "

“Cut the cackle and get to the

J—=

-l

hosses,” enorted DBeb Cherry im-
patiently.

“Owl Really, Cherry. It's aboué
Angel of the Upper Fourth——"
-*“But you said Capper, you fat

fraud!" hooted Vernon-Smith,

“Bo it was,” explained Bunter
hastily. ‘*There were two delectives
from Courtfield with the Head. Major
Thresher was there, too, and 50 was
Angel, TIt's old Thresher's house that
Capper was supposed fto have broken
into last night—"

There came a gasp of amazement from
the listening Removites.

“My giddv aunt!"”

“If this isn'f the frozen limit!™

“PBut where the thump does Awngel
come _in?!"  demanded  Wharton

curiously. i

“Ow! Dou't shake me like that,
Bull! My g-glassés will deop off. and
sec what I'm telling

then I can't

T

il s
“Ha, ha, ha! Get on with it, then!"

“Where does Angel. come inl!" re-
peated several volces excitedly.

“Well, it appears that Angel has been
a bit suspicious of Capper lately—he told
the Head he thought he was- drinking
and gambling—and he followed him out
last night, with the idea of looking after
him and getting him to come back.”

There camp a snort from the Re.
movites, They knew. the charitable
Aubrey Angel of old, and they could not
conceive the cad of the Fourth risking
being caught out of school at midnight
just for the purpose of looking after a

orm master. :

“Anyway:" resumed Bunter, * Angel
lost sight of Capper somewhere in the
lane, and went to take a gquick cu}
across the fields to Friardale, hoping to

ick up his trail again. Necar Major

hresher's house he ricked his ankle,
and after he had been sikking in the

massaging it for some tine he
eard the alarm raised in the Grange!”

“My ounly hat }™

“He, he, he! I thought that would
make you sit up!" sniggered the Owl
of the ove, feeling that he had made
an-impression at last. * Well, soon alter
that t burglar came rushing by.
Angel couldn't give chase because of his
ankle, but he recogmsed the man Major
Threﬂmr and his servants were after. It
was Capper!”

“Rot!" snapped several voices.

pir

“*Hear, hear!”

" | made & mistake!™

o 1, Angel wasn't the only one who
recognised him,” proceeded Billy Bun-
ter, with a smirk. “Major Thresher's
butler, Jeeves, and a couple of footmon
saw him, too And that ¢n top of the
fact that Angel followed Capper out of
the school makes it look pretty stone
inger,” said Bunter, * Angel is going
gﬂc with the Head and the detectives
to the police.station. Jeeves and the
footmen are to be sent for, and there's
going to be an jdentification parade.”

“(ireat Beott!™

The juniors regarded each other in
amazement for some momonts.

" Jiggered if I know what to make of
it!" gasped Bob Cherry. *Capper’s not
a burglar, of course, but——"

“If what Angel says is true, it locks
pretty awkward,” said Nugent.

“The awkwardness for the estecmed
and worthy Capper is terrific!"

“1 say, you fellows—" bleated the
Owl of the Remove at length,

“Beat "

“ Really, you chaps. I suppose you're
going to stand me a little snack for the
information I've given you, you know.'

“Shall we stand him something 7™
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Mr. Capper’s eyes biazed with indignation, and flecks of foam showed on his bitten lips, as he leaned forward and violentiy banged

the ledge of the dock with his clenched fist.

And Dr. Locke know

5 06!

“It's a lie ! ** he shouted, ali sell-control leaving him.
I am the victim of a dastardly plot ! **

“ Jt’s & wicked lie !
(See Chapter 10.)

said  Johnny Bull, the
Removites,

“What-ho!"” agreed Bob Cherry, pass-
ing the wink on, so to speak.

“Oh, good!" said Bunter. *I knew
oun chaps wounld do the right thing.
§’n.mﬂnp! Wharrer you doing? Yow!”

Biff ! i

* Yaroocooh '

Johuny Bull's right leg shot out, and
the toe of his boot caught the Owl of
the Remove in the seat of his trousers.
Bob Cherry’s boot was s fraction of a
second later. DBunter gave a howl of
niingled pain and alarm, and fled helter-
shelter from the room, while a yell of
laughter went up from the assembly.
'ﬁw juniors remained discussing the
information they had received [rom
Billy Bunter until the dinner-bell
sounded. When the meal was over the
Famous Iive strolled out into the Close.

“Hallo, halle, halle!. More trouble!™
sang out Dol Cherry, indicating a
crowd which was just gathering near the
school gates. ' Wonder what the thump
it is tlas time. Perhaps the police have
come to arrest Dr. Locke for stealing
the school plate.”

“Ha, ha, ha!"” laughed his chums.
“My hat! It's that cad Angell” px-
glaimed Harry Wharton  suddenly.

winking at

“He's just got back, by the look of it.-

e on, yon fellows!”

The chums of the Remove broke into a
Fiin.

“"Where's Capper 7" demanded Whar-
ton, pushing his way throngh the crowd.

“They've let him go, haven't they "
demanded Johnny Bull.
. “He's out on bail,” drawled Angel.
“The Head's standing for him: but
he's decided to stay at a hotel ip Court-
field until hiz case comes up at the

lice-court 1n the morning. 1t was too
Jate for it to be taken to-day.”

“Well, that's sowmething!” grunted
Frank Nugent. i o
“What about the identification

parade 7" asked Wharton.
“0h, we all went in separately I said
Angel. “The police had about a dozen

fellows of Capper’s build and appear-
ance and dressed in much the same way
lined up in & yard at the back of the
station. Of course, I picked Capper out.
It was no good pretending I couldn't. I
didn't like the job, I can tell you——-"

“Nol” said Johnuy Bull meaningly.

“You mneedn't be funny about it
Bull " exclaimed Angel. “It's jolly
rotten for me! Jeeves and the two foot-
men from the Grange picked him out
Brst ahc:t‘-.h t::]:-m One o i}&{-m, it “m:i
appears, had never seen Capper unti
the night of the robbery.”

“H'm! That makes it look rotten!™

“Rotten’s not the word for 161" re-
marked Mark Linley, the lad from
Lancashire, who had just arriyed. “I—I
aul?posa they can't all be mistaken if
what Angel says is true.”

“0f course it's true!” grunted Angel,
with a glare. ""You don't think I'm
framing anything up against Capper,
do you? Why should I?"

L on't know why you should!™
gnorted Tenmple, who had just arrived in
company with Dabney and Fry. “ But
vou were threatening vou'd make old
Capper sit wp for a lamming he gave
vou in the Form-room a little while ago,
if you remember. I seem to recollect
there was something jolly mysterious
about the threats you were making.”

“ And vou're a pretty bright specimen,
anyway,” added Fry, with contempt.
“You wouldn't have been out of a night
spying on Capper, otherwise!”

“Oh, quite!” said Dabney.

“Look here, you—you rotters—"
bogan Angel furiously.

“Oh, leave the worm alone!" said
Temple. *“When this rotten business
is finished with and Capper gets back, 1
expect the Head will have something to
say to Angel. If he doesn't Angel ean
hﬂtg hiz choice—a licking fram me, or a
licking from the Form.™

“(Come on, chaps!"” zaid Wharton, ex-
changing glances with his chums. * This
isn't our affair. I think we'll make a
move, Form starts in ten minutes.”

“Well, what do you think of it?" de-
manded Nugent, when the Famous Five
were well away Ifrom Angel and the
crowd.

. Harry Wharton shook lus head. He
was puzzled —more puzzled than he cared
to admit.

“1 don't know what to make of i,
except that dingy rotter Angel 15 at the
battom of things, somehow ar other."

“It beats me!” sawd Bob Cherry.
“ After all, wa never got to the botiom
of what happened that time we saw old
Capper in E‘riarﬂala Lane. And now it
appears that Angel saw him, too. The
burglary coming on top of it, with
Angel, Jeaves. and the two footmen as
witnesses—well. I'm dashed if I know
what to think!™

“Bame here!' agreed Johnny Bull,
“But we shall know a bit more when
the case comes up at Courtfield Court in
the morning.”

And the Famous Five left it at that.

—  —

THE TENTH CHAPTER.
The Verdiet !

il LGERNON CAPTER!™
The voice of the clerk rang

sharply through . the little
Courtfield Police Court.
The reporters at the Press Llable

sharpened their pencils.

Dr. Locke, the venerable old Head of
Greyfriars, and Mr. Quelch, the master
aof the Remove, who were seated at the
solicitors’ bench glared at each othor,
and the fermer mopped hiz brow.

A door opened at the side of the
court and a hgure stepped into the von-
railed dock.

