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NEXT WEEK'S FOOTER FEATURE: LEICESTER CITY.
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You know the Cup I mean—the one which creates
more interest than any, other sporting event. We
~ eall 1t the English Cup, gnd that title will do for
us in the course of our talk. But it izn’t really the Englizh
Cup at all, It's the Football Asscciation Challenge Cup.
We got a reminder—a shock of a sort—that it wasn't the
English Cup at all last season, when it was won by Cardiff
City, a Welsh club., That was the first time in the whole
history of the competition—which 13 over Rily years old—
that the “pot"” has ever gone to a club with its home
outside England, though I might tell you that mahy yvears
ago a Scottish tcam appeared i the Semi-Final.

G.&TE[ER round, boys, while we talk aboutl the Cup.

#We're Going to One Day!™

Possibly mazy of you have never scen a Cup-lie, but that
doesn't mean that you don't take an interest in the varvions
rounds 23 thoy are plaved off. I know lots of fellows who
have never seen a really big match. When I was at the
ofticos of the Football Association in Russell Square,
Lendon, the other day, when the Cup draw was being made,
there were at least a dozen young:ters—and one or two
girls—standing just outside the door.. I asked them what
they were waiting for. " We want to know the draw,” they
said. And when I asked them if they had ever scen a
Cup-tie they all shook their heads; but it -was plamm to
gee that thoy all agreed with o bright lad who added:
“We're poing to ome day.”

The Best Prize of All!

Yos, there= a {ascination, a grip, about the Cup which
iz all its own. The struggle sends the supporiers of the
suooessful teams into the seventh heaven of delight; it sends
the supporters of the losing teams into the depths of despair.
And this faseination doesn’t end with the people who watch,
cither. It “gets ” the players. There is honour in winning
the League E?:i
one's country, but the prize of o footballer’s career 13 a
medal for winning the Cup. [ know one great footballer
who said that he wouid willingly have gong without three
International caps for one Cupwinner's medal, Some players
have the luck, others don't,

What Steve Bloomer Didn't Get!

There iz one fellow still in fooiball {o-day whose waich-
chain is a picture and the envy of cvery cther footballer.
He has three Cupwinner’s medals on it. Thiz iz Clem
Stephenson, the inside-left of Huddersiield Town. 4
been in three Cup Finals, and his side has won every tume.

Some of the greatest footballers the game has ever known
bave three less medals than Clema—that 13, none at all. They
have never been in a Cupwinning tears. Among these are
Steve Bloomer and Bob Crompten. During his footbali
carser Steve scored more goals than any footballer bas ever
done, but he wasn't ever in a Cupwinning team. Bob
Crompton was capped for England twenty-odd times. Alas!
lm,dtuiu, had to retire from the game without a Cupwinner’s
medal,

The Lucky Bag!

Why is it that people go mad over the Cup fghts? is a
guestion vou may be asking vourselves. There ave several
ressons. First of all, it provides a chance for every team—
for the sides which aie not doing Loo well in the LM%:.E'
That's one of the funny thing: about the Cup. The best
tcam of the season very scldom wins it. The best team of
the season is the one which wins the championship of
First Division, but the team wlach has wou the championship
of the First Division has not won the Cup in the same seazon
during the last thirty years )

Second Division teams—second-class teams, if you like—
have won il; teams which nobody really thought had a
chance. That's one reason why we like it—because any-
thing might happen, _

The lesser lights win it because there is so much luck
attached to winning—the luck of the draw and all that, We
gll like to dip into =« lucky bag.
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WHOLL WIN THE CUP, BOYS?
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Dead Beat!

Then I like to see Cup-tics—and you would like them,
too—bocauze they are fights ta o finish. The team which
wing goes on; the team which loses s out for that‘ Sens0n,
Thes, hife-and-death business means that the players just put
every ounce of energy into the game, NWever shall I forget
the scene in the dressing-rooms at Stamlord Bridge after
the Cup Final.of 1920. As no goal had been scored at the
end of ninety minutes, the two teams—Aston Villa and
Huddersfield Town—bad te play an extra hali-hour, They
appealed to the referee not to compel them to do so, but
he had to obey the rules. And when the match was all over
the players were so dead tired—'done ”—that several of
them hadn't sufticient energy left to unlage their football
boots. It's a fight, right encugh, this Cup business—a fight
Jl.} “glinh only strong men, perfectly trained, stand any sort
of chance.

A Departure from Style!

In the foregoing vou have perbhaps the biggest of the
secrets of success in the Cup—btness. That’s why fellows
who are in successful Cup teams are sent away to the
seaside for weeks and weeks, only coming away to play their
matches. But, of course, lots of teams do special traming,
and lots of teams are fit, so that can’t be the only reason
for success ic the Cup.

There is a popular fad or fancy that it requires a par-
ticulae style of football to win the Cup. This is all moon-
shine. Any side can win the Cup if it plays geod enough
football, and if it has the luck which fut-.‘;s hand-in-hand
with Cupwinning. Teams which have played really high-
class, scientific football have won the Cup often, though
that is not considered a style which iz best suited to the
hostle and bustle of a knock-out competition. Egqually,
teams which have plaved hustle-and-bustle stuff have also
won. So you can't tell.

What 1 can say is this—that there is no such thing as
iyvpical Cup football. I might al:o add that many teams
have consistently failed to win because the players have
imagined that there was such a thing. They have departed
from their own general style and tried to play & game
forcign to their accustomed ways. That way lies defeat.

Beaten Belore the Match!

I believe that therein is one reason why some of the best
clubs in the -country have never yet won the Cup. Sunder-
land, for instance, have in the past had a side which was
called the team of all the talents, but they never won the
Cup with it. On the other hand, Aston Villa bave always
bean famouns as (Cupfighters. They have won it more {imes
than auy other club—six. And it’s worth something to have
a reputation for being a good Cup team. because opponents
get a bit scared. They are beaten before they go on the
field whensup against a side which has & Cup reputation,
And that's a [atal attitude of mind.

The Secret of Success!

Little things tell. Here's an instance. Cardiff City have
been twice in the Final tio since these games were played
at Wembley, where the greyhounds now race round at night.
I asked Fred Keénor, the caplain of the side, why they won
onea and lost omee. This was kis story, which I icll you
to show how little things count.

“When we first had to appear at Wembley we got to the

round some time before the match was due to start. We
ﬁad to hang about. And while we were hanging about the
coming match got on our nerves. Consequently, we didn’t
play our usual game, and we lost. When we got to Wembley
for our Second Final there was only just time in which to
dress guickly for the game. We hadn’t time to think about
the importancoe of it 51. the excitement, and we played our
natural gameo and won.”

That's tho real secret of gueccess in {he Cup, the way to
win—play o natural game,



WANTED BY THE POLKE! Somewhere in Hent, Convict Nineteen {3 Fnoien to be hiding. waiting a fovourables

opportunity fo flee the conniry,

the hunled, desperate paumn is not slow fo fake it!

THE FIRST CHAPTER.

Bunter, of Course !

h TUNTER, of course!™
B “(h, of course !™
“That's a certl” o
There was only ouc opinion an
tho subject in the Greyiriars Remove.
Bunter had done it! .
“Couldn’t have been anvbody else!”
remarked Dob  Cherry.  “Whag elze
would have thought of such a stunt ™

“ Nobady 1" agreed Harry Wharton.
¥ But what & nerve " added Bob,
“What a neeck ! zaid- Johnny DBull.,
“The neckfulness,” remarked Hurree
Jarmset Ram Singh, “was terrific. The
lickfulness  will  be still morefully

terrific.”

“MNo doubt about that,” said Peter
Todd. “A Head's flogging, at least.”

" ¥Yos, rathoer!”

“Paoor old Bunter! Well, he's aske:d
for it.™

“Heo has, and no mistake.”

That Bunter had done it, nobody In
the Remove doubted for a moment.
That his delinquency would be dis
covered, and condignly punizhed, was
not to be doubted, either. DBunter. in
the opinion of the Remove, was “for”
it !

It was early morning at Grexvlviars;
the vising-bell had not long consed to
clang., Outzude Mrs, Mimble's  Litle
tuckshop, in the corner behind the elms,
guite a crowd of fellows had gathered,
The news of what had happened had
grectod the juniors as soon as they came
down fromn their dormitovies, und -they
hatl crowded to the spot, decply infer-
ested,

Fellows of other Forms were debaling
who might have dono it ! But there was
no debate in the Remove, They know—
at least, they were certain that they
knew., For they knew their Dunter!
If any fellow at Greyfriars had sucaked
down from lis dormitory in the middle
of the mglt, and pucloined tuck from
the school shop, that fellow was Dunter.
The matter did not admlt of argument.

It was Billy Bunler, and there was an
ond ! .

Al that early hour, the school shop
was not generally open.  But it was
open now—in fact, Mrs. Mimble had
most unexpectedly found it open when
she came down in the morning. “The
lock of the tuekehop door was an ancicut
onc, and it was probably a decade or
two since it had been in good condition,
In the course of vears, it had grown
looser, and more rickety; indeed, for
some vears Mr, Mimble, the gardener,
liad intended to put it right. Liko most
jobs that ave put off till to-morrow,
instead of Leing done to-day, that little
job had never got itsell done. So the
fellow who had plundercd the schoel
F_t]'mp in the Jligltt had found his task
guite easy.  That aneiont loek had
vielded to the shove of a chisel—the
pilferer had knocked, so to speak, and
it had opened unto him,

Who conld it have beon but Billy
unter? No othor follow at Greviriars
was keen enough on tuwek to risk o
Head's flogging for it—even Bunter
minor of the Seeond Form would have
drawn o line at that, like as he was
to his major in the Remove, Cortainly,
it looked as if a fellow would require &
lot of nerve for such an exploit; and
Billy Buuter was nol of the stuff of
which heroes are made. Dot at 15 well
known that fools rush 1n whers al‘:gir].i..
fear to troad: and on the subject of
Bunter's fatuonsness thero was no doubt.
What he lacked in nerve he made up in
obtuscurss,

It was Dunter, of eourse. The Re-
movites had no idea of stating that
opinion ontside their own ranks; it was
not for them to give the raider away,

But among theweelves they had no
douli of it.
“Where is the fat duffer®™ asked

Harry Wharton, loocking round.

“Not down yet,” zaid Skinner, with a
grin. “I dare say he oeeds a little
cextra sleep after going burgling in the
night.”

“ Hallo, hallo, halle! Here he
comes " exclaimed DBob Cherry, as o

Hiz amaging resemblonce o a master of Grepyfriars pointa the rooy of cxcape, amd

el
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fat figure rolled inte view from the
direction of the House. .

It was not uncommon for William
CGeorge Dunter, of the Remove, to be
last fellow down. Generally: he con-
trived to snateh o liftle extra nap after
rising-bell ;: and if pressed for time, he
could alwavs take it out of ablutions,
which he sometimes cut down almost fo
vanishing point. His tardiness on this
particular morning, however, was gener-
ally set dewn as the result of his
nocturnal expleits. Ti Bunter had been
abroad in the night, 1t was .natural for
him to want & little extra slecp in the
Orning.

Billy Duuter rolled up to the erowd
putside the tuckshop, his little round
cves blinking inquisitively behind  his
big glasses,

“I say, you fellows, what's up?"” hLe
askoed,

“You don't know, of course,” grinned
Bob Cherry.

“Eh? No!”

“You'd bettor tell Quelchy that when
he nsks you.” chuckled Skinner. “ He
way believe it 1"

Bunter blinked round the crowd of

rinning - faces.  Certainly he did not
ook as if he knew what had happened ;
and if ho was playing a J:ra.rt, o was
playing it well. But nobody, of course,
expected Bunter to own up e what Le
had done.

1 sayv. vou [ellows! XHas anything
happewed 27

“Oh, draw it mild, DBunter,” said
Frank Nugent. “We're not going to
give you away; but, of conrse, wo know
o did e "

“The knowlulness is
csteemed fat Bunter, ™
Jamsot Ram Singh.

“What have you done with the tuck ™
asked Squiff,

Dunter blinked at him,

“Tuek! What tuck "'

“The tuck you looted overnight.”

terrifie, my
chuckled Hurree

“0Oh, really, Squiffi—"'
“You can't have bolted it ell,
Dunter,” snid Peler Todd. * According

Tueg Macxer Lisrany—No. 1,041,
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to what Mrs., Mimble was saying,
there's a whole stack of grub gone.
Even you couldn’t hold the lot!"”

““He's hidden it somewhere, like a dog
burying & bone, you know,” remarked
Skinner. * He will dig it up when he's
hungry again=—which will be about ten
minutes after brekker.”

“Ha, ha, ha ¥

Billy Bunter's eves grew wider and
rounder behind his spectacles. _

I say, you fellows, has anything been
pinched from the tuckshop?™ he asked,

“Has it7" chuckled Johnny Bull,
“Yes, old fat man, it has! And if we
had an X-ray apparatus here, wa could
see where it’s hidden—under his waist-
coat,”

“0Oh, really, Bull—*

“You must have been a frabjous ass,
Bunter,” said Harry Wharton. ** You're
bound to be found out. The Head will
inguire into this.”

“I haven't done anything, you ass!”
hooted Bunter. * Think I've n here
raiding the tuckshopi”

“Well, haven™ youi"
Hazeldene.

“ Mo, you chump 1™

“Keap it up,” grinned Hazel. “Nao-
body will believe you: but, of course,
you wouldn't expect that.”

Bunter blinked at the juniors, and
blinked at the open doorway of the
tuckshop. Inside the shop, Mrs. Mimble
could be secen—and the usually ruddy
and kindly face of that good dame was
now extremely disturbed and ecross in
expression, What had happencd had
naturally annéyed Mrs. Mimbla very
much indeed, snd her temper had
suffered in consequence. Mr. Mimble
was there; and Mrs. Mimble was speak-
ing to him. By the widest stretch of the
imagination it could not have been sup-
posed to be Mr, Mimble's fault that the
tuckshop had heen raided in the night;
but te judge by the acerbity of Mrs.
Mimble's voice, she seemed to think
that Mr. Mmmble was to bleme some-
how.

The culprit being as yet undiscovered,
there was no one else upon whom the
vials of wrath could be poured. Mr,
Mimble was not to blame: but he was
at hand| Mrs. Mimble, in the present
disturbed state of her nerves and
temper, simply had to snap at some-
body. It was one of those occasions
when, as the song says, it happens that
& vietim must be found.

So Mr. Mimble was Fe!.ting tha hene-
fit of it. Like a good husband, he bore
it patiently; only looking a little as if
he wondered, rather late in life, whether
marriage was, after all, a mistaka,

demanded

“1 say, you fellows, she’s going it !"
said Billy Bunter, with a grin. “T say,
does anybody know who did it 7"

“Everybody here knows,” chuckled
Tom Brown. “Yon did it, you fui
spoofer 1"

“0Oh, really, Brown——*"

“You can own up to us, fathead!”
gard Vernon-Bmith. “We're not going
to give you away.” -

“Oh, really, Smithy——*

“ ¥ou must have been an ass, Bunter,”
sald Tom Redwing. “The stuff will
have to be paid for, and there will ba
s fogging into the bargain,”

“Oh, really, Redwing——""

“Bhush " =aid Bob Cherry.
comes the Head I

“1 say, you fellows, I never did it!"
howled Bunter.

“Bhut up, you ass! The Head will
hear ! hreathed Harry Wharton,

“I don't cara if he does! 1 never did
it!"” yelled Bunter angrily. " How
could I have done it when } was fast

Tie Macszr Lisrany.--No. 1,041,

“Hera

asleep all night? I'm as innocent as—
as o babe in arms "

*“ Hush, ass!™

“1 tell you—-"

“Bhut up!*

Bob Cherry clapped a hand over
Bunter's capacious mouth, as Dr. Locke
came rustling up, with a stern and
frowning brow, Bunter gurgled into
silence, and all the other fellows stood
silent’as the Head arrived on the spot.

THE SECOND CHAPTER.

Was it Bunter?

R. LOCKE glanced ot the juniors,

and glanced particularly at

Billy Bunter. Frobably he had

heard something as he came up.

But he made no remark to the Grey-

friars fellows. He paszed into the little

op.

Mrs. Mimble's angry,” acidulated voice

oceased its tirade as she beheld the Head,

and Mr. Mimble was given a much-

needed rest. The good dame turned a

Aushed face on the headmaster of
Greylriars,

“My good Mrs. Mimble,” =ald the
Head, *Wingate of the Sixth has in-
formed me that—that your shop has been
entered and rifled overnight. Is this
correct " . .

“Yes, eir,” said Mrs. Mimble, with
cmphasiz, “"and I've been making a list,
sir, of the goods that have been took, sir,
which the same I shall expect to be paid
fur,dur.” " " o

*Quite so-—quite 50, my good woman,
sald the Head soothingly. “If any
Greyfriars boy has taken your ¥nﬂds~, un-
doubtedly they shall ba paid tor to the
last penny—undoubtedly, But I can
scarcely believe that any boy belongin
te this school would be gwmlty of such
an act”™

“Which thero isn't any doubt about
it, sir,” said Mrs. Mimble. *“The lock
on the door has been forced open, sir,
with a chisel cr somethink, and the
gonds took. A large ‘am——"

Dr. Locke gazed at the dilapidated
lock. It showed plain signs where it
had been foreed open.

A of biseuits,” sald Mrs.
Mimble—" lunch wafers, sir—and o hox
of fancy biscuits, has been took. Like-
wize sevoral bottles of currant wine, sir—
how many I do not undertake to say
without counting up my stoeck, Like-
wise a bag of heggs, sic,”

“Bless my soull”

“Likewisc a cake—a large cake, sir,
and—"

“The details are not important for
the moment, Mrs. Mimble. desire to
azeertain the facts,” said the Head, It
would appear to be beyond doubf that
the shop has beon forecibly entered.”

“¥Yes, sir, and a large 'am——"

“But it does not appear cleer ithat the
act was done by a boy thungin‘g to the
school,” suggested the Head, © Some—
hom !=—vagrant may have gaincd admis-
sion to the school precinets during the
ﬂl.ﬂ'ht 113

*1 don’t think, zir.™ said Mrs, Mimbla,
with aspority. “Burglars, sir, don't
burgle & 'am, and bottles of currant
wine, and a cake, sir. Burglars would
have took something more valuable, sir,
such as money in the till, which was not
tounchad. ™

“0Oh, indecd !

“Beveral pounds, sir, which iz still
there,” said Mrs. Mimble. “‘hoaver
opened that door, sir, could have opened
the till easily. But the till was not
touched, sir, neither the monoy, "

The Head looked very thoughtful.

The -crowd of fcllows outside the tuek-
shop exchanged glances.

Ceortainly, it was possible that somne
vagrant had obtained entrance to the
school precincts—perhaps by way of the
Cloisters, and had robbed the school
shop in the dark hours,

It was possible, but nobody supposed
that it was probable, ‘Thieves would
hardly have helped themselves to tuck,
and left money m the till. That was an
unanswerable argument,

What had been taken was
what might have been taken LSOO
fellow who was hungry. and who was
not ]i:nrtmuh.r how he obtained a spread

recisely

—Billy Bunter, for example. Bunter
of course, would not have touched
money. A  burglar most certainly
would have done so,

Dr. Locke pecred about the tuckshop
for a few minutes, and then pecred at
the forced lock again. Thet lock had
not needed the skill of & burglar to forco
it. Anyone could have foreed it with a
«<hisel, or perhaps a pocket-knife.

The Head loo very much disturbed.

* Well, well, this matter will be care-
[ully investigated, Mrs. Mimble,” he
said. "“The delinguent, if ha helongs to
the school, will be severely punished.
You may make out a list of your losses.
I shall- see that, in any case, you are
compensated, my good woman.”

“Thank you, sir,” said Mrs. Mimble,
rather more amiably.

The Head rustled out of the shop
again.  Again his glance fell signifi-
cantly on Billy Bunter, as he passed the
crowd of fellows, but he did not stop.
His majestic figure disappeared through
the morning mist in the direction of the
House.

“The Head knows " grinned Skinner.
“You're for it, Bunter! Why didn's

ou keep your silly mouth shut? He
eard you.'

“Oh, reslly, S8kinner—"

“You've gmiven yourself away now,

Bun_t&r, and no mistake ! remarked
Hquaff, )
“I never did it ! yelled Bunter.

“Gammon !

“Loock here, vou beast—"

“Who did, then?" demanded Hazel-
dene,

“I don't know! You, perhaps!”

“What?" yelled Hazel.

“Or very likely some of the fags™
said Bunter. “Tubb of the Third, very
likely. He's & greedy little beast !

“Why, wou checky rotter!™ roared
Tubb of the Third, who was in the
erowd, “We all know it was you !
Look here! T'll punch your nose if you
say itk was me!”

And George Tubb pranced up to the
Owl of the Remove in & very warlike
way.

“*I—I mean, some Becond Form fag,”
said Bunter hastily, “That’'s what T
really meant to say. Very likely it was
your minor, MNugent! He's got checl
enough, for anything.”

“Cheek enovgh, but he's not as=s
enough,”  grinned Frank Nugent.
“What's the good of lying, Bunter, when
wo all know you did it#"

“0Of course, it might have been Tun-
ter's minor,” remarked Bobh Cherry
thoughtfully. *Was it vou, Sammy?"

Sammy Bunter of the Sccond Farmn
had rolled on the scenc to sce what was
the matter. He gavs Bob an irdignant
blink through his big spectacles,

“¥ou cheeky ass? he hooted. “It
was my major, of course!”

“Why, you unbrotherly little beast!™
gasped Billy Bunter. *“Didn't you hear
me say that I didn't do it ?" d

“¥eos: that's what makes mo sura that
you did.”

“Ha, ha, hal”

Billy Bunter gave his minor a glare
that certainly was not brotherly,
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“ Shut up, you ass !
velled Bunter angrily.

“You fat litkle beast—""

“Fat!"  jeered Sammy.
that I :

“I know it was wyou now!” howled
Bunter, “You, of course! No need to
look any further for the chap, you fel-
lows! g

“1 like

It was Sammy !

“Chuck it!” chortled Bammy.
“EBvervhody knows you did it, Billy.
Look here, you haven't wolfed all the
tuck yet. What have you done with the
rest T :

“Might whack it out,” grinned Gatty
of the Becond, “You get the Hoggimg,
anvhow, so it's nq good handing it bac
to old Mimble.”

"Yes, whack it out,
Bunter minor. ;

“T say, you fellows, you don't believe
that 1 did it, do you?” exclaimed
Bunter, blinking round at the grinning
Removites,

“Yas rather,” chuckled Bob Cherry.

“The ratherfulness is terrific.”

“Wae jolly well know vou did it."

“] give you my word,” howled the
Owl of the Remove. I give you my
word as—as—as o Bunter” : 3

“h, my hat! That does it,” said
Bob. “ We know the exact value of the
word of a Bunter!™

“Ha, ha, ha !”

“Beast! I tell you—=-"

«Hollo hallo, halla! There's the bell!
Brekker ™ said - Bob Cherry.  “Xou
won't wanlk any brekker, Bunter, after
that spread in the middle of the night.”

“1 never had any spread!”  yelled
Bunfer. "I was fast asleep—sound
asleep—T never woke up till rising bell—

Billy,” urged

5 W

The Head will hear ! ** breathed Harry Wharton,»
“ Shut up ! ** Bob Cherry clapped a hand over Bunier’s mouth, as Dr. Locke came rustling up with
a stern and frowning brow.

s
-
i

“(Fammon [

The erowd streamed off towards the
House for breakfast.

Whether DBilly Bunter had had o
spread overnight or not, he had come
down with a good appetite for breakfast.
If o had really stowed away the mrfﬂ-
of tuck that had been pilfcred from the
school shop, it was amazing that he had
gny room lelt for more. But Bunber's
tremendous powers as a trencherman
were well known ; and his ample break-
fast did not convince anyone that he had
not enjoyed a gigantic feast overnight.

