


THE FIRST CHAPTER.
Consolation !

L HICK ' gaid Bob Cherry.
It was thick!
Indeed, IMurree Jamset Ram
Singh remarked that the
thickfulness was terrific.

Bob was looking from the window of
Study Ne. 1 in the Remove at
Greyiriars,

Generally there was quite an extensive
view from that window—part of the
quadrangle and the old elms, the school
buildings, and the playing fields in the
distance, Now all that Bob could sce
waa an ocean of grey mist.

The November fop had descended on
Gr{:jrli’!:iura School, wrapping it as if in
4 patl.

ven in the Form-rooms that morning
it had been dim and musty, and the
highta had had to be turned on. And
sinca class it had thickened. And it was
a hali-holiday. That was the worst of it.

Fog during classes did not matter so
much, but fog—thick fog—on a half-
holiday was tho limit !

Even Bob Cherry did not think of
football that afterncon. Ho did not
even propose a walk abroad. For once
the open spacez did not appeal to the
most strenuon: member of the Greyfriars
Hemove.

The Famous Five had gathered in
Study No. 1. ‘Wharten and Nugent,
the owners of the study., were roasting
chestnuts at the fire; Hurree Jamset
Ram 8ingh reclined in the armchair;
Johnny Bull, lying full lengrth on the
study table, restmg on his elbows,
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“Heliday Annual ™; Bob Cherry stared

frem the window, hupm?r to son a sign
e
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of the fog lifting. But he saw no such
sIgM.
“It's beastly 1" he remarked,

“The beastliness is -preposterous,”
agreed the dusky nabob in the armchair.

*Looks like footbali—TI don't think !
grunted Bol. ;

Ho turned from the windew.

“Must do something.” he remarked.
;"-:.’tiu;tr.’ abont a rag on Coker of the
Ll | 14

“0Oh, bother Coker of the Fifth 1" zaid

Wharton., “If we'ro going to yag an
. : . Y-
body, we'll rag Lods. of the Sixtl.™
Bob's face brightened.

“Jolly good idea!” he said, “Lot's!”

“Fathead " =aid Frank Nugoent.
“Loder will be indoors on a day like
this. Can we walk along to his study
and say ‘ Please we've come here to vap
you, Loder® ™

Bob chuckled

“Well, hardly " he agreed. * But—"

“Yow-ow-ow-0w-ow "' came from the
Remove passage. It was o sound of woe,

“Hallo, hallo, halla! That’s Bunter 1"
said Bob. “Bounds as if he's boeen
tlamaged.”

“"¥Yow-ow-ow! Ow! Wow!

Billy Bunter's dulect volea was raised
in anguish. That unmusical sound came
nearer to the open doorway of Study
No. 1. Bunter wa= coming along from
the Remove staircaze,

A fat figure slopped at the doorway;
a Tat face and a big pair of spoctacles
blinked in.

*Wow I" said Bunler. “Wow! Ow ™
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He wrigglod. “Yow.ow.ow! I say, you
fellows—— Yow-ow-ow-ow-ow [**

“Go it!" said Bob encouragingly.
“You're frightfully entertaining, Bun-
ter. St up nnd? wateh, you men;
Bunter’s come along (o give o perform-
unce,”

‘““Ha, ha, ha!"

“Beast ! proancd DRunter. 0wl
Waow ! I say, yvou fellows, I'm hurt! I
say, I've got o fearful pamm! 'That
beast Loder—— Wow 1

“0h, Lodor!” =aid Harry Wharton,
turning rovnd from the fre. For onco
Eilly Bunter's wowing and yowing
elizited sympathy in Study Neo. L
CGenerally, Bunter asked for all he re-
ceived—and more. But since Gerald
Loder bad become head prefect and
1:::]111::_1:11 of Gireyfriars fellows continu-
ally received what they had not asked
for. Loder ruled with a rod of irom.

Billy Bunter rolled into the study.

He sat down on the ncarest chair.
After nogotiating Lhe Remove stoirease
Buntor wanted to sit dewn and rost.
Bunter could do with o lot of rost. Ilo
E{ul a lot of weiglt to earcy about with

i,

On this oreasion, howaver, Bunter did
not enjoy repo:e. Having sat down, he
jumped up again instantly like a jack.
in-the-hox,

TOw ! he yelped., © Wow 1M

“Ha, ha, ha ¥

Evidently  Banter's  dealings wiith
Loder of the Sixih had caused him io
feel a pain when he sat down., For anee
Bunter proeferred to stand.

“Ow! Blessed if T see anyihing to
cackle at! proancd the Owl of e

without permlzsion atrictiy forbldden.)
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Remove, 1 say, vou fellows, Loder's
given me six! Wow "

“What fori" asked Bob.

“ Nothing 1V

“You alwavs
gronted Jobhnny
the “ Holiday Anpual.™

et it for nothing!”
ull, looking up from
“When Quelch

was hore he used to eane you for
nothing. Now wo've got Woose he
ives you lines for nothing. If o pre-

ect whops vou it's always for nothing.
If a fellow kicks you out of his study
it's for nothing.  What's the nothing
this time 7

“ Deast 17

Dilly Bunter leansd on the study table
and groancd. Whether he had got that
gix for nothing, or for something,
ﬁi.lhlenil_v it hurt. Hix from Loder always

urt.

“I sav, vou fellows, I never did any-
thing—really and truly ! said the fat
0wl of the Bemove. “How could &
fellow help bumping into s fellow in
the fogi"

“In the fog " repeated Dob,

“I'd been across to the tuckshop,”
groaned Bunter. “Mauly lent me hali-
a-crown. Fle's nob 80 moan &5 Some
fellows—""

“1 heard yvon in BMauleverer's study
when I came down the passage,” re-
marked Bob. “8o Mauly tipped you
half-a-crown to got chut "of you? I'd
have booted you out ™

“Oh, really, Cherry ! Mauly lent me
half-a-crown off a postal order I'm ex-
pecting. Well, T went across to the
school shopn. I ran into Loder as I was
comin gli—— Ow! Wowl How
could I help it?” groaned Bunter. * It's
as thick as soup in the quad. I never
saw Loder till I barged wmto him. [e
never saw me. Owl Wow! Yow-ow!
I was half an hour or more getting back
from the sheop to the House—proping
about, you know. Blessed if 1 know
how 1 pot back at all; it's got thicker
since I went across. Loder was coming
out of the House, when I— Wow I

Bunter groancd deeply.

“I didn't really run intg him; he ran
inte me,”’ he resumed. " Banged right
into a fellow ! Ie fell over on the steps.
I think he knocked his elbow; I heord
him say somcthing about bhis funny-
bone——"

“Ha, ha, hat"

“Then e grabbed me,"' groaned
Bunter. “He made me bend over the
stepand gave me six. Wow | I can tell
vou he laid it onl Yow-ow-ow!l I say,
E}ﬁu follows, I've got a fearful painl

w i

Bob Cherry's ayes glistened.

“Loder's out in the quad, then? he

asked,
“Owl Yes! Wow! I say—-"
“Phe chestnuts oare  done,'’  said

Wugent, turning a glowing face {rom
the fire.

“Never mind the chestnuts I said Beb
Cherry briskly, “You hear what Bun-
ter says? Loder's out in the quad—in
this fog!| Leoder's whopped ﬂquL‘Il'llJ‘l.'ﬂ
m%n for nothing ! Come on "

aby etrode aeross to the door, catch-
ing up & fives bat as he went.

‘TIold on!" exclaimed Harry Whar-
tor. “ My dear man, who's going to
find anybady in that pea zsoap outside?
ILiI-:F ,lu:r::-l-:i:ng for o needlo in a bundle of
way.'

#0ome on!”  Bob marched out of
the study.

“Look here—-"

Bob was gone.