It was Mr. Capper!

The face of*the Upper Fourth masier
was haggard and drawn. Deep cireles
beneath his cyes denoted a sleepless

niﬂlt. S x
a Inclined his head towards the
magistrate and then nodded to Dr. Locke
and Mr. Quelch, :
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The Head of Greyfriars smiled back
cnconragingly.

He. too, looked tired and worn. Only
Mr. Quelch . looked his ususl alert and
composed self.

A momentary silence fell upon the
court., .

The clerk half rose to his feet ; his tone
was alinost conversational. ]

“Algernon Capper,” ho said, looking
straight at the master of the Upper
Fourth, “you are charged with being
concerned in entering the house of
Major Thresher, The Grange, near
Friardale, on the tenth inst., and stesl-
ing & number of bonds and other
valuables. Do you plead guilty or not
guilty "
~ “Not guilty I apswered Mr. Capper,
in & steady wvolce.

" The mwagistrate glanced casually at the
high windows at the back of the court.

he reporters commenced Lo write
rapidly,

“Call the police officers!"” =aid the
clerk shortly. :

Detective-Sergeant Frost stepped into
the witness-box.

His voles rang solemnly through the
arowded court as he took the oath, a
miniature Bible raised above his head
in his hand.

Then he proceeded to deseribe to the
court & visit he had paid to Major
Thresher in response to a telephone mes-
sage early on the morning following the
robbery, the result of his investigations
there, and of his subsequent arrest of
Mr. Capper outside the gates of Grey-
friars,

The plain-clothes constable who had
accompanied Detective Frost followed.
His evidence varied hardly a word from
that of his superior.

Jeeves, Major Thresher's butler, and
two footmen quickly followed.

They told cﬂ' how the alarm was raised
that & burglar had entered the Emnglf,
and of their chase oul beyond the
grounds into the field where Aubrey
Angel had been sitting in the grass
nursing his injured ankle. ]

Mr. Capper stood like a statue, gazing
into space, while their evidence was

being given.

_ "ﬁ;% vou seen the prisoner previous
to the night of the robbery "' the clerk
asked the sccond of the footmen.

“No, sir.” :

“That was absolutely the frst time
vou had seen him—when you caught a
glimpse .of his face in the moonlight 1™

“Yes, sir,” answered the [ootman,
without hesitation,

“And when did you see him for the
gecond time?"

“I pitked him ouf from & row of mon
in the iard of Courtfield I'olice Station,"
camn the prompt reply.

“Thank you. That will do.”

The footman stepped down from the
box and took up a position at tho rear
of the court to hear the remainder of
the case.

Dr. Locke was observed to bite his
lip, while Mr. Capper paled,

“We will now call the last witness,”
said the clerk. " Aubrey Angel!™

A low murmur ran round the court as
the Upper Fourth junior sppeared.
Angel locked neither to right or left,
but kept his gaze fixed before him.

“You are & member of the Upper
Fourth at Greyiriars?" asked the clerk.

“Yes, sir,”

" Kindly tell us of your movements on
the might of the robbery.”

And Angel did, right up to
he ricked his ankle at the Ipnck
Thresher's house.

Tre Macxer Lipraryr.—No. 574,

the time
of Major

“"What was yvour real reason for fal-
lowing your Form master from the
school ¥ asked the clerk.

Angel lesitated,

“ Answer, boy 1" :

“Well, sir,” began Angel, as though
with- reluctance. "“I—— The fact is, I
had suspected Mr. Capper of —of drink-
g and gambling,*

Lh] 1{1}3-?IF

“"Must T continue, sir?" asked Angel,
hoping, howover, that the reply would
be in the affirmative.

“You are on oath, boy.

“Weoll, I thought Mr. angc_r Was

: ri

Lk

going out for the purpose of drinkin
and gambling," resumed Angel, “and,
fearing lest ho should return—er—the
worse for drink, I wanted to be on hand
to help him in case of trouble. That
is all, sir.”

“That is a lie!" burst out Mr, Capper
suddenly, “As I have already said in
my statoment to the police officors,
did not leave the school that might. I
was in my room the whole of the even-

ing. And certainly I have not been in
the habit of drinking. It is a dastardly
lie!™

“Control yourself, sir!” snapped the
magistrate, sposking for the first time.
“If you have any statement to make or
evidence to offer you will be given the
opportunity of guing into the witness-

on your behalf.’

“T protest—"" began Mr,
excitedly.

“All right, sir;
the gaoler,

Capper

go easlyr whispered
placing a hand on Mr.
Capper's arm. *“ Plenty of time yet."

Tﬁ:] master of the Upper Fourth
gu‘p-ed and subsided.- :

“If you wish to enter the witness-box
vou may now do so,” said the clerk, as
Anpgel stood down.

r. Caupper moved from the dock to
the witness-stand, and took the oath.
His evidence was short and to the point.
He denied ntterly havmg left the pre-
cincte of the school on the night of the
robbery, or of ever having been under
the influence of drink,

“Do yvou wish to ask any of the wit-
nesscs any questions?" demanded the
clerk, when Mr. Capper had concluded.

My, Capper shook Eis head.

“All T can say is that I am innocent—
absolutely inmocent !™ he said, with feel-
ing, speaking in a low and calmer voice.
“1 am not casting doubt on the truth-
fulness of the witnesses, but I contend
that they are making a mistake—a very
terrible mistake indeed!"

“"DPo you wish to call any witnesses
on your own behalf?" he was asked

uext.
of the Upper Fourth

and

The master
glanced dazedly around the court,

“Dr. Locke, the Head of Greyfriars,
and Mr. Quelech will speak on my behali,
1 think,” he gasped out. " Both of those
gentlemen have known me a good many
years. They know I am utterly incap-
sble of—of the crime with which T am
charged. I call upon Dr. Locke.”

Dr. Locke, at & motion from the clerk,
stood up. .

He told the court of his long associa-
tion with Mr. Capper, of the excellent
character he had a WaYS borne, and of
Lis absolute belief in his innocence. The
ﬁ?idiﬂn{:ﬂ of Mr. Quelch was of the same

11144,

The court listened intently.

The stlver-liaired, vencrable old Head
of Greviriars, h‘PEEHitJ%];l'I a voico shak-
mg  with  emotion, his eyes almost
dimmed with the suspicion of a tear,
made 8 marked impression.

Certainly it did not seem possible that
g friond and associate of two such men
as Dr. Locke and Mr. Quelch could be

‘burgl !.ri

1 patiently.

guilty of such a sordid and commen
crimo as burglary.

“1 suggest to you that at the time the
was committed Mr, Capper
was under the mfluence of drink,” said
the clerk at length,

““No, sgir," retorted Dr. Locke. “ That
I cannot believe."

“ Answer me carcfully, and think well
before you do s50,”" resumed the clerk.
“Have you ever, during the time you
have known the prisoner, seen or heard

_him being under the influence of
dﬂrltl-r.‘.: Think cavefully before you
rup .:rn._l

The Head started.

Like o« fash his encounter with Mr,
Capper in Friardale Lane some time
before came back to him. In the worry
and execitement of the burglary charge
the recollection had been driven from

his mind.
“Well*"  demanded the
“What is the answer?"
Hl—l—"  stammered the Head.
“Pless my soul! Thiz is terrible!”
"“We are waiting for your answer, Dr.

_ The Head of Greyiriars looked appeal-
ingly across at Mr. Capper, who had
now returned to the dock. Mr. Capper
returned his gaze from a white face, in
which his eyes burned like coals,

Dr. Locke spoke in a voice & little
above a whisper plucking nervously at
the lapel of his coat as he did so.

“I—I regret that I cannot answer in
the negative,” he said.

A solemm hush fell upon the court,
and Dr. Locke slumped back into his
chair,

The next moment the silence was
broken by a hoarse shout from Mr.
Capper.

His eyes blazing with indignation, his
hair awry and flecks of foam showin
on his bitten lips, he leaned forwa
and violently banged the ledge of the
dock with hiz clenched fist.

“It's & lie!” he shouted, all self-con-
trol leaving him. “It's a wicked lie!
And Dr. Locke khows it! I denied it
at the time when he charged me with it
and I deny it now! I am the vietim of
& dastardly plot! I am the victim of &
heartless conspiracy ! a2

Words seemed to fail the unhappy
man. An ivory tint came over his face,
and he staggered back almost in & faint.
The arm of the watchful gaoler caught
him and saved him from a fall. he
gaoler spoke some soothing words to him
and pressed s glass of water to his lips.