Willlam George Bunter was found
gutlty by all the Remove, much to s
indignation and oxasperation. But that,
after all, was not a very scrious aspect
of the matter—what was really serions
was, that he might be found guilty by
the Head! That was awfully serious—it
could mean no less than a flogging—and
it might mean the “sack.” Billy
Bunter's fat face was darkly troubled
during breakfast : though the worry on
hiz mind fortunately had no effect what-
cover on his appetite, which was as
healthy as ever.

e —

THE THIRD CHAPTER.
Bunter Knows ]

b HARTON I*
“Yes, sie™ said Harew,
stopping az Mr, Gilmore, the

master of tho Second Form,
addressed him.
The Famous Five wore coming oub
inlo the quad after breakfast.
Many fellows were heading for the

*“7 don't care if he does !

I||

/T Y

I never did it ! **

(See Chapter 1.)

sehool shop to have another lock at the
scene of the mysterious piliering: and
tho captain of the Remove and his
friends were sauntoring in that
direction, when Mr. Gilmore called to
Harry.

The ohums of the Romove glanced
rather euriously at Mr. Gilmore’s hand-
some faoo. :

The new maskter of tie Second had
been only for a few weeks at Greyfriars:
but long enough to become popular with
mosk E}mﬁrmra men—excepting  the
Second Form. His own Form loathed
him, for the :simple reason that My,
Gilmore had introduced & new regime ol
hard work in the Form-room, and the
HBecond longed almost passionately for
Mr, Twigg to recover from his influenzo
and return to the school, so that tho
temporary master of the Sccond might
vanish for ever.

Harry Wharton & Co. had litile te do
with the master of the Second ; but they
heard a good deal about him from
Frank WNugent's minor, Dicky. whose
remarks on  the subject were almost
lurid. )

Since Mr. Gilmora’s advent, Dicky
had fallen into the way of comin up
to Study No. 1 in the Remove with his
baooks, for help in Latin with his major -
a proceeding that had never Dbeen
necessary in Mr. Twigg's time,

Dicky Nugent's Latin, undoubtedly,
was improving: but his temper was
not. In fact, iis térmper was decidedly
doteriorating. He loathed the * Beast,"”
as Eric Gilmore wgs called in the Second
Form. His major took rather =

THe Macner Lisrary.—No. 1,041.
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different view. Frank was accustomed
to a Formt master who made fellows
work, and his belief was that Mr.
Gilmore's coming was a good thing [or
the Second in general and Dicky in
particular. '

The Famous Five were also a little
mterested in Mr. Gilmore as a foot-
baller. He turned out sometimes with
the first eleven, and played a great game
of Soceer; and he was immensely
popular with the Sixth Form men who
wera great on games, When FEric
Gilmore was playing  football, the
Famous Five always turned ap on Bi
HSide to walch, if other ocecupations dic
not prevent it. They both admired and
liked My. Gilmore, and only smiled at
the diatribes of Nugent minor,

At the present moment, as the Second
Form master stopped ﬂ'n.rry Wharton
& Co. in the guad, bhe was looking very
disturbed,

Generally he was very egquable and
good-tempered—even when he  was
taking the Second in prep, which was a
test of a man's temper and nerves,

“Wharton! I have just heard some
tallkk among the boys of my Form,” said
Mr. Gilmore hurriedly, “Is it a fact
that the school shop was broken into in

the night?”
“¥es, sir,” answered Harry, in
wonder.

All Greyfriars was commenting upon
the occurrence: but Wharton could not
see why the Second Form master should
bo especially disturbed about it.

“I presume that food was taken?”
asked Mr. Gilmore.

“Yes, sir—a lot of tuck.”

“Bome Greyfriars boy ™

1 suppose so, sir,” answered Harrr.

“0Oh! I—I suppose that the goods
taken were pasiries, tarts, and cakes and
such things, such as a boy might be
likely to take?"

“Well, no, not exactly,” said Wharton,
A large ham, I heard Mrs, Mimble
say; and boxes of biscuits and things.”

“Bome chap got jolly hungry in the
night, sir,” remarked Bob Cherry, with
& grin,

Mr. Gilmore glanced at DBob.

“It is supposed that a Greyfriars boy
Waa gutltjr of what has been done?” ho
asked,

“0h, wes, zir; not much doubt about
that.”

“Hea is not discovered yet?”

“Not by the Head, sir,” said Harvy.

Mr. Gilmora gave the juniors an
abrupt ned, and walked away. His lace
was clouded and thoughtful az he went.

“Gilmore scems jolly interested,” re-
marked Frank Nugent. “I wonder if
bo thinks it was a fellow 1n his Form.”

“Might have been Sammy Bunter, of
course,” said Johnny Bull, “ More likely
Bunter major, in my opiuion.”

“¥Yesz, rather.”

“The fellow's Form master will he
waxy, whoever he was,” remarked Boh
Cherry. “If it was Bunter, Mr. Quelch
will be on the war-path like a giddy
Red Indian. And 1t was Bunter, of
course,’ '

“0f course.” )
“Nothing for Gilmore ]]:th.I '-m:":]'y

il |
Only one

about,” grinned Johnny
wasn't o Second Form fap.
fellow at Greyfriars was idiot enough to
do such & thing—and that fellow’s in
our Form.”

“1 say, you fellows—"

“Hallo hallo, hallo! Are you going
to own up, Bunter?"

Billy Bunter blinked indignantly at
the Famous Five. :

“I've told you I never did it——"

“ Presaumptive evidence that you did 1"
chuckled Bob. * Your piddy statements

Tee Macxer Lisraky.—No. 1,041.

‘fact, exceptin

go by the rule of contraries, old fat
bean.™

“Beast! Look here you fellows, I
know who did it,” said Buntor.

“We' all know ! chuckled Nugent.
“DBut you ought to know best of all.”

“1 mean, it was Gilmore.”

" What?” yelled the Famous Five,
with one voice. IF William George
Bunter had stated that the raider of the
tuckshop was the Head, they could
hardly have been more astonished.

" ¥You—you—you pifling potty bander-
snatch 1” gasped Bab Cherrv. " Are you
making out that it waz a Farm mastor
hﬂgﬁed tuck from Mrs. Mimble's shop?”

*“Ha, ha, ha!”

“Just that!” sald DBunter frmly.
“You fellows remember that I identified
Gilmore as the escaped conviet from
Blackmoor Prison—->"

" Fathead ™

“He's stuffed the Head, and stuffed
Inspector (Grimes—stuffed everybody in
me,” went on Buntor,
“He can’t stuff me, you know. I'm too
wide.”

“'The widefulness of the esteemed
Bunter is terrific,” remarked Hurrce
Jamset Ham Singh, with a grinning
glance at Bunter's ample proportions.
Tho Owl of the Remove was, as a
matter of fact, nearly double-width,
p]wslmlly‘ at least.

I don’t mean that you silly ass”
hooted Bunter. “T mean, I'm toa wide
to be stuffed by that man Gilmore. His
real name 13 George Waring, and he's
Conviet No. 19 of Blackmeoor Prizon, as
I’'ve told you often &n:rugh already.”

v Too often!” remarked Bob Cherry.
‘Don’t tell us any more. Make up =
new [unny story.”

“I can't denounce him and get the
reward,” went on Bunter. “Queleh
caned me for stating the facts.”

“The facta! Oh, my hat!”

“T let Inspector Grimes know, and he
came over here; bubt he never arvested
Gilmore, for some reason.”

“The reason, ass, iz that it's all rot,
fathead, and you're a piffling duffer to
think such an idiotic thing !* explained
Bob. “From the description published
of Waring the convict, he seems to he
rather like Mr. Gilmore to look at. 8o
are & hundred other men, very likely.”

“You sece, he's the same man.”

Eq AR.:I !!:

“DBeing a conviet, what is he doing
here 7 went on Bunter.  “Don't vou
fellows think he’s very likely after the
Head’s safe?”

“Ohb, crumbs!®

“Ha, ha, ha!*

The idea of the Second Form master
being after the Head's safe took the
Famous Five by storm. They roarved.

“¥ou ecan cackle!” snorted Bunter.
“My belief is that he's here after the
Head's safo: and he's burgled the tuck-
shop just to keep his hand in.”

“Ha, ha, ha!

#If we searched for that tuck that’s
misging, I bet we should find it in Mr.
Grilmore’s room, or in his study,”™ said
Bunter. “When something's stolen, it
stands o reason that it was a econvict
did tk, 1f there's a conviet about.”

“Tf " chuckled Bob.

“Well, my helief iz that it was
Gilmora did it; asz he's a convict really,”
said Bunter. “Yon know I met that
escaped convict in the vacation, and I
kunow his face all right. You could have
knocked me down with a feather when I
saw Gilmore here and recognised-him as
the man, What I ecan’t understand is
why the police don't collar him now I've
tald Grimes where to put . his hand on
him——"

“ Bunter 1™

“Oh, lor* 1™

T0-DAY! THANKS!

Williamn George Dunter spun round
at the sound of My, Quelel’s voice. Tho
Remove master fixed his eves on Bunter
with a glare that the fabled basilick
might have envied,

“Bunter! You young rascall You
were saying——"*

“0Oh, no, sir! I—I wasn't speak-

ing—-"m"

“What?” exclaimed the Remove
master. “ Yoa were speaking to these
juniors as I came up the path.”

“I—=I—I mean, wasn't speaking
about Mr. Gilmore, sir!” stamme
Bunter. “I—I— was only saying that—
that—"

“That what?" thundered Mr. Quelch,

“That—that it was a—a fine morning
for—for the time of year, sir,” gasped
Bunter.

“Bless my soul! Dunter, I heard you
distinetly. You were repeating the
foolish and wicked szlander wou have
already vttered concerning Mr. Gilmore.
I warned you, Bunter, that you would
be severcly punished if yon repeated
that absurd story. Follow me to my
study, Bunter I”

“ J]—]——"" stuttered Bunter,

“Enough! Follow me!™

“Oh, dear!™

Mr Quelch whisked away with o very
angry face, and the Owl of the Remove

sighed

rolled after him dismally.
r j Bob
" Always asking for 1417

“Poor old Bunter!™
Chearry.

And a few moments later the sound of
loud yelling from the Remove master's
study anncunced that William George
Funter was getting what he had asked
or,

THE FOURTH CHAPTER.
Called on the Carpet !

b OW for the jolly old inguisi
N tion I remarked Bob Cherry
Thera was a general move-

ment towards Big Hall.

Instead of going into the Form-rooms
at the us;mlg hour that morning. the
Greyiriars fellows had to assemble in
Hall, where the word had gone forth
that the Head was to speak to them.

All the fellows knew what that meant.
It was upon the subject of the nocturnal
raid on the school shop that the head-
master was to speak.

Aill the Forms gathered in Hall, [rom
the great men of the Sixth to the fagy
of the Second. All the masters were in
their places, and the prefects walked up
and down enjoining silence.

In the ranks of the Remove many
zlances were turned on Bunter—a cig-
cumstance that the fat junior noted with
glowering indignatiort.”

That Bunter had done it was not a
gquostion in the Remove, That question
was already answered to their =atis-
faction. Thae question was, whether he
had wet been bowled out, or whether
he was going to be bowled out. Peter
Todd had advized him Lo own up, on
the ground that owning up would
probably make the punishment lighter,
as it would save the Head some trouble.
Bunter had rejected the advice with an
angry snork. Harry Wharton had nrged
him earncstly not to tell the Head any
lies if he was specially guestioned, to
which Bunter had replied indignantly
that he was not a liar IEikf: some [ellows.
Clertainly, guilty or not guilty, the fat
junior had no intention of owning up.

There was a hush in the crowded Hall
when De. Locke entered by the upper
door. ‘The Head's face was sct and
stern.  Obviously he took a very serious
view of what had happened in the night.

In & few words the headmaster told
the assembled school what they already
kuew, of the pilfering of the tuckshop
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during the previous night by some
rson or persons unknown, He finished

v commanding the guilty person to
stand forward.

MNobody stood forward. .

As a matter of fact, the headmaster’s
look and tone did not concourage the
culprit to stand forward if he was pre-
sent. And the Fact that Dr, Locke had
brought his birch into Hall with him
could not be regavded as encouraging to
a delinquent.

“No takers!” murmuored the Bounder.
And there was a subdued chuckle in the
ranks of the Remove. .

M. Queleh glanced round with a por-
tentious frown.

“ Bilence 1

The chuckle died away.

“Onee more,” caine the Head's deep
voice, “I command the culprit to stand
forward and confess hizs wrongdoing ™

Decp =1lence.

Dr. Locke set his lips. . ]

“As the person guilty of this miser-
nble theft does not choose to confess, the
maticr will be striotly investigated,” he
said, “If the offender confesses at
once, he will be punished with a flog-
ging. If he is discovorad by mguiry.
he will be expelled from the school. 1
will wait one minule to give the
dalinguent one more chance.”

Peter Todd nudged Bunter.

“Speak up, fatty 1 he breathed.

“ Beast [ lnssed Bunter.

“It's your last chance, Bunter!”
wl;.‘ia “{’“E Vernon-Smith.
aly !’

*Vou silly asz [ breathed Petor Todd.
“Take vour chance while yon'vo got it!
It means the sack if you don’t 1™

“ (20 and cat coke !’

“Hilonee, there!” rap}md‘ out M.
Quolclr. " IHow dare you whisper!”

The Head was waiting.  He waited
only the promised minute, but never had
sixty seconds scemed so long to the
sehool. But the sixtieth second ticked
wway at lust,

“Very well, ™ said the Head, in a deep
voice of concontrated anger.  “The
matter witl now be investigated, nnd the
eulprit will be cxpelled fromn Greyfriars
a5 soon as discovered [

There was another pause, and then
the headinastor added @ ;

“Bunter ! Banter of the Remove will
step forward.™

“0Oh, lor'!” gasped DBunter.

The fot junior did not move. His feck
seemed glued to the flopr. Mr. Quelch
furned a basilisk ove on him.

“PBunter, do yvou hear?
headmaster at onee !

“I=T1 didn't— T—T wasn'l—="

“Brawd forward:”

“Oh, lor t™

William: George Bunter dragged Lim-
self unwillingly forward. A sea of eyes
wore turned on him.  Bunter, as a rule,
loved the limelight, and he was getting
pleniy of it now, but on this oceasion he
dicl not zeem to be enjoying it.  He
limped up to the Head's dais and stood
there quaking, his et knees knocking
topether.

“ DBunter ! said Dr. Locke.

“Y dicddn't '™ pasped Bunter.

“ Do not interrupt me, Bunter!™

“¥Wom, sir—1 mean no, sicl  Oh,
erikey I

“From the words T heard you uther
thiz morning, Bunter, I gathered that
von probably kuew sowething of this
ocenrrence., '’

“0h, no, st

Obey vour

I never uttered any

words, sir!"  exelaimed DBuoter  hue-
viedly, “I=I never opencd my moull,
ST

“It appears thab .a number of your
own Form suspect yon of being gy
of this delingurney. Bunter.”

“Pheyre all beasts, sicl™

'Buntc-n
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rotters !

“ Bless my soul!

Rotters, siv! PFrightiul

Tnter, il vou are

not guilty vou have ne cauwse lo be
afraid.”

“I=D'm wot afraid, =ir,” gasped
Buanter througly his rhnﬂ{!r[ﬂg tecth.,

“N-neneot atoall, zir, 1 never did it, sir
I wounldn't!™

“1I am questioning von, Bunter, be-
cause It iz elear to me that a munber of
vour Formefellows beliove you  pguilty.
Did vou leave your dormitory after
lights were put ont last night *™

“Oh, dear! Yes, sir,” pasped Buanter.
“But 1 was last, sir. .f_l[ the follows
will tell you that.”

"Whatt Do you mean to sav that

the whoele  Lower Foorth left the
dormitory ¥ exelaimed the Head, in
minazenent,

“Yeu siv: I was the very last,”

“I can scarcely belicve that =0 many
Loys weve econcerned in this outrageouns
pecurrenes, AL whal hour of the night,
Bunter, did, all these boys leave the
dormitory ¥

Mot in the wight, s
viging-bell. ™

CWhat " stattered (he Head,

“Woe—we have fo turn oul ab rising-
bell, sie,” gasped Bonter,  “If we
didn't old Queleh—I mean Quelchy—that
iz, Mr. Quelch, siv, would be after us
with a cane, sir.”

The Head gazed ab William George
A elekle ran ronnd the Hall,
in spile of the serionsness of  the
oceasion.  Obviously, there was a litle
misundovalanding.

H1s this bov veally o stopid, My
Queleh, or 15 he prevavicaling?'" asked
ihe Head at lasi,

“ e i cortaindy the most obtuse Loy
i the Form, sie,” said Mr, Quélch,
“His absurd awnswers are, I think,
dictated by his customary stupidity,”

“0h, really, sir——"

“When I asked vou if vou left your
dormitory after lights out, Bunter, T was
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not referring to vour rising at the cus-
tomary hour in the morning.” snapped
the Head.

“Oh, weren't vou, sir®"

“Did you leave the dermilory during
the night between lights ot and rising-
bell 2 demanded the Head, categorice

allv,

“(h, no. siv. Not at all !

" various cecasions, Bunter, you
huve been  punished for pilfering
comestibles from the pantre,” said De,
Locke. " 0On other occasions you have
been punished for taking things from
various  studies. From =uch nctions,
Bunter—from pilicring in a Remove
study to pilfering in the =chool shop is
Lut a single step.”™

“Is it, sie ¥ gasped Bunter.

“Lortainly it is! Cannot vou see that
for vourself ?"

“Nunnuo, sir. It wounld be a jolly long
step fromr the Remove studies to the
tuekshop, siv. It ean’t be less than o
hunereed yards.™

“Goodness  gracious ™ grasped  the
Head, *Is this boy ntterly obtuse? I
do nol mean g single step m a physieal
sopge, DBunter, but in & moeral gense,™

“ Do you, sir¥” sturfered Bunter,

"o yvou understand me
Dunter?”

“Oh, ves, sie!
I go now, sir?”

“In a word. Bunier,” said the Head.
breathing hard, * wore vou puilty of the
pilfering that took place in {he school
shop last might #7

“Na, sir,"” gasped Boaler. * Certainly
not! I never knew the lock could be
opencd 0 easily as thab, sie”

Ylpon my word! llo you mean lo
imply, Bunter, that you would have
been guilty of this pilfering Lhad von
Leen aware that it could have been
perpelrated with Facility 27

“0Oh, no, sir! J-—I mean——

“What do vou mean, Bunter?"”

“ Nothing. sir!" gasped DBunter.

“Rither this bov is ineredibly obtuse

(Continued on the nect poge.)

Now,

Quiie, =ir! Coocan
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or he is varicating most unscrupu-
lously,” exclaimed the Head.

“ Both ! murmured the Bounder, and
there was s chuckle in the Remove,
which drew another portentous frown

from Mr., Quelch. -
“(C-g-can go now, sir?"” groaned
Bunter.

“As you deny this charge, Bunter,
ou .may go; and the matter remains
or strict investigation,” said the Head.
“] repeat that the guilty person will
be expelled from Greyiriars when dis-
coverad.”

Bunter tottered away, thankful to
escape. :

The school was dismissed.

Tho fellows marched out, all Forms
now of the opinion of the Remove, that
the culprit was William George Bunter
—an opinion that was obviously shared
by the Head himself, What line the

omised inguiry was o take no one
new, as yet; but no one doubted that
it would lead to the conviction, and the
subscquent expulsion, of Bunter of the
Remove,

Only Bunter seemed unaware of that,
He rolled into the Remove Form-room
with & relieved expression on. his fat
faca, apparently under the impression
that the matter, so far as he was con-
cerned, was at an end,

THE FIFTH CHAFPTER.
Findings Keeplngs !

sk ERE cames the Beast!”
H Gatty of the Becond made
that remark in a whisper.
The Becond were in their
Form-room, waiting for Mr. Gilmore,
For once the young master, usually the
soul of punctusality, was late,

Some of the Second had seen him
walking in the Cloisters—a quiet and
secluded spot, which was a favourite
walk of Mr. Gilmore’s. Apparently he
had forgotten, for omce, the hour of
first lesson in the Second Form. And
the fags hoped that he might remain in
that forgetiul mood for a long time.
For ten mrinotes they had the Form-
room to themselves, after Mr. Gilmore
should have been with them.

Mozt of the fags were improving the
shining hour by plnyin% leap-frog
among the desks, Sammy Bunter was
the only fellow sitting at hiz desk—and
he was feedi% from a bag cf fruit bis-
cuits concealed under the desk. They
ware nice, fat biscuits, with sugar. on
them, and Bammy Bunter seemed to
be enjoying himself, and too much
OnEro by hiz enjoyment to think of
aeking any of the other fags to share in
his fcast,

As Mr,
the door, and Gatty gave his whispered
warning, there was a rush of the fags
to take their places. Bomething like
a Rugby serimmage seemed to be going
on when Mr. Gilmore stepped into the
doorway. Mr. Gilmore smiled slightly.
He was aware that he was late, and he
did not expect 2 Form like the Becond
to sit quietly and sedately while they
waited for him.

" GZrooooogh !

From Sammy Bunter there came a
sound of choking anguish, )

Mr. Gilmore's aye turned on him.

Sammy had his mounth—quite a
capacious one—full of sugary, fruity bis-
cuits. At sight of his Form master—
who was very strict on the subject of
srmuggling tuck into the Form-room—

my had made an heroic attempt to
swallow that garpantusn mouthiul—in
vain! Thera was reom in Sammy's ex-
pansive mouth for many biscuits, but
the next lap of their journey, so to
Maaxer Linrary.—No. 1,041,

Gilmore’s step was heard ab-

speak, wasg naturally narrower, and it
was simply impossible for the fat fag
to take in that eargo in bulk.

“Grooogh! Hooooch! Qoooooch!™

Sammy spluttered, and coughed, and
choked.

Hisg fat face became erimson, the watar
ran from his eyes, and he coughed, and
spluttered, and gurgled frantically.

“Bunter minor " exclaimed Mr,
mora in alarm.

(1] Dﬁﬂﬂ'ﬂﬂh l!l
i Whﬂtl_"”

“ Grrrrooooch [

Mr. Gilmore ran to him hastily, Ha
gatted and thumped the fat fag on the

ack until Sammy regained his breath,
But for the young master’s promptness
in rendering first aid, maiters might
have been quite serious for Bamuel
Bunter of the SBecond.

“You greedy, foolish boy !" exclaimed
Mr, Gilmora: “How dare vyou bring
food into the Form-room at all? I have
punished you fer this before.”

11 Grﬂl}ﬂ'ﬂ'h E?‘!

“And how dare you bolt food in that
greedy, disgusting manner, more like an
animal than a human being?"” de-
manded Mr. Gilmore.

“Ow! Oh dear!” gasped Sammy.

“(Give me that bag of Dbiseuits at
onee.”

Sammy Buntor reluctantly handed
over his: provender. The other fags
watched the scene with unsympathetio

rins,
® Mr. Gilmare was takin
biscunts towards his own
stapped, as if struck: 2 sudden
thought., He turned to Bammy again,
and %xud his eyes on the gasping fag.

“ Bunter minor, where did you obtain
these biscuits "

“fe-L—I——" gasped Sammy.

“Y hava received from Mrs. Mimble
a description of the goods taken from
her shop last night,” said Mr. Gilmaore
sternly. .ﬂj.:ncmgb thom was a quantity
of precisely such biscuits as these.”

There was'a general stare from the
fags, Some of them had wondered
where Bammy had obtained that supply
of tuck, before the school shop was
opencd for the day. Mr. Gilmore, too,
evidently had wondered, and had not
stopped short at wondering.