“Oh, come on!" &aid Harry resion-
edly, and lLe follawed Bob Chorry, and
his comrades fallowed him.

Billy Bunter was left alone in tho
study.

But Bunter was no longer groaning.

Bunter had spotted the chesinuls.
Dunter liked baked chestnutz,  And
Dunter was hungrye. It was more thao
an hour sinee dinner, se Bunler, of
course, was very hungry indeed.

No doult Banter felt that one good
turn  deserved another.  The Famous
Five wore going to attend to Loder for
him, &o ho attended to the chestnuts
for the Famons Five.

Anvhow, ho attended to them ! There
was a sound of munching, champing,
and gobbling in Stody Na. 1. Billy
Buntor forgot that licking from Loder.
He had found consolation.

THE SECOND CHAPTER.
Looking [or Loder!

L OLD on, fathead t®

H Mo timo to lose Y

“Hold on!® Harry

Wharton eanght Ilob by the

arm at the foot of the stairs and

dmﬁmd him to & halt. “This way—"
gt 'limt’s not the way out!”

“ Fathead ! .

The eaptain of the Remove, holding
on to Bob's arm, led the way in tho
direction of the Form-rooms—deserted
on & hali-holiday,  The rest of the Co.
followod on.

" Look here, wo're losing time if we're
going to cateh Loder in the fog!”
objected Bob Cherry, as thoy entered
the Form-room passaze.

With all sorts of powers in his
hands, Gerald Loder is ready
to streteh them to the utmost
in his feaud against Harry
Wharton & Co., of the Remeve.
As a Dictator, he puts the
veriest tyrant in the shade !

B LS L. e p— —
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“We're not going out by the door,
ass, for everybody in the House te know
that wea went out after Loder, fathead !
anid Harey. “Wo've got to keep this
dark. Do you want to be up before
Prout®"”

'* Nunno [¥

“Then dry vp and come on 1"

“Bafe enough to dx‘gp from the Form-
room window !™ said Nugent, " We can
et back the same way, and nohady the
wiger, We've got to keep 1t Jolly dark
t,]mt.lwa"vﬂ beon out of the HHounze at
all--1f we get Loder.”

“Yes, rather 1

“The ratherfulness iz terrific.”

“Buppose  Woose has  locked
I'orm-room door——" said Bob.

“He generally forgets™

Tha Remove Form Room was found
unlocked. Mr. Woose, who was in Mr.
Quelch's place as master of the Remove
this term, was an absent-iminded liktle
gentleman, and could be relied upon to
forget most things.

The Famous Five entered the Form.
room. Harry Wharfon, the last o
anter, g‘la:wf back along the passage,
to make suro that they were unobserved.

It was very nccessary to keep that
little game a secret. Whopping Loder
in the fog was quite an attractive ides.
But the consequences were terrific 1f dis-
covery followed, Notlung short of tha
“sack " would ba deemed adeguate as
a punishment for whepping a Sixth
Form prefect. The fact that Gerald
Loder deserved it o dozen times” over
would not count in favour of tle

whoppers.,

the

3

“Ok, my hat!™ breathed Wharton, as
a little gentlemran in glassos camo round
the cornor of the paseago at o distanee,

He dodged into the Form-room and
closed the door. o was in fime to
escape observation from Mr, Woose,
bt the new master of the Remove was
coming up the passage,

Quiet !” breathed Wharlon.

*What——"

“"Ware beaks ™

“0Oh, my hat!"

Mr, Woose™s footstops were andibla
outside. There was no time to get out
of the window before he arrived, and
thera could be no doubt that he was
com i to t}:ﬁljbifl-m-;uozn,

o 15 112" Dhreathed Bob.

“The Squeaker !

“(Fat into cover [

Fortunately the fog ountside made the
Vorm-ropm very dim and dusky, The
Famous Five trod on tiptee beltind tho
desks and erouched down there.

Thoy were hardly in cover nof the
desks when the Form-room dogy apencil
again, and Mr. Woose came in.

The crouching junicrs were as still as
mice,  If Woose saw them there L
would certainly want to know why, And
delay meant that they would lose the
chanee of ecatching the bully of Grey-
friarvs in the foggy quad,

The new master of the Remove
crossed to Mr, Queleh’s desk. He did
not even glance in the direction of the
boys" desks.

M zoodness gracious!™  They heard
his high-pitched voice which had earncd
him the nickname of the “Squeaker
in the Remove, * 1t doos not secm ta
be here! Yot I must have laid the
book somewhero! Now, I wonder wihore
I laid that hook? gadness gracious
ma

The hidden juniors prinned.
Evidently Mr. Woose's absentaninded.
ness had supervened. He had come to
the VForm-room to look for o mislaid
book. As likely as not he had it in his
pocket all tho time.

Mr. Woose fumbled ever the desk.
Then he stepped away from it, and the
juniors beard his squeak again.

. I did not leave it here! It is not
o my  study ! Where in_ goodiness
gracious’ name i3 that book? I

remember I had it in my hand when I
stopped to speak to Mr, Prout in the
passage! Now, was that before or after
class

Woose cudgelled his absent-minded
brains.

“It was after class ™ they heard Lim
squeak again.  “Then the book eannot
be here as I did not come back to the
Form-reom after class.  Poasibly 1
slipped it into my pocket while I was
speaking to Mr. Prout! Yes goodness
gracious, I remember now that
slipped it inte my pocket! I wander if
it I8 still there! Goodness gracious
mﬁ ..”

There was a_ rustling as Mr. Woose
went through his pockets. Then a sharp
clang as something metallic dropped on
tha Hoor.

“{roodness gracious! What is thai!
Oh, the key of the Formaroom! Bless
my soul! lyremernhﬁr now that T forgol
to lock the door!
book  in
gracious !

With the m1ssm“$ bosk—now found—
in one hand, Mr. Woose staoped to pick
up the key with the other. The Famous
Five suppre a chuckle. There was
something rather comic in this  per-
formance by the ebsent-minded Form-
master to an unseensaudionce.

Key in one hand, book in tho other,
the hitle gentleman trotfed ont of the
Form-room agein, 1 he door alased,
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Chek 1

“Oh, my Lat[” breathed Bob Cherry.
“He's locked us inl™ o

With the key actually in hrs hand,
even Mr, Woose did not forget to lock
the door of the Form-reom! He trotfed
away, little dreaming that he had left
Eve prisoners m the Remove-room,

The juniors rose out of cover. .

“Locked in ! said Johnny Bull, #1Wa
can get out—but we jolly well can't get
back this way.” .

“Can't be helped 1 said Bob, “ Let's
get going, at any rate! Loder won't
hang about in the fog wailting for us!”

A window was opencd, and one after
another the Famouws Mive dropped into
the fogp outside in the guad. harten
clozed the window,

The Famous Five were out of the
Iouse, unseen and undiscovered. Got-
ting back again aofter dealing with
Lodor presented a problem that had to
be solved later. Certainly they could
not walk in at the deoor afier such an

exioit.
For the moment, however that
problem  was shelved. A still more

difficult problem was to find Leder,

The fog was thick! Ii was rather
like peca-soup! .

They proped and stumbled their way
to the path that ran down to the gates.
Somewhere in that direction they hoped
1o spot Loder. The thickness of the fog
favoured the cnterprise so fay as avoid-
ing discovery was concerned. On the
other lhand, it made the enterprise ox-
ceedingly difficult, They could hardly
see one another, and they could see
nothing of anybody else.

“"Thick, and no mistake!™ breathed
Bob Cherry.

“The thickfulness is truly torrifie!”