Mr, an’pﬂr vecovered himself with an
effort and faced the court again,

“I am sorry, gentlemcn,” he mur-
mured in a calmer voice. I can only
repeat that all along I have been the
vietim of fome horrible mistake, I—I
am innocent !"

The two detectives who had arrested
Mr. Cepper, and who were now stand-
ing at the back of the court, glanced at
cach other and m:nhnnged winka.

Dr. Locke and Mr. Quelch kept their
gaze fixed upon the ground.

There was no doubt about it. The
evidencea against thoe master of the
Upper Fourth was overwhelming and
damning. The kindest thing that could
be said about him was that he com-
mitted the robbery whilst under the
influence of intexicauts.

The lzlaﬁistrate. who hitherto seemed
to have taken only a casual interest in
the proceedings, raised hiz head.

** Algernen Capper,” he said, glancin
at thftnrimnerp%wr the _tﬂpﬁs of hg
spectacles, “after having heard the
evidenae offered in this court against
you, there is no doubt in my mind as fo
your guilt, Bince this is a police-court,

clerk

B 2
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A shalt of pale moonlight came through the window of the landing at the end of the passage and showed up the burglar more |

distinetly. Wharton raised his hand.
Yarooooh ! * ** Go it, Remove ! **

“Now I™ he shouted. . The five junlors rushed forward. *
The five juniors and thelr guarry eame down with a crash to the floor.

] i lil-n' :
(See Chapter 11.)

however, it is within my power to offer
you the choice of being dealt with by
me or electing to be committed for trial
before a jury. ¢ maximum sentence
[ am empowered to inflict upon you ir
one of six months’ imprisonment with
hard Jabour. If, on the other hand, you
elect to be committed for trial and are
found guilty, it is possible that a
sentence of penal servitude may be
paszed upon you. Which do you
prefer i

“1 am mnot guilty,” replied Mr.
UH-E]J-EIJ' in & low voice. “I would prefer
to be committed for trial.”

“Very well,” said the magistrate,
“You are committed for trial at the
Courtfield SBessions, which will be held in
a month’s time.”

“Will vyou accept bail, sir?" asked
Dr. Locke, rising to his feet.

“This is & very sericus mattor,” re-
plied the magistrate. “The prizoner
will be kept in custody. Next caze.”

Mr. Capper looked despairingly round
the court.

The faces of Dr. Locke, the
magistrate, and the spectators seemed to
svima before him.

“Your worship,” began Me. Capper,
turning imploringly to the magistrate,
“1 ask you——"~

“Remove the prisoner!” snapped the
magistrate,

e master of the Upper Fourth felt
the hand of tho gaoler laid gently bt
firmly on his arm.

“This way, sir.”

Mr. Capper gave a groan of despair
apd turned and staggered from the
dock. A moment later had vanished
through a door and was being led to
a cell beneath the court, there to await
the prison-van to eonvey him to Court-
field Gaol.

Dr. Locke watched the deperture of
Mr. Capper from the dock like a man in
4 dream.

“Bless my soul! Poor
Capper ! he murmured.
indeed terrible I

“There iz no more we can do, sir,”
broke in Mr. Quelch. *“Let us go.”

The two men walked slowly down the
corridors leading from the court, fol
lowed by many curious eyes, and
stepped into & waiting car.

A quarter of an hour later they were
back at Greyfriars,

Ent the result of the covrt procecd-
ings had already spread.

uniors and seniors stood about the
Close in little knots discussing the news
in low tones.

" Committed for trial ™

unfortunate
“Nhis s

niurnredl

Bob Cherry. “Poor old Capper! It
locks az though he's going under.”
“I'm afraid go,” said Wharton, “Of

course, there's still a slight chance he
may get off. but I shouldn’t think it's
worth much from what the magistrate
said,”

“It's rotten!”

“The rottenfulness is ferrifie "

"“Well, we can only wait and hope
for the best,” said Nugent.

And that was the thought of the rest
of Greyfriars.

THE ELEVENTH CHAPTER.
What the Light Revealed !

O0M !
The big clock in the tower of
Greyiriars tolled out the hour of

midnight.

Harry Wharton awoke with a stors
and =at up in hed. He had not been
sleeping well lately, and the slightost
noise had disturbed his slumbers.

“Hang it!” he muttered, glancing at
the luminous hands of his watch at
the side of hizs bed. *“It's no good
going on like this! If I don't get soma
aleep I shall be too washed out for

Jezsons in the morning, and then I shall

get old LQuelchy down on me.”

The captain of the Remove clambered
from hiz bed. and left the dormitory,
with the 1doa of getting a bottle of
aspirin tablets from his study.

ut hardly had he advanced a dezen
vards down the passage than his quiek

ears detected a [faint footfall in the
corvidor ahead.

Wharton stood stockstill for a
moment, listening. Perhaps it was

rome master or prefect retiring late,
At all events, whoever it was Wharton
Tae Maoxer LisrimryY.—No. 974,
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did mot feel like being caught and
bothered with an explanation of his
ehsence from the dormitory.

A figure moved noiselessly along the
corridor running across the top of the
passage, and halted. There came the
momentary Hash as from an electric
torch, and the Ggure moved on again.

The captain of the Remove whistled
eoftly.

Certainly no master or prefect would
move about so stealthily, feeling their
way with an electric torch, however lata
the hour. Hiz brain wu-riziﬂg with ex-
citement, Wharton turned and crept
swiftly back to the dormitory.

“Quick! Wake up, Bob! he
whispered, shaking Bob Cherry gently
by the shouldér.

“Hi! Wharrermarrer?” demanded
Cherry, sitting up in bed with a start.

“Bteady, ol man " whispered
Wharton, “Wake some of the others as
quickly az vou can. Y might be wrong,
but I've got an idea we've got an
uninvited visitor in the school.”

*“My only hat! You don't mean a
burglar, do vou, ngr{";i’"

“Very likely,” said Wharlon. “ Better

get a move on, though.”

Within a few moments the two
juniors had awakened the remainder of
the Famouz Iive.

“Got your torch, Harry?" asked
Frank Nugent, as he proceeded to stufi
A tennis-ball inte the end of a football

stocking. ) )

“I'm all right,” said Wharton.
“What about the othara?”

Bob Cherry, Johonny Bull, and

Wharton each armed themselves with a
stout cricket-stump, Hurree Jamset
Ram Singh. the dpunky member of the
party, preferred, however, to rely in any
possibla encounter with a midnight
marauder on his ‘lﬂﬂg. ginuons fn rs,
with which he cquld do deadly work if
i1t came to grips.

At a signal from Wharton the Famous
Five sailently left the dormitory and
crept down the passage oukside.

Keeping in Indian file, they walked
as near the wall az possible so as to be
less conspicuous.

“Nothing doing so far,” murmured
Nugent when they had traversed several
passages without any aign of the
merauder,

The quarters of the Upper Fourth
were visited, and the juniors then made
their way to the passages of the Fifth.

Here again they met with nothing
exciting.

The chums of the Remove wandered
along the passages of the 8ixth, and
were making their way towards the
school library when Harry ™ Wharton,
who was leading, suddenly stopped
short.

FiHi&t]??

“What 1s it, Harey?"

“I thought I heard & shufile zome-
where,” said Wharton, peering intently
through the gloom ahead of him.

The Bemovites stood still, listening
for some moments,

Hurree Singh, the dusky junior, sud-
denly left his chums and wont on a few
vards in advance. [He stopped and
stood rigid for a second, and then
turned to the others behind him and
beckoned.

Wharton . could see the eyes of his
chum %!ml:mg with an orange fre in
the dark.

They closed up on the Nabob and
saw that he wa: brembling with sup-
prossed excitement,

“The estecmed burglar has been spot-
fully seen,” whispered Inky, afier o
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pause. “If myv worthy chums will quiet-
fully follow me we will bagfully catch
himm together.”

The five chums crept slowly up the
passage for a few more yards and
stopped short.

“My hat!”

“Great Scott !

Advaneing .softly in the chums' direc.
tfion was & man.

“Let the blighter get a bit nearer,”
whispered Wharton, " and then we'll all
spring out.”

The burglar was now only a short dis-
tence in front of the foremost junior
and had not the slightest idea that he
had been seen. A cloud rolling away
outside let o shaft of pale moonlight
through a window of the landing at the
end of the passage which showed the
man up more distinctly.

Wharton raised his hand.

“Now!"” he shouted. and
juniors rushed forward.

Bump !