“You must explain this, Bunter
minor,” said Mr. Gilmore quietly.
“Tell me at once where you obiained
these biscuits so early in the 'day. You
certainly did not %uy them at Mrs.
Mimble's shop.”

“ Nunneo, sir,” gasped Sammy.

“Then where——"

“J—I found them, gasped
Hammy.

“You found them?” repcated Mr.
Gilmore, staring at him. :

“Oh, my hat!” murmured Dicky
Nugent. "It was Sammy, after alll"”

“T knew it was Sammy or his major,”
murmured ers.

“Bilence in the Form! Bunter minor,
it i3 clear that this bag of biscuils is o
part of the plunder taken from the
school shop last night by an unknown
pilferer,” said Mr. Gilmore. * It would
sppear that you are the person guilty of
the pilfering, and not your brother.™

“Oh, no, sir!” gasped Sammy. “I—I
found them, sir, I—I—1 did really, sir.
I—1 just found them.”

“If that statement iz correct, ‘Bunter
minor, where did you find them 1"

“In—in the Cloisters, sir.”

“You found this bag of biscuits in the
Cloisters 7 exclaimed Mr., Gilmore, with
a start.

Gil-

the bag of

LT
BT,

“¥Yes, sir,”
“Gammon ! murmured Nugent
minor. “Ha jolly well found them in

the tuckshop last night, you men,”

cgk when he-

And the “men ” nodded and grinned.
Nobody in the Second had any doubt
that the tuckshop raider had heen dis-
covered now. It was a Bunter. All the
fellows knew that it was a Bunter, only
1t was & different Bunter—minor instead
of major!

Bammy’s statement, indeed, seomed
absolutely ineredible to the fags. The
tuckshop raider might have dropped
some of his extensive cargo after the
raid; but in that case he would havo
dropped it on his way back to the
House. He was not likely to have gone
into the dark and solitary Cloisters at o
late hour of the night.

But Mr, Gilmore, to the surprise of
the Becond, scemed to be impressed by

‘Bammy Bunter's statement, improbable

as it was,

“In what part of the Cloisters did you
find this bag of biscuits, Bunier minor 1"
he asked.

“Near the ringed flagstone, sie.™

“The ringed flagstone,” repeated Mr,
Gilmore. ‘I have never heard of it.
But I sm, of course, new here. You
must have been well aware, Buntor
minor, that these biscuits had been
taken from the shop and dropped by
the person who had taken them.’

“I—I just found them, sir,” mur-
mured Sammy. “I—I never thought—I
—I mean, findings kecpings, sir "

“That is a very bad maxim, Bunicr
minor. You will take a hundred lines
for bringing food inte the Form-room;
and I shall eane yvou for keeping pro-

perty which you found, and which did
not belong to you. You will bend aver
that desk, Bunter minor,™

“'Dh dc:m'!"'

Mr. Gilmore ;iut. the bag of biseunits on
his desk and picked up his cane. Bammy
Bunter reluctantly bent over his desk.

Whack, whack, whack! :
“Yow-ow-aw !" roared Bunter minor.

“Silenee!  You will remember, on
another oceasion, Bunter minor, that
findings are not kecpings,” said M.
Gilmore. “We shall now commence.”

And the Second Form commenced,
Sammy Bunter squirming painfully on
his form, and the rest of the fags grin-
ning.

All the Becond were agreed that Evie
Gilmore was a beast—indecd, o beast
was & mild description of a Form master
who made a hobby of work, and con-
trasted so very unfsvourably with M.
Twigg. But the Becond had had no
reason before to suppose that Erie
Gilmore was an ass. Now they concluded
unanimously that he was a priceless nss
as well as a beast. Every man in tho
Sccond was assured that Sammy Bunter
had " found * tho biscuits in the school
shop overnight—indeed, that was sun-
clear to the Second. Yet Mr. Gilmore
had accepted Bammy's explanation that
ha had }uund them in the Cloisters—
about the unlikeliest place Sammy eould
could possibly have named. Added to
the loathing the Second already felt for
their Form master was now a contempt
for his intellipence.

Fortunately, Mr. Gilmora was una-
ware of the derision and contempt of
his Form; or, perhaps, indifferent to it.
Perhaps he imd hizs own reasons f[or
accepting Sammy's statement—reasons
that would have made the Second Form
open their eyes wide -had they konown of
them.

The Hecond found Mr. Gilmore very
thoughtful and preoceupied that morn-
ing. For once, fellows slacked in class
without being reprimanded, and made
mistakes without being corrected, and
blotied and smudged their exercizeswith-
put these faults being even obscerved by
their Form master. %t really seemed as
if Mr. Gilmere had some harassing
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“ Bunter minor ! ™ exclaimed Mr. Gilmore in alarm.
fat fag. Mr. Gilmore ran to him hastily.

breath. ** You greedy, foolish boy !

thought upon his mind which took his
attention, in apite of himself, away from
the work in hand. i

It was a surprize and a relief to_the
Becond. For the first time since Eric
Gilmore had come to Greylriars thoy
had & taste once more of the casy and
gepial rule of Mr. Twigg, thelr old
IFormm  master, whose system -was
gpenerally to let the Sccond do as they
liked so long as they did not make too
much notse, Dicky Nugent & Co. even
chntertained & blissful hope that fthe
stock of energy which Mr., Gilmore had
brought with ﬁﬁm to Grroyfriars had now
petered out, and that he was dropping
into the easy and benign ways of BMr.
Twige. If that was indeed the case, lifo
w-:ru% be once more worth living in the
Greyiriars Sevond.

THE SIXTH CHAPTER.
What Nugent Minor Knew |

&4 ROT in, kid!™ )
I Harry Wharton zpoke with

a smile as the cheeky face of

IFrank Nogent's wyounger
brothor looked in at the doorway of
Study No, 1.

Dicky MNugeul trotted in, with a book
under his arm.

The captain of the Remove was not,
perhaps, specially pleased and gratified
by the frequenti visits of MNugent minor
to the study. Dut be was always very
cheory and  polite when  Dicky came,
Frank Nugent was very glad- of the
visits; not because he enjoyed swotting
at Becond IForin Latin, of course; but
liz was glad to sev his minor taking his

“ Dooooooch ! **

exclaimed the master of the Second.
room ? ' (See Chapler 5.)

work a little seviously., Franl's assist:
ance had saved the fag from a good deal
of trouble with his new Form master.

It was a regular rule now, after tea,
for Frauk to give his minor a half an
hour, or an hour, and bhe did it will-
ingly. Dicky did not g!ﬂw with grabi-
tude for the scrvice rendercd; he openly
regarded this brotherly assistanee in the
light of & necessary evil—nocessary o
long as Hrie Gilmore remained at Grey-
friars, and to be instantly “chucked
on the happy and glovious day when 3r.
Twigg should roturn.

Frank cleared o space on the table,
and Dicky drew up & chair. But he did
not seem in a hurry to begin,

“How have yon got on with (zilmore
to-day, kid?” asked the captain of the
Remove.

As Nugent's best chum, he took as
much interest as he could in Nugent's
minor,

“Rotten '™ grunted Dicky. “IL was
all right this morning. Every man in
the Second thm:ﬁht that the beast was
getting botter. But this afternoon——"

Richard Nugent of the Second
grunted expressively.

_ “More work?” asked Harry, laugh.
g,
“Worse than ever,” grunted Dicky.
“Clan't imagine what was the matter
with the brute this morning; he was as
pasy-going as old Twigg. Seemed to be

thiukmf about something else all the
time. He bucked up agam in the after-
100, made us grind. I was

_and [air}:{ 3
ihi“}'ﬁi"g that I should chuck up coming
0.
COL! said Frank, ;
“But it's no go,” said Nugent minor
dismally. “It means work all the time

“ What—"
He patted and thumped the fag on the back until Sammy Bunter regained his
b “ How dare you bring food into the Form-

I ':.: ﬁ i

2
;
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“ Grooooooooch I "' gasped the

Giilmeore's here. I wish old Twigg would
get well. Awlul old [athead to get laid
up with flu. Did you fellows know that
Gilmore was a fool 7" ]

“MNunnc! I should have thought him
anything but a fool,” said Harry. .

“YWell, he's o priceless idiot!™ said
Dieky. “We all know now who raided
the tuckshop last night—but the Deast
doesn't 1™

“It was Bunter, of course.”

“ Bunter minor,” said Dicky.

“Oh! And how do you know that!™

Dicky Nugent told of the episode of
the biscuits, )

“He stuffed Gilmore that he found
them in the Cloisters,” he added, with
a derisive grin.  “The Cloisters, you
koow ! He might as well have said the
Head's study, or the clock-tower! The
fellow who raided the shop never went
into the Cloisters to drop biscuits about,
Why should he®”

“It sounds rather thin,” remarked
MNugent. |

“Good enough for Gilmore”
Dicky contemptucusly. * He swallowed
it wﬁulu He's been rooking abouk in
the Cloisters since classes, too—perhaps
he thinks ho ¢an fnd some more bis-
cuits there. Priceless ass!™

“Well, il you fellows are going to
swob, I'll got along to Bol's study,” re
marked Wharton.,

“Oh, I'm aot in a harey,” said Nugent
minor. “I've been-cancd to-day, and I
can jolly well tell you I'm fed-up with
the Beast !” i

“TUndeserved, of course,” smiled the
captain of the BRemove. “I know what
innocent litile angels you are in the
Hecond.”

Trr Macyer Liprany.—No. 1,041,
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“Well, it was Gilmore's fault,” said
Dicky. “What did ho want to go eazy
all the morning for, if he wasn's gomg
to keep it up? I think the brute's got
eves in the back of hizs head—I'd swear
that his back was turned when I put the
ink-batl down Sammy Bunter’s back.
But ho spotted me.”

“Ha, ha, hal®”

“Funny, sin't 1t%¥* sported Nugent
minor. ‘'But it wasn't funny bending
aver and getting two wallops, I can
tell you ! ﬁ‘ﬁ punched Bunter minor's
nose, anvhow ¥

“Was that quite fair?” asked Frank,
laughing,

= ﬂ'eIE I couldn't punch Gilmore's
nose, could 17 demanded Dicky.
Apparently Richard Nugent took it for
granted that somebody’s pose had to bo
punched, in the circumstances. “I can
twll you, I'in not standing much morpg
fm?ij Gillmore. He oughtn't to be here
really.”

* Because he makes you learn things?*
ashed Wharton.

“Not only that,” answered Dicky. “If
ou ‘fellows know what I know about
im, you'd think the same. 1've never
told snybody; but I can jolly well tell
you that if Gilmore keeps on like
this—" Nugont minor paused.

“What do you know about him, you
voung ass?”? ashed the captain of the
Hemove, staring at Nugent minor. “1I
supposa you'ro not duffer enough to
belteve Billy Bunter's idiotic yarn about
his being the estaped convics”™

“I know he 1sn't,” said Dicky. “But
ho knows more about that g;lddjf coll-
vict. than you fellows might think,”

?‘“ YVou voung ass!™ said Frank sharply.

“How could he know anything about
the eseaped convict.” Bunter, of our
Form. has been licked for talking rot
like that.” s

“1t jsn't rot ! said Dicky Eull-u]i;’. it &
know a jolly lot about that man Gilmore,
I can tell you. 1 haven't told anybody,
becanse it deesn’t scem like playing the
game, And I might get licked for hav-
]I:?n hue_u:. in Lis study, if it ¢came out.

(1]

The twoe FRemovites looked vwery
curiously at Dicky. Alore than once, in
spesking of the *Heast,"” Dicky had
Lhinted that ke knew what he knew, so
io speak. He seemad to be under the
extraordinaswy impression that he was,
somehow, doing Mr. Gilmore a very
groat favour; and that the Beast was
ungrateful.

“What iz it you've got in your silly
head, Dicky " asked Frank MNugent very
guictly,

“Well, when a fellow's regged and
lickad by a man who's gob jolly shady
connections——" said Ihcky.

“Mr. Gilmeore has nothing of the
kind "

“That's all yon know ™

“And all you know, too!™ said Frank
sharply. “I'm surprised at yvou, Dheky )
I's rotten to hint such things "™

Nugent minor lushed.,

“71 know he's got 2 brother & conviel.
and chanece it!" he exclaimed hotly.

“You awlul young ass!” exclaimed
Frank, in dismay. “ You'll get flogged
il vou're heard saying such a thing1”

“It's trne, and Iospector Grimes, of
Conrtfield, knows it, and so0 does the
Head 1™ vetorted Dicky.

Frank Nugent huvriedly closed the
door of Study No. 1. He did not want
any chanes paﬂnr-hy to hear statements
like theszc.

“MNow, tell me what you've got in
yvour silly noddle, Dieky,” he zaid almost
sternly,  “Ouat with it !

“T don't mind telling yvou, but vou'd
better keep it davk.” said the fag. “T'm
not going to spread tales about Gilmore,
like Bunter. 1 suppose he can't help

Tae Macxer LisraARY.—No. 1,041,

his brother being 2 raseal, any more
than I can help my brother being a
silly ass!™

“That escaped convict is named
Waring—George Waring,” said Frank.
“Your Foom master's name 1s Gilimore.
How could they be brothers "

* Half-brothers,” explained Dicky.

“What utter rot! VYeou've got that
nonsense into your head, because a blind
owl like Bunter thinks Mr. Gilmore
looks like the escamed conviet he saw
in the vacation,™

“{Hd Grimes has got it into his head,
too, then,” jeered Bicky, “und so has
the Deast, for that matter. I know that
the convict Waring is his hal-brother,

auge—"

* Beeansas what T

“Beeause I heard him say se”

i

THE SEVENTH CHAPTER.
The Man In the Cloisters !

ARRY WHARTON and Frank
Nugent stared blankly abk the
fag, as they heard that unex-

: pected reply, It fairly took
their breath away.

the Remove had grinned over

Billy Bunter’s story that Mr, Gilmore
was in reality George Waring, Convict
Number Nineteen, of Blackmoor. The
published description of the cscaped
conviet was very like Mr, Gilmore, it
was true, except that the convict’'s hair
was stated o be dark, and all Groy-
friars knew that Mr. Gilmore's hair was
flaxen. RBilly Bunter accounted for that
diffcrence by the theory that the man
had dyed his dark hair light—a theory
that was worthy of Billy Bunter’s fat
intellect.

Bunter had even gone to the length of
telephoning to Courtheld Police Station
warning Mr., Grimes that the ﬂﬁﬂﬂjﬂﬂ&
conviet was to be found at Greyfriare—
and had been duly and severely caned
far his fatuous folly. That Erie Gilmore,
Master of Arts, was not George Waring,
Conviet No. 19 was clear to evervbody
excepting Billy Bunter; though the re-
semhblance doubtless existed.

Dicky Nugent’s statement, however,
was rather more startling than Billy
Bunter’s. Bunter's statement was im-
possible; Nugent minor's was at least
possible—though incredible.

“Youn hoard him say so?" repeated
Harry Wharton at last, when ho found
his voico.

Yoz, I did,” grunted the Fag.

“But where—how—when——"

“The other day. I'd gone to his study
to put gum in his slippers—":

“FYou young ass!™

“Well, the Beast had gone to
Comumon-room to tea, and I thought the
eoast was clear. Only old Grimes had
to butt in, and the Beast 'I:nrmlﬁlat. him
to his study. 1 fancy he dide’t want
Grimey to  talk before the other
masters,” added Dieky, with a grin.

“ And von AE

“Well, T dived under the table to keap
out of sight. Of course, I never thought
anything abont what they were going
to chinwag abont—T just wanted to keep
out of zight.” explained Nugent minor.
“T couldu’t help hearing what they said,
then. CGilmore spoke about his half-
brother, George Waring; and I made
out that Grimey had aclually taken him
to be Waring, at first, just like Bunter.”

“h, my hat!”

“Grimey chucked that idea, though,
and he thought that Waring was com-
ing about the school to get help _i:mm
(iilmore, to escape across the sea, Gray-
friars is just the place for ihat, being
on the coast, And I ecan tell you that
old Grimes jolly well believes that Gil-

more is helping the cenviet, being Lia
brother—healf-brother, ot least. Gilmoras
swore that he knew nothing of the man,
aniiir wnu,Id never think of helping him.”

Y That's certainly true, at least,” said

harton.

“Oh, I dare say—a man wouldn't
want to get mixed up with & relation
like that,” grinned Dicky. “But it’s a
fact that Waring is his half-brother, and
that's why they're so much alike.”

Wharton and Nugent eoxchanged
startled glances,

What Dicky Nageut knew. let in a
flood of light on many perplexing cir-
vamstances.  Billy Dunter's ridiculous
belief was d:mt wholl -IL]ILE to his owlish
vision and gencral obtuseness, N
:Jg:-lhtl }"}':‘:Iat ﬁmnd r ?rm! master 'n'ag
BTy  liKe arin it ihe ]
closely ralated, & -

“¥ou say that Mr. Grimes said zone-

thing about the conviet coming here to

see Gilmore™ asked Harry.

“¥Yes; he seemed quite sure of it.  Ho
sald the man had been scen several
times in this' county, and cach timo
nearer Greyiriars.”

“Oh "

“Of course, I'm not ing to talk
about  this,” added :ﬁgfm minor
hastily. “Gilmore's o beast; but I'm
not going to hit a man below tho belt,
E’gflﬂtr or not. Btill, T think Le cught to

“For goodness’ =ake, don’t say 4 word
about i, kid!?  exclaimed”  Frank
Nugent, aghast. “Tt would be fright-
E“]Ff. rotten for Mr, Giluore if il came

ut.

“He makes things roften enough for
;[1’5 i1 ti;u:s Boecond,” said IJic-lci}-- “sill,

m no oing to say anvthing, t
wouldi't l:%: nﬁnhnt B A S !
“Anyhow, Mr. Gilmore is only here
till old Twigg comes back,” said 1larey,
“He's » good chap, Dicky, whatever you
may think of him in the Second.”

“He's a beast 1"

“ Anyhow, you're going to keep this
quiet.”

“TI've said so0,” grunted Dicky. “Only
I jolly well think he ought to go easior
with a chap if he know what I know.”

“Well, he doesn’t; and yvou'd heltor
not let him.” said the captain of the
Remove, “You've no right to know
anything about him; vou ought not io
have been in hiz study at all when he
was talking to Mr. Grimes,'

“Oh, rats!”

“Tet's pet going with ile Latin,”™
said Frank Nugent hastily; and Dicky
grunted assent.

Harry Wharton left tho study, a cloud
of-dark thought on his brow.

Dicky Nugent's tale had enlighiened
him to a greater eoxtent than (he fag
dreamed.

The escaped conviet, Waring, was Mr.,
Gilmore’s  half  brother, Tnspeator
Grimes believed that the hunted mon
was making for Greyfriavs to scek help
from his relative. A lood of light came
into Wharton’s mind now. For he
knew, in a fash of illumination, ithat the
Courtfield inspector’s suspicion was
well-founded. Back into his mind camo
tho incident of Bkinner and Bneop in
the Cloisters a few days heforo—the twe
young rascals, smoking and card-play-
ing, had been spotted, as they belioved
by Mr. Gilmore, and had been tervified
almost out of their wits Yot whon
Skinner had spoken to Mre. Gilmore on
the, subject, to hog hin not to rveport
them to Mr. Quelch, the Second Form
master had disclaimed any l—:m:-wm-:ii;:'e
of the matter, and even said that he
had not been in the Cloisters at all.

All the Remove had heard of that in-
cident, and wondered why the Farm
master had let Skinner off—and Skinner
wondered most of all.
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1t secmed to Wharton that he knew
the reason now.

He had wondered—but he wondered
no longer. For the whole thing was ex-

lained, if it bad oot been Mr. Gilmore,

ut & man closély rescrabling Mr. Gal-
more, who had fallen in with Skinner
and Snoop in the Cloisters.

Wharton felt a conviction that that
was the explanation. He had seen Mr
Gilmore in the Cloisters on that occa-
sion, only a short time before the spot-
ting. of Skinuer and Snoop. At least,
hie ghad Lelieved so, and he had been
simply amazed when Skinner told him
of Mr. Gilmore's saying that he had not
becn there.

MNow he knew who it was that he must
have seen and taken for the Second
Form master.

Wharton whistled roftly. :

The eseaped convict, still at large
after his oscape from Blackmoor Prison,
had reached Greyfriars, and hung about
the place, in hiding, in the hope of sce-
in iz hall-brother. ‘ )

o doubt he was gone again now; it
was soveral days since that incident in
the Cloisters. IHad he seen Mr. Gil-
more? Had Mr. Gilmore seen him?
Wharton could not help wondering.

“Gilmora "

Wharton started as he caught the
name of the man of whom he was think-
ing as he came downstairs,

A number of fellows were gathered
before the board where the school
notices were postedh  Wingate of the
Sixth had lately placed there the list for
the First Bleven match on the morsow—
Groyfriars v. Redelyffe,

“f‘lnlln. hallo, huiPIﬂ " eplled out Bob
“@Gilmore's playing with ‘the

{‘herey.
) Harry. His

first eleven to-merrow,
name's down here” ] ]

“He's a good man,” said Wharten.

“It will be worth watching."” said
Fob. “I'm going to turn up on B:?
%Zide to-morrow and see him give Red-
clvffe the kybosh.”

“2ame here.”

“The samefulness s terrifie,”
rmiarked Hurree Jumset Ram Singh.

“I say, you fellows"” squeaked Billy
Bunter. “ It's rather thick, isn't it¥

“YWhat s, ass?” asked Bob Cherry.
“Your head, do you meani”

“Oh, really, Cherry—"

“The thickfulness of Bunter's es-
teemed and idietic napper is terrific.”

“] mean the man's a conviel, you
know—"

“8hut up, ass!" snapped Wharton.

“J jolly well know who raided the
tuckshop last night!” grunted Bunter.
“When there's an escaped convict round
the school—"

“I fancy there's an cscaped lunatie,’
said Bob—"gnd hiz neme's W. G.
Bunter !

“Ha, ha, ha!™

“Yah!" retorted Bunter.
you 1 jolly well think—" :

“Rosh! You've got nothing to do it
with.”

“You silly chump! I tell you that
man Gilmorg——""

“ Hush ! muttercd Bob, as Mr. Gil-
more came along the corridor.

“Bhan't! 1 tell you that
Gilmore——"

“yWall, what about that man Gilmore.
Punter?’ asked the pleoasant voice of
tlio Second Form master,

Billy Bunter jumped and spun round.

“Oh! I=I didn't sce you!"™ he
gasped.  YI—I mean I—I wasn't speak-
ing of you, sir! MNever thought of it!
Never mentioned your name, sir!”

“1 think I heard yon mention my
name, Bunter.”

“0h, no, sir! I[—I—I was speaking of
—of another man of the same name,

sir " gasped Bunter.

re-

Y can toll

ITIEATY

*1 am afraid you are & very untruth-
ful rs well as a very foolish boy,
Bunter,” said Mr. Gilmore severely;
and, to Bunter's great relief, he walked
on without further comment.

“heek!" said Bunter, when he was
gone. “I say, you fcllowsg——"

“Don't!"” said “You say too
much, Bunty—much teo muchl In
fact, tho too-muchfulness is  terrifie!
Stand clear, you fellows, while I see
whether I can kick Bunter as far as the
end of the corridor. Idere, where avo
ypu- going, Bunter?®

Bunter did not stop to say where he
was going. IHe went!

THE EIGHTH CHAPTER.
The Ringed Stone !

r I " HE following day most of the
Grevyfriars fellows were thinking
of Jm First Eleven match that
was to be played in the alter-

neen. Erie Gilmore, who was extremely

hot stuff at the great game of Soccer,
was to play for the scheol, and Wingate

had been very glad to get him inte the

eleven.