“gniet ! whispered Wharton, “'The
brute may be only & yavrd away, and if
ha hears our volees—=2

“But where——"

“The whersfulness i u{ﬁrenaﬂemus-“

“Reop on ™ whispered Bob, * Loder
must be an ass to go out in weather
lika this! He ean’t be moving quick,
wivliow !  Ten to one he's groping
ahout, feeling his way ! Listen I

“Hark " breathed Nugent.. i

There was a sound in the clinging
fog—it came from the direction of the
House. It was g sound of irampling
fontzteps, ]

“Choet ' whispered Wharton again.
*We're between him and the gate! Line
up on the path and collar him as he
ecomes by, Sounds as if he's coming
straight for ns.2

Bol Cherry gripped the fives batb
hard! He was very keen to lay that
fives bai on Loder of the Sixth! Bob
had had many 8 “six ™ from Loder's
athplant, which had been kept very
lutsy sinee Loder had become captain
af Greviviavs Sehool, Now the fives bat
was going to get busy.

“He's  eoming ! breathed Johnny
Bull. "RBounds as if he's running i

Heavy foolsteps came trampling down
the foggy path. The five juniors stood
silent, with bated breath, waiting. The
cuciny  was runping  faicly  inte  the
avengers’ hands!

A dim, burly form loomed uwp and
crashed right into tho juniars }Ij,mfm'g
they were gquite aware of it. Watcehful
as they were, ithat sudden crash took
tliery  vather by surprize, and they
staggered right and left under it. But
ouly for a second. ‘Then their grasp
closed on the burly form on all sides,
awdd it was whirled over and brought
to the ground with a heavy concussion.
k Itiﬂh “herry was rveady with the fives

Al

Ilis arm rose and fell rapidly! The
fives bat was at werk 1n a split second
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mote with a scries of swipes as forcible
as any that had ever been delivered by
Gerald Loder's ashplant!

e T——

THE THIRD CHAPTER.
Unexpected !

ECIL REGINALD TEMPLE of
C the Fourth Form grinned.
::.P.Il serenc ! he whisperad.

Oh, rather!™ murmured
Dabney.
“{ome on !” muttered Fr]::.
Tomple, Dsabocey, and Fry stepped

(}uickly s,kmg the Sixth Form passage.
They stopped at the door of Loder's
studv, opened it, cnteved swiftly, and
shitt the door afler them,

Sofe inside the study they grinned at
one another.

All right for us,” murmured Temple.

“"Right as rain!” chuckled I‘ry.
“Sufe as houses!™

“{Jh, rather!®

Temple & Co. were {eeling bucked.
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Loder of the Sixth had gone ont, A
fellow would hardly have expected him
to go out in =such an afterncon. But
he had gone. They had seen him, in
hat and overcoat, with a stickk under his
urm, leave the House,

Cortainly the weather could net have
tempted him out for a walk, No doubt
he had an appeintment that afternoon,
and was keeping it, in spite of thao
weather.  Fellows who knew Loder's
manners and customz  might have
g;a.tﬂﬂﬁn:d that his appointment was at {he
Uross Koys or the Three Fizhers to play
billiards with some of the shady cnar-
acters there,

At all events, he was gone. The
IFourth Formers had zcen him start,
Now they were going Lo got busy in his
study.

From wnder his jacket Ceeil Reginaid
drew a large bottle of gum. é un-
covked it and let the gum stream out
nto the seat of Gerald Loder’s arm-
chair.

IMabney picked up Loder's inkpot, and
added t_gﬂ- contents to the gum. Fry

ralked out a shovelful of ashes from the
grato as his contribution. 1
This was only a beginning. Templs

& Co. were going to do a lot more yet.
“Those MHemove kids,” remarked

Temple, *think they're the only fellows
who can get back on Loder. Are they
—what "

“MNo fear !” grinned Fry.

“1 faney we can keep cur cnd up in
dealin’ with that rolten bully,” -aid
T'emple complacently.

“Oh, rather!” seid Dabney.

Gum was =till  streaming from
Temple’s bottle.  Heo chuckled as ho
watched it stream. Whoever sat in
that armchair waz likely to Bl ik
unpleasant,

LCeeil Reginald was feeling pleased
with himsclf.

Almost evervbody at Greyfrvizars was
up against Loder, the tyravt of the
school, Kyen the “beaks ” did not like
him, cxenpting Mr. Frout, the master
of the Fifth who thought a greac Jdeal
of ham. Unfortunetely Pront was now
temporary hcadmaster in Dr. locke'a
Blm:c, and Prout’s backing cnalded tho

ully of tha Sixth to carry on practic-
ally az he liked.

Tader had o special down on ilhie
heroes of the Remove. RBut all tho
other juniors felt the weight of lis
heavy hand.

Fellows of the Fourth and the Shell,
as well az the Remove, wore membors
of the Greyfriars Sccret Bocicty, who
called themselves the Seerct Seven, But
the Famous Five of the Hemove were
the leaders,

That did not quite please Templo sl
the HFourtl. Temple was of opuuon
that when it eame to handling Loder,
he was equal to any man at the joi.

Ilence the present raid on ILaodei’s
stdy.  That rand, and the success
thereof, was going to demonstrate 1o the
Remove, and the world generally, ihat
Cecil Repginald Temple knew how io
handle things.

Loder was safely out. There was
ample time on hand.  Temple & Co.
wore going to leave a surprise for nint
when he came back. Having watched
Loder go, they had no fear of being
caught 1 those dangerous quarters.

Tfue Inzt of the gum dripped [rom
the bottle. ‘The deep seat of Loder's
armchair swam in gum and ink, with a
mingling of ashes and soot.

Grinning, Temple & Co. turned from
it, lookt like Alexander of old for
fresh worlds to conquer. Then ell of a
sudden fthey cjacnlated *“Oh ! as the
study door opencd, and Loder of the
Sixth cama in.

They stood peirified, and stared &t
Loder.

He was still in his overcoat, and nad
his stick under his arm, and his hat in
his hand, which he threw on the table.

It was dim in the study, the window
cloaled with fog, and Loder, of course,
did not expect to sce anyone there. Lo
the moment ho did not observe the
Fourth Formers. He threw his stick on
the table beside the hat, and peeled off
hizs overcont. ‘Then he clazsped the
elbow of his left arm with lis righe
hand, rubbed it, and snarled. Appar-
ently that elbow was damaged.

Temple & Co. still stood petrified.
Why or had come back they could
not begin to guess. Obviously he had
started out fo go somewherse, Yok
within five minutes here he was back
again, No fellow could have foreseen
that—not Temple of the Fourth, at all
events.

“Ow 1" mumbled Loder, as he rubboed
hiz elbow, “"Wow! T'd better rab
some embrocation on it, I suppose.
Owl!l I wish I'd given that fat focl a



dozen now, instead of six! Ow!
whai—" .

Hiy eyes fell on the stertled, horrified,
torrified Fourth Formers. He stared st
them blankly.

In his surprise he forgoet for a moment

o pain in his I-:.lbnw, caused by the
sudden impaet with the stone steps of
the House, after his collision wi
Billy Bunter in the fog.

“What the thump are you doing in
my study ! he demanded.

“Oh!” gasped Temple.
were—"'

He broke off dismally. Loder’s cye
way on the cmpty gum bottle in his
hand. Loder's eye was beginning to

" Wo—are

leam.

“Oh!"™ he soid. "A rag—what?
You thought I was clear of the House,
gud vou came here—— What have you

een up to

“Oh ! gasped Fry. “Nothing!”

Loder slammed the door; then he

picked up hia cane. Temple & Co. ex-
changed dismal looks. Thoy wera * for
it.”  There was no doubt sbont that.
Cecil Reginald had not, after all,
handled this matter so efficiently as the
Remove men were wont to do. Ha
realised that,

“* Why—what—you—" Loder gasped,
a3 he came across the study, and stared
into the swimming scat of his chair.
“You young scoundrels! Bend over,
Templo I

Cecil Reginald bent over, and took
his six.

*“Bend aver, Fry !

2ix more !

“Bend over, Dabney !