“Ow! Yarcooh|”

“Gio it, Remove ™

"I'he five juniors and their quarry came
down with a crash to the floor. The
man, whoever he was, let out a roar of
pain, surprise, and anger, at the same
time hitting out for all he was worth,
but he was no match for the sturdy
junors. ) i

Frank Nugent received a kick in the
cve, and Harry Wharton found himself
in a powerful grip. Inky who, so far,
since the first rush, had been silent, sud-
denly emitted a snarl, and, springing in
like a tiger, caught the marauder round
his neck. The man struggled for & few
moments and slowly relaxed his hold of
Wharton.

“Right-ho, Inky!” grinned Nugent.
“We've got the beggar all right. I'll
look after his legs. You sit on his
napper, Bob!”

The junidrs had just succeeded in se-
curing their prisoner when several
soniors, accompanied by the Head, who
had been distutbed by the noise of the
scufle, appeared at the end of the
pAassSRge.

“It's all right, sir ! shouted Wharton
triumphantly. “We've caught a giddy
burglar |”

“My giddy sunt!” gas
with a grin despite himself.
like it, too.”

The Head sized up the situation in a
glance and instructed the juniors to let
their prisoner got up.

Bob Cherry obligingly rose from his
seat on the man's head, and the
prisoner, half dazed, staggered up and
hlinked at the Head in the vellow light
from the electric bulb which Wingate
had just switched on.

Then a gosp of amazement went up—
for the faco of the midnight marauder
was unmistakably that of Mr, Algernon
Capper |

the five

Wingate,
“It looks

THE TWELFTH CHAPTER,
All Clear!

1 LESS my soul!”
B Dr. ke stared at the face
of the master of the Upper

Fourth as though he were look-
ing ot & ghost.

As for Harry Wharton & Co., they
wore nob quite sure whether they were
pwikoe or dreaming,

“Capper,” said the Head at length,
“what are you doing herc?”

Mr. Capper stored at the Head, but
made no reply.

m—

“I—I thought vou were at—at Court-
field,” murmured the Head. “How 15 it
I find you here in such circumstances?”

“He—he must have escaped, sir,” ven-
tured Nugent,

But if Lir. Locke heard he heeded not.

Mr. Capper swayed shghtly towards
the Head, his breath giving off the un-
mistakable fumes of alcchol.

“What youszh pgoing to do with me
nowsh i he demanded thickly.

“Good heavens!” murmured the old
Head, his kindly face drawn with sul-
fering. “The unfortunate fellow is—is
intoxicated "

“What yoush gonna do with me
nowsh 7 repeated Mr. 'Capper, gazing
owlishly at the staggered assembly.

“My dear Capper,” gasped out the
Head. “1I do not understand what has
come aver yvou. Despite the way things
seemed to go against you at the court
I felt in my innermost mind that you
wera at least incapable of—of commit-
ting a—a burglary. But what am I to
think now? Burely no man, however
misjudged he might be, could sink so
low as to attempt to rob the very school
that for years has been his home. This
is really the most terrible moment of
my life. Why don’t you say something,
Capper? Can you not see how I suffer?
Have you no pity for me—>"

“Look here!” blurted My, Capper,
blinking with bloodshot eves. *1f
you're gonna call in th' police why
don’t yoush do it? Don't sthand there
pitching mo all that Good Georgie sort
of stuff. Hie! (et on with the busi-
ness. I'm fed up with yoush !

“"Good Heavens!”

. "Perhaps we'd better try and get him
into one of the studies, sir!” whispered
Wingate to the Head, “If—if he's
escaped from Courtfield we shall have
the police along very soon.

The Head tﬁl“d about him helplessly.

“I think that perhaps that would be
best, Wingate,” he said, “It is evi-
dently useless to reason with the_ un-
happy man in his present state. I do
not like to do il—but our duty .is clear.
We must communicate with the police
immediately and inform them of what
has happened. DBy his action the un-
fortunate man has only succceded in
making things & thousand times worse
for himself. Telophone at once, Win-
EIEH."

* Yes, sir,” said the captain of Grey-
friars.

“You—you need not mention that we
discovered him ig the act of ing the
school just yet,” added Dr. Locke. *We
will at least avoid that if we can.”

Wingate departed to the nearest tele-
phone, which was situated in the pre-
fects' room. Meanwhile, Harry Whar-
ton & Co. and the Head between them
suceseded in inducing the master of the
Upper Fourth to enler an adjacent
study.

The noise made by Wharton & Co.
when thev had first sprung out on Mr.
Capper had awakened & number of
other people, however, and already an
amazod and chattering erowd of juniors
and seniors hod gathered at the end of
the passage. clad only in their p::g'nmm.

The news that a burglar had been
captured. who had turned out to be
Me. Capper, had spread over the rest
af the school, which was now thoroughly
awake, with lighining-like rapidity.

Amazement seemed (o be equally di-
vided between Br. Capper's attempt to

rob the school and lus escape from
Courthold Prison. .
Never before had such a  sensation

heen experieticed in the whole history of
the old school.
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THE SWOT!”

BY FRANK RICHARDS. Eum_p“m
Mind you read it, chums! |

BIFF !
BANG!
CRASH!
“HURRAH!”

How would YOU like to
be swotting at Latin with
that swful row going on
just outside your study?
A rousing incident in next |f
Monday's grand story of
Harry Wharton & Co.,
entitted——

Price 2d
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The whole business from beginning to
ond was amazing—incredible! :

“There's not much doubt about his

guilt now, you fellows,” drawled Angel,
who was standing with a little crowd
of Upper Fourth fellows at the end of
the corridor. “Imnccent men don’t rob
the achool that's sheltered them, even if
they do succeed 1n escaping from gaol.”

But no one vouchsaled Angel any
reply.

None of the fellows knew what to
think.

Within & few wminutes Wingate was
observed returning from the telephone
in the prefects' room, his face working
with excitement.

“It's not Capper at all, you fellows!*”
he gasped. “I've just been on to the
police, and they say Capper’s still in
the remand wing at Courtfield prison!"

“Mot Capper!”

“Great Scott !

The fellows stared
blankly.

It seemed Lhat just lately one sensa-
tion was t‘nlir:rwin% on the heels of
another in & most bewildering manner.

My piddy aunt 1

“Then if the fellow we've captured
isn't Capper, who the thump is he?”
demanded Wharton.

_‘Win&aba repeated his  conversation
with tha pelice to the Head. And the
astonishiment of Dr. Locke was certainly
as great as that of the juniors.

‘_‘ Who are yvou " he demanded of the
prisoner.

The only reply he received was a
seowl.

“Very well: we shall soon find out,
Meanwhile, Wingate, I would be glad if
you. would call %Jr. Queleh and some
other of the nwsters, and got the rest
0f the school back 1o bhed.™

“Yes, sir.”

at each other

But Mr. Quelch was already on hie
way to the study.

Hardly had he entered it, however,
than there came a heavy tread outside,

and the next moment Detective-
Sergeant Frost and |his  assistant
appeared,

"I have motored over to the school
right away an getting your telephone
message,” he explained. “T fail to
understand what's happened, sir. Mr.
Capper is still in Courtfield Prison—
Crreat snakes ™

The detective broke off short as his
gaze rested on the sullen face of the
[risoner.

If he was not Mr. Capper. thon his
Iikencss to the master nfp the Tpper
Fourth was extraordinary,

“I—I hope there's no mistake in the
name ' jerked out the astounded
detective, “How did it 'appen, sir?

The stery of the capture of the bur-
glar was quickly recounted to him.

“All right," he said, when the story
was coneluded.  “I'll take this man,
whoever he is, back with me, and see
what we ecan find out. There's some-
thing jolly gueer sbout this.”

“"Sorlright!” grunted the prisoner,
who seemed to have recovered somewhat
from the effects of the drink. “Tt's a
fair cop, and I might as well own up.
My name's not Capper, and it wasn't
Capper who did the job at the Grange,
I'm the bird you want for that.”

“"Thank Heaven-for that!” murmured
the Head fervently.

“Want to make a statement?” asked
Detective Frost. “You're a wise man.
Let's have the lot of it, and wea'll sea
what ean be dene te I1e'£p you. We've
got you, in any case, now.”

The prisoner nodded understandingly,

For the next ten minutes the Hgaﬂ
of Greyfriars and the detectives listoned

to the prisoner’s ameazing story, all of
which was taken down in shorthand by
the plain-<clothes constable.

From what he said, it appeared he

was a well-known ecat-burglar. Quite
by accident he-had learnei- while stay-
ing  in Friardale, that he bore an
amazing resemblance to a master at the
school, Mr. Capper, both in speech,
appearance, -and mannerisms, and had
played on the fact to protect himself,
gomng to the extent even . of wearing
sumnilar clothes as his double,
. He retailed to the Head the incident
in Friardale l.ane, when he had been
hali intoxicated, and when the Head,
under the impression that he was the
Upper Fourth master, had endeavoured
to prevail upon him to return to the
school, concluding with his midnight
visit to Major Thiresher's housa.