Harry Wharton & Co. werc not the
only members of the Lower School who
had deeided to put aside other otcupa-
tions and watch the senior. match on Big
Side. As o rule the heroes of the Re-
oo were more interested in Jumor
than in senior games, but the Redelyfe
fixcture was something very special.
Even a crowd of the Second had deter-
mined to turn wp and watch their Form
master play for Greyfriars, * Beast™ as
he was in the Form-room, tho Sccond

were rather proud of him on the playing |

fields.

The young master had taken his Form
in hand at games, as well as in class,
and & considerable improvement had
been secn in Second Form feoter; but
instruction of this kind was welcome to
the fngs, or most of them, and on the
fﬁﬂ-tbuﬁ gronnd they admitted that :r.rlm
new Form master was nol a “beast,

Dicky Nugent & Co., deeply a= they
loathed Eric Gilmore in class, could not
help ferling proud of possessing almost
the only master at Greyfriars who was
good at games. Indeed, they would
ave regarded Mr. Gilmore as almost
a porfect chavacter if only he would have
allowed them to slack in class in the
agrooable manner of the late lumented
Twigg.

As & topic the first eleven mateh sup-
planted the raid on the tuckshop. The
delinquent in that case had not yet been
discovercd, though it was known that

inquiry was geing on, Sixth Form pre.
fecla prowled about asking fellows
sudden questions and lookimg into odd

corners, possibly in search of reinnants
of the raiwded tuck. They dizcovercd
nothing, however; and fellows began to
think that the delinquent never would be

discovered—officially. .
Unofficially, ho was slrcady dis
covered—in fact, two delinquents had

been discoversd, which was perhaps
rather too much of a good thing.

All the Remove knew that it was
Billy Bunter.  All the Second Form
knew that it was Sammy Bunter.
Obviously, it was not both the Bunters,
50 somebody was mistaken.

That it was a Bunter all were agreed.
Even Sammy was conviaced that it was
Billy., Billy, no doubt, would have been
convinced that it was Sammy, but for
hiz extraordinary idea that it was Mr.
Gilmoere, That ideca, certainly, was
worthy of William George Bunter's
amazing intelleciual powers,

1f it was: not a Bunter at all, ihe

P Ty [ 2

affair was a wystery. Bub the juniors
did not believe that it was & mystery.
They believed that it was a Bunter.
And they beliecved that the Head
thought 50, too, and that all of a
sudden the chopper would como down
whon proof was found.

Only in Harry Wharten's mind a
strange doubt was stirring,

After morning classes that Wednes-
day the captain of the Remove walked
across to. the Cloisters.

The old Cloisters wora the most
ancient part of Greyfriars, a pleasant,
shady place in the summer, but not in-
viting in the winter, with the keen
wind  from the sea whistling among
the old stone pillars and arches, Mr,
Gilmere liked walking there, but there
were few others who sharved his taste
on the cold, windy days.

Wharton's face was very thoughtfyl.

I{e was already convinced that the
cscaped convict, Ge&rie Waring, had
been at Greyfriars, as Inspector Grimes
suspected. The man he had zeen in the
Cloisters- ~the man Skinner and Snoop
had seen—was not the master of the
Socond, as they had supposed. Whar-
ton was sura of that, but & man so like
the 8econd Ferm master, az to be taken
for him, could only bo the convict who
resembled him; who was, according to
Ieky Nugent's story, the  young
master's half-brother,

The man had been there, Wharton
was convineed, and the suspicion had
come into his mind that the man might
gtill be there, hiding 1n eomo nook or
COrner. IFor that would account for
the mysterious pilfering in the tuckshop
on Monday 1Iiﬂ'}|}'li'-. If the fugitive weas
hiding in some secluded recess, he must
Ve i in bitter need of food, and
it was food that had been taken from
Mrs. Mimble's shop.

Tho idea escemed rather o wild one,
and Wharton did not speak of it to his
friends. But it was sopporled by
Sammy DBunter's statement that he had
picked up the bag of bizcuits in the
Lloisters.

No Greyiriars fellow, if he had
raided the tuckshop, could have been
supposed to wander into the dark and
lonely Cloisters late at night. The bag
of biscuits had been dropped by tho

ilferer in his hurry in the dark, and
eft where it had fallon. That seemed
clear if S8ammy’s story was true. And
like a flash it came inte Wharton's
mind that the same suspicion had
cccurred to Mr., Gilmeore himsell, and
ihat that was why ho had accepted
Summy Dunter’s explanation—to the
derision of the S8ccond Form. .

Wharton went into the Cloisters with
the inteniion of looking round, to sco
whether there was any szign of anoy
stranger lurking there. He gave a
start as ho heard & footstep. The next
moment he saw Mr, Gilmore.

Mr. Gilmore glapced at him,

A bitter wind was sweeping through
the Cloisters, and perhaps the Becond
Form masicr wondered why the jumor
was there, .

“ An interesting old place this, Whar-
ton,” Mr. Gilmore remarked, in his
pleasant manner,

“0Oh, yes, sir!” answered Harry,
rather dizsconcerted by the meeting. o
could not help wondering whether Mr.
Gilmore’s errand there was the same as
hiz own.

“A boy in my Form found a bag of
bisenits hero yestorday,” remarked Mr,
Gilmore. *It appears to have been n

art of what was taken from Mrs.

imble’s shop.' _

“8n 1 have heard, air."

“Bunter minor told me that he

Tue Macxer Lispasr.—No, 1,041,
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ioked up the bag near what he called
Eha ringed Eagvatmmf"_ said Mr, Gil-
ruore. * You probably know where that
i, Wharton?

“Quite well, sie.”

“7 am new here,” said the Form
mastor, with a smile. 1 have not
vet seen all the sights of Greyiriars
I should like you to. show me (his
vinged flag-stone, whatever it is.”

“Certainly, gir! This way,” answered
Harry.

The Second Form master followed
him almost to the énd of the Cloisters.
Under an old arch, deep in shadow,
one of the ancient Aagstones had & rusty
iron ring supk in . a grooved circle on
the surface. Un one side of the iron
ring it was clamped down to the
stone, and evidently 1t had once been
used for lifting the Bag.

Mr. Gilmore gazed at 1t with keen
intorest, o

““The ring m the stone must havé been
used in old days for lifting the fag,” ho
romarked, “Have you ever seen it
open, Wharton

“Yes, sir,” onswared Harry., “It's
against the rules to open it, as there's
a deep cell underneath, where a fellow
nright fell and break o leg. But I re
member seeing it open once.”

“A cell underneath?”

Yoo, sir; whers monks uwzed to be
shut up, they say, when they broke the
rules,” said . Wharton, with a amile.
“That was long ago, of course, when
Greyfriarz: was a monastery.”

Mr. Gilmore nodded.

“T'll help you lift it, if you like,
siv,” added arton. *The rule about
not opening it doesn’t apply to masters,
of course,” . ]

“gtill, & rule is & rule,” =aid Mr. Gil-
more. I will not tronble you, Whars
ton. No doubt you would Iﬂfﬂ to rejoin
your friends, too.”

Mr. Gilmore turned away as he spoke.

Wharton smiled faintly. He waz well
aware that Mr. Gilmora wanted to be
left alone, and he walked back to the
E}uudrung e, wondering whether Mr.

ilmore intended to explore the old
punichment eall, snd wondering, too,
what the gnun master would . have
thought had he known what was in the
junior’s mind. It was, however, no

usiness of the captain of the Hemove,
and ho joined his chums in punting
about a footer till dinner, and soon for-
got about the matter.

THE NINTH CHAFPTER.
Struck Down |

'RIC GILMORE waited till the

E junior’s footsteps bad died away.

The Second ém‘m master’s face

was o litkle pale, and tense 1in
expression.

He looked fo and fro and round about
almost staalthily before he approached
the ringed stone again,

He approached it at last, apnd, bend-
ing down, lifted the rusty iron ring
from the groove cut in the stone where
it Jay fat.

His eves gleamed.

On the thickly-rusted surface of the
metal there were plain EiTﬂ, now that
he examined it closely, where the ruat
had been rubbed by a recent grasp.

Quite recently the stone had been
raised from its place.

“The villain ¥ hreathed Eric Gilmore,

He set his teeth,. .

Sinco the night when George Waring,
the .escaped convict, had penetrated to
bis study the convict's half-brather had

Tre MaoxEr LiBBarY.~No. 1,041.

seen nothing of him, and had belisved
that the man was gone. ‘He had told
the man plainly that if he did net ‘go
he would be handed over to the police;
and Convict No. 19 had dizappeared info
the night—gone, as his hali-brother be-
lieved, to scck a refuge elsewhere,

But & very diffcrent idea had come
into Mr. Gilmore's mind after the rob-
bery of the tuckshop. The bare idea
that the desperate man 'm]%ht be Jurk-
ing ‘ix zome E?dden recess of the ancient
buildinga of Greyfriars roused his
decpest anger. So many wrcumstancos
pointed to it that he had little doubt
that it was the case; and now he was
sure. The grasp.that had disturbed the
thick rust on the ring was Waring's;
the stolen food from the tuckshop had
been taken by the hidden convict under
the shadow of night, Eric Gilmore was
sure of it now. That only food had been
taken, and the money left in the till,
seemed to indicate that the raider was
somo greedy schoolboy; but that, of
course, was Waring's intention,

Mr. Gilmore felt sure now—or almost
sure. And as he stood gaz.mg at the
ringed stone, with & moody brow, ho
was strongly tempted to.walk back to
his study, telephone to Inspector Grimes
at Courtfield, and leave the discovery
of the hidden raseal to be made by the
police,

But he hesitated. ]

He naturally shrank from the disgrace
that would have been incurred by the
arrest of his half-brother within the
school precincts—after which the rela-
tionship ¢ould scarcely have been kepb
a secret.

He knew that ho could not have re-
meined at Graslfriars afterwards—and

his post at Greyiriars meant a great deal
to tﬁ?: }’{}U]l? I,
It was only a temporary post; he had

taken Mr. Twigg's place till that gentlc-
man should recover and return to his
dutioz at the school.
obtain from Dr. Locke a recommenda-
tion, which would help him io sccure a
post for which he had a plicd n
Canada. He knew that Dr. ko was
catisfed with him: and a recommenda-
tion from the headmaster of Greyfriars
might make all the difference to his
prospects. But after such a drigrace as
the arrest of his half-brother at the
school, and’ the exposure of his connec-
tion with & conviet, it was fairly cer-
tain that he would have to leave at once
—indeed, had the Head desired him to
remain longer, ho knew that he could
not look the school in the face in such
circumstances. :

But it was not only of himself that
Fric GHmore was thinking as ho stood
staring gloomily at the rin od stone.

Waring had vever been his friend—
there had never been any love lost be-
tween them. In their schooldays to-

cther there had been mutual dislike—
there had been nothing in common be-
tween them. His hall-brother, the reck-
less scapegrace and blackguard, had
been expelled from Wodehouse, and had
desorved worse punishment; their ways
were as far as the poles asunder, Nover-
theless, bload was thicker than water;
the man was his mother's son, and he
could not hand him aover to a living
death. 7 o _

Help him to escape his just punigh-
ment, he could not and would not. But
handing him over to the police was o
different matter. He could not aid and
abet an escaped convict; but he could
not take an aclive part in his recapture.

For long minutes the young master
thought it over, but he shook his head
at last. He could not give u? the
wretched man hidden in the cell be-
neath his fect—not without giving him

But he hoped to g

one more chance to go. If Waring ve-
fused to go, then he no longer had any
choice in the matter—the man must be

given ui::. But he would not refuse,
when ¢ knew that refusal meant
arrest.

Mr. Gilmore, after another unecas
ﬁinm:a up and dewn the desert
sloisters, stooped and grasped the iron
ring again. .

Strong as he was, it required o good
doal of exertion te lift tho heavy fag-
stone. But it rolled aside at last, re-
vealing a square opening in Lhe stone
floor of the Clowsters,

Dimly Mr. Gilmore made out stone
steps in the gloom below.

No sound came from the old cell.

The young matter poercd down into
tho opening, with & - shiver, Eumlf o

1 &

convict prizson was better than sue
hiding-place—lonely, desolate, dark,
bitterly cold. . s

He bent over the opening.

“T know wyou arc there!” he said in
a low voice. *You may as well show
yourself, George Waring.”

' There was no answer, ; ¢

Something like hope came into Erie
Gilmore's face, Was he, after all, mis-
talkken—was the old stone cell un-
tonanted 7

Mr. Gilmore would have been very
glad to find it so. It would have bBeen

-an immense relicf to him,

He stt‘:ipped inte the opening, and
descende the narrow stone stair.

‘Blackness lay before him as he reached

the bottom, .

From the shadowy archway over the
opening litile light came. The cell was
like pitch.

But his nostrils detected tho smell of
oil, of & lamp recently extinguished.
His brief hope died down. Homecone
was there, and it could only have been
Convictk No. 19.

“I know you are here, Waring,” said
r. Gilmore, in & low, steady voice.
“You may relight your lamp.”

He heard a hurried breath, and a
match was struck, In its flickering
light he saw his half-brother.

The man—strangely like Erie Gilmore
in build and features, hiz very counter-
part save that his hair was dark—put
the match to the lamp. It was a little
tin backed lamp, with a smoky pglase,

robably purloined from one of the out-

wildings of the school. ]

The lamp burned and 0Olled the eell
with a dim hght.

“HBo yvou've found me, Gilmore!™

The convict spoke in a husky, savage
volce, his eyes gleaming at the master
of the oud.

" A you SII'."_IE.“.”

“Then it 13 known—abount ithe food

being taken——*"

“Only to me. The school helisvea
that some schoolboy took the things
jr?n‘f the shop,” answered Mr. Gilmore
coldly,

“Then no one knows that I am herve?™

“Only mysgelf,”

“And yon have found meo out, and
cotne to help me?” said the conviet, in
a bitterly gibing voige.

“J have found you opt, but I have
not ¢ome to help yon, as you know
quite well,” answered Mr. Gilimore
sternly. I have come to give you a
last chance to go, before you are taken
by the Ec:lice.” :

“Go!? repeated Conviet No. 18, "Go
—where? 1 told ]:eﬂu that [ had found
my last and on refuge here—oven
here I could not have remainced had 1
not discavered this cell, while hiding in
thoe Cloisters, and Im]li‘ng for a safer
hiding place. Go? I will go gladly, it
you give me help. Your passport, a
suit of your elothes, a little money, and



EVERY
SATURDAY.
-— b | _'.'_-‘
= ql"-r
|
il =
= o=
ol | R e
i 7 k4
e y
E'-:” o E - |I
k: %
S
e
Ir
I
! ]
I \
i |
|
| ?
.-:_"-
: = =
bL

~ THE MAGNET LIBRARY.

PRICE
TWOPENCE:

13

o

e |

|I =7 -

! = i

i e i
F- e

i i

e

T ————
*

t X

“You silly chump!** roared Billy Bunter. **Itell you that man Gilmore—"' ** Hush ! ** muttered Bob Cherry, as Mr. Gilmore

came along the corrider.

I will. go, and take my chance of get-
ting out of the country.”

“I cannot break the law to help you,”
answered Mr., Gilmore icily. I have
old ‘you so before, and we need not go
inte that again. Listen to me. i is
my duty to hand you over to the police,
v 1 am guilty of wrongdoing in hold-
ing my hend. You know it. But I
«¢ill leave you here, and In one bﬁmr
I will return. If you arc gone, I shall
say nothing, If you are still here, I
shall telephone Lo Inspector Grimes, at
Courtheld.”

“And that is all you have to say?

“That 13 all. I think you should count
yourself lucky that I am going to do as
much for you as that,” said the master
of the Second Form, *instead of doing
my duty—of handing wyou over at
once |

The convictk's eyes glittered at him.

"o, then, and leave me,” he mut-
Lerad.

I am pgoing, and I warn you to
czcapa while you may. 1 shall keep my
waoard,” zaid Mr. Gilmore.

And he turned to ascend the sione
steps agaln, .

As he turned his back the conviet was
upon him with a leap like & tiger. His
right hand had becn held behind him—
it grasped a heavy stone. Mr. Gilmore
half turncd, and as he did so the stone
crashed on the side of his head with
fearful foree.

One faint ecry the master of the
Second gave, and then he slipped down,
inert, and lay stunned and sehseless at
the foot of Convict No. 19,

“ Shan't ! ** howled Bunter.
Gilmore, Bunter ? ** asked the pleasant voice of the master

{See Clapter 7.}

THE TENTH CHAPTER.
A Change of Identity !

ONVICT No. 19 stood breath-
‘ ing in great gasps, shaking frow
head to foot.,  But the heavy
stone was still gripped in his
hand, raised to strike agam, 1f it were
needed. But it was not needed. My,
Gilmore had sunk down completely un-
conscious. The man who was so like
him stood, his fixed gaze on the still
face und closed cyes. At last heo
dropped the stone, and stirred. He
ascended the stone step, and cautiously
put out his head and scanned the dim
Cloisters. No one was in sight. With a
great exertion of his strength, he drew
the Hagstone shut, gmﬁp!ng it by an
iron ring on its under side. Then he
descended the steps again, sccure now
from obscrvation and discovery.

Mr. Gilmore still lay huddled where
he had fallen. A thin streak of red
ran from under his hair. He showed
ne sign of returning to his senses, The
blow had been a heavy and cruel one,

The conviet stared down at him in
the light of the smoky lamp, with a
savage grin.

“My turn now!” he muttered.

The next proceedings of the hidden
man were peculiar. He siripped oll
the master's gown and  rvemoved his
clothes; discardéd his own attire, and
dressed himsell quickly in Mr, Gilmore's
clothes, His own dusty, muddy gar-
ments hie placed on 8 UNCONsclLous
master.

ha

Even to the ecap and gown,

“ I tell you that man Gilmore—"’

* Well, what about thal man

of the Second Form. Billy Bunter jumped, and spun round.

adopted Mr. Gilmore's stiire, and his
resemblance to the Second Form master,
which had before been striking, was
now almost exact.

Save for the dark colour of his hair,
no one at Greyfriars could have said
that the man standing there was nob
Eric Gilmore.

And his hair was short—it had not
yob uutﬁmwn the conviet cropping—and
it was hidden by the master’s cap.

Once the dark hair was out of sight,
the man was Mr. Gilmore to the life.

There was no glass in which he could
sce his reflection; but ho knew the fact
without that. What difference there
was between the two faces existed only
i the hard gauntness of the convict,

A faint moan came from Eric
Gilmore.

The unconscious man was stirring:
and Convict No. 19 dropped on his kuees
beside him, and, with strips torn from
his own rags, bound his hands and feet
securely.

Mr. Gilmore's eyes opened.

With dizzy eyes and throbbing head
he stared up at the convict.

A cruel smile curved the lips of Con-
viet No. 19 as he watched the young
master and waited for him to spesak.

“What—what has happenced? What
aro—"" Mpr. Gilmore muttered con-
fusedly.

He iried to put his hand to his
aching head. but his hands werc not to

{Continued on pagée 16.)
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Here's another *ticklish tail ™

from the pen of Dicky Nugent

of the Second Form at Grey-
friars, boys !

o RATE ™ P
G Dr. Birchemall,
voennerated headmaster

tha
of Bt. Bam's, let that
word fall from his lips allowed.
[{e haa just fimished reading tho
=urrant number of the “Swoeny
Fodd " Liahrary, and that same
wirrant number had sukseeded
in raising him to quite a pitch of
enthewsiasm. But as the old
proverb remarks, you can't have
your cake and eat it, too, Dr,
Birchemall was now about to lay
it on one side, reddy to swop it
for the “Weekly Pirate,” which
Burleigh of the Sixtk was in
the habat of buying.
ora abandanming it, however,
Dr, Birchemall, who belicved in
getting value for money, desided
to read threw the advertizments,
And from that simple little fact some
very surprising devellopments were
destined {o oceur,
The old tag tells us that “Tall oaks
from littls akerns grow.” Sartainly
this particular little akorn resulted in
Dr. Birchemall branching out in an
a]tugethcr new direckshun. :
The wery first advertizment that
caught his eve read like this:

“Ventiiloquism. Lern this fassinatin
ort by post. Buksess garanteed, Hen
-0. 5f- to Professor Gargle (No, 99),
artmoor.™

As he read that anhowncement a
thoughtful eggspression came over the
Head's dile. He stroaked his beard and
vead it again, Evvidently the advertiz-
ment Lauad started a sirane of thought in
his mind.

i “M.;" hat !" he mermered. “If only

Then he shook his head doubtfully.
Confident as he was in his own
abbilities, he could hard!y imagine him-
self as & ventriloguist. The vennerated
Head of 8t Bam’s was all right at
chucking his weight about, but chuck-
ing his voice about was a different pro-
posishun.  Iis vocal powers wero by
no means vemarkable,  His voice, in
fact, was inelined to grate on people’s
acrves. It was not a grate voico,

All the same, his crafty littlo eyes
gleeined as he pondered over the adver-
izment.

“1f only " he mermered again.

Dr. Birchemall was -well aware, from
nis study of modern school stories, that
she ventriloguist had a bhig advantage
over others who were not so  gifted.
With the aid of ventriloguism, there
was no doubt that he would very often
be able to keep his pressing oredditors
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at bay. He could hide under his study

table and trick his persckewtors by
making his voice come from out in the
guad. He could perform all sorts of
little rocses for getting rid of unwel-
come visilora, 1'l.ﬁrmmr—am! hiz ayes
twinkled merzily at the thought—he
counld inrlulgc in japes galore,

“Grate pip!"” he mermered, allowed.
"I've a good mind ta try it.™

There was only one drawback to his
trying it. He did not possess the ncces-
gary live bob.  That disterbing fact
made his chances of ming a ven-
triloguist more remote than ever for a
moiient. and the Head's face fell. But
he zoon picked it up again  His cun-
ning brain had qnieh?y evolved & way of
raising the required capital,

Whistling cheerfully, Dr. Birchemall
rose and qwitted hiz room. Then he
made his way downstairs and out inte
the quad. With him, to think was to
act, and he intended to put his un-
sepewpulous plan into execution without
ul% delay.

ight outside the school steps Jark
Jolly, the.kaptin of the Fourth was
playing leapfrogg with-his pals, Merry
and Bright, all innosent of thoe [ato
which the crafty old Head had planned
for them. The cheerful, care-free larfter
of tho chums of the Fourth rang ncross
the quad. Any man with hewman feel-
ings  within him  would have been
touched to the hart at the site of their
imnosent fun, and would hayve refrayned
from desining a plot against {hem,

Not 20 the Head, however. With a
hypothetical smile on his thin lips he
anmaﬂhﬂd the innosent young heroes
of the Fourth, who capped him re-
spectively.  And immcjistely he began
to put hia bazc desines into execution
with that cunning of which only he was
capable.