Another sixl _

“And now,” said Loder grimly, "sit
in that chair, Temple.”

“Wha-a-t!"” stuttered Temple.

“Are you deaf?"

“I—I—1 say, Loder ! gasped Temple.

Tha dandy of the Fourth faicly
ghivered at the idea of sitting in gum
snd ink and soot and ashes in hus
beautiful trousers.

Temple's trousers, beautifully cut,
hmutiﬁllly creaged, waere a thing of
beauty and & joy for ever. They wers
likely to be neither, aftor he had sat in
the armchair prepared for Loder.

He gazed at the bully of the Sixth in
horror,

Hwish—swish !

The ashplant sang and rang round
those  beautiful trousers. Temple
hn‘gged and yalled.

it in that chair!” roared Loder.

“Oh gad!” groaned Temple.

There was no help for it.  Another
ewish of the cane helﬁed the unhappy
Cecil Reginald to make up his mina,
He sat in the chair.

There was a squishy, equashy sound
a5 he sat. Temple shoddered. Fry
end Dabney pazed at him in silence.
They felt that their own turn was
coming.

They wera right.

"ﬂYcu can get up, Temple,™ grinped

ar.

The hapless dendy of the Fourth rose
from his seat. Gum and ink dripped
from his trousers as he rose.

“RBit down, Fry!"

“JI—I say—— Yarooh !” roared Fry,
gs the cane swished neross his shoulders.

He sat down.

E%mah 1 )
“That will do,” szaid Loder. “You
gan get up. Your turn, Dabney ™

Fry vacated the chair, taking most of
the ink and gum that Temple had left.
Dabney sat down without waiting to bo
ewished.

“You ean get up” grinned Loder
“Now let's gea.” Ha locked into tho
chair when Dabney got out of it

EVERY SATURDAY

Why “You've mopped up most of that muck.

But there's still some left. Clean iv—
with your hankies!”

“I—1I sa

Swish !

£E “Tﬂw !.U

With deep feelings Temple & Co. took
out their handkerchiefs, Most of the
ink and gum was adhering to theit
trousers, soaking through, and feelin
most uncomfioriable. But there was still
some of the atmki stuff left in the chair,
and the three hapless japers rubhbod
and rubbed at it till it was cleaned off,
and their handkerchicfs were reduced to
Tags.

‘If there's a spot left,” said Loder
genially. “I'll give you six more al
round !*

There was not a spot left. Temp'a
took a dusier fo finish polishing the
leather seat of the chair.  When tha
task was finished Lodetr’s chair was
more thoroughly cleaned and polished
than it had been for wecks.

“Now,"” aaid Loder cheerily, “you can
cut. Take two hundred lines each, and
brmg them to me befora tes. et
emple, Dab F

emple, Dabney and Fr ot out.
Loder sat down %n the HE£]FEE|EEHE.3
armchair, and proceeded to rub his
damaged elbow with embrocation. Hae
still had & pain in that elbow; but he
was feeling cheered. The looks on the
faces of Temple & Co. as they went had
a cheering effect on Loder!

Outside in the passage the three looked
at one another! Temple gave a horrid
wriggle. Gum and ink were trickling
over his trousers. ;

Dabner and Fry gave him deadly
locks,

“You aza!” said Fry in concentrated

tones.
“You fathead !" said ‘i}ahn:g.
“Not my fault!” muttered Temple.
" I—=I—1 thought tha brute was safe out
of the House, and—— Whoop!”
As if moved by the same spring,

Dabney and Fry kicked Cecil Reginaid

simultan eously.

1 Potter.

5

change it by saving “Do!” Opposition
unl:,r made Coker -more obstinate.

The three were in Coker’s study in
the Fifth. They were fog-bound, like
most of the fellows that afternocon.
Potter and Greene had got out the
chess for & game when Coker came in
and sorted out a malaccs cane. He told
them quite easuvally what he was going
to do with that melacca. Casuel as he
was, his communication caused Potter
and Greene to forget chess and to jump
up in alarm.

“You oan’t do it!” exclaimed Potter.

“B's the sack!” said Greene,

“Rot!” said Coker.

"But you can’t, von know!¥ ut§m.|

“I know Loder's a brute and o
beast—a tick snd a rotier—any old
thing you lhike! But a man can't whop
a prefect.” 2

I can!” Coker pointed out.

“ Prout will sack vou ! gasped Greenc.

“Prout won't know!” said Coker
coolly. “I'm going to whop Loder!”

“1 eay, Coker, old chap——"

“I've E}EEII wailting for & chance hike
this!” said Coker grimly. “It's got
sltogether too thick! I'in not seying
that he whops the fags too much—somo
icllows think he does, but I think fags
can do with a lot of whopping! But
when 1t comes to whopping a Filth Form
man, it's the limit!"”

“ But—1I sgy——-"

“"Loder's nothing more
dictator——"

“ Yes, but—" )

“Even the veriest tyrant 15 nowhero
compared with Loder ™

“But you can't—"

“He got away with it!" said Coker
darkly, "I had to bend over in his
study and take it, just like a fag! What
was & fellow to do? I'd have thrashed
the cad, but Prout would sack a man
for punching a prefect—especially his
precicus head prefect that he thinks so
much of. Loder got away with it—
but I've got & chance now! He won't

(Continued on next page.)

than =&

Having thus testi-
fied their opinion
of his leadership,
they walked away.
Joeil Reginald
Temple limped
aftor them — rathar
wishing that he had,
wfter all, left the
Feamave men to deal
with Loder!

|

L

14-fold bellows,

THE FOURTH
CHAPTER.
Whopped in the
Fog!

“ ON'T ™

D urged

Puotter.
“F or
oodness sake
on’t ' implora
Greene.

Horace Coker of
the Fifth Form
glanced at them
coldly.

W hen Coker of
the Fifth had made
up his mind, it was
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know who whopped him fn tha fog!
coe i

“ut—but Loder won't go cut info the
for, just to obhige you, old man'”
:l.l'%ur:d Potter

“He's gone out!” answered Cokler.
“I've just seen hin go! I'm going after
m! 'm going to prab lum in the
quad-—"

“0h, my hat!®?

"Upend hion e

(Oh deart™

“And give him six an his trousers,
same as be did me ™ suid Coker. " 1'd
like ro lot him know who did it, toe;
Wut that wouldn't do, as 1t’s the sack
from Prout if it comes out.”

*He'll spot you™

“XNot with his nose grinding in tho
mud and my grip on the back of his
neck [ osard Coker cheerfully, " That's

all vight! But look here, you fellows
cap coe and help, 1f you Like™

“"Help vonr whop a Sixth Form pre-
frel 1™ gasped Potter. : )

“Yes—chance of a life-time in this
fop "

“T'Il waieh it!" gasped Creene.

“Well, if you funk 1t, T don’t!" said
Coker. “'This is 1he first chance I've Lhad
io gob bock at Loder without getting old
Pownpons on the back of my neck! I'in
not missing 1t, T can tell you™

*Coker, old man=—" implored Polter,

“Rats 1 said Coker.

fle tucked the Malacea under his arm
and walked out of the study. Poller
ated (irecne gazed at one another,

“Well, ba's asking fer it!™ sighed
Potter,

“And Le'fl got what he's asking for !
zaid Greene.

Aned IM'otfer and Greena szettled down
to chess again, leaving Horace Coker to
hiz own devices. LThat was all that
{ioker's ehams could do. Coker, like an
:l:hsgnutc horse, had to be given his
wad.

Cioker, rs he went down the stairs
with the AMalacea under his ann, was
in a determined mood—not to say a
ferocious meood. I was & couple of
woeks or moro sinee 1he new captain
of Greviriars had exercizsed his new
aunthority to the extent of * whopping *
Coker of the Fifth. But Coker had
not forgotten! It was not & thing that
Coker was likely to forget.