The man's story was listened fo in
amazed silence.

As for Dr. Locke, the years zeemed
to drop away from him, and the lines
of worry vanished from his face.

By this confession, the cat-burglar had
cleared once and for all the name of
Algernon Capper, who had suffered so
greatly for his unhappy resemblance to
a criminal.

When the story was told the two
detectives ‘and their prisoner entercd the
police-car, which had becn drawn up in
the Close, and drove away to Courtfield.

Littla sleep was gained by anvone in
Greyfriars that night. In most dormi-
tories candles flickered until the FArst
cold Aush of dawn appesred across the
sky. while juniots, ‘eeniors, and masters
and servants discussed the extraordinary
affair of the night,

The ft:nl]m:'ring d;:,.r Mr, C‘ﬂ.ppe; ro-
turned to Greyiriars.
And nover had such a triumphant

{Continued on page 28.)
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The Rifie Bullet !

AUTIOUSLY Toemmy climbed up
the Bgmsw embankment and
locked over it. From hersa he
got a view all over the low, flat

island, with its prassy pastures and
ready marshes. Tt looked fine and wild
snd desclate. There did not seem to be
anybody about,

A few hundred yards away, on a
grassy mound, stood the little bungalow
where he and Nunks had lived, and
where Nunks had died. At & good dis-
tance from this were the three separato
sheds, where the chemicals were stored
and the experiments made. Farther
away wera the ruins of ancther shed;
for in the carly days of Comberite it
happened that Nunks made a mistake,
& very small quantity of the stuffi had
gons off with a c¢rash and blown the
shed to bits, very nearly killing beoth
Nunks and Tommy, who had only just
left the powder to dry itself. That was
the sort of stuff Comberite was.

Tommy did pot immediatel
for the bungalow, anxions as
reach it. He lay in the long grass on
top of the embankment and watched.
The weather had grown rather misty
now, as 1t often did on the marshes.
Tho place seemed quite deserted. But
presently he saw the figure of a man
move near the corner of the bungalow
and disappear again,

“Hallo " mutterad Tommy, “Wheo's
that? How did he get here, and where's
his boat ™

Hea wished: he had hrought a pair of

lasses, He had not been able to make
the man out very clearly. It certainl
wasn't Dan. It wasz somebody mue
older and taller.

“O'Hara®™ said Tommy, to himself.
But he was not guite sure about it.
The man had seemed just about
('Hara's height. And as he did not
sppear again, Tommy left the embank-
ment and walked boldly along the path
towards the bungalow,

After all, he was king of the island,
and nobody hed any right there except
himself and Dan. Tommy was carry-
ing in his fist & stout oak siretcher that
e had taken out of the boat, It would
bo useful in case there was trouble.

Just as he crossed the stile on the
fence, half-way to the house, he caught
sight of the man again, and Tomm
ﬂPﬁmd short in his tracks. ‘Thoug
still a couple of hundred yards distant,
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this time Tommy recognized him at
OnCe,

It was the man whom Baldy had tried
to drug in the restaurant tho night
before. It was John Carfax|

He waa the very last person on earth
Tommy had expected to seo. And,
for a moment, he crouched down
behind the stile, uncertain what to do.

- HOW THE STORY OPENED,

TOMMY COMBER, sentenced to three years
detention aboard the reformatory ship
Bellerophon  for bEI"E,j concerned fn the
murder of hiz uncle

JOSEPH COMBER, & clever chemist, inventor
of a powerful high ezplosive named
Comberite,

CHUFFER FOS8, Tommy's cousin, a ne'er-do-
well, whose false evidence did mueh to
prejudice the innocent Tommy's chances
of acguitial. :

DR. SHANE O'HARA, a skilful surgeon, who
shelters the Jugitive from the Belero-
phon, and fakes hin features zo that
Tommy's own pal,

DAN BENNETT, doesn't recognize hinm until
Tommy makez known his identity.

MERTON HAYNES, a friend of 0"Hara's.

[ * L] - - L] - -

In return for this service 0'Hara has ren-
dered h,m Tommy—icho knows the gecred of
Comberite—is asked to make thiz rvaluable
exploaive for the doctor and his friend,
Tommy hineelf to take a third share in the
partnership. Tommy agrees to the proposal.
He meets Dan—who, incidentally, thinks
O'Hara and hiz friend o pair of rogues—
and aske Rim o join him in preparing
Comberile on Curiew Itland, which formerly
belonged to Joseph Comber. Dan fumps ot
the chance,

Later, Tommy cemer within an ace of
being recaptured, but, thanks to Dan. he
mnaneges to give his purtuers the slip. Hack
in London at the digs 0'Hara hos arranged
Jor him, Tomny discovers that ke is being
shadowed by a stranger whom Ne nicknames
" Baldy,” This man finds Tommy too slip-
pery for hint, and iz himeelf shadowed to a
restaurant in the West End. Here Baldy
meels a John Carfaz. During the wmeal
Tommy see: Baldy put gomething inte hiz
companton's wineglass, and at once _gives
Carfax warning. Then ke slips ont of the
restaurant unnoticed, and maokes for his digs,
where instructions await him from O Hara
te proceed to Curlew Iiland without delay.
Baldy peps up again. Thiz time Tommy hite
eut from the shoulder, and makes good hix
escape.  Tommy reaches  Queenborough,
where it had been arranged that he showld
weet Dan, but his pal doesn't turn up.
Tommy therefore buys himiell a boat for o
small aum, and sets sail for Curlew Island,
Reaching it, he springs nimbly ashore.

{(Now read on.)

the alr, passing so close fo Tommy Comber’s face that ke could feel the wind

Was this
Above all
certainly hadn't seen Tommy in the
rostaurant, and he did nobt know where

man friend or enemy!
was he a policemant Ho

that warning message had come from.
Then how in the world had he found
his way down here to Curlew Island,
and why? Was he & friend of O"Hars's,
and why was he prowling about the
house and sheds like a thief?

Carfax had not yet caught sight of
Tommy, for he was stooping in the
Fnr{:h of the bungalow, examining the
ock as if he were deciding the best
way of Fetting it open with some kind
of & tool that was gripped in his hand.

“Here, come oft that whoever you
are! said Tommy to himself, and he
walked straight across towards the
house. Just then My, Carfax saw him.

The man wheeled round with cxtra-
ordinary guickness; at the same moment
his hand travelled quickly round to his
hip—as if he carried a weapon there.
But when he saw how far off Tommy
was he seemed to hesitate a moment:
then, pulling s case out of his pocket he
mc-ll'}' lit a cigarette, and after taking
B rapid glance round, strolled out quits
unconcernedly to meet Tommy.

It was Carfax all right enough.
Tommy could not mistake that strong.
keen face, and those light blue eyes and

werful jaw. He stop and waited
for Tommy, puffing at his cigarctte as
if he wera enjoying it.

“zood-day,” he said pleasantly. “Dn
vou belong about here? I wonder i

ou can tell me who these buildings

long to*"

Tommy halted right in front of him.

“Well,” he said  boldly, “whoever
they belong to I'm the tenant of them
—or I thought I was till I saw you
trying to get mn!”

Carfax took off his hat and made
Tommy a slight bow, just as if he were
a man of his own age.

“I've got to beg your parden,” Le
sald smiling, “ you must have wondered
what the dickens I was “lp to.  But
E.;nﬂ fact is, I'm I.El Tlﬂ::iﬂ o éhgﬂf["hamaﬂ

onservancy, and it's my jo ins
all new hlfﬁdin'gs put up on the hf:ﬁ:
gf the river and Il;a.l-m auradthai;[ thlel

rainage is properly arran and a
that ngt of r;:hi?'lg. So I'?Ealﬁ'ham:. sent
down to have a look at thiz house and
sheds, that's all. I see some alterations
have been made here lately.”

Tommy looked him in the eye. Ha
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folt perfectly sure that Mr. John Carfax
was telling a lie, but that was no fault
of Carfax's. It sounded quile a likely
story in every.way, and Carfax told it
with & calmness that would have done
credit to a clergyman.

“T see, sir,” he said simply. “Well,
you're guitc welcome to inspect the
drains. I reckon there can't be any-
#hing wrong with them, because there
ain't eny "

“0Oh, well. that’s all right as long
as they don't drain into the river,”
said Carfax laughing. “But I'm asked
to find out Exm‘.ﬁy what sort of work is
going to be done here. We have to
wmake restrictions about wooden build-
ings you know, because of the danger
of their catching fire.”