Any other headmaster would have

gone up to Jack Jolly in a strait
forward way and said: “I want-to learn
ventriloquizin, Jack, but, unfortunately,
I'm stony broak. Can you lend me
five bob till my ship comes bome?"” Dr,
Birchcmall, howeover, went to work in
o d!ﬁ-r‘!‘i‘*]!l- manner. Assuming an. air
of jemiality and frendship, he ealled
out &

“Having a2 good time, ladds?®

“Oh, not so sorry and sad, sir!” ro-
plicd Jack Jolly cheerfully,

“Do vou mind if T join in your little
game !  asked Dr. Birchemall, with
assumed calrlessness,

“Not at all, sir!” enswered Jack
Jolly, tho he sertainly felt a little sur-
prised at the rekwest. It was a very
unusual thing for the Head to play
leap-frogg, except with the masters or
the prefeets on the Sixth Form green.
For the stately and dignified Head to
play leap-frogg with jewniors was un-
doubtedly “in for a dig,” to use the
Lalin phraze,

However, Jack Jolly & Co. cheer-
fully aloud Dr. Dirchemall fo join in
their gome, and he was soon jumping
about in quite an cggspert manncr,
“Tuek in your hl|}||:|]enics, lads ! he

¥.

yvolled  enthewsiastika “0ver the
top, Jolly !  Attaboy 17

Rairly had the jewniors scen  tho
ﬁ-.':lm]u;rlsy old jﬂilt{l‘:]llﬂﬂ; in such a

grasius mood,

But, like a snake in.the grass, he was
only watting for a faverable time io
show the cloven hoof. If the jewniors
had net been so pure asd innosent they
might have guest that the cunning ol
fox was not playing leap-froge for the
bennefit of his helth,

At last tho moment for which the
Head had been waiting arvived. He
had deliberately led the boys round
townrds the lodgze of Fossil, the zchool
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porter,  Arriving there, he put his o I1I. y He stopped suddenly. The thoughs
nefarions scheme into operation, b Y giddy aunt ! ; nd ocourred to him that praps it would

I wonder who that is coming threw It was Mr. Justiss, the|not be advisable to let his assistans
the gales?” he mermered, as Jack masdtcrhuf the I.[IIETI‘H’th:, who _m;ﬂ.sttu_lis know that he was practising
11 . stood - i} indow of made that remwark, . ventrilogquism, '
%?}magl'f IE{?EE.E Ea\'ix?;ﬂ:l rt:l:;c :t!’:lzr lheir Mr. Justiss had just looked in the| “Hem! What I mean is, I wasn't

cgEseriions.

Little realising that the Head had
meerly utiered that remark to take
their attenshun away from him, Jack
Jolly & Co. looked towards the gates.

Immejiately Dr. Birchemall seezed his
opportewnity and carried out his fowl
desine, With a triumphang grin on his
dile, he savvidgely pushed Jack Jolly
against Fossil's window,

Taken unawares, the kaptth of ihe
Fourth recled against the window amnd
did eggsactly what the Head had in-
tended him to do—he smashed it!

The hole thing had happencd ‘n a
moment, When Merry and Bright
looked round they were farely stag-
gered when they saw in the window,
whiel had previously been hole, a grate
whole,

“What the thump—"" gasped Merry

“What's happened,  Jack?”" ashked
Bright ankshusly, helping to steddy his
chum again,

“Blest 1§ I know!” confessed  Jack
Jolly, rewfully rubbing himsell on his
injured parts.  “Somcthing scemod to
hit me, and the pext thing I know was
that I'd gone threw the window,™

“ A likely yarn ! sncered the Head,
whose  eggspression  had  suddenly
hecome hnrﬁ and sinnical again. “The
fact of the matter is, I beleove that
yvou've been drinking, and you can't
hold yourself up straight,”

“0h, sir!” protested Jack Jolly,
flushing deeply, while his face went
white with anger.

“However, let's zay nolthing about
that,” =zaid tha Head, coming to tho
point which intorested him most. “Asg
vou've broken the window, Jolly, you
can jolly well pay for it now, Give mo
five bob, and'we'ﬁ call it square !™

Jack Jolly & Co. looked at the Head
with more ynderstanding. The mention
of money made them prick thetr cars up
immejiately, and with paveful clearness,
they saw that the entire thing was
frame-up.

“Oh, T szee. nmow!" said Jack Joliy,
with a hollow larf. “Ro you played
with us to raise five bob, did vou? The
hale thing was a blind !™

“Don't talk silly!? said the Head
sternly, buv the jewniors judged, in spite
of this retort, that the shot had gone
home.

“Anyway, sir, Foest]l repairs his own
windows!* pointed ont Jack Jolly.

“He's pot plenty of old - glass to use,

tap, =0 I don't suppose it will cost you
anything.”

“Don't argew the toss!” snapped the
Head angrily. "You broke the blessed
window, and you're gomg to pay for
it, 1if 1 have to birch vou into paying !

“Oh erumbs ! gasped Jack Jolly, “In
that case, then, praps 1'd better pay 1"

Ho reluctantly drow forth two hali-
rrowns, and handed them over to Dr.
Birchemall, who grinned cheerfully
again,

“That's better 1™ he remarked. e |
will pive the cash to Fossil for some
new plass!™

Notwithstanding that promise he
walked away from the lodge and strode
off towards the Bchool House, jingling
Jack Jolly’s two half-erowns in his
trousers pocket. And Jack Jolly & Co.,
left to themselves, realised that once
again the cunning old fox had dished,
diddled, and done them t

Head's study, earryving his shove-
ha'penny board under hiz arms. His
intention had been to ask Dr. Birchem-
all for a quizt game. DBut when he zow
tho Head thet intention quickly iled,
and an ecggspression of alarm and dis-
may appedred on his dile.

“My giddy aunt!™ he vépeated.
“What the merry dickens has happene;
sir? Have vou gone off your nut, or is
it meorly an apologetic fit yvou're suffor.
ing from " ,

2ortainly, any visitor miight have beon
eggseused for concludihg that ene thin
or the other had happened. ‘The He
was szeated in his cI:nir, with hiz eves
bulging out of their sockits, beads of
inspiration on  his forchead, and a
drawn, haggard eggsprossion on his lean
fectehers. As Mr. Justiss entered, a
strotigled gurgle came from the Head's
lips—a gurgle that frozo tha blud in Mr.
Justiss' vanes, and made him go hot all
OYEr.

“Grate pip!™ he gasped. * Bomething.
muat be done immejiately ™

He looked -round wi!dl:}. and spottin
a jug of water lying on the table, di
what he thonght was the best thing
under the sercumstances—tipped it over
the head of the Head.

Swooosh !

There was a ferrific howl [rom hiis
vietim.

* Dr. Birchemall, with water streeming
down him in caskades, farely shrecked.
with ragc.

“"You silly cuckeo! You slib-stded,
nock-need burbler ! he howled.  “1'll
pulverize you! I'll—"

Words failed the irate headmaster.
He picked up a handy biveh and made
a rush at Mr. Justizes, and the jeptleman
jumped all round the room like a grass-

opper to escape the fewrious blows that |
were atmoed st him.,

“h crumbs! Chuek it, sir!” he
{ollﬂd, as he dodged. "1 only did what

thopght was my dooty, sir! I imajined
¥ou woere in a fit!t?

“TFit 1" howled the Head slowing down
i little___ and gln.riug hu.ilfu]]j at  his
assistant. *Oh crombs! 1s that what T
looked like ¥"

“You sertainly did, sir! said Mr.
Justiss,

“0Oh crikevy! That won't do!™ said
the Head in dismay. “To tell you the
trooth, Justiss, Iwas just practising—"

As
Jolly,” aald Dr, Birchemall, " you can

i yvou've broken the window, Jagk

pay for it. Qive me five bob; and wa’ll

i

call it sgquars.*?

practising anything I he. said lamely.
“I was just engaged in not practising,
vou know 1™

Mr. Justisz looked surprised,

“Look hecre, Justiss!” said the Ifead,
dropping his birch, and becoming w
little more amiable. “When you camw
in the room just new did you herc an
airoplane buzeing about outside 7

“An airoplane " repeeted Mr. Justiss,
staring. “Can't say I did! Why "

“Oh, nothing!” said the Head non-
kallantly, doing his best to consecl bLis
shaggrin und disappointment. * Lisson,
Juatiss! Can you here a dog barking
out in the goad
 Mr. Justiss pricked up his ears fo
lissen, and as he did se, the Head
screwed up hiz mouth and gave two
terrific velps and a growl.

“Bow-wow ! Bow-wow! Gr-r-r-r

Mr. Justiss stared at the Head in suy-
prisc and consternation. :

“Whatover are you barking for
ho asked, “Have you caught
fobia ¥
The Head glared, but he =lill con-
tinewed to bark doggedly. He fondly
imagined that the barking would appear
ta come from the gquad. Instead of
which it obviussly eminated {rom his
own thin lips, - '

“Grorer-r! Yap-yap! Bow-wow !™ he
spluttered. “Doesn't it sound as if

1ere’s & dog In tho guad now, Justiss 7

“Dlowed if it does!” replied Mr.
Justiss, beginoing to look sericus,

“Oh crumbs ! Evidently I can’t do it
yat, then ! muttcred the Head., “ How-
aver, Professor Gargle's instructions say
that the budding ventriloquist should
Perey Vere, T'll try another stunt 1

He cleared his throat, looking rather
like a crowing cockrell in the process,
and had another try,

- And this time;, strange
sukszess rewarded his efforts,

A famviliar voice sécmed to come from
the passage outside the Head's study—
the familiar volieo of Mr. Lickham, the
master of the Fourth,

“Are you in there, Justiss?" the voice
called. *Cloming out for o game of hop-
soatoh 77

“Bhan't be long, matoy ! velled back
Mr., Justiss, fully beleeving that the
voice was really that of Mr. Lickham;
and Dr. Birchemall gave a sigh of
releef. ¥is five bob—or, rather, Jack.
Jolly's five beb—had not been wasted.
He had sukseeded in deseoving Mr.
Justiss; he was o full-blown ventrile-
quist !

“Will you eggscuse me, sir?” asked
Mr. Jusiiss, rather glad of an oppor-
tewnity to get away from the study.

“Seortainly, Justisa!? gaid Dr. Birvch-
emuoll grashusly, ™ Buzz off, by all means;
or, &3 the vulgar would put it, you may
go !

My, Justiss hopped it, and the Head,
lefi alone in the study, larfed till rows of
tiers were running down his cheeoks,

“My giddy aunt!™ he mowsed, when
he hag composed himself again., “T can
seo some larks coming off at Bt. Sam’s
now., With my ventrilogual nowers, I
can have the time of my life, now!
And if I don't take full advontage of
the opportewnity, my name's not Alf
Birchemall 1"

THE END.

(Now look out for the next amusing
yarn in this topping series, chums, en-
fitled: “ RUCTIONS AT ST, SAM'S !
You'll laugh no énd when you read it)
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(Continued from page 13.)

be moved. The eonviet had bound him
tightly.
“Well?” sneered Coanvict No. 19.
“What—what—" :
“Wait till your brain clears, you poor
fool I said Lhe conviet contemptuously.
For some minutes Mr. Gilmore lay
silent, dared ; but his mind was clearin
now. Heo realised thal he was dresse
in the conviet’s rags, the old brown
overcoal that. the convict had worn

wrapped vound him. Even to the
muddy, dilapidated boote, he was
dressed as the conviet had been. And

he saw his own clothes orr the convick.

“What doé¢s this mean? You scoun-
drel! You struck me down !

“1 did I

“¥ou have taken my clothes——'

“You might "as well have given me
the old suit I asked for!” sneered the
convict,

“You villain !

Georgo Waring
shoulders.

“¥Yon scoundrel ! Release me at once !
I will shout, and bring all Greyfrrars
here !" muttered Eric Gilmore hoarsely.

“You will do nething of the kind!™
said the eonviet eoolly. “No shout can
be heard from this cell, with the stone
ciosed above! And to make assurance
doubly sure, I shall gag you before I
leave von b’'

“You will leave me here "

" Exactly I

“Oh, you willain!"”
maater of the Second.

“You refused me help!” said the
convict, his eyes glittering, “I came
here for help, but I had a second plan
in my mind if you refused it, Eric Gil-
mera. 1 hoped for & change—I watched
for & chance—and you have walked into
my hands and given me a better chance
than I could have dreamed of. I am

ing—not as Convict No. 18, not as

ieorge Waring—I am going as Eric
Gilmore—in your clothes, with wvour
money and your passport, which I shall
find in your rooms—I have your ]-mgs,
my fine fellow—and you will not be able
to intervene! You will lie here helpless
till you are found—if ever you are found
alive !

He pritted his teath.

“¥ou should have given me the help
T asked! You brought this on yourself,
fool that you are! ¥ou can thank your.
ﬁelf f;:ir what may happen to you in this

en!”

“Whatever may happen, I am glad
that I refused to help you,” said Eric
Gilmore steadily—" more glad now than
ever! I deo neot believe that you will
escape under my name! You will be
detected!”

“1 shall chance that. I have to take
my only chance. When I am safe across
the sea I will send word somehow whers
you may be found. I hope it will be in
time to save wour life, but T carc little !
I will rizk the rope rather than go back
to Blackmoor! A few hours will suffice
for me to do all that I must do here,

THEE Maoxer Lipmary.—No:. 1.041
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atl then I shall leave—not stealing

away under- cover of darkness, bug
cpenly, in the davlight, with no man to
qguestion me !

ul Hﬂtp lf:l

It was a sudden shbut from the bound
man, but it was the only shout he had
time to utter.

~ The--next moment the conviet was
upon him; foreing a handkerchief into

his ‘'mouth. The gag was tied-securely

i ite place with another ‘strip torn
from the convict’s rags.

Then for a [vw moments the convict
listened inteutly. Pt he knew that the
shouf could not have been heard.

He extinguished the lamp.

. " Remain there ™ he said, between his
teeth, "1 have done with you, Eric
Gilmere 1™

He trod up the stone steps in the
darkness.

In the old monk's eell Eric Gilmore
lay bound and helpless, gagged and
silent, & prey to despair.

- The convict placed hiz shoulder to
the ringed flag and lifted it.

He stepped out into the wintry wind.

He cast a quick, stealthy glance
round him. No one was in sight. The
dim, windy Cloisters were deserted.

Quietly the convict replaced
ringed stone.

Then he moved along the Cloisters
slowly,

the

Desperate as he was, with the nerve:

of a desperate man, his heart was beal-
ing fast and painfully, and there was
as much. fear and determination in his
breast.

His scheme had long been formed,
waiting only for an opportunity to
carry 1t out; and the opportunity had
come unexpectedly.

: But he shrank from the ordeal beforo
1im.

He was tempted to go now—to leave
by the wall at the end of the Cloistere,
to flee as he was. But he did not yield
to that temptation. To leave the school
in & master's cap and gown was easy,
hut it was certain to be fatal to his
hopes. On the roads and in the streets
he would have attracted less attention
in hizs old brown overcoat, and the
change of clothes would have been &
change for.the worse. He screwed up
hiz nerve for what lay before him,

Diressed as he was, resembling his hali-
brother as ha did, it needed only nerve
to enter the school as the Becond Form
master. Once iostalled n Erie Gil-
more's quarters, it was only a matter
of time—a short time—before he rifled
the Form master’s desk and boxes, and
obtained all he needed for his Right—
money, clothes, papers, and; above all,
the Form master's passport, with which
he could cross the sea. On.that pass-
port the phﬂtugragh-nf Eric Gilmore
was 4 replica of his own, snd the de-
tailed description fAtted him az: well as
it fitted Mr. Gilmoze, with the exception
of the colour of his hair, and fhat was
an alteration it was easy for him to
make; it was for forgery that he had
been sent to Blackmoor.

The ordeal before him was terrible,
yot hé told himself that it required orly
nerve; and nerve he had never lacked
fram the days when he. had been -the
scapegrace of Wodehouse, gll through
the downward career which had landed
him finally in & convict prison.

Hge left the Cloisters at last, taking his
courage in both hands, as it were.
With beating heart, but with a calm
face, e walked up to the House.

Wingate of the Bixth was in the door-
way, amd he spoke- as the convict
entered.

B e —

“ Looks like a fine afternoon for the
game, Mr. Gilmore.”

1'he conviet caught his breath for a
moment. DBut his nerve was equal to
the test. Ewven the fact that Wingato
addressed him as Mr. Gilmore gave him
conitdence,

“(Dh, quiie!"” he said.

Wingate looked at him rather more
attentively.

He could not help poting that the
man’s face had a'thin, drawn look : and,
still more, he could not help noting that
he was in need of a wash. His atten-
tive glance made the conviet tremble,

“You are fit to-day, Mr. Gilmore?”
asked the Greyiriars captain.

“Fit?" muttered the convict.

Ho had no idea who Wingate was—
no idea that he was the captain of the
school; no idea that Mr. Gilmore was
booked to play for the first eleven that
afterncon. * He wondered savagely who
this fellow was and what he was
driving at.

“Yes; we ghould miss you if wyou
weren’t able to play, sir,” said the Grey-
friars captain. * Redclvffa are playing
a master, too, and we want to beat
them."

“Oh!" breathed Conviet No. 19, with
a dawning comprehension.

“ Excuze me, sir, but you do not look
as well as usual,” said the Sixth-
Former. “] hope you are fit, sir?”

" Oh, quite—quite!” said Convict
No. 19,

And he passed on into the House,
leaving Wingate looking a little per-
plexed. Bomehow or other, it seemed
to Wingate that Mr. Gilmore was
changed, oddly changed, from his usual
zelf. Buf it did not occur to the Grey-
friars captain how wvery completely
changed Mr. Gilmore was.

e

THE ELEVENTH CHAPTER.

Playing a Part !
YO
Involuntarily, taken wutterl:
by surprise, Convict No. 1%

? uttored that startled ejacula-
o0, : !
It was the sight of Billy Bunter that
callad it forth.

Within the House, the_convict had to
hesitate. He knew the window of Mr.
Cilmore's study from the quad; but he
could not, of course. enter the room by
the window. Within the House ho had
but & vague idea where to look for the
Becond Form master’s study, and he was
hesitating, baffled for the moment by
that :Ii!%{:u'lw. when William George
Bunter of the Remove came rolling
along.

The fat junier blinked at him and
backed away across the passage.

Not that the Owl of the Remove saw
any change in My, Gilmore.  But Bunter
wa3 still in the belief that Eric Gilmore
was the conviet he had seen hiding 1n
the woodcutter’s hut near Wharton
Lodge, in the holidays, ond he was never
able to conceal his uncasiness when he
came near thoe Second Form master.
There was always a suspicion in Bunter's
fat, obfuse mind that Eric Gilmore might
suddenly “ chuck " playing Form master,
and spring at him as the conviet had
done on that cccasion,

The: sight of Banter astounded and
alarmed the conviet, and the sudden sur-
prize caused his nerve to fail him eom-
pletely for the moment:

He knew Bunter instantly. Bunter,
with his podgv face, his big glasses, and
his unusual circumference, was a follow .
not - epstly  forgotten. Conviet Neo.o 19
knew that thie was the schoolboy whom
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he had robbed of a cont and half-a-
crown weeks before in the woodcutter's
hut in Burroy. He had almost {forgotten
the incident, but it was reecalled with
terrifying clearness to his mind as he
came face to face with Bunter at Grey-
friars !

Bunter's involuntary backing away
added to his terror. In his mind’s eye
the convict saw himself recognized—
known—on the verge of heing de-
nounced ! - This fat schoolboy, whom he
had nover expected to see again, whose
existenea he had forgotten, was herc—at
Greyfriars—in the very House whero he
had taken refuge! The wretched man's
brain whirled as he stared at Bunter,

“You!" he bhreathed huskily.

Into the desperate maw's cyes came
such. a glaie of rage and terror that
Burter fairly jumped back in fear.
once his uneaziness at the sight of the
Second Form master was not without
groundla.

*What are vou deing here®™ hissed
the conviet, for the moment purely the
vesperate conviet again, forgetful that
e was playing the part of a Form
miaster of Grovirviars.

“I—I—I—--"" stutbered Bunter,

He jumped farther back, utterly scaved
by the look on the face that he supposcd
to be Mr. Gilmora's.

“I—I'm going to dinner, sir,’”” he stut-
tered, “I—<=I—— We're allowed to walk
ithrough this passage, air.”

Bunter supposed that the Second Form
master was calling him to account for
heing in  Mastors’ passage—a quarter
through which juniors were allowed to
walk, but in which they were forbidden
o loiter.

The convict stared at him.

I1izs nerve, for the moment, had boen
ntterly Jest: he had betrayed himself,
had Bunter been less obtuse and could he
possibly havo suspected what had taken
place in the Cloisters.

But Waring quickly regained his
nerve.  DBunter’s answer showed him
that the fat junior took him for the
master of the Second Form.

With an offort, tho conviet composed
hiz face and stilled the twitching of his
hands, which itched to be at the throat
of the schoolhoy who knew Conviet
Na. 19 by sight.

“0h, yes! You-—yon startled me,”™ he
muttered. " You nead not go, my boy
—atay."

Dunter unwillingly stayed.

That glare of ferocity in the conviet's
face had utterly seared him and con-
vinced him, if he had necded convincing,
that his suspicion that Eric Gilmore was
the escapad conviet was well-founded.
BLut the man's face was quite composed
now, and even smiling. Only for a few
seeonds had the desperate man's nerve
failed him at the unexpected encounter.

“I have f[orgettcn your name, my
boy,”™ ha snid smoothly.

** Bunter, sir,” mumbled the fat junior.

“0Oh, ves, Bunter !  Quite s0."

“M.m-may I go now, =ir?"” gasped
Bunter.

The pseude Form master smiled.

"I need your assistance, my boy. I
liava R]if}ped in the quadrangle and hurg
iy ankle. Pleasge give me your arm to
my gtudy.”

“Oh, yes, sir!” gasped Bunter noer-
vouely. :

He was exiremely unwilling to como
within reach of Mr. Gilmnore, master of
tha Becond., But it was impossible to

refusc,
The conviet leaned on  Bunter's
sheculder, and the fat junier led him

o Mr. Gilmore's study. The convict’s
hand rested on Bunter's fat shoulder,
ai]l  nlmost unconsciously he gripped
hard. The grip made Bunter shudder
with apprehension. He lad nothing to
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fear, but he gasped with relief when he
reached the door of Me Gilmore's study
and the grip released. X .

“Tha.ni yoll, Hunteri” said the convick.

“ N-n-not at all, sir I stuttered Bunter.

“You may go”

Bunter went—promptly. ,

The conviet opened the door to which
Buntor had led him. Oneco inside tho
sludy he recognised the room in which
ho had spoken to his half-brother late on
a dark night. ‘

Heo closed the door and sank into a
chair, breathing hard with relief.

The first part of his task was over.

He was in Mr. Gilmore's room, and
he had spoken. with two Groyiriars
fellows, ene & senior, and the other o
junior, and neither suspected that he was
nol the master of the S8econd Form,

I1¢ ‘was not aware that it was a hali-
holiday at Greyfriars that day, and he
supposed that i'.h-. Gilmore would be
wanted for classes in the afternoon. But
before that time ho intended to he far
from Groyfriars.

He rose from the chair efter a fow
minutes, and looked into the glasa.

He smilod grimly at his refection.

Tho glass had often reflected Mre Gil-
more, and now it reflected his hali-
brother: but the image in the mirror
was the same, A

Tn the Monk’s cell under the Cloisters,
where he had hidden for days, the con-
vict had suffered, and he had roughed it.
8 far as he had been able to wash at
all, it had been in the fountain at night.
But the relative who had supplicd him
with clothes, had supplicd Eim with
many necessities that conld be carvied
in the pockels—among other things, a
na{et}}"-ramr and ehaving necessarics.
The handsome [ace—hancdsome in spilo
of ita gauntness-—was clean-shaven.,  Bat
it was decidedly grubby, and his hands
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were dirty, Ho realised now why the
senior fellow had looked at him so atten-
tively in the doorway.

Tap!

Tho conviet spun round from the glass,
In a moment he had dropped into the
chair at Mr. Gilmore's table, his face
terned from the light.

“Coma in ' he said steadily.

Trotter, the page, opened the door.,

George Waring hod never seen Trotter
before, but he could understand that ho
was the House page. 1e glanced at him
vafelessly.

“Well i he said curtly.

“ Dinner, sir,” said Traotter.

The convict felt a boating at his heart.
He realised that Mr, Gilmore took hia
lunch when the schoolboys took their
dinner; that the meal was now ready,
and that the page had come to remind
him, thinking that he had forgotten.
Not for worlds would the impostor have
faced the sea of oyes in the dining-hall
of Greyfriavs,

“I shall not come in to dinner,” he
said. "I am foeling a little unwell, and
ghall require no dinner."

“Yessir,” san] Trotter indifferontly.
“ Mr. Quelch told me to call you, sir"

“Quite s0,” said Conviet No. 18
“Bhut the door.”

Trotter retired and shut the deor.