{inly one consideration had prevented
(;oker from slaughtering Toder of the
Aixth long ago. 18 natural inclination
was to smash Loder up into so many
preces, that all the king's horses and
all the king's men could not have put
Yaoder together again! But Coker of
the Fifth did not want to be sacked;
and Prout most certainly would have
expelled him for sueh an  exploit.
Seldom did Coker of the Fifth listen fo
fhe wlizper of prudence. But even
Coker realised that he did not want to
be turfed out of Greyfriars,

But he did not forget! Somchow or
other, some time or other, he was going
to get back on the bully of Greyiriars!
Now was the time!

That thick November fog,” scttling
over Greylriars like a deep grey cloak,
gave Coker the chance ha wanted | Just
a5 1f to oblige him, Loder of the Sixth
had gone out into the fog! A fellow in
that thick fog was merely & Hitting
shadow, unrecognisable. Even  if
Loder saw Coker he would not know
him. And once Coker’s gr;;_) was on
him that was that! BSixth Former as
he was, er was not the man to
handle the hefty, beefy Horace. Loder
was gﬂ-mg to get back the six he had
given Coker—with interest |

“AMy hat! It's thick!” Walker and
Carne of the Sixth were looking out of
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the doorway intg the guad when Coker
arrived thera.

“Too jolly thick I** said Carne. “I'm
not going oubt in this*

The two prefecis glanced at Coker!

“Gioing out in the soup, Coker®”
asked Walker 1n surprise,

“Blind ¥ asked Coker genially.

And ho went out, leaving the itwo
Sixth Formers staring! Coker had no
politeness  to waste on Walker and
Larne, who weré pals of Loder’s,  And
he did net think much of the Sixth,
ﬂ_rﬂj-"]’lﬂ‘ﬂ', and liked to make that fact
clear.

“Mad, T should {hink!? remarked

{arne, as Cokers Lburly form disap-
pearcd down the dim sfeps of the
House.

“Mad as a hatter!” said Walker.

Really, Caker's procecdings were
rather unusual, or scemed so to fellows
who did not know Lis purpose!* It was
cold, dismal, drizely, and thickly foggy;
It Coker had gene out into the quad,
not only without an avercoat, but even
without a hat! Obviously he was not
going out of gates, but just going to
walk in the guad! Walking in the quad
when a fellow could not see a foot from
his mose was so very unattractive an
occupation that Walker and Carne could
not help being surprised. And though
Ueker was not dressed for going out of

gates, e had a walking-stick ander his
arml

“Let's gob back fo the study,” said
Waller. " No going out in this! I
den't envy even old Gevald his walk to
the Three Fishers.”

“Same Licre!” grinned Carne.

They were not yet aware that Gerald
had given up s walk to the Three
Fishers on account of his mishap on the
steps, and the necessity of ottending to
s bruised and damaged clbow, Neither,
of course, was Coker!

Coker's powerful brain pictured Loder
groping slowly down the path to the
ates, poing slow on account of the fog.
t did not oceur to him that Foder
might have gone back into the House.
Neither did it ocour to him that, if
Loder was whopped h; BOING PErson un-
known in the fop Walker and Carne
would remember having scen Coker go
out with a stiek under his arm! ker
was not one of those brainy fellows wheo
can think of a lot of things at once.
Ono idea at a time was enough for
Coker's intellect—sometimes too much!

; Ii-:: went down the fogey path at a
fo

Loder was ahead of him by a good
many rnutes—at  least, a0 ker
believed. But he had no doubt that a
fellow would go slow in the thickness of
thg fog. Coker, on the other hand, went
fast. He wanted to cateh Loder ore
he got out of gates. If he bumped
into him from behind in the mist it
did not matter. Ile was going to bump
into him, anyhow, as scon ps he came
on him, and bump lim over and pin
him down and whop him.

Bump !

Crashl

Coker was not a dozen vards from
the Housze, when he l:mmgl::l into soma-
hody. Whether it was der or not,
Coker did not know! Greatly to his
amazement he was seized the instant he
bumpad, up-ended in the fop by unseen
hands, and Haticned down on his face.
Somebody sat on the back of his head,
grindingjhls noga inte the gravel of the
patl. mebody clse stood on his legs,
and a couple of unsecn follows grip]?led
his arms and pinned them. Yet another
got busy, s second later, In & manner
that Coker never cxpected.

A terrifie swipe descended om Coker's
trousera

He heaved gnd slrugeled frantically,
This was what Coker had been going
to hand out to cr of the Sixth!

Utterly unexpectedly, somebody was
handing it out to Coker!
Whack !

M Lrerrrggh!” eamo from Coker. With
his features digging holes in the gravel
it was difficult to speak. “Wurrggh 12

Whack
Coker struggled wildly, He was
being whopped! He had planncd a
whopping in the fog for Loder! Ho
was getting a whopping in the fop him-
self!  And a whopping in the fog or
anywhore else was one of those things

it was more blessed to give than to
receive,

Whack!

" Yurrerreph 1

Whaek !

Coker heaved and rocked! The un-
seen fellows who were holding him
heaved and rocked with Lim. DBut they
held him fast.

}-‘Ehnn]: i
It was six! Coker had got all th
six, hard and heavyl 5 ne

Then suddenly ho was released ! Fivo
shadowy figurcs vanished in the for. A
chuckle floated back. That was allt
But there was no silence! Coker sat up
on the gravel and roared.

“Yow-ow-ow | Yarcooh! Tl smaszh
you! Whooop! ¥Yocop! I'll spiflicate
youl Yowow-ow-ow-whoooooop |

THE FIFTH CHAPTER.
Something Like & Surprise!

ERALD LODER started.
Scated in tha armchair in

his study, Loder was still rub.

bing thet damaged elbow, A
sharp knock on the funny.-bene is dis-
concerting, and Loder’s funny-bone had
had a sharp knock. It still ached and
tingled pamfully.

The bully of the Sixth was thinking

that he had let Billy Bunter off too
light He was also thinking that he
wauld be late for the convivial meeting

ot the Threa Fishers if he did not ree
start pretty soon.

:But both Bunter asnd tha Three
Fishers were driven from his mind as a
shadow fell over lus study window from
outside,

Bomcbody had climbed on  the
window-sill from the quad. Toder
starcd blankly at that dim figure

through the misty glass.

Then a grin dawned on his face,

He could not make out who it was,
but he could see that it was the figure
of & junior. More raggers |

Temple & Co. of the Fourth had
visited his study, thinking him sale ot
for tha afternoon, He had dealt faith.
fully with Temple & Co. Now thers
were more coming—from the direction
of the quad, evidently egually unaware
that he was in the House. No doubt the
young rascals thought it safer to =neak
vound te the windew in the Tog instead
of coming by way of the Sixth Form
passage and the deor,

Loder rose qtt:pietl:,r from the armchaie
and stepped behind the curtain that
sereened the bed-aleove in the corner of
the room. He did not want te scaro
that jumor away by leiting him know
the study was cccupied. Ie wanted
that juntor to get ml Once 1nside, he
conuld deal with that junior! He had
picked up his ashplant, and he held it
mn & firm grip as waited behind the
curtain, watching.

There was & ecreak as the window
opened. !

Looking between the curtains, Loder
saw & junior drop in at the window, It
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Looking between the curiains, Loder watched junior after junior clamber over the window-slll, and drop Info the study.

** Rather & wheeze to drop in this way,” said Bob Cherry, with a ehuckle,

“* 1 wonder what Loder would say if he knew

wo were using his study window as a door ? ** grinned Nugent.

was Harry Wharton, tho captain of the
]I{::m;}vm A v::aim followed him in from
the fogey quad:

AN safe?”