The notion of the Thames Conser-
vaney getting worried over the chance
of Tommy being roasted alive, tickled
him so much that ho nearly burst out

laughing in My, Carfax’s face. But he
malmfm to look solemn, _
“0Oh, there ain't any chance of that,’

he said. I believe the people who'll
work hiere are going to make chemical
xperiments, and whatever the stuff
oes I know it can’t carch fire, and it
wouldu't do any harm in & lnm:l'[}f place
like this. I'm just looking after the
buildings for them at present.”

All the time he was =peaking he
waiched Carfax’s face varefully to see if
there was the least sign of his recog-
nising or guessing who he was.  But
there wa:n't the least indication of it
and Carfax didn't seem to know him
from Adam. =

“That's all right then.” said Carfax,
with a smile, I needn’'t trouble you
eny further, and I1'll tell the conser-
vaney vou are all right, I'd better
have vour name.” '

“Patrick Reche. ~ir!”

“Thank you! Your employers have
hired the place. 1 think you sad? It
doesn’t belong to thein, of course,”
said Uarfax.

“T'm not sure whe the island belongs

ta, eir,” said Tommy.
“Well, T can  tell vou that., Tt
belongzs to a boy «called Thomas

Comber,” veplied Mr. Carfax, lighting
s, fresh cigaretie, " who ought now to
be serving a sentence in the prison ship
Bellerophon—eniy he has escaped.”

“What, the boy who used to live
here?" said Tonuny, though his throat
was rather hot and dry, “Haven't
they caught him vet*”

Mr. John Carfax =nock hiz head,

" Not yet™
.*Is the Thames Conscrvaney looking
far him, too®” asked Tommy,

“No. That iz a job for the police.”
paid Mr. Carfax, “but. of course, it is
the duly of anybedy to arrest a run-
way convict if thev came across him.”
%[uS‘Fuoltml at Tommny thoughtfully. "1
should know him of I saw him, His
portrait has been published. It 13 pretty
clear that he has either hidden or dis-
ﬂliaed lnmself. Bul then, of course,

may have El}t- onl of the country.
What do you thunk. vourself®™

Tommy found 1+ diffienlt {0 answer:
he wondered if a trap was laid for him.
But before lie vonld get out & word, =
strange thing happened.

Awav over from the sea-wall on the
main river =ide. a sharp, distant erack
rang out. A bullet <ang ihmugh the
air, passing 50 close to Tommy's faco
that he could feel the wind of it, and
it eraslied into the doorpost of the
bungalow belind him with a sounding
smack.

" Pommy junrped as f the bullet had hit
him., and spun yound. Ile saw a tiny
whif of brown ~meke drifting away

above the grasses on the embankment,
but no sign of a man.

By h!" cried Tommy furiously,
“*who's ﬁt’ potting ai me?"

He dashed off at top speed, making a
beeline for the place where the shot

came from. He paid no more attention
to Carfax, but afrmted as fast as he
could put his feet to the ground,

gripping the oak boat-stretcher. Caution
was thrown to the winds; the thought
of being shot at, in broad daylight, on
his own tervitory of Curlew lIsland,
somte cowardly skulker belind s wall,
maddened him.

Tommy's whole instinet when he was
attacked, was always to go straight for
the attacker. It wasn't & wise thing to
do now, for the marksman could have
picked him off casily as he ran across
the open marsh. He cared nothing for
that; he meant to meke sure who his
enemy was, at any risk. He did not
even look round &o see il Carfax was
following.,

Half way across the marsh he came to
one of the big ditches that was too wide
to leap; he had to seud a long way
round by the bridge, and it took him
several mmmutes to reach the spot where
the shot came [romn, When he pot
there he sprang up on the top of the
bank and looked round him over the
igland and the river.

He could see nobody whatever.

The wunseen sniper had vanished.
There, was nowhere for him to hide,
and if he had landed from a boat,
Tomuny expected to see the boat making
off. ut there was none. The only
cralt in sight was a small tug steaming
down river some distance out, towing a
small dinghy astern. It was possible
that that bost had breught the smiper,
and then put off again to the tug.
Tommy shook his fist av her and shouted.
But the m% seemed quite indifferent.
She might have been quile innocent.
The mystery remained; the shot had
come [rom nowhere, and the shooter
had vanished off the face of the island.

It was a rifle bullet of course; no
Elstﬂl could have reached so far. It
ad come within an ace of killin
Tommy. Who was the enemy who hat
daved to fire in bread daylight? Was
it ﬂl;uffnr—m' Baldy, or one of O'Ilara's
inen :

"By gum, this is the [rozen limit!”
spid Tomnr. “1'll get a couple o
rifles of my own and we'll sce who wins
this ganme!"

Ile looked round for Carfax., who waa
not in sight., ‘Temmy hurricd back to
the hl.lngﬂlﬂ\'l',. '|.u}miul:'it:|g whether Car-
fax had been a decoy, to bold him s
talk while he was shot at. But, sonio-
how, he didn't think that was =0, To
his surprise he found Carfax silting on
the doorstep, calmly sinoking  his
vl I.lll;‘t.‘tt.m 1le had not moved all the
while. -

“Bee anybody ' he asked, in 8 matier-
of -fact voice.

“No!™ eried Tommy.

AR said Mr. Carfax placidly. ®1
thonght yon wouldn't. Wasz thero
big motor-launch anywhere about, by
chance?” . :

“No, nothing but a tug with & stnall
bant, ” :

“Tug, ¢h? Tugs arc common on the
Fiver, anyway. Yeory carcless of the
gemtleman with the rifle, eh? 1e'll ba
having an accident if he doesn't watch
it.’

“Uosh.” said Tonmny furiensly, “he'd
have had a giddy necident af 'd got hold
of him! ‘There was no accident about
il—he nearly plogged me through the
hewd, and it was & jolly good shot at

that distance. Another inch or two and
'"d have been cold ment.”

Mr. Carfax smiled and took a puff at
his cigarctte, .

*He wasn't shooting at you,” he said.
“He was trying 1o get me, Patrick.*

“¥You?!" gasped Tommy, “What for?”

“Well, we officials of the—er—Thames
Conservancy—sometimes make enenries,”
snid Carfax pleasantly. “ There are
people who object to us poking about the
way we do. Do I know exactly who the
fellow was, my lad? Well, yes, I've a
sort of idex. Don't you worry, he's nov
after you. All the same, you'd beiter
watch out brightly as long as you're
here in this place; it's a fine lonely spot
and there’s been one murder here
already.™

“And you'd better look out that
fellow doesn't get you, sir!” exclaimed
Tommy. *Ho won't need to be much
closer to it than he was that time,”

“I'm not worrying,” smiled Carfax.
“I was through tho War. Do you know
how much shot and shell it takes io kill
one man, Patrick?

“No, sir.”

“About two tons. Some clever fellow
worked it out,” laughed Carfax. *'All
that, fired off to every chap that's killed,
And the rifle buller didu't weigh inuch
over an ounce,”

“An ounce is enough if it clicks in
the right place,” said Tommy.

“And that's true enough. Well, as I
was saying befors we were interrupte.l.
this lad, Tom Comber, is giving the
police a%¥ot of trouble, and he'll be for
it when ihey get him. Ile's what they
call & hard case. However; by what I
hoar, he'll take some catching, and now
T'll be getting away az I have business
clsewhere. 1 dare say you'll be glad to
see me off the premises.”

“How are you going to get away,
sir?"' asked Tomnty,

“I have a boat which T put in & snug
place out of sight, up the back of the
creek,” said Carfax, “s0 you may as
well come and see the lnst of me” -

They walked across the island to-
gother, to where Carfax had stowed his
craft, a small, fast sailing-hoat, In o
creek some way above the ir:it where
Tommy had landed., He helped Carfax
to push the boat out, the sail was hoisted
and with a cheery wave of his hand,
Carfax sailed away towards the open
river.

“ Au revoir, Patrick!” he called back,

Tommy watched him go, wondering
what on earth to make of him. Was he
a policeman. 1f so, Tommy felt it was all
np with hime,  But, somechow, he didn’t
feel ton uneasy. It wds so amazing that
ho had been for an hour with this man,
who did not scem even to know that it
was Tomwmy who had warned him the
night before about the peisened wine.

Just then, as (arfax disappeared up
river, Tomuny caught =ight of & motar-
Loat heading for the creck hke a lijtle
man-a'-war, hustling along at high speed
with a cushion of white foam at her
hows. Tonuny took onc look at her,
and ran down towards the jetly wiith a
whoop of j0y.