He repaired to the dining-hall, where
he reported to Mr. Queloh, at the head of
the Remeove table. Tho Remove master,
under the impression that Mr. Gilmore
had forgotten the meal-iime, had sent
the page to the Second Form master’s
study., He raised his eyebrows-as Trotter
gave him Mr. Gihnore's enswer.

“Vary well!™ ho said,

And Mr. Queleh requested a Sixth-
form prefect to take BMr. Cilmore's
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place at the head of the Second Form
table.

“Gilmore seedy!” murmured Bob
Cherry, in surprise. * He looked as fit
az 8 fiddle_ this morning.™

“And he's down to play in the first
elevan match !’ said Frank Nugent.
“ Looks as if Wingate will lose him.”

“] saw him hardly mpre than an
hour ago, and he looked all right,”

said arry  Wharton, very much
puzzlad. )

“I say, you fellows, he's hurt his
ankle,” said Billy Bunter. “He's
crockad |

“How do you know?" .

“PBecause he told me 0,7  said
Bunter. *“He made me help him to
his study when he came in. Frightful
temper he was in, too—glared at me
like a tiger.”

“ Fathead I

“(h, really, Wharton——" !

“There 1s 100 much chattgring at this
table,” said Mr. Quelch severely, and
the Removites were silent and devoted
themselves to their dinner,

THE TWELFTH CHAPTER.
Escape [
CE}H?I{‘:T NINETEEN opened the
door of Mr. Gilmore's study.
That study, and all 1t con-
tainied, was at the mercy of the
fugitive from Blackmoor, But apart
from one or two articles hanging on
pegs, there was nothing there in the
way of the change of clothing that the
convict required. He had to find Mr.
Gilmore's rooms and ‘whilé the school
were asserabled at dinner was his oppor-
tunity.

Hiz manner wag guite casual as he
passed up the staircase.
more’s bed-room would be somewheras
upstairs, he krew; but where to look
for it, in the almost endless number of
rooms in the great building, he did not
know. While the school was at dinner,
there was not likely to be any Grey-
friars man 'about; but he knew that at
overy step he might run into some
servants on houschold dubies; and he
was well aware of the surprise and
comment that would be eaused, if he
was scen entering the wrong room. He
had no choice but to take his chance,
and he was a8 wary as a cab, Fortune
favoured the desperate man. He
opened door after door, taking the
risk of the rooms being occupled; a
slight risk at that bhour of the day.
And the sight of & travelling-bag, with
the initials “E.G.” in white letters on
the brown leather, told him when he
had reached the room he sought.

Ho shut the door after him, breath-
inf quickly.

t was possible, for all he knew, that
there might be some other master at
Greyfriars with the same imitials as
Eric . Gilmore; but & few minutes
oxamination of the room placed the
matter beyond doubt.

He was in Mr. Gilmore's room; and
Mr. Gilmore's belongings were at s

dis l.
lf-e lost no time.

Having locked the door, his first pro-
ceeding was to take the wash he needed
go badly, and which made him look
even more exactly like tle always
cleanly and well-groomed Form-master.

The leather suit-case was locked; but
Mr. Gilmore's bunch of kéys was in
hiz possession. He unlocked the hag,

snd selecting the articles that bhe
wanted, packed it for & journey.
From Mr. Gilmore's wardrobe, he
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That Mr. Gil-

picked a roomy travelling-coat, a
mulffler, and a loose-fitting travelling.
cap and donned them,

He surveyed the result in a mirror,
and nodded with satisfaction.

The cold, windy day was a sufficient
reason for turning up the thick collar
of the coat, and placing the muffler
under it. With the coat.collar and the
muffler, and the loose cap pulled well
down, his dark hair was whelly con-
cealed from view. That was the one
point upon which he had to be ex-
tremeély careful in his impersonation of
the Second Form-master.

Any Greyfriars man who had seen
him at that moment, could not have
doubted that he was Erie Gilmore,
dressed for a journey—though certainly
any Greylriars man would have been
surprised at seeing. him preparing for
a journey at that particular time—Win-
gate most of all, as the Greyirnars cap-

tain was counting upon Mr. Gilmore
for the first eleven -match.
The convigt's plans were fully

In Mr. Gilmore's desk,
in the study, a brief search had dis-
covered the Form-master’s passport,
and other private papers, as well as o
sum of money—not a large sum, but
sufficient for immediate needs, at least.

‘All that the convict had now to do
was to walk out of Greviriars, and get
to the railway station; and take the
train for Dover.

Ho hoped to pet . elear
achool was still at ‘dinner.

No doubt the sudden departure of
Mr. Gilmore, without a word of warn-
ing even to the headmaster, would
cause great surprise.

That he could pot help.

Cool and resolute as he was, he
shrank from an interview with the
Head; but he had written a note—in
an exact imitation of Mr. Gilmores
handwriting—to give to the porter as
he left, for delivery to Dr. Locke.

That note explained to the Head that
he had received a telephove call con-
cerning a telative who was dangerously
ill, ang begged the Head to excuse him
for hus Eluﬂg.‘fen departure.

True, the Head was not likely to
excuse & Form-master who rushed away
without apprising him of his intention,
and asking leave. The Head 'wuuhl
very naturally think that Mre. Gilmore
might have found time, a few minutes
at least., to speak to him before he de-
patted from greyfriars so very abruptly
But if the Head was incensed, it was
at least impossible that he should even
dream of the cause of the Second Form
master’s strange actiom, and that was
all the convict cared about.

He quitted the room at last, and went
down the stairs with his bag in his
hand. ; : .

Fortune was still his friend. Dinner
was not yvet over; he had not wasted a
second. He met no one but Trotter on
hiz way, and Trotter gave him a second
glance. Trotter, no doubt, was sur-
prised to see a master who was too un-
well to come in te dinner, going out
dressed evidently for a journey. Con-
vick No. 18 caught his pglance. He
stnpﬁnd. ;

“Kindly take my bag to the porter's
lﬁd%, my boy,” he said.

“ Yessir !

thought out.

while tho

Trotter took the suitcase.

He left the House with Conviet No.
19, and in a few minutes they reached
Gosling's lodge.

William (gﬁs.ling blinked from his
doorway at the man he supposed to be
Elr. Gilmore, and touched his ancient
at.

Trotter put down the bag.

said Conviet No. 19,

Convict No. 19 tipped the page half-a-

crown that belonged to Mr. Gilmore,
and Trotter went back to the House,
utterly uhsnspicious.

“I am called away very suddenly,”

! onvict “A relative 1s
dangerously ill, and I have to cateh the
first train. Please hand this note to
the headmaster.”

“Yessir!” said Gosling.

He eyed Conviet No. 19 rather euri-
ﬂ!_.lsiﬁ. Waring’s voice was very liko
his_half-brother’s but there was a slight
difference.  The difference struck

ing, but nothing like the reason
fnﬂ it occurred to his mind.

Please delivor the note as soon as
you can,” added Waring,

* Certainly, sir!”

The convict picked up the bag.

Excuse me, sir?”

"WEII. !Jl:

¥ | ] you're in a ‘urry, sir, p'raps
you'd like me tor ring for a taxi, sir,”
ﬂuEgust:Eﬂ Gosling.

onvict No. 18 would have liked it
but he did not want to remain & moment
longer within the precincts of Grey-
friars than he could help,

"Thank you; I shall not need it,” he
sald. “I have time to catch my train.”

And he walked away, suitcase in
hand.

Gosling stared after him.

A man who was in such a hurry to
leave, that he wrote & note for the
HgnJ instead of expending = few
minutes in seeing that gentleman, and
yet who had time to walk to the sta-
tion instead of taking a taxi, rather
perplexed William Gesling.

Conviet No. 19 was wnﬁ aware that
he left the school-perter perplexed. But
it could not be helped. He dared not
interview the Head; but had he left
without & word at all, the sudden dis-
appearance of the Second Form master
would have caused alarm and inquiry;
5o the note had to be left. Perplexed
or not, Gosling was certainly not
likely to guess the cauze of the Form-
master’s odd actions.

The escaping man stepped out of
the old gateway, his cyes sgirlcling, his
heart beating, es hc breathed the air
of freedom, The way was clear now;
the way to Dover, and the Channel boat,
and freedom in a foreign land.

To the hapless man, shut up
and gagged, in the cold stone eell
tha Cloisters, ho gave not
thought.

Later, when all was safe, he would
send word, somehow, that the prisoner
of the monk’s cell might be found while
he yet lived, and that not so much for
the young master’s own sake as for his
own neck’s safety. But for the moment
Conviet No. 19 was thinking only of
himself and his escape, and fm had no
remorse or pity to waste on the man
whom he had left a helpless, freezing

risoner, and whose name and property

o had taken. George Waring had
never given much theught to others in
his best days, and he had not learmed
better in the convict gang at Blackmoor.

Freol

He strode wmlong the fresty road,
breathing in the keen, wintry air, his
eyes dancing., Free! For the first time
since hiz escape from Blackmeor, for
the first time during the weary weeks
of dndging‘. hiding, and famishing, his
heart beat high with hope. Had his
half-brother consented to help a fugitive
from justice to escape, the convict would
have taken his chance of seizing a boat
in Pogg Bay, and would have trusted
himself to the winds and waves of the
Channel. He was glad now that his
hali-brother had refused. He was going
now, under botter conditions—going as

bound
undey
a single
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Conviet No. 19 stripped off Mr. Gilmore's clothes, discarded his own at}ire, and d
clothes. His own dusty and muddy garments he placed on the unconscious master,

ihe convict’s resemblance to Mr. Gilmore was almost exact.

a welldees:ed {raveller, with a passport
and monev in his pocket, and private
papers that would vprove, if necessary,
that he was 2 Form master at a well-
known public school,

Hea could not have made the attempt
under bolter suspiees.  He was  plad
that Iiric Gilmore had refused to help
lam, sinee 16 had turned out that he
had boen able 1o help himself so much
more cffeeiively,

Fortuna still favoured him. An
cuply taxi, returning from Friardale,
passed him on the road. Ho hailed it
and directed the chauffenr to drive him
{o Courtheld Junetion.

Ten wninutes later he was taking his
ticket for Dover. The czpress was due
i five minutes more,

Convict Noo 19 walked on the plat-
form.

A train hod come in fron Redelyfic
auel a crowd of fellows—sentor schoolboys
—had alighted from it. Convict No.
19 was unaware that they were the
fectballers [rom Redelyffe, who wero
te play Greyirviars First that afterncon
—the mateh in which Erie Gilmore was
fo have figured. e glanced caraléssty
ub the eheery crowd, bought a paper at
n hookstall, and set down, with the
paper held up to seveen his face while
lie waited for the express,

The train thundered in,

Carclessly the eonviet strollod across
the platform and took his seat in a first-
class carringoe.

Doors slammned along the train, the
engine zereamed, the express rolled out
of the station. Behind his newspaper,
in a4 corncr seat, Convict Mo, 189 smled,

THE THIRTEENTH CHAPTER.
A Mpysterious Disappearance !

ARRY WHARTON & CO.
H came out cheerily into the
frosty air of the guad. The

chums of the Remeove were in
cheery spirits that afterncon. It was &
half-holiday. They had nothing to worry
about till evening prep, and they were
going to sce a first-class football mateh
—which was the neoxt best thing to play-
ing footer themselves. Ouly, it was
doubtful now whether they would ses
Mr. Gilmore i‘.-!uﬁﬂg for - the First
Eloven, as they had expected. If he was
too unwell to appear at dinuer lie was
not likely to be well cnough to play foot-
ball that afternoon. The same thought
had ovidently ocenrred to Wingate of
the SixtH, for the juniors saw lim in
consultation with Gwynne and some
other senmiors, with a rather perturbed
expression on his face,

The Greyiriars caplam wonb into the
House at last, from which it was easy
to guess that ho was going to ask Mr,
Gilmore wheither hiz nawe was to be
taken off the lisk

“0Old Wingate's a it worried,” Bely
Cherey remarked. “He's going (o lose
his best man for the mateh™

“Cilmore’s name 15 siill in the list,®™
said Frank Nogent. “* 1 looked. If he's
not fit it's rather odd tliat he hasn't
told Wingate to look for a new man.
It's heing left rather late.”

“YWoll, he can’t be fit if Le's huré his
ankle, ax Bunter said,” remarked
Harry Wharton, "“and he cortainly
duln't come in o tifin. Quelchy s.ked
Wingate to take his place to watch the
Second feed.™

| L
ressed himsell quickly In the master’s

And when he had finished changing,
(See Chapter 11).)

“Ho ought to have told Wingate
before this,” prunted Johnony Bull,

“Tha oughtiuiness is  torrifie,’
observed Hurree Jamset Ram  Singh.
“Dut perhaps the esteemed (Gilmore s

f,'mwm absent-minded, like the excel-
ent and ridieulous Mr. Wiggins.” _
“1 fancy he may be thinking about

something else,” said Wharton, in a
low voice. “Ho was fit enough this
morning  when saw  him in  the
Cloisters, just before tiffin, Something
may have happened——"

He broke off. ]

“What 1" asked Bohb, with a :lare,

Wharton did not answer.

What Dicky Nugent had told in Study
Na. 1 had not been repeated by Whar-
ton and Nugent, even to the Co. The
fact that Mre. Gilmore's half-brother was
a convick was no husiness of thoirs, and
they had said nething. It was a topie
apon which too little could not be said.

But it was in Wharten's mind that
Mr. Gilmore had been in the Cloisters
after classes that morning for the samo
reason that the captain of the Remove
himsolf had gone there—with a  sus-
picion that the raid on the tuckshop
was the work of & desperate [ugitive
hiding in some nook of the old school

Wharton had no donbt whatever thas
Mr. Gilmora had intended to cxphore
the monk’s ¢cell under the ringed stoms
Ifo had folt guite certain on that poimi.

Had the Second Form master foumd
the convict, his half-brother, hiddes
there, such a discovery might have had
a very disturbing cffect on him, And f
lix had, sa Buuter stated, hurt his ankle,
it was likely epnough that he had

The Macsxr Lisgany.—No. 1,041,
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received that hurt in exploring the
recesses under the Cloisters.

Wharton could not help wondering
whether Mr.. Gilmore had, in fact,
found the hunted man hiding in the
precinets of Greyfriars, and what he had
dong if hoe had made such a discovery.
Wingate of the Sixth came out of the
House with a perplexed expression on
his face, and called to the group of
jusiors.

“¥ou kids seen Mr. Gilmore?"

“Wot since tifin, Wingate," answored
the captain of the RBemovo. " He was in
hizs study when Trotter went there”

HHe's not there new,” said Wingate.
#It's jolly odd?™ )

“May have gone to his room, if he's
not well,"" suggested Nugent.

“I've been to his room, and he's not
there, either. Nobody seems to know
where he is,”" grunted Wingate,

And he went back into the House,
gnnoyed and perplexed.

“1 say, you fellows—"

“Hallo, ballo, hallo! Where's Gil-
more, Bunter? ;

“Eh? How should I know where he
ia?" domanded Bunter, blinking at Bob
Cherry. ;

““Don’t you know everything that
doesn't concern you ¥

“0Oh, really, Cherry——"

“Hallo, hallo, hallo, Dicky!” bawled

Cherry, as Nugent minor passed,
with Gatty and Myers of the Second.
“Whers's your Form master 1"

Dicky Nugent stared round.

“PBother him ! he answered. 1 don™
know where he 15, and care less. T only
hope he's sacked!™

“¥You chesky young ass!" i

“Thank goodness we've done with
him till prep this evening,” said Gatty.
“What the thump do you fellows want
him for®"

“Wingate wants him; and he seems
to have done the vanishing trick,” an-
swered Bob.

“Let's hope he's vanished for good,
then, like a giddy Boojum!” chuckled
Nugent minor. And the fags grinned
and went on their way.

“I gay, you fellows—"

“Run away and F[u:.', Bunter!"

“T faney I can tell vou what's become
of Gilmore,” grinned Bunter.

“"Cough it up, then”

Bunter gave a fat wink.

“Tolted " he said.

“Bolied 1" repeated Dob.

“"Yes; that's my idea. He was hound
to bolt sooner or later, you know, being
an cscaped conviet—'

“You footling ass!”
Cherry. -

“1 can jolly well tell you that he
looked fairly flabbergasted when he
caught my eye on him, just before
tiffin.” said Bunter. “I gave him a look,
vou know.”

“Well, if you gave him a look, that
was enough to make him feel queer!™
admitted Bob, “He hasn't been here
long encugh to get used to your
features! They're an sequired taste !

“VYou silly chump!” hooted Bunter.
“T tell you T met him face to face, and
gave him a look, and—"

“And that did it!" chuckled Beb.
“Befter not let Wingate know that
you've crocked his best man!™

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“You frabjous shrieked
Bunier,

Wilhham George Bunter was willing
to believe that he bad scared My, Gil-
more or anyone else with his command-
ing eve, bnt he was not willing to
adxit that his features had done it

5till, even Bunter's face, though it
might make a man ill, conldn’t make
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roared Bob

ass 1"

him disappear into space!” said Bolbs
“Where is he?"

“The wherefulness is terrific I

“It's votten, leaving Wingate hangi
up like this ' said Johony Bull, EL:?
clvffe will be here soon! A  football
skipper wants to know whether a man’s
going to play or not ™ _

“It's jolly queer!” gaid Nugent.
" Let's' look for him, and find him before
old Wingate begins to tear his hair ¥

“1 say, you fellows, he's bolted !™

“ Fathead !

“You should have scen the glare he
gave me,” said Bunter—"like a tiger!
If you'd zeen it, you'd have known that
he was the conviet! Absolutely mur-
derous, you know 1"

“You burbling ass, dey up ™

“Well, I know what I know!” de-
clared the Owl of the Remove. DMy
belief is that Gilmere has taken the
alarm and hooked it! You'll i::rll’:.' well
find that I'm right, vou fellows!"

And it really bepan to look as if
William " George Bunter was right, for
Eric Gilmore was not to be [ound.
Fellows of all Forms, much puzzled by
his failure to appear, were looking for
him, and asking one another whether
they had scen him. Nobody seemed to
have seen him; and Trotter, who could
have given information, was below
stairs, and no one, of course, thougpht
of asking Trotter, or Gosling for that
matter; for no one but Billy Bunter

" fancied for a moment that Mr. Gilmore

had gone out of gates.

Wingate called at all the masters’
studies, with the idea that Mr. Gilmore
might have dropped in for a chat with
a colleague and forgotten the football
mateh, Bub Me Gilmore wasz not in
any of the studies, and none of the
masters had seen him,

The Greviriars captain
puzzled.

He went to the changing-room, where
most of the eleven had gathered by that
time to change for the match,

“Mr. Gilmore's not here!” he asked,
as he came 1n.

was utterly

" No,” answered Loder of the Sixth.

“Can't you find him?" demanded
Gwynne,

Wingate shook s head,

“No; can't imagine what's become of
him. He ean't have gone out and for-
gotten all about the match,”

" Impossible ! said Walker.

“It's a giddy mystery!” szaid the
Greyiriars ecaplain. “I can't under-
stand Mr. éilmnm acting in this
fashion ! I thought he was keen on the
mateh,™

“He was keen on it,"” said Gwynne.
“If he's changed his mind, he ought
jolly well to have said so 1"

“It’s not like him to leave us in the
Turch hike this!"” said the worried cap-
tatn of Greyfriars. ™I can't make 1t
out! BStill, it seems to be clear that
he's not fit, as he couldn’t come in to
tiffin. We shall have to play without
him.”

That was the only possible decision,
ns it was close on time for the game
now. Blundell of the Fifth was put on
in Mr. Gilmore's place—so thero was
one Greviriars man, at least, who was
not dizappointed by the strange absence
of Eric (Filmore. The Redelvffe men
arrived, and the first eleven went down
to the field; and even at the last
moment Wingate cast a hopeful glanece

-round in the hope of sccing the tall

But he saw

figure of Erie Gilmore.
the footballers

nothing of him. and
went into the field.

THE FOURTEENTH CHAPTER.
What Wharton Suspected !

ABRBRY WHARTON watched the
ball kicked off, with a thought-

The
of the Remove waoas

ful frown on his brow.
captain
thinking hard.
He was thinking of Mr. Gilmore.
The game was beginning now, and
the Becond Form master was not in
the ranks of the first eleven. That Mr
Gilmore was keen on [ootball, that ks
was glad to play for the Sixth, all Grey-
friars  konew. His absence, aftor
arranging to play in the match, was
mysterious and inexplicable, and all
the more so because it was unexplained,
That he had forgotten the match and
gone out was impossible; that he had
gone without taking the trouble to tell
Wingate not to count on him was
extremely unlikely.

Mest of the fellows, puzzled as they
were, simply gave the matter up. No
doubt Mr. Gilmore would have some
explanation to give when he did turn
up again; and that he would not turn
up zgain at all was an idea not likely
to cross any mind.

But Wharton was thinking—anxiously.

His comrades, though disappoicted so

far as watching Mr, Gilmore's play was
concerned, had settled down to see the
match through; with or without Erie
Gilmore, it was & game well worth
watching.  The ;iamh]nm of Eric’ Gil-
more's inexplicable conduct they dis-
missed from their minds as an insoluble
problem which, after all, did not con-
cern them personally. But Harry
Wharton could not dismiss it from his
mind, knowing as he did more than the
other fellows knew.

“You men keen on secing this
through?" the captain of the Hemove
asked abruptly.

“Yes, rather!™ said Bob Cherry.
“It's & good game! Look at old Win-
gate making the fur fly t"

“I'd rather you chaps came with me,”
said Wharton.

*“ Eh—lost your interest in Soccer all
of a sudden?” asked Johony Bull.
“Why not see it out ?”

something  else.

“I'm thinking of
you fellows, come along!™

Lock here,
said Harry. “It's about Gilmore !

“Blow Gilmore!" said Johnny Bull,
rather crossly. “I've always Lhought
well of the man, but he's done a dirty
tlricla; in letting Wingate down like
this !"

“ He may not have been able to help
it,"" said Wharton, in a low veice.

*“What rot !

Frank Nugent looked curiously at hiz
chinm.

“What have you got in vour noddle
now, Harry ?"" he asked.

“I'I teli yvou if you'll come out of
the crowd.”

"Right-ho!" said Frank al once,

“Blest if I ecan make you oub
Wharton !” said Jobhnny Bull, *“Ne
good leoking for Gilmore now; it's too
late for him to play even if you found
him! And he's not to bo found !V

“He muszt be somewhere,™

“Well, -let him stay somewhere if he
chooses! What does it matter to us?
He could show up if he liked, I
suppoas !

“ Possibly net.™

“"Iaot's Ft.-t out of thi=!" said Bob
Cherry, - " Wharton's gpot something in
his little brain-hox, though I'mi blest
if I knaw what! You (don™ think the
man may have had an  accident,
Harvy #”

“I think it’'s possible.™

#0h, my hat! Let's gpo!®

———r— i
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The Famous Five pushed a way out
of the thick throng gathered round Big

dide. Almost all Grevfriars had turned
up there to see the Redclyfie match,

The guadrangle was almost deserted,
and the Cloisters, whither the captain
of the Remove laed his chums, totally
deserted, In blank wonder the Co. fol-
lowed him there.

“Look here, what's this game?" de-
manded Johnny Bull. * You're jolly
mysieriouz, Wharton, and I can’t make
head or tail of it!"™

“The head or tailfulness is not tet-
vific ! remarked Hurree Bingh.

“I'm going to tell vou fellows some-
ihing 1 ﬁawn‘t mentioned so far,” said
Harry. " Nugent knows, but it was not
our business to rvepeat it IU's a rathey
heastly thing about Mr. Gilmore.

“The mystery deepens ! grinned Bob

Cherry. “Go it " :
Wharton quietly related, in o few
words, the strange tale Diecky Nugent

had teld in Study Neo. 1. Johnny Bnll
and Hurree Jamset Ram Singh listencd
In amazement,

Bob Cherry gave an expressive whistle
when the captain of the Remove had
hinished.