“woafe as houses T Come on!™

Other heads rose mto view, Junior
after junior clambered over the window-
sill. Loder steod still and silent, watch-
ing. IHis grin broadened. The Famous
Five of the Remove were all there.
Whavton, Nupgent, Johnny DBull, and
Ibub Cherry stood in the study. Hurree
Jamzct Ram Singh was climbing in.

“Rather a wheoza to get in this way,”
chuckled Bob, “We dodged out of the
House without being seen; but anybody
might have seen us coming back if we'd
come in at the door, and that ass Woosc
locked the Form-room——>"

“1 wonder what Loder would say if
he knew we wers using his study
window as a deor?" grinned Nugent.

“Ia, ha, ha ™

“Dear old Loder won't know 1 said
IHarry Wharton., “Dear old Gerald's
ot something else to think of at the
present moment,”

“Jla, ha, ha!™

“Iuek wp, Inky, we don’t want fo
hang abowut here! That rotter Loder
ay come in !

“Qoen to one he'll
Trout 1"’ said Baob,

“rtill, we'd better clear”

I.oder listened in amazement.  Ho
realizeedl mnow that the chums of the
Remove had not, like Temple & Co.,
come ko the study for a “rag.”

Apparently they had been up to some-
thing in the quad and desired to keep
il dark that they had been out of the
Ieuse at all.

What on earth they eould have been
doing in the foggy quad that required

go straight o

to be kept 2o sceret Loder could not
guess.

Whatever it was, Loder had spotted
them ! They were using his study 25 a
means of entrance into the House un-
geen, believing him to be for off the
spot ]  He was not so far off as they
fancicd !

“ Mot a word even to the other fellows
in the Remove,” sald Harry Wharton.
“We shall have to keep thus fearfully
dark.”

“¥oez, rather !

“The ratherfulness s terrific " gasped
the NMabob of Bhanipuy, as he dropped
inside.  **The esteemed Loder will bo
terrifically miuriated.”

“Bhut the window !

Bob Cherry shut down the sash, Then
the Famous Five started across the
studci; for the door.

(1] l_tr'jp !_J,

Loder of the Sixth stepped out from
behind the curtamn of the alcove. Ilo
Efeppecl direetly intoe the path of the

W,

They jumped |

Loder had cxpected to startle them
by hiz sudden appearance! But he had
not expected fo startle them to this
extent | )

They fairly gaped at him, their jaws
dmlﬂpmg!

They stared as if they could not be-
liove their eyest  Indeed, they hardly
could !

Having, as they supposcd, whopped
Loder of the Sixth in thoe guad and ﬁei:
him rolling and roaring on the gravel
path at a distance from the House,
1t was  rather difficult for Harry
Wharton & Co. to believe the evidenco
of their evesight.

Loder—evidently not whopped—stood

before them! They had left him,
whopped, in the foggy quad—and here
he was in the House, unwhopped! I
was enough to flabbergast any follow !

“Caught !” said Loder gemally.

They could not speak! They could
only gaze! They were bereft of speech
in  their uticr amazement and con-
sternation.

“"What lhiave yvou been up to in the
quad ' asked Loder,

They only gazed !

“You sneaked out of the House, it
seems, without anybody seeing youl
You got 1n af my window so that
nobody would sce vou coming back!
You've heen up to something! What 1™

Btill they on ¥ g‘a:n{l[

One awful guestion was in all their
minds. Who was it that they Lhad taken
for Loder in the dense fogp and
whopped? Evidently not Loder!

Loder stared. He could not under-
stantd the dummb amazement and dismay
of the Famous Five! They wers not
tho fellows, as a rule, 1o be so utterly
taken aback and fabbergasicd.

He swished the ashplant.

“Will you answer me¥"

Harry Wharton found his voice.
“You—you=—-you're here!”

“You fancied I had pgone out?
erinned Loder. “5So did some other
voung rascals who are feeling rather
sorry for themselves now! Now tell me
what you've been doing out of the
House,™

U 0h ! gasped Wharton,  “We—we—
we went oub, you know, No law against
follows going out of the Housc on a
half-holiday, is there?™

“ Not against the rules, is it, Loder ¥3
asked Bob.
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Prt I On Sale Now

“It's against the rules to get in by
Frﬂfect‘; st.udg window,” said Loder.
‘I faney I'll ind out later what you've
been up to in the feg! Just at present
I'll deal with you for getting in at my
gtudy window | Bend over, the lot of
you; you first, Wharton

The Famous Five breathed hard and
deep! They were for it! Loder did not
always want a pretext for whopping
fellows he disliked: but there was no
doubt that he had a good reason now.
Certainly no prefect of Greyfriars would
have allowed juniors to elamber in at
Lis window and wuse hizs study as a

ge into the Tiouse.  Harry
Eéha.rt n & Co. had selected Loder’s
study for that purpose in the absolute
certainty that he was mot there! But
e was there—very much there] Ha
grinned and pointed to a chair with the
ashplant.

It was absolutely rotten luck! Had
not Mr. Woose foc;’mzd the Remove-
room, the Famous Five could have got
in the way they got out. That means
of icgress being out off, Loder’a study
had secmned to offer a perfectly sale
alternative. And now— .

“Bend over |” rapped Loder again,

Loder was enjeying this!

There was no help for itl

Loder’s sarm_was quite tired by the
time he had dealt faithfully with tho
five juniors, one after another. The
juniors were more than tired.

“Naw you can cut1” grinned Loder,

They cut |

In deep silence the hapless five made
their way back to Btudy No. 1 in the
Hemove. There, they gazed at one
another.

“Wa—we—we whopped somebedy in
the fop [ breathed rton.

“Jt—it—it wasn't Loder!” groaned
Bob.

“But who——" .

“Must have been a scnior. [Fe was
a3 big as Loder.”

“But whoi"

“The who-fulnees is torrific I

“Let's hope it wasn't a prefect ™
groaned Nugent. “As soon as it be-
comes known, Loder will _1-::1!3 wall
giess what we were doing in the guad !

“Oh, what rottem luck "

“What putrid luck 1™

“What silly ass could bave been
barging about in the fog? Hardly a
man’'s out of the Housa [

“Bother him, whoever he was!
There'll ba a row about this,” said
Harry. *“Let's have the chestnuts, any-
how

“Where are they?”

The chestnuts were gone.

"Oh, my hatl hat fat wvillain
DBunter—-

Bunter was gone, as well as the
chestnnts ! Evidently they had gone
togethor |

— i

THE SIXTH CHAPTER.
Floggings for Five !

" BAY, you fellows !™
E Eilly Bunfer rolled into the
Rag in preat excitement,

Moet of the Remove weras thero,
and a good many of the Fourth and the
Hhell.  Out-of-doors tempted nobedsy,
with the fog nearly as thick as soup.
Few [ol [(:‘.FST‘[E.& ventured out that after-
noon, and those few had been sorry
that they did!

Loder of tha Sixth, Coker of the
I'ifth, Billy Bunter, and the Famous
Five, had all been out, and every one
of them had reason to regret it. Loder
had an aching funny-bone, and all the
others had had “six "—and five of them
wera in dismal anticipation of more
trouble to come!l .

The Famous Five were in the Rag



row, JLeap-frog was going on up and
own the big room, round the long
table, when the fat Owl of the Remove
roiled in.

“I say, vou fellows™ welled Bunter.
“I say, there's a row! say, where's

Wharton? Woose is after you, Whar-
ton! Hea, he, hal”

““Anythin’ i‘l&[}pﬂﬂﬂd ™ yawned Ver-
non-Smith,

“What's up?” demanded Peter Todd.

“Ha, ho, hal I say, yaou fellows,
fhere's a fearful row on!™ chuackled
Bunter. “I say, somebody's been
thrashing Coker of the Fifthi”

“Coker of the Fifth1* selled tha
TFamous Five, with one voice.

“Yes; he was collared in the fogr—

" Kik-kik-Coker was?" stuttercd Dob
Cherry.