“Dan!" he shouted, waving lis arms.
“Dan ghoy "'

Comberite Powder !
THE molor-hoat buzzed up to the

jetty, and Dan sprang out and
gripped his pal by the hand.
“Ilere we  are,” le  cried,
“kings of the sland!”
“You freckle-nosed old frand!™ ex-
claimed Tommy. “Where have you
been? Did ou get my wira?”

Tue Macxer Lienarr.—No. 974,
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“Never got any wire. ooutiend? I
Enw:n:t been there since daybreak. -Too
usy.’ : ;

“What's happened? Out with it !"”

“I'm starving, that’s what's bap-
pened,” sald Dan. *“Is there any grub?
If there isn't, I'll skin you!"

“Lots here,” said Tommy, and to-
gether they hofted the packing-case out
of his boat and carried it across to the
bungalow, where they broke it open and
attacked a magnificent ham, and killed
a tin of peaches which they mixed with
sweet condensed milk, While they were
feasting, Dan remarked that Tommy
was looking excited, and called for his
story, but Tommy insisted on hearing
Dan's report Brav.

“I don’t know that there's a lot to
tell,” said Dan, "“but I've found out
something about O'Hara” & Co., and I've
been jolly nearly wiped out.

“The day after you left me I scouted
round the island here, and I saw O'Hara
and his pal Haynes busy round the
bungalow and sheds. I.recognised 'em
both all right from what you told me.
Well, of course, they' knew nothing
about me, and I-kept out of sight, but
in the evening they left the place in a
big, fast motor-launch.”

‘I know her,” said Tommy. “I've
scen her on the river when I was in the
Bellerophon.™ ]

“Y followed her at a distance," said
Dan, “becauss I'd made up my mind
to fihd out where O'Hara hangs out
and what he's up to. He gave you his
address, didu’s he, and said he'd be up
in town all the time?”

“¥Yps. Barnet, just outside Léndon.”

“PBarnet my uncle!” said Dan, *“Hea
and Haynes have got scoret headquarters
down iﬂre. fifteen miles below us,
farther towards the sea. They've got a
little house on & place called Havengore
Island, and thu;.' don't want any giddy

visitors, elther.”

“Havengore. Down by Foulness?"

“That's it. ‘They went right past
Southend to sea, nnci( when it was dark
I saw them turn in over the Maplin
Sands, when the tide was up, and dis-
appear, I couldn't keep up with them
in my boat, but I knew there was
nothing in there where they'd gone
axcept those two or three little islands,
and I meant having a look. I got in
there very guietly when the moon rose,
and I saw their motorlaunch tucked
away in a creck by-Havengore. 1 landed
on the island: there was n little house
on the middle of it, and that’s where
they live. There were wireloss norials
on the roof of the house, and 1 bet they
don't usze 'em just for listening-in to
2LO, oither. They're spies of some sort,
or they would not be sticking it out
in & place like that.”

“What, Germans? That's all washed
out.”

“No, not Germans. I don't know
what they are. DBut thoy're hot stuff,
One of "em must have caught sight of
my phiz over the bank, for he sang out,
and I saw "em both come running at me
like wolves. I wasn't there to fight "em,
sn I nipped down into my Loat and awa
to sen like one o'clock. I patted myself
on the back at having run "em to ecarth
and got away with it, so I thought, I'd
discovered where we can always find
(FHare & Co. when we want "em, and I
hetted that you and I would soon got
wise to the rest of their games, bofore
we trust 'em with Comberite Powder.
And they hadn't found out who I was,
either,

“I got clear of the sands, and there

Lh
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was & bit of a choppy sea running, when
suddenly I heard the beat. of a high-
powered engine, and by gum, there was
their big motor-launch coming out after
mo like a ﬂgrqhﬂund after a rabbit.

“They didn’t spot mo at first, because
it was pretty dark, and I altored course
and ran for the Thames as fast as I
could go, crouching down in the boat.
But they went Bying round in circles,
hunting for me, snd presently they saw
me, and made a beeline for me at
cighteen knots. I wondered whet they
meant to do, but I jolly zoon knew.
I'd made 'em thoroughly suspicious, and
they intended to ram and run me down
at any risk, to make sure. I was only
a kid in a motor-boat, and they could do
it easy. They just came down on me
like a thunderbolt.”

Hreal Secott!” exclaimed Tommy.

“1 hardly know now how. it was they
didn’t get me. I put the helm hard over
at the last second, and they just grazed
me as they acu;ided past. The shock
knocked me clean-out of my boat, and
the thundering great bow-wave thrown
ur&l&y the launch swam my craft and
filled her. I came to the top again some
distance away, half-stunned, and only
]fu:at- able. to keep myself afloat. The
sunch had charged ahead out of sight.
When she came circling back to see if
she'd done the job all right, thore was
nothing to be seen except my poor old
hoat lying water-logged and half-sunk,
like a bit of wreckage. ‘They buzzed
round her twice, but there was nobody
in her, and they didn’t zee me bobbin
in the trough of the sea away off, wit
nothing but hair showing, and 1
ducked undor l::'{ﬂn they went by, 1T got
a glimpso of O'Hara's pointed beard
against the sky for a second when I
came up, and they looked at the
swamped hoat, and both of them
laughed. Then the launch scootod off
back towards Havengore, and dis-
appeared -for good.™

“Gosh, what sweeps!” zaid Tommy
furiously:

I suppose they are,” said Dan,
“8till, I'd rather asked for it, hadn't
I7 It looked as if T was done, but I
swam to the mobtor-boat, which was
threo-pirts full and nearly awash, They
must have thenght she was sinking fast;
it's a wonder the weight of her engine
didn’t sink her, for the sea kopt washing
in, But she's got a watertight locker
fore and after, and that stopped lher
going down. I managed to elimb in
carafully, up to my knees in water, got
hold of the old canvas bucket sha car-
ries, amd after an hour's hard work, and
nearly swamping twice, I baled her out,
and bad her floating like a cork again.”

“Well done!"” said Tommy.

“"Done's the word,” replied Dan, “for
I was all adrift at sea, an’ couldn't do
Hll}'ﬂ'!illf with her; the engine and mag
wora full of water, and she wouldn't go.
Lucky for me I wasn't blown out to sea,
but the wind was northerly, and aftor
tossing about for half the might, the old
boat got driven right across the estuary
and on to the heach at Minster, down
Sheppey way. I hauled her high and
dry, and boing dead beat, I curled J.II]i;
i a cave in the cliffs and slept @
morning.

“When it was light T got some hreak-
fast in the village, and scribbled off that
lotter to you and posted it., You got
that?"

“Yes," said Tommy, “first post this
morning. It didn't say much.”

“Hadn't time to. say much., and it
wasn't safe to write it down, in case

| ———
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somebody at your lodgings got hold of
the letter. I had fo wait till I saw you,
It took me all day to get the mutﬂt-%ﬂ&t
in action again; I had to take the whole
engine 'down and clean every bit of it
I got away again this morning, meaning
to run right up river to London and
fetch you: But I thought I'd better
ust look in at the island on the way.
o here I am, and that's all my story.
It's pretty thick, but I wish it was a bit
fattor still, I romember your man

{O’Hara laughed when he swam my
boat an' thought I was.at the bottom.
He's going to pay me for that laugh!"”

said Dan.

"“And the beast came within an inch
of drnwninﬁ you!" eried Tommy.

“Bure. But, of course, he may have
thought T was the police, gettin’ on your
track and makingb trouble for him; per-
haps he thought he was doing the right
thing. But I don't know what to make
of it. What's doing here?! I never ex-
pected to find- you on the island—
thought you were having a jolly good

time in town. Nobody's tried to do you
in, have they?"
“Took here!” sald Tommy, and

pointed to the bullet-hole in the porch
of the bungalow. Dan inspected it
keenly, and gave a liguid whistle,

“Rifle-bullet!” he said. **What's the
game, Tommy—what's happened?! Tell
us, quick!” E

“8it down,” sald Tommy, culling
himself anojher slice of ham, " and listen
to my little varn. It's just as hairy as
yours.’ 1

While they sat by the packing-case he
told Dan cverything that had happened.
from his arrival in Stroud Street down
to the departure of Mr. John Carfax
half an hour ago, from the Island. Dan
listened eagerly, and at the finish” he
sat silent and amazed.

“Great Christopher ! he said at last,
“It's getting hotter stufi than even I
thought it would. No wonder, for
there's a million at stake. But who's
this roffian you call Baldy? Is he one
of O'Hara's lot " :

“If he is, then O"Hara is twisting me
after all ! said Tommy.