“This beats it ! he said. " I--I sup-

ose that cheeky fag wasn't pulling your
eg, was hai”

“I'm sure not,” =aid Harry.

“Quite sure!” added Nugent, with
amphasis,

*That would account for the likeness,™
agid Bob., “We knew from the convict's
description that there was & likeness,
though I never believed 1t was so elose
as Bunter fancied., [ put it down to the
fat duffer being as blind &s an owl,”

“His half-brather!” zaid Johnny Bull.
“A convict! Pretly rotten for a Groy-
Iriars master *

“Of course, it's to be kept dark,’ said
Wharton hastily. “Even Dicky has
serise cnough not to talk about it, Ile
only told his brother and me.”

“Wum's the word of course,” saild
Bob. “I wouldn't like to =ay anything
to hurt Mr. Gilinore; he's a decent sort,
though he has let Wingate down to-
dﬂ._?.“

“Y shouldn't have told even you fel-
lows,” went on Wharton, “only for =

d reagon. Mr. Grimes believes that
the ecscaped convict headed for Gerey-
friers, to get help from Mr. Gilmore,
I'm ahsolutely certain that the man has
heen here. As soon as I knew that ho
was Mr. Gilmore's half-brother, that
was certaifi. It was not Mr. Gilmore
that I saw in the Cloisters that time,
when I was }l}‘uzzlc{i by his dodging
away; that Skinner and Bnoop saw.
That's why Mr. Gilmore never reported
them for gambling.”

“Phow I

“Then thera's that raid on the tuck-
shop,” went on Harry, " We fook it
for pranted that it was Bunter——"

“1t was Dunter!” said Johnny Bull.

“Or his minor,” said Beob. “The
Second all believo that it weas Sammy

Bunter. One of the two, anyhow.”
“The convict has been here,” said
Harry. “If he is still hanging about, it

may have been the conviet. He would
bin badly in want of {ood.”

“Great pip!"

“1 came along here this morning to
look round,” went on Wharton, I
found Mr. Gilmore here. He asked
me about the ringed stone. e made it
plain that he wanted o to go, and I
went—and I was guite sure that ho
meant to look into the old monk's ecll
after I was gone "’

“Why on earth?" asked Dob.

“Becavse L think he suspected what I
maspected—ihat Conviet No, 19 was

. HORACE COKER IN THE LIMELIGHT!

Coker falls foul o g
the prefects! :

Coker falls foul of
his Form-master!

Coker falls foul of}
the Fifth Form! |

Coker falls foul of
Harry Wharton & Co.
of the Remove !

In short, the Duffer
of the Fifth is up to
his neck in trouble.

But Coker
. dismayed.

You fellows will
scream with laughter
when you read :—

“THE FELLOW
WHO WOULDN'T
BE CANED!"
By Frank Richards, Rh

which appears in next Satu
Order your copy
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good time, chums |

hiding somewhere about tha school, and
had raided the tuckshop on Monday
night for food.”

* Wharton's ehnms stared at hin,

“¥You think that Gilmore suspected
that ¥ ejaculated Johuny Bull

“*I do. I think that's the only rcason
why hoe believed Bammy Bunter's story
that ho picked up tho biseuits in tho
Cloisters. All tha Sceond thought him
a fool for believing it

“1 rather agreo with the Sceond.”

“Well, I think he's no fool; but he
had a reason the Second knew nothing
of, and I've told you the reason.”

“Hem! But if Gilmore went down
into the monk’s cell after you leit him
hare, he got out again, He was in his
study when he sent that message by
Trotier."” s

“1 know! But did he go down again
after tiffin 7" asked Harry., “That's
what's been worrying me !

“Why should het If he found the
place empty, ho wouldn't want to go
down again. If he found the conviet
ihera—it's not likely; but if he did—"
Bob Cherry paused. ;

“Tha man's hizs half-brother,” said
Wharten. * According to Dicky, he told
Inspector Grimes that he never would
help o tonvict to escape. DBut--but, the
man's hizs own blood—he may have
changed his mind., He may have taken
him foad=—or elothes—or—or simply gone
to urge him to clear off.”

“Wo bizney of ours,” said Johnny

-Bull. “That's a matter for Gilmore Lo

sottle with his own conscience.”

“¥Yes, yes; only he's not to be found !
sald Harry mpatiently., “Suppose
something's }mppmed to him—supposa
that desperate villain may have turncd
an him—suppose—-~"

"You're doing a lot of supposing,™
said Johnny Boll dvyly, " Mean to zay

that you think Gilmore may be in that
cell now, with the giddy conviet stand-
ing guard over him "

*That's what 1 [ear.”

“Oh, my hat! Not if he wes helping
the wan, anyhow.”

“But if he was ordering him to go—
perhaps threatening to call in the police
if he did not go——"

“Well, in that case. the DBlackmoor
johnny might give him besans, and sit
%n h}ija head to keep him guiet, But

“Well, what do you fellows think "
asked Harry., " I've brought you away
from the football match to tell you this
because I'm worried about what may
have happened to Mr. Gilmore. If he
went to the gell a second time the con-
viet may have attacked him, or he may
oven have stumbled and hurt himself
and been unable to get out, It's &
dengerous place. It's put ont of bounds
for that reason 7

“Now you're getting a bit more pro-
bable,” Erim:md Johnny Bull, I think
the convict 15 all piffle; but any man
might break a leg rooting about that
old den under the Cloisters, A fcllow
was hurt there once, falling down the
steps, I remoember.”

“My ecsteemed  thinkfulness,”  re-
marked Hurrea Singh, “is that the
excollent and cxecrable Gilmoro is pro-
bably in the library with a book, and
has Fﬂrgnl.tml tho foothall., DBut we may
as wellfully look into the cell as we are
hore, and as the ludicrous Wharton 1s
anxious, Whylully not?"

“That's s0,” said Bob. "It means a
caning if it comes out that we lifted
the ringed stone—the Head's frightfully
severetabout it since there was an accl-
dent thore. But we've been caned
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before and survived it,  Beaides, we're
not likely to be spotied.”

“TE we're spotted, Wharton can  tell
his convict story to the Head,” chuckled

Johony Bull. *The Beak may swallow

jt—perhaps ! To my mind, it's better
than DBunter's story on  the same
subject.” .

“0Oh, cheese it!” said Frank, s a

frown gathered on the brow of the cap-
tain of the Remove,

“Look here! I'm going to look into
the monk’s cell,” said Wharton, com-
ressing  his hHps. “Will you fellows
Eclp me lift the stone 7

TOF course ! sand Bob G}‘mrl‘]_:‘ hastily.
“After all,  you might be right., Let's
jolly well peep inte the place, anvhow.”

“The peepfulness is the proper caper,”
agreed ﬁ‘ill‘rﬂ'ﬂ' HSingh,

And, that point being settled—thongh
undoubtedly the Co. were in an cx-
tremel v sceptical mood—the juniors pre-
pared for the investigation of the
ancient cell under the Cloisters,

—

THE FIFTEENTH CHAPTER.
Foiled at the Finish !

HE Famous Five lost no time.

Wharton was anxious to verify

—or  otheryise—hiz  suspicion

that some harm had befallen Mr.

Gilmore in exploring the monk's cell,

which, to his mind, was the only ex-

planation of the Becond Form master's

strange disappearance. Tho other

follows were anxious to get back to the

football match. 8o all the five were
keen to get the matter over.

Lifting the stone was a heavy task
for a strong man, and guite bevond the
powers of the most hefty junior af Grey-
friars. Two juniors, in fact, would have
found it & hard task. But the five of
them found it fairly casv. DBob Cherry
fetchod a rope from the woodshed, and
it was knotted to the iron ring, and the
chums of the Remove grasped it to-
gether and pulled.  The broad dag
rolled on its side.

“'The darkfulness iz terrific!” rve-
marked Hurree Jamset Bam Singh, stur-
qu.in_tr:r the bleck opening,

‘And those old steps look a bit
rocky,” observed Nugont,

“MNo need to go down,” sald Johnny
Bull. “If Mr. Gilmore’'s there he can
say s0.” And J c-hnn}' shouted down into

the opening:s “Hallo! Anybody at-
homea " . 3 :
The rombling echoe of his  voice

answered from  the dark depths, but
thera was no other answer,
B”_“I"Tt.:bad:.' gt home!” grinned Jolnny

ikl

“I'm pgoing to see,™ said Harry
guietly. “I've got a box of matches
here, I'll go first. In fact, no necd for
more than one to go.” '

“Unless the jolly old conviet's there,”
grinned Bob Cherry, *If he's there,
and he's knocked a Form master on the
hiead, he may not stand on coremony
about & Remove man's napper. We'll
all come down.”

“And if the convict's there, T'll eat
him,” remarked Johnny Bull.

Evidently Johnny Bull doubted
whether Convict No. 19, of Blackmoor,
had ever been anywhere near Greyirviars
at all

“ Fathead ' answercd Wharton,

Harry Wharton stepped carcfully into
the opening. Heo struck a mateh, and
pecrod before him as ho wont, The ald
stone steps—many conturies old—wero
far from safe; broken away in places,
and decidedly uneasy to the tread. The
eaptain of the Remove did not relish his
task, but he did not hesitate.
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Teeling his  way cantiﬁnﬂ{, tosting
each step with lis foolt before he trusted
his weight te it. hc desconded | the
ancient steps, striking matches as  he
went, The air below was heavy, alfter
the keen wind of the Cloisters, but it
was faivly fresh.  The place was ven-
tilated. Black  darkness greeted
Wharton's exves, the matches flickering
eerily in the dense gloom. He reached
the stone floor of the cell at last, and
behind him his comrades came down,
one after another, treading softly and
carefully, The five juniors gathered in
the cell at last, staring about them in
the gploom. -

“ MNobody at home,” said Johnny Bull.
““And I think—- ©0Oh, my hat!
Wha-a-at's that ¥ Johnny Bull broke off
with a startled exclamation, as he
stumbled over something on the floor,

“Lreat Scatt "

“The conviet—— It's
Ar. Gilmore !

Harry Wharton & Co. gathered round
the hgure on the Hoor. A man, bound
hand and foot and ,ga.ggr,-:l, lav there,
his staving eyes looking up wildly at
them in the #icker of the mwatches,

For a moment they had supposed it
was thd conviet, ™ Wharton' recognised
the thick brown overcoat he had seen
on the man who resembled Mr.
Gilmore, on the occasion when the fugi-
tive had dodged him in the Cleisters.
But the next moment he know that it
was the Second Form master, The
man's head was bare, and his flaxcn hair
glimmered in the flickering light.

“Mr. Gilmore ! breathed Nugent.
~ Johnny Bull stared at the bound man
1w stupefaction. Not for o moment had
the hard-headed Johnny helieved that
there was anything in Wharton's sus-
picion that Mr. Gilmore had fallen foul
of the convict, hidden in that remote
recess,  He was guite staggered by the
overwhelming proof that Wharton had
hit on the exact bruth.

Bob

“Good  heavens!™  exclaimed
Cherry. " It's Mr. Gilmore, tied up!
Oh, my hat! Thoe—the conviet must
have been here, then”

“And may be here now!" ejaculated
Mugent. " Look out!”

“0h  erumbs! Look
fellows 1™

The possibility that the desperate man
was lurking in the shadows about them,
made the juniors draw togethér very
guickly. ut there was no sound aor
uwoverment in the cell. SBtriking matches,
they hurriedly explored the eell, and
found that it was vacant, except for
themselves and the bound man. The
conviet, if he had been thero-—as was
certain now-—was gone,

Bob Cherry opened his pocket-knife
and cut Mr. Gilmore loose, while
Wharten removed the gag from the
young master’s mouth.

They reised him to a sitling posture.
He was almost blue with cold, and his
tecth chinttered.

“We've got to get him out of this,”
said Harry. “He's nearly frozen.
Thank goodness we came!”

" Yoz, rather,” muttored Johnny Bull.
“Thank goodncss we did! You were
right, after all, old chap.” Johnny
shivered. “Why he must have heard
me’ shont, and couldn’t answer with his
mouth stuffed up.”

“My. bovs!™ gstommered Mre, Gilmore
through s numbed lips. “ My boys!
Heaven bless you for coming I

“It was Wharton, sir,” said Johnny
Bull. "I thought i1t was all rot, but as
it turns outs--."

“Was 1t thoe conviet, askod
MNugent.

Mr. (vilmove nodded.

HI=T shall be able to move in & few

Great pip!

oul, you

gl

dedgo, you have cortainly

minutes,” he said thicklv. *Wait till
then. Thank Heaven vou came!”

He was breathing hard, and chafing
his frozen hands, for some minutes, the
Juniors watching him in silence. The
colour came back into hLis cheeks and
the light into his ¢yes. He had been
through a terrible ordeal. In the old
stone ¢cll, the lurking conviet had been
ablp to move, to keep himself warn; but
the Iyn}ung' _master  had  laid bound,
unable to stir, on the cold stone floor,
and he was almost frozen. There was
little doubt that the Famous Five had
saved his lifo. It was not likely that Lo
would have survived tho terribile cold,
ha-.ﬁl. ho remained for days in the stone
Gl

“How did you know I wns here,
Wharton ¥ asked My, Gilmore, very
guictly, at last.

W!mrt.up colourad. Ife had not wished
to let Erip-Gilmore know, or suspect,
that he and his friends knew anything
of the young master's eenvict relative,
But there was no help for it now.

He explained, without moentioning
Dicky Nugent's name. Mr. Gilmore
listened without interrupting him,

“I understand,” he said.  “T desired
nothing to be known in the school of
my connection with that misereant: buat I
should be very ungrateful to complain
of that now, as, owing to vour know-
C ' saved 1y
life.™ -

“We shall say nothing, siv,” oxclaimed
Wharton .':mﬁtif:r. “ E'Efgmlt amdl 1 have
known for some time, and nevor men-
tioned it, and the fag T spoke of has
said nothing. Nuuﬁug will be said, sir,
if you do not wizh it.”

“Only that conviet will Lave to be
nailed,” said Johuny Buli,

Mr. Gilmore breathed hard.

“The matter of the couvict you may
leave in my handz” Le said. 7T shall
take carc tﬁat he doos not escape, after
what he has done. For the rest, I hope
you boys will say nothing.”

“Not a word, sir.”

I think I can wall now.” said M.
Gilmore; and the juniors helped him to
rise.

He leancd on the wall, panting.

P Have you seen auything of the man
since he left me hore, my bovs ™ nuked
the Sccond Form master. “ As vou sce,
he, toock my clothes, and Lis intention
was to steal my passpert and othoer
things he needed, and {o leave Grey
frianrs in my name—as miwe. 1 have heon
here since the time you saw me in the
Cloisters after morning class, Wharion.
Has the man—in my clothes "amd  my
name—hbeen seen since ¥

“0Oh, my hat! gasped Wharton.
“_Yﬁti't'ﬂ been here since before dinuver,
51 ¢

“Yoes, yes

“Then it was that man in yoir slndy,
who sent a message thut he was unwell,
and apuld not come fo dinner!™

Mr, Gilmmore gritted his teetl.

“No doubt 1t was he, taking advant-
age of his resemblance {o me. Is ho
still in the school

“1 think he must have elearved, =ie. Tt
was becanse you couldn’t be found for
the fArst cleven mateh that we looked
for you. I suppose he mngt have clearcd
off while all tho fellows wore at dinney,
as he hasn't been secn sinee, and can’y
be found.”

“Fortunately, T know where he 1y
gond, and a telephone messape io tho
Dover police will stop hin,” zaid M
Gilmore grimly. “He will not find my
passport 5o useful as he supposed.,  Any
man attempting to cross the Channel in
the name of Eric Gilmora will be
stopped and avrested, There is ample
time, thonks to youn, my boys 1a
cannot have reached Dover yell™
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Mr. Gilmore ascended the stone steps,
and the juniors followed him out of the
monks' cell,  The Form-master hurried
away at once to the House, while Harry
Wharton & Co. closed the ringed stone.

“May as well see the finish of the
match,” said Bob Chorry,

The Famons Five walked out of the
Cloisters, and headed for Big Side. Mr.
xilmose had already reached the Housc
and gone in, and they had no doubt
that he was taking prompt measures
for dealing with Convict No. 18,

“1 say, you fellows—="

"Hallo, hallo, hallo! old fat man!”

“1 say, I've settled it,” grinned
Billy Bunter., “You fellows fancied
that Gilimore hadn't bolted ! T told you
he had.”

“We did sort of fancy he hadn’t,”

chuckled Bob Cherry. And the Co.
leughed.

TWell, T've settled it now. He's
gone.”

“Ha, ha, ha!"

“T've asked Gosling!” announced
Billy Bunter triumphantly, “Gosling
knows! He says that Mr. Gilmore left
just after dinner, with a suit-case and
gave him o note for the Head. That
proves it, MNow who was night 1

"The Famous Five chortled, They had
no intention of informing William
(zeorge Bunter of the strange happen-
ings of that afternoon; which would
have been cquivalent to informing all
Groyfrars,

“T don't think Me. Gilmore's holted,
dear old porpoise,” said Bob, “You
S8 Eil';e.’ﬂ in the House now."

] g

“"And we were speaking to him neot
ten minutes apo.”

“I—I say, you fellows, if vou're pull-
illﬁ my leg—"

Mot at all, old fat man: Gilmore's
in the House, as large as life and twice
as natural. And from information
received, as the policcmen say,” con-
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tinued Bob, with 2 grin, “we think
that Convict No. 19 will be arrested
this afternoon—while Mr. Gilmore is
still here, old pippin! 8o you can put
that in your pipe and smoke it."

“Ha, ha, ha'”

And the Famous Five went on their
way to the foothall ground, leaving
Billy Bunter staring.

eanwhile, a pale and untidy Form-
master in a brown overcoat was inter-
viewing an astonished hoadmaster in
Dr. Locke's study. Gosling  had
recently delivered the note left with
him ; which addead to Dr. Locke’s amaze-
ment when the Second Form-master
almost burst in upon him. DBut a few
hurried words from My, Gilmore
apprised the Head of what had ‘halb
pened, and the telephone was guickly
at work—conveying information  to
Inspector Grimes, at Courtfield, which
got him to work in hot haste. )

While the frst-eleven match wasz still
being fought out on Dig Bide at Grey-
friars, Inspector Grimes was having the
busiest time of his life; telephoning,
telegraphing, and finally  tearing
across country Doverwards in a fast car,
And Billy Bunter had to admit that
Mr. Gilmore had not, after all, bolted,
when he saw the Second Form master
walking to tea, with Mr. Queleh, in
Masters' Common-room.

Harry Wharten & Co., and 3 crowd
of other Greyfriars fellows, were cheer-
mg a Greviriars victory on Big Side, 1n
the very moments when a well-dressed
traveller, waiting for the Channel boat
at Dover, was being requested to show
his passport. That traveller showed
his passport with confidence—and was
undoubtedly surprised when, havin
shown it, he was immediately collared,
and found the handeuffs locked on his
wrists. And a little later, still with
the steel bracelets on, and fury in his
face, Conviet No. 19 had the pleasure
—or otherwise—of finding himself in

Boh Cherry feiched a rope from
the woodshed, and it was knotled
to the iron ring. Then, the chums
of the Remove grasped the rope,
and pulled together. The broad
flag rolled on iy side. (Ses
Chapter 15.)

the cheeni‘l company of Inspector
Grimes, whose cheery Ccompany Was
bestowed upon him till the gutes of

Blackmoor closed on him once again,

Why Ene Gilmore had missed the
first-eleven match, was never precisely
known. at Greyfriars, excepting to the
headmaster, and certain members of
the Remove.

He explained to Wingate that he had
been unaveidably prevented from join-
m% up, without going into details.

githor was the mystery of the raud
on the tuck-shop ever elucidated—in
public. Most of the Remove remained
convinced that it was Billy Bunter—
all the Second were certain that it was
Sammy. DBut all inquiry into the
matter was suddenly {Irujinlped,

Last—but not least—Billy Bunter had
to give up his weird belief that Mr.
Gilmore, the master of the Second, was
no other than the escaped conviet from
Blackmoor. Even Bunier could not,
with all hiz wonderful intellectual
powers, continue to believe so, when
he zaw the report in the “Daily Mail ™
of the apprehension of the escaped con-
vict, in the atfempt to eross the Channel
with a stolen passport. Conviet No, 18
boing safle again at Blackmoor, it was
clear, even to William George DBunter,
that the master of the Greyfriars
Second was not he—that young man
being still at the school in charge of
the Second Form—where he remained
for several wecks longer, till, to the
intense joy of Dicky Nugent & Co., Mr.
Twigg recovered sufficiently to return to
his duties, and Eric Gilmere departed
to take up an appointment in a distant
Dominion.

THE EKD.

(Den't miss next week's seréamingly
funn? story of the chums of Freyfriars,
entitled : " The Fellow Who Wouldrét Be
Caned ')
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MOTHER hour drageged by, and
cvening merged into night. In
spite of what Eric had learned
as to the fate of Beverley, he

was delermined to visk all on an
attempt at cscape that night. He knew
the buried plans were in an oiled silk
package and would take no harm in
the damp earth. But it was imperative
that he completed Bicchington's joeb at
the earliest possible moment and got
the plans to ll?madqnmrters in France.

The room was in black darkness when
ho toolk one of the blankets from his
bed and tore it carefully into !ung
strips. He knotted these together, an
the first half of his rope was made.

He was commencing on the second
blanket when he suddenly stiffencd,
Heavy feet wern appmachlﬂﬁ along the
corridor outside the room. He whipped
the torn hlanket under the bed as the
footsteps halted at his door, and he
arranged the other blanket on the bed
a3 neatly as he could in the darkness.

An electric light bulb, suspended
from the ceiling near the doorway,
flooded the room with light as a switch
was pressed somewhere outside in the
corridor. Then the door was unbolted
and thrown open.

A German sergeant stalked into the

room, f[ollowed by four soldiers with
fixed bayonets and rifles. THo was a
brutal-looking  feilow, with a thin-

lipped mouth and little pig-like eyes.
-He was somewhat short of stature, but
with a breadth of shouldor which sug-

gested enormous sirength. 1In the belt
which he wore was thrust & short-
handled whip with a leather thong,
knotted throughout its four feet of
length,

“Captain Eric Milvain!” he said
harshly. *'Yon will accompany me "

At a sharp command the guards fell
in around Eric, and ho left the room
in their midst - He had no idea where
he was hl:un% taken, but; after travers
mg screcel brilliantly-lit corridors, the
sergeant halied in front of a door and
knocked. He was bidden to enter, and
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led the way into’ a sparsely-furnished

room, prisoner and escort at his heels.

Eric caught his breath sharply, for
seated at a table was Dv, Kauterfauld.
There waz a gleam in the man's eyes
which caused the boy to fear the worst.
Behind the doctor’s chair stood two
German officers, rvigidly abt  attention.
Fric was marched forward to the table,
and unwaveringly he mel the blazing
oyes of Eaute-rﬁmld.

“Ho," the laiter's volce was shaking
with passion, “you thought wvou had
deceived me, you cursed hound !

“What do you mean?" snapped Eric.

“1 mean this,” snarled Dr. Kauter-
fauld, and he picked up a sheaf of
papers from the table in front of him.
“Wea have discovered the identity of
vour peasent {riend, Theso papers—
his papers—are false. Their duplicates
do not exist in any of our bureaus.
That peasant was the cursed spy, and
ou know it, Now "—and he leancd

orward across the table—"where are
the plapns?®"

Erie remeined silent. Tt was idle to
deny  Birchinglon's identity, idle 1o
hedgo any longer.

“%‘icm are ithe

lang, wyou dogi™
repeated I{&ut{rrl'*ﬂnmidlf|

‘Where you'll never find them!” re-
torted Eric.