*Yes, and whopped 1”

“Oh, great pi{g!

The Famous Five had still been won-
dering who it was they had collaved, up-
ended, and whopped 1n the fog out:side.
T hey liad never tﬁf:-ught of Coker of the
Yifth |

Still, they felt now that they might
havo guessed it ! there was any
trouble lying about, Horace Coker was
exact] ti';e %nllﬁw to barge mto it! It
wes Coker all over!

“Coker I gasped Nugent. “That ass
Coker 1”

“That fathead Coker!”

“That frabjous, Igozling fathead!”
said .In-hnni' ull.

" You fellows know anything about
it?’ grinned Skinner. “Have you been
larking in the fog 1

“Thank poodnesa it wasz only Coker 1"
muprmured Nugent. “I've been worry-
mg that it might have been a Sixth
Ii-'m-m prefect—3Sykes or Baueroft poer-
1511 *

“I say, vou fellows—he, he, he!—it
was Goker !” giggled Bunter. “1I say,
he eamo in roaring—"

“Ha, ha, hal®

“Y¥You could have heard him all over
the House! Boiling with rage

“ila, ha, ha!” yelled the juniors.

“Leder’s taken 1t up”

“Loder! What the thump does
Loder care whether Coker's whopped or
not I exclaimed the Bounder. * Why,
lie’'s whoppeod Coker himself since he
became head prefect] They loathe one
another”

“He's token it up, all the same, and
gona to 'rout about it1"” said Bunter.
“I heard him say this was a very
serious thing."

Harry Wharton & Co.
rather sickly locks.
that it was onl

Lh ]

exchanged
. They were glad
a Fifth Form man who
had bag‘%‘ed that accidental whapping
i the . But they realised that
Loder would make the most of ik

As soon g2 he heard of what had hap-

ned, Loder would know why the
‘amous Five had entered the House
surreptitiously by his study window.
He was not likely to lose & chance like
this against his old enomies of the
Remove,

Mot that Loder cared a straw whether
Coker was whopped by juniors or not !
Indeed, it was pretty certain that he
would boe pleased to hear of it. Planty
of fellows knew that he was afraid of
the burly, beefy Horace, and loathed
him for that Very reasofm,

But the chance was too pood for
Loder to lose! He knew who must
have administered that whopping, and
hd was going to bring down ]Erm:t’.-a
wrath on the whoppers! There could
ke no doubt about that|

“Lots of fellows were langhing™
went on Bunter. “But Loder said it
wa3 very serious, and went to Prout.
And Woose is locking for you fellows 1#

“ Blew Woose I” grunted Johnny Bull,

#1 suy, you fellows, what did you
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whop Coker for?” asked Billy Bunter.
“I thought you went out to catch Loder
in the fogp and whop him——--"

"t up, you fat ass

“Oh, really, Cherry i

“That toad Loder never went out
after all 1" said Temple of the Fourth.
““He camo back At

“The silly ass barged into me, going
out of the House!” zaid Buntor. “He
banged his funny-bone ! I supposa that
was why he came in again. Didn't you
fellows kuow he had come in ¥

“How were wo to know, you blither-
ing owl?" hissed Bob Cherry. “You
told us he was in the quad in the fog,
and we went to look for him.”

“"He, he, he " chortled Bunter, ' Diid
vou got Coker by mistake? I say, you
Ifcll::aws, vou musk be silly assest He, he,
we b

“Is that it?" roared the Bounder.
“Ha. ha, hat”

“Weoe thought it was Leoder!” said
Harry Wharton.

“Ha, ha, hal”

“How were we to know i

“Ha, ha, ha!"

“That idiot Coker was bound to
barge in whero he wasn't wanted!”

growled Bob Cherry.
I laucl it oo hard 17

“"Ha, ha, ha "

“My dear bovs!” A squeaky wvoice
camc from the doorway of the Rag as
Alr. YWoose blinked in owlishly over his

lasses, " You scemt very merry hero!

am very, very glad to seo that you
ave keeping up your spirits in this
cxceedingly  dismal weather. Whar-
Ly rm—t

“Yes, sir ™

“You are wanted in the Head's study,
v boy ! Also Cherry, Nugent, Bull, and
Hurree Eingh! There appears to bo
spne suspicion, Wharton, that you have
beerr concerned in a somewhat rough
practical joke on a Fifth Form bey,
named—named Croker, I think—or 13 1t
Joker—neo, Coker!l I think his name is
Coke or Coker, or something very
similar. Please follow me to the Head's
study ™

“Yez, siel”

MMr. Woose trotied away, and the
Famous Iive followed.

BEilly Bunter grinned at them as they
went.  DBunter was the cause of the
disastcr—it was his tale of woe in Study
No. 1, end hiz unfounded information
that Loder was out in the fog that had
starvied all the trouble. But the fat
Owl of the Remove seemed to find it
amusing, all the same.

“1 say, vou fellows, you're for it!®
chuckled Bunter. “I say, you'd better
pack some exercise-books in your bags
before you sea Prout! Ho, he, ha [

Johnny Bull gave him a glare of con-
centrated ferocity.

ity you haven't donse that yourself,
Bunter 1* he snorted.

* Eh—why i

“ Boeause Fm jolly well poing to kick
you 1Y

“I say— Bensat, lng'gu'l Yarooooh t”
roared Bunter. ** Whooop 1*

Bunter landed on his fat hands and
lknees, roaring. The Famouz Five
walked ocut of the WRap after Mr.
Woose, leaving William George Bunter
no lonper chuckling. Bunter did not,
just then, feel like chuckling any mara,

Not in a happy mood, Harry Wharton
& Co. followed their Yormi-master to the
Head's study, now the quarters of Mr.
Prout, the t-:;-m]ﬁmr{’ headmaster

They found Mr. Prout locking his
sternest. Loder of the Sixth was in the
study, with a serions, grave expression
on his face, as became a dutiful prefect
who was reporting juniors for punish-
ment. Prout could never have guessed,
from Loder's look, how glad he was
to report those especial members of the

“Thank goodness
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Remove, Dut the Famous Five knew.
“EHere nie the bovs, sir " squcaked
AMr. Woose.

“Thank yeu, Ae. Woose'™ said
I'rout 15 Lis deep, booming voice.
And the Bnuecaker, with a rather

conuniscrating look at the five, retired
fromn the study, leaving themn to their
fata.

Prouwt’s stern glance fell on the five,

* Loder reports to me that you entered
the Houwse by way of his study window
this afterncon ! boomed Prout., “It
appears that tlos occurred very soon
after an attaci on- & Fifth Fern boy
i the quadrangle! 1 reguire to know
whether you were the bovs concerned in
this—this  attack on Coker of 1y
Form

“The atlackfnlness was not fterrifie,
lemionred sahil ! sald Hurree Jamsck
Fam Singh. “It was simply o casc of

[ RE]

esteomed whopfulness !

"What 2 ¢jaculafed TProut. “ Bless
my soull I wish Mr. Woose would
pive  you somn  special  altention,

Ilurree Singl, n the maticr of tho
English langnage I

“ Iusteeined and houourable sahib—"

“ Fnongh—conough! You admit {hat
vou were the boys concerned # )

“Wa whopped Colier, sir!” saiud
Harry Wharton. “Loder ecan call it
an sttack, if he likes; but it was just
a whopping with a fives bat !

“{oker appearcd to me considerably
hart, sie,” said Loder. I think that
o greak deal of violenee st have
use—"

“You don’t ! gruuted Joknny Bull

“Wha-at 1" stuttered Loder.