“Yes, and I always thought he would.
Tut don't be' teo sure, DBaldy may be
someone playing for his own hand. You
sa¥ he tried to drug Carfax. The next
thing is a rifle-bullet, which nearly
pipped him."”

“And Carfax never turned a hairl”
said Tommy admiringly. “He's a cool
hand. EBut it's all guesswork vet. We
don't know what it means.”

“Question’s this—is Carfax up against
O'Hara & Co. ™

“Or is he up against me?" retorted
Tommy. “Dan, what would you say
Carfax is? A policeman? If so, my
number’s up "

Dan turned it over in his mind quickly
and shook his head.

“D'you know what I think he is? I
passed him in his bost, coming out of
the creck just now, I think I've seen
him before once—around Chatham or
Sheerness. From what you've told me
I believe he's a Secret Service man.”

Tommy's face grew long.

“ Becret Service chap!” he said dole-
fully. “Then it's all U P with little
Tommy 1"

“Rid.” said Dan, “don't shout hefore
vouw're hurt! A Beerot Service man
wouldn't be hunting Tommy Comber.
That sort don’t go . catching tiddlers.
The Secrct Service is under the Govern-
ment, and it’s just what its namo says—
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The motor-boat came down on Dnh;u craft like a thonderbolt, just grazing it. The great bow-wave thrown up by the launch
swamped the boat and filled it, while Dan himsell was knocked ¢lean overboard, half stunned. (Sec Page 26.)

dead soeret, When they go on the war-
path they're after big game! And they
take their lives in their hands. I'know
that much., Of course; if he got wise
to who jou are, he might give you up
to the police—maybe he'd have to.
D'yvou recken he does know?”

" “I'm pretty sure he doesn't.”

“Anyway, you saved his life, don't
forget it. Has he tumbled to that?”

“No, T'll swear he doesn’'t know that.
And I don't want him to if I can help
it,” said Tommy, pulling the card Car.
fax hed given him out of his pocket.

Dan teok it and looked at it reading
the seribbled message.

“You can never tell what a chap of
that sort knows,” said Dan; “bnt, any-
way, you were right not te go an’ sce
him, or you'd have given vourself away.
Tell you what, it'd be all right for me
to look him up, though, and find out
whether he's friend or-enemy ?  But not
now, for we're busy. I could run up
to-morrow.”

“Yeos, gaod idea !” zaid Tommy. “He
doesn’t know you; you could learn what
his game ise. Ho mayn't be Secrot
Qarviee at all, but on O'Hara's side.
And if O'Hare or Carfax or Baldy mean
playing any monkey tricks with na down
hero on Curlew Islend—why we'll have
a dish of hot soup all ready for "em."

Dan reached across and gripped him
by the knee.

“Tommy, old son,” he said, wiih a
grin, “when we'vae got Comberite
Powder we t:ﬂllld Iow *em all off the
map. Make itt"

“That's what we've hera for.” said
Tommy, springing to his feet. “Come
on, let's get to it 1™ '

-~ They cleared np the lunch and stowed
i".in the porch. 'Then, stripping off
their coats and rolling wp their shirt-
sloaven, the two chums strode across to

the sheds where the chomicals were

stored. In their hands was the great

gecrot which was to give them power

over all their enemies.

D" How are we going to get in?"” asked
an. "

All three of the stout sheds where the
work was to be donewere locked, barred,
and bolted. Thoe windows wero closed
with iron shutters. Tommy soon showed
the way. He went to the foot of a small
thorn tree somo distance away, where
he raiscd a flap of turf and disclosed &
small flat stone. Under thiz was a
cavity in which the keys of the sheds
were hidden. 1), O'Hara had told
‘Tommy of the hiding-place.

Tho biggest shed was soon opened up,
end the bovs entered. The placa had
been very much altered since poor old
Uncle Joc's time. A great deal of
money had been spent.  There were
whole seis of electrical apparatus, scores
of bottles and cases and kegs, with glass
retorts and tubes of all sorts. The place
looked like an electrician’s and a great
chemist’s shop combined.

“Well, I will sav this for O'Hara, he's
done us proud here!” said Lommy.
“There's every blessed thing I asked lor,
and more, too.” .

Dan agreed as he looked at the numer-
ous jars of chemicals,

“You'll he worth vour weight in gold
to me on thiz job, Dan.,” =aid Tommy,
“for you've had a training in your
dad’s shop, and you know the game as
well as I do; if we strike o snng we can
get over it togelher.”

“Well, let's be at at!
seeret now

“It's here, old son.” said Tammy, fap-
ping hia forehend, “and nowhere el-e.
Now hold on a shake and Tl wrile it
down for you."

Where's the

Ho took an cxercise book out of a
locker, seated himeelf on the top of a
barrel, and,; wotting a. pencil in his
mouth, I:m?lan to write. He wrote
steadily and without stopping for quite
& whir::-, while Pan watched him in
astonishment. When the thing was
written out it covered two pages. Iit WAS
a mass of fgures and chemical formuls
and algcbra, and looked like & night-
mare.

“That's it!"™ he said, handing it to
Dan.

“Great Jupiter !” gasped Dan. “But
suppose there's a mistake in it? I know
you've got & star memory, but you
couldn’t keep all this giddy stuff in your
head !"

“That's just what I've done, and
that’s where it's goin’ to stay,” chuckled
Tommy prondly. “ That's my-speciality,
Dan. I'm the Boy Datas, hike that chap
on the music-hall stage. It's dead easy
to mo; it's born with me. I can rattle
von off a foothall report that 1 read the
vear before last, an’ . nover make a
hleemer. I can remcnber anything.:
(Md Uncle Joe kuew it. He made me
learn _the receipt for Comberite by
heart, and he knew that it was as salo
as if it was carved on a rock—oxecept
that nobody on ecarth but me would
know it. He'd never trust to puttin® it
down on paper, a secerct like that, which
wight get stolen, It's inomy nut, and if
I weore killed it wonld he lost for good
and all. Can von wnderstand what I'vo
writlen down there i as

ilf Fommy hez wude a blogmer il may
casf fiem Lisz life. for monkeyeng abowt
with an r_r;r.fnairf Tike Comberite ta
highly dangerans waork,  See  whri
Fappens when the forwula iz put to the
feal-in nex! week's thrithag instalment,
chumze)
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“THE SUSPECTED
FORM-MASTER!"

(Continued from page 23.)

return been witnessed before. Nearly
all the school was awmembled at the
gates to meet him. He avrived in an
open car, with’” Dr, Locke seatod next
to him, and BIE. Quelch in front. Buk
the car was not " allowed to proceed
under its own power, Juniors and
seniors swarmed aronnd it, and with
the aid of ropes, which had been
obtained in rm&mmss. it was dragged
through the open gates into the (‘ﬁﬂsn,
whila cheers and vells of welcome wont

the bonnet of the car. He ‘sat astride,
regardless nf the heat from the engine,
‘I-"-’Jl:h & megaphong to h:s ml:ll.tth

* Altogether, gh&
making his_ voice
din with difﬂcult}'.

fellow—

The entire school took up the chorus,
until . their veices could almost have
been heard in Friardale Village.

Mr. Capper smiled happily. His time
of trial and suffering was over. Several
times he tried
his thoughts and feelings to the Head
and Mr. Queléh. But his voice broke,
and words would not come,.

There was.only one fellow in Grey-

yelled,
ur:! ahm'ﬂ the
“For he's & jolly

to convey zomething of,

Certainly, now knowing his Form
master to be innocent of the cha
that had been preferred osgainst hun,
the '[:Fpper Fourth fellow was glad Mr,
Capper's name had been cleargd,

But he was thinking of an interview
he would have to come with TﬂIIIiﬂE,
Dabney & Co.—and he did not refish

Indeed, when later his mhmlfb]lum
took him to task, they dealt with him
in such a way l:hat at Tast the miserable

junior almost envied the convicted man

the security from 0.:im-x!er.'u'm,l violenca
which his well- merited sentence-of three
ears' nal El‘.‘:l"\’l.fllﬂl:r had secnred for
im behind prison walls.
THE END, _
(Fow loak out for “The Swotl” the

up from ell gides.

Forgetful of his -Upper TFourth
dignity, Temploe had elambered on to

friars who ~was niot ‘delighted with the
twrn ‘affairs had tokem.

And that was Auhrny Angel.

firat of a4 new series of yarns, featuring
Bob Cherry. You'll' find . it in next
week's bumper t1ssue, chumas.)
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