ST will igf:ive yolu ona more chance to
answor ! you answer vou will live.
I pledge you my word on that. If vou
refuze you die! The plans are in
Germany, that we know. There is no
one who cowld lave got them across
the frontier, except the spy, and he did
not reach the frontier. No great harm
will bo done even if the plans are lost,
provided they are lost in this country.
But we want them, and in ¢xchange for
the information the spy gave vou, we
will give you your life!™

Eric stood silenk, his head erect. Dr.
Kauterfauld lcast to his feet and
crashed his clenchad fist on ihe table.

“Donper  und  blitzen, will you
answer " he shouted.

N I will not!"
doggedly.

The doctor’s hands clanched and un-
clenched. He licked hiz bloodless lips

veplied Eric

It takex o Lit of nerve and skIN to brealk ont of a CGerman prison, but young Eric Milvain
But just wchen he is congratulating himself on his escape, Fale hands kine oud a scurey

Additional interest attaches
to this story in that the
author was a British pilot
during the Great War, and
was taken prisoner by the
Germans.—Ed.

with the tip' of his tongue, and there

was murder in his eyes,

“"You—you mean that?” he de-
manded thickly.

“"Yes, I do.”

“Then you will be shot at dawn!
Shot for the cursed dog of a stubborn
Englander t(hat you are! Sergeant

Schloss, take thiz man to his room and
parade a firing-party in the square
behind the hotel fifteen minutes bhefore
dawn. You, hullermann * — Dr.
Kauterfauld wheeled on the officor on
his right—"will take charge of the
party ! If the dog wishes to speak at
the last, then bring him to me "

The doctor made o gesture of dis-
missal, and the sergeant touched Rric
on the arm. As the boy left the room
with his guards he had a vision of
Kauterfauld standing by the table,
glaring after him, his face pale with
passion, his thin lips twitching.

Back in his room, Eric knew that Le
had little time 1o waste. He had
realised that the discovery of Birch-
ington’s identity had fo come sooner or
later, and Kauterfauld had worked
rapidly,  As the Beorvet Secrviee chicf
sald, the plans were tolerably safe from
Allied eyes as long as they lay hidden
in German. But even now, maybe, a
search was being made in the clump of
bushes, and, no matter what it cost,
Eric was determined to get to the spot
&5 so0n as possible.

The light in his
switched off, for light shows through
white-washed windows, and Karlsruhe
was nob free from the atfentions of the
British bombing machines. 8o far
therse had been no night raid, but—
Anyway, the Verteidigungausschuss,
who were responsiblo for the defenece of
the city, were extremely ezealous, and
took no unnecessary visks.

Tearing up the remaining blanket,
Eric knotted it into a makeshift rope,
and tied it to the othcr which he hacl
hidden beneath the bed:  Then, inch
by incit, he moved the bedstoad
towards the window, He got it jainmed
up against ithe wall without interrup-
;llm::. then wenl to work with foverish

aste,

room  lad beoen
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Tving the rope-end to the bedreail, ho
ulled on it with ail his strength. The
Ennts showed no signs of giving, but
the material with which the blankets
were made had given him little conii-
dence that it would bear his weight,
However, i1t was that or nothing.

The window-sill wasz a few feet [rom
the floor, and nearly a [oot in breadth.
He clambered on to it, the slack of the
improvised rope in his hands. He stood
thus for a few moments, listening with
straiming ears,

From the street below came the whir
-of an ocecasional passing car and the
rumble of a heavy lorry. Subdued,
maybe it camie from the end of the
street, sounded the faink clang of &
tram-bell. Dut these sounds only im-

mged subconsciously on Eric's hear-
ing. What he was acutely conscious of
was the I.nm%), tramp, tramp! of
heavily-booted feet on the pavement
below the window.

The tramp, tramp,
fainter. A  halt, then
tramp, tramp! returned.
pacing of the armned sentry.

Eric waited till he had judged
approximately the moment when the
man was almost at his farthest distance
from the window. Then, taking a deep
breath, his hands gripping tightly on
the rope, he threw his ‘I.ﬁlﬂ!ﬂ- weight
against the glass and erashed backwards
through the window,

tramp! grow
the tramp,
It was the

The Silent House !

IMULTANEQUSLY  with the
breaking of the window there
camo & startled shout from the

darkness below. Eric felt himself
droppiog; then, with a jerk which
nearly wrenched lis arms from their
sockets, the rope took his weight.

He knew at most that he had only o
few feet to drop now, and, releasing his
hold, fell heavily full on the shoulders
of one of the sentrics. The fellow
crashed to the pavement, with Erie
sprawled on top of him. His riflo, with
its long, saw.edged bayonet, clattered
away into the darkness.

Bunning, heavily-booted feet were
approaching, Bomeone shouted hoarsely,
and a rifle cracked, then another, ‘and
another, all around the outside walls of
the Gasthof.

It was the alarm signal.

The sentry upon whom Erie liad
fallen seemed bereft of wind and wits,
He clutched zpasmodically at the boy's
tunic; but Erie wrenched lnmsell free,
and, as shadowy forms loomed up out of
the darkness, he clambered to his fect
and set off vunning up ithe unlighted
street.

“Halt " roared a voice.

But Eric kept on, running as he had
never run before.

Crack! Crack!

Two shots rang out in rvapid sueces-
sion, and a bullet whined past Erie's
head., A whistle trilled shrilly some.
whore in front of him. He doubled
across the road, conscious of the feet
which pounded in pursuit. At that
hour of the night the strect was practic-
wlly deserted. His eyes wore growing
accustomed to the darkness, but his
breath was t:.t:}r.r'li:ng i1 greal !nhnurihg

usts, and he knew that he was all bt

anda.

The street in which the Gasthof stoad
waz ono of largoe residential houses.
Eric had noted this as he was marched
down it earliar in the day. The houses
stood some little distance back from tha
road, and wera fronted by small pavden=s
and shrubberics.

At the pate of one of theze stond two

men, Lheir cgar-ends glowing in the
darkurss, Eric was upon them almost
before he realised that they were there.
Due of them started forward, and the
next instant Eric's hat tock him full on
the jaw, sending him reeling against the
iront raihings. His companion rapped
out an oath of astonishment and rage,
but it was no time for nice measures,
and, droepping his head, Eric charged
him full 1n the centre of his white
evening-dress waistcoat.

The fellow doubled up, gasping. then
Eric was past, running with all his
energies summoned into one final spurt.
The black shadow of an open garden
gate loomed up alongside of him. He
slipped into it, felt Ins feet on lurk,
then, dropping on all-fours, wormed his
way into the thick of a shrubbery, where
ha lay holding his breath.

His pursuers pounded past oulside the
gabes, their wvoices coming to hin,
guttural and distinet. He lay dﬂgﬁﬂ
and inevt, and minutes passed before he
allowed himself the luxnry of muscular
relaxation, Then suddenly he tensed
ggain. A stealthy footstep had sounded
by the gate. Te his straining cars came
the low whispering of voices.

“In one of these gardens, sergeant!
I am sure of it 1™

“I know he did not run far, for hLis
footsteps seemed to stop abruptly.”

Eric clenched lus fists. It was those
two fellows who had been standing
smoking in cvening-dress. He was sure
of it, for even in the low, mufled tones
there sounded a certain refinement.
They scemaed io have a sergeant with
them. and ne doubt one or two men,

"We will search all the gardens.
have men stationed at both ends of the
strect.  He must not escape. He a5
wanted.”

Eric made a shrewd guess as to the
identity of the last speaker. Tt was
Sergoant  Schloss, of the Gasthof.
Cantions footsteps and a rustle of bushes
gave token that the men were advancing
warily into the garden.

Simultancously Erie commenced to
erawl away. Tho prospect of escape
BT ht}[ﬂ?if‘ﬁﬁ, but FErie was doter-
mined Lo oevade capture if it was
humanly possible.

Moving noisclessly, bhe came to the
edge of the shrubbery. In frout of lum
was the dark shadow of a house, its
windows unlighted save lor one on the
ground floor. And this latter was
heavily envtained, only chinks of light
filtering through at the sidos

In a erouching posture, Fric crept
round towards the back of the house.
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THE STORY 30 FAR.
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o nede Mgk erplogive, the invendion of Professer
Milraen, Fric'es fother, and he delermines o
Bave hix rerenge on the young Englishman.
Eric is laken to Kurlsruhe en route lo the prison
ramp aft Landshiut and locked in a room on the
Jirst Toor of the CGaathof, an unfiniaked holzl wveed
Jor the leaporary Rousing of prisencre-of-war.
Hig g thovght noir ix of gaoape,

Dehind him all was silent, but he knew
that the front garden still held his
pursuers. Groping, feeling his way for-
ward, hiz hands touched the wooden
sides of an outhouse., Investipation
proved that it was aboubt six feet in
height, with a gentle, sloping roof
which backed on to the wall adjoiving
the next garden.

MNothing could be belter suited for
Eric's purpose. He decided to lio
doggo on the roof, and if the search
became at all hot he could drop down
inte the next garden and thus gain =
few precious minutes,

Quietly he hoisted himself up and
sprawled full-length on the roof. Half
an hour dragged its weary length, and
nothing stirraﬁ. He presumed that the
searchers must have withdrawn,: but
the risk was too great for him yet to
make o move,

What he wondered at was why the
search of the garden had been carried
out so surreptitiously, * Why had tha
immates of the house not been warned
that an escaped prisoner-of-war was
probably lurking somewhere in the
grounds? The search might have been
carried on quietly in order that the
fugitiva should be taken unawares, but
somehow the way in which it lmd been
done seemed like carrying caution to
the point of imbegility.

Howaver, Eric had something more to
think of than the mentality of the
Boche, He was in a parlous plight
even if he got away from the garden.
His unform was that of a British Air
Force Officer, and would condemn him
at once should he be seen when daylight
LRI,

It was his intention to travel by night
and lie up by day, but first he had to
get out of the city. A chanpge of cloth-
ing was essentinl, Lying on the roof of
the outhouse, his eves dwelt on the black
bulk of the housc & few yards away. In
there, somewhere, would be (.'-]ﬂﬂ.'lin%—
German clothing of some kind., It did
not seern a house overburdened with
servanis or inmates. Save for that
lighted room on the front of -the ground
floor, the rest of the building was mn
darkness,

Desperate straits require desperato
remedies, and Eric decided there and
then to make his way into the house and
ondeavour to effect a change of garb,

Cautiously he slid from the reof, and,
dropping to the ground, stood listen-
ing. All was silent. Quietly ha crept.
iowards the house, and, feeling his way
along the wall, came to what seemed to
Lbe a small scullery window. To his
delight, it was open a fow inches from
the bottom. Slowly, the fraction of an
inch at & time, he raised the sash. Five
minutes later he had clambered through
and was standing on the bare stonc
Aoor of a small kitchen,

He had no matehes, but if he had he

ddared mot have shown a light, He
found the door and groped his wey
along a corridor. It was the bed-rooms

e wanted, for in the bed-rooms, if
anywhere, would be the clothes which
he so greatly needed.

He emerged into a large enlrance-
hall, dimly it by a shaded eclectrie
bulb suspended from the high coiling.
A widn staircase led upwards, From
under the door shone o chink of light,
and Eric guessed that it was thd door
of the lighted room which he had seen
from the shrubbery.

The silence was  deathly, uncarthly.
Nothing stirred: not & sountd came to
break the stillness.  Yet thore was
forced in on Eric the subconscieus
knowledge that ha was not alene.
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Releasing his hold of the rope, Eric fell heavily on the shoulders

of the sentry.
clattering away into the darkness.

The fellow erashed to the pavement, his rifle

{See page 25.)

There was someone near at hand, some-

one watching him. i

With an  impatient shrug of his
shoulders he sttempted to throw off the
feeling, but it persisted. Glancing cau-
tiously wound, he commenced to mount
the stairéase. Progress was easy here,
for it was carpeted with heavy pile
that deadened all sound. ;

He raached the first fAcor without
mishap. The door of a bed-room stood
ajar, Hickering, dancing shadows being
oast on the walls and ceilings by a fire
which glowed and erackled in the
prate.  One glance inside -the room
ngsurcd Erig that it was deserted, and
next  instant he was across  the
threshold, the door being shut behind

hir. PEES

A large wardrobe stood in  one
cornar, angd, investigating itz contents,
Erio m:rﬁ' a good array of civilian
and military  elothes. Almost at

random he selected m jacket, waistcoat,
and trousers, and, divesting himeelf of
his tunic, proceeded to dgn them.

He worked with feverish rapidity, for
he wanted to get away, to get clear of
‘this house of silence and mystery. His
tunic and discarded clothing he rolled

into a ball and thrust them unde¥ tha .

bed. Hed time permitted he would
hava burnt them.

Ho turned to survey himself as best
he could in the mirror of the wardrobe,
tha. gole illumination being -the fire-
light. The clothes he wore were roomy,
but fitted tolerably well.

Ah, a hat! Yes, he must have a
hat. He fished a8 groy Homburg out
of the wardrobe and pulled it well down
over his eyes. Them he started. He
was certain he had heard a stair
creak. No, a falsa alarm. He turned
for & final survey of himself. He was,
to all appearances, a somewhat ghoddy
civiliun, 3

Well, he had got in all right and
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found what he wanied. All thai re.
mained was to get out. A thought
struck him, and he picked up the poker
from the fender. It might be necessary
to fight his way out of the house,

He moved to the door and ecautiously
apoened ik, The same unearthly =tillness
brooded over all, Boftly he crossed the
landing and mmmenﬂﬂc{ to descend the
stairs. He was half-way down. when
there came the sharp click of an elee-
tric light switch, The eéntrance-hall
and staircase was flooded with light
from o clustar of electric bulbs.

HStanding at the foot of the stairs, a
drawn automatic in his hand, was the
tall, sparse figure of Dr. Kauterfauld.

“Btand quite still!" said the doctor
harshly, *One move and you arc a
dead man!”

The Whip !

b ES, I also have.you covered !
i A voice, sharp and metallie,
spoke from the head of the
stairoase.  The fellow, who-
over he was, must have been lurking
there in the shadows when Eric pagsed.
Twe men, obviously menscrvants,
were standing in the hallway watching
the scene uneasily.

“Pirop  that ker and put  vour
hands up!” ordered Dr. Kauterfauld
harshly.

*And if T refuse?” : ;

Eric was playing for time, secking
gaome way out of tho impasse.

“You will not refuse! I shall count
three and then fire!™

There was a moment of inlenso
silence. 8o still stood the three chief
actors that the whole thing had somo
semblance of a dramatic tableau,

I:':}nﬂ ‘!!J

The word fell harshly from the lips
of Dr. Eauterfauld. Eric did not move,

%1

but the fingers which were holding the
poker tightened convulsively.

“Two "

Eric teused, throwing his whole
weight on his toes.

“Thr— A-a-ah!™

The word ended in & scream of rago
and pain, for, with it, Eriec had

whipped into action. The poker, hurled
with unerring aim, took Dr, Kaunter-
fauld full in the face. He recled back-
wards, his automatic exploding "as it
fell from his hand, In two bounds Erie
was down the stzirs. The menservants
rushed at him, A revolver barked at

the top of the staircase and a voice
shouted angrily:

“ Back—back, you fools! Leave him
to me !"

The men hesitated, undecided whether

to -obey that ringing voice or hurl
themselves upon this intruder. Erie
had & vision of a grey-clad German

officer rushing down the etairs, then,
hitting out right and left at the two
menservants, he dashed along the corri-
dor into the passageway which led to
the small kitchen, where he had found
an ontry to the house,

He found the door, wrenched at the
handle, then his heart sank, for the
door was locked.  He turned at bay to
faco the squat barrel of the German
officer’s revolver.

“Your hands, put them up,
schweinhund !V rapped the man.

Fric's hands cropt slowly above his
head, He was cornered, and knew that
resistance would brin instant death.
Had he been armed there might havo
been a different tale to tell.

At & word from the German officer
the menservants grasped Eric, and.
with & gun at his head, he was marched
back along the corrider to the ligh
room which he had first seen from theé
shrubbery.

It was a large room, well furmished,
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In the céntre of tlic fidor stood a table. motive for cscaping. Such a motive flash his mood changed. “Look, you
littered with papers. DBy thig table as obtaining the plans, for instance. devil, you careless pig!” he roared.

stood Doctor Kauterfauld, wiping his
lips with a blood-stained handkerchiel.
Across his sallow face ran an ugly weal,
where the poker lind left its mark.

Stepping . forward, he reached out a
hand: and tore the Homburg hat- from
Fric's-bead. For a moment he stood,
staring - in _inereculous -astonishment.

"You?" he snarled; “How do you
come to be here*™

“You had better ask them _af tho
Gni-t;lmﬂ“ .retoried Erie. *They'll tell
youl*

Doctor Kauterfauld glared  at him,
his . little deep-set eyes blazing  with
passion,

“The moment you éntered this house
h{' the rear window, we Were aware
of your presence!” he sparled. ° But,
vorfluchen und blut, I did not think it
wias you I :

He wheeled to the telephone, and
within a minute was speaking to the
commandante of the Gasthof,

“The English prisoner--escaped an
hour aga? Yes, I know he did. He 13
here. Why was I not informed? This
will cost f.'mi your rank, Von Elm. You
thought be would be recaptured beforo
morning? Pah! You cursed. fool, I
will break yon for this! Send Schloss
with an escorl—yes, at onee!™

He put down the recciver and seated
himself at the table. Erie understood
now why Sergeant Schless had con-
ducted the search of this particular
arden with such discretion. It was
tho last thing™ that the sergeant had
wished Doctor Kauterfauld to hear,
that the Englander hzd escaped. Iiric
knew that every effort would be made
to capture him before the chief of the
Secret Service was informed thet he
was missing. 1t would have been
decidedly more convenient for Schloss
to ha.vc‘rmnpturcd Eric and conveyed
him quietly back to -the Gasthof, no
ane being much the wiser about the
affair, Doctor Kaunterfanld least of all.

Tentatively, the doctor Fngered the
weal on his face, his eyes fixed on Erie
in & sombre gaze. For a long minute
he did not speak, and when he did his
vowe was cold and emotionless.

“Why did you attempt to escape,
Erie Milvain ? he asked.

Fric shrugged hiz shoulders.

‘It was that or a firing party for mo
at dawn,” he replied.

“And you feared that firing party—
yog T

Eric glanced at the man sharply. The
question had been asked in an almost
casual tone, but the very easualness of
it aroused the bov's suspicions. He was
certain that the doctor was sounding
him, as to whether he had any other

“Tt is not pleaszant to die!” he re-
plied, ;

“And so you attempted to cscapefl
It was ill luck for you that you entered
this house.” .

“Yes,” replied Eric bitterly, “ when
you were in 1t!”

Dr. Kauterfauld smiled mirthlessly.

“But 1 was not in it,” he repled.
“Unfortunately for you, you were not
awarc that every house on this side of
the street has been taken over by the
military. I stay here whilst I am
Karlsthue, and for certain reasons—my
personnl safety is one—certain  houses
are connected to cach other by under-
ground passages which were built pri-
marily for refuge from the bombs of
vour air squadrons. Hauptmann Von
Radel "—he indicated the German
ollicer who was standing erect by the
table—" sent word t{o me, three doors
away, that & stranger was in this house.
I came to invesiigaie. You could never
have escaped, for the house i3 sur-
rounded ! :

“DBut nme one saw e come In," re-
torted Eric.

“Wa have alarms fxcd, because—"
The speaker shrugged his shoulders.
“Well, that has nothing to do with
you!” :

“You'fe not in fear of assassination
by ome of your own countrymen, are
vou T inguired Eric quietly.

With an oath, I}r. Kanterfauld leapt
to his feet, hiz face livid.

“Yhat do you mean, you Jdeg?” he
scrcamed. 1 will have you fogged for
such insolence, you impertment whelp!”

He broke off, almost choking with
passion, but Eric had read an alfirma-
tive to the question he had asked the
man.

There came a heavy knock aon the

front door, and Von Radel =poke
crisply : i

“The escort, sic!”

“Then admit them!” snarled the
other.

Von Radel saluted smartly and left
the room. In a minute he was back,

Iﬁer eant Schloss and the escort at his
1eels,

“8Bo, Schloss. you lost your prisoner,
the Englander, and I have found him !

Thore was a cutting note in Dr.
Kauterfauld’s voice.

Sergeant Schloss saluted, & flush on
his heavy countenance, and something
approaching fear in his eyes,

“The prisoner escaped, sir. Wa did
not think 1t necessary to trouble you
till 1t was certain that he had won
clear from the city, sir,” he replied,

“Did you not, Bchloss? IMd you not,
now * zaid the doctor softly; then in a

" Look at my face and—" _

He. leant forward and, snatching the
W 11§l the sergeant carried in his belt,
he brought the knotted thong whistling
through the air.

Thwack ! -

It wrapl!l'lﬂ-d itself cruelly round the
face of Schloss. Like maﬁm a red weal
sprang into being, but Schloss stood stitf
as & ramrod, his attitude one of graven
nnwmobility. Ah, what discipline was
there—discipline cngendered of the rule
of blood and iron!

“That will teach you, you dogl”
snapped the doctor, and he turned
stowly to Erie.

His lips curled into a smile.so bleak,
g0 utterly lacking in mirths; that it was
but a grimace. Slowly, deliberately he
ran thoe thong through his hngers.

“Eric Milvain,” he said m?tly, “* what
you did to me I am about to do to you.
But the mark I will leave you will
carry to your grave years hence—were
you- to live, Mg score against you 13 &
heavy one, and now some payment I
will take I

He leapt forward, the thong of the
whip whistling through the air.

TEE two men holding Eric ducked to
avoid the hiting thong. It took Eric full
BCTOSS f?ﬂhamh‘ an shiil.lidﬂra“ Thﬁ

of the thin ave him a strengt
wf':ic.g was almost gegmrk. He wrenclfud
himsclf from their grasp and, leapin
forward, endeavoured to grapple wit
De Kauterfauld,

But Schloss whipped into action. He
throst out & boeoted foot and, as Eric
stumbled, ewung a fist az hard as iron.
Eric reeled, striving desperately to
regain his balanee. But Bchloss was on
him again. A eavage smash on the
temple sent Eric down, half-dazed and

-phﬁaiuﬂ.ﬂy sick.

e was dimly aware of Dr. Kauter-
out an order, then rough

im and he was dragged to
his feet,

“Take him away!” ordered the
doctor. “Bchloss, bid your escort wait
with the prisoner outside! I wish to
speak to you!"

For a moment his eyes met Eric's, and
there was a certain amusoment in their
depths. Half-dazed though Eric was,
the look in the doctor’s eves puzzled
him. An angry, swearing Kauterfauld
he could have understood. Even an 1oy
Kauterfauld. But the man seemed, in
that moment, almost humanly genial,
and Eric wondered why.

(Have you ever réad a mord thrilling
warn than this, chumeid Why, of course
you haven't. But il's only a taste of
whet's o come, Just watlch out for nexd

fauld ra}:r]:-ing,:l
hands seized
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accessorics illustrated in the for the B.D.YV. Gift gﬁﬂk worth 5 c:;;up-nn;., It £oLians 19‘; sptt‘:nd!d Elh'&

Tr Bool.
aine. Bool; Post Coupons to GODFREY PHILLIPS Lid GCilt Dent. Mog), 54, White Lion Street,

il 51X LENGTHS RAIL B D v

{straight or curved)
B0 coupons

SINGLE ARM
A SISMAL
B0 ecoupons

PAIR OF POINTS
{Rsor L. turphout)

‘124 -coupons {3 A R EYT T E 5
Sl Wit v e iust like hand made”
e 10 for 6d., 20 for 113d. Plain or Cork Tips
A e I
W14l ALL GIFTS POST FREE (il 2 i .
[ i

NN 28-1-28