“ What 1 boomed Prout. " How dare
vou, Bulll How dare you contradict o
profect—my  Lead prefeet!  Say no
tmore ! You admit your guilt! Your
action iz in keeping with the unruly
traditions of Ar. Quelch’s Form! 1
shall punish this action mest severelyl
You will be flogged ™

Harry Wharten & Co. stood silent.
They Iad hardly expected anything
else. They were, as o watter of foct,
thankful t]‘:at Trout and Loder did not
suspect that a mistake had been made
in the for, and that the “attack ¥ had
been intended for Loder himself ! En
that casc, it was gquite on the cards that
it might have been the “sack ™ instead
of & flogging. Dut it hed occcurred to
neither the headwaster ner tho head
prefect that the affair was anything but
e “rag” on Coker of the Fifth.

“Tomorrow marning, after pravers.
the fogging will be administered !" said
Mr. Prout. " Leave my study

And the Famous Five left in silence.

THE SEVENTH CHAPTER.
No! Coker's Lucky Day!

T U =silly ass!™ szaid Potter
“Fh .
“VYou silly fathead ! =aid

Crreene.

] ‘ﬁFh But -:f.-.u ,

“You gabbling gasbag!” .

Horace Coker starsd at his  study-
raates. 'This was not the sort of tni}:
to whicl: he was accustomed to in his
study.

“What the thump do you mean?” he
roared. i

Coker had come into the study rather
expecting sympathy. He had failed in
his stunt of catching Leder in the fog
and whopping him. He had been
caught in the fog and whopped him-
sclf | For thezo two reasons Coker felt
entitled to sympsethy from his pals.

Tug Magxer Liarapy.—No, 1,380
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Instead of which, they no sconer saw
him than they started stanging him.

“I hear there's five Remove kids up
for a flogging in the morning ! snapped
Potter. **Of course, that cur Loder
jumped at the chance! Why couldn’t
you keep your silly mouth shut?”

“My whati” gasped Coker.

“Your idiotic gasbagl! Your {fat-
headed jawbene! Your putr:iy' chin 1"
hooted Ureene, “Iellows will eall it

encaking, to give those fags away os
you did I )

“1 didn’t ! roared Coker, “"Why, I
never knew who they werel I was
grabbed in the fog and whopped—"

“And camc in voaring like a
rhinoceras, and gave Loder his
chance ! snapped Potter. “If you'd
ke‘!:-t your silly head shut—"

I was whopped—"
“Hard, 1 hope!” said GGrocno.

“I never meant to give anmdy
awany! How was I to know ar
would take it upi” roared Coker, “IHe
hates mo liko poison, and I never
i‘]re&wed he'd take any notice except
augh.”

“rathead 1™

i E-h'l.ll'.l'.l.;'.l-!"

Cokor glared at Potter and Grecne.

Certainly it had never crossed Coker's
mind to give the ragpers in the guad
away to suthority. He had not thought
of it for a moment. In fact, he had
not thought at all. Thinking was not
Caoker's long suit. He had come in
raging from the fog, and most of the
fellows who heard what had happened
roared with laughter over it. Not for
a moment had it occurred to Coker that
Loder of the Bixth had a olue to the
whoppers and would be keen on getting
them toco.
) IIﬁx'Ll";ilg]&rai at Potter and Greene
in speechless wrath and scorn, Horace
CUoker tramped out of the study and
slammod the door after him, with a
slom that woke every echo of the Fifth
I'orm passage.

*0h, here he is{” Hilton of the

Fifth spoke to I'rice of that Form in
thll_:t [:iﬂsssﬂgl?. “8Sneakin’s a rather now
thing in the Fifth, isn't it. Coker?”
_ “¥Yaon blithering. blethering, blather-
ing tailor's dummy 1 roared Coker.
“Who's a sneak ¥’ e shook a leg-of-
mintton fist in the faces of Hilton and
Price. * See that "

Price started back. Cedrie Hilton,
however, surveyed Coker’s huge fst
with mild interest.

“Wantzs washin' * he remarked.

“Wha-a-t 7" stuftered Coker, taken
aback.

“Washin' ! Run out of soap ! asked
Hilton.

“If you want it In
roared Coker.

“Take it away an’ wash it 1" advised
Hilton.

And he strolled inte his study, .into
which Price had rather hastily stepped.

Cokot hardly restrained himself from
marching in after them and banging
thoir heads together. In great wrath,
ho stallied on to the games study at the
oned of the passage.

Quite & crowd of the Fifth were in the
g."fr.m&s study, kept indoors by the fog.
wwery eyo was furned on Coker as he
camg 1n.  BEvidently the IFifth Form
men had  been  disoussing the latest
topie. In fact, that topic had come as
a windfall to all the school on that dull,
dizmal dreary afterncon, when there
was hothing to be done but to mako
unpleasant remarks about the weather,

“0h, here’s Coker !V said Blundell,

your eye—-—"

the ecaptain of the Fifth. “Now, look
hehm';? or, what do you mean by it—
what 1™
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“Mean by what?” hooted Coker.

“¥You jolly well know! ¥You're not a
prefeet, 1 suppose, to make reports?
What do you mean by giving fellows
away

“Snenking, you know ! said Bland.

“Mica sort of thing for the IMifth!™
said Tomlinsonm, with a sniff.

“TFaith, we'll have the fags calling
*Bneak ' after us in the guad intirely ™
said Fitzgerald.

“T never did!” roared Coker. 1
never—J didn’t—I—1 wouldn't—I1 wasn't
—T1 tall you, I never——"

“Then bhow did thet cad Loder get
after those fags?" demanded Blundell

“I never thought——"

“That's o true word ! assented itz
gerald of the Fifth. " You never did,
and yvou never do, and vou nover will 17

“We're all down on that rotter Loder
that's sneaked mto old Wingate's
shoes " sald Blundell. *“They've got
up & sccret sociciy among the fags to
get back on the bullying brute, and
what I say is—more power to their
ﬂih&::uwl Then Coker goes and sneaks,
-E-n LE

“1 dida't 1 roared Coker. “And T'll
punch your head if you say I did! I'l
ilunnh every follow’s head here! I'll——

Iere, leggo! Hands off [

Coleer, sputterin
with rape, was hustﬁed
study, %Ea,]f a dozen bi
him out and upende
passage.

Elundell slammed tha door after him.

“0Oh crumbs!* gasped Coker. Hoe
staggered to his feet. * I—I-T1'{l—"

He made a fierce stride at the shut
door, but paused Coker was a mighty
man of his hands, and fancied that he
was much mightier than he really was.
But even Coker did not fanoy that he
could handle half the Fifth Form at
DINCe,

. He paused, and turned away, foam-
ing. In & state of mind that could
hardly be described in words, ha
tramped across the landing to the stairs.

“Here ho is!” wvelled Vernon-Smith
of the Remave.

There was a rush of foct. Bmithy,

and spluttering
out of the games
sentors hustled
him into the

Redwing, S8quiff, Tom Brown, Bolsover

major, and szeveral other members of
the Boamove were thero, ovidontly wait-
ing and watching for Horace Coker.

“Here's the sneak I

“Collar him ¥

“We'll give him sneaking [

Coker went over in the grasp of many
hands. Hefty as ho was, he bhad simply
po chanee

Bump !

“Yarooch 1" roarad Coker.
hat! Oogoogh I

Bump |

* ¥oooop [

“Roll him down !* yelled the Bounder.

“Hag, ha, ha 1

Coker, struggling wildly, was rolled
across the landing to the stairs. Io
rolled down, bumping from every step.

A sories of frantio howls flonted up
from Coker as he went. A roar of
laughter followed him.

On the next landinﬁ Coker righted
himself, and resumed the perpendicular.
He glared up at the grinning faces look-
ing down after him.

Come up and have some more!™
shouted Smithy.

“Tio ! implored Squiff.

" Zneak 1™ II]:Iu}u:'ttllz'.»d the whole erowd.

Coker did not come up. Hop tramped
down, He was quite at boiling point
now !

It was all Loder’s fault! Loder had
made uze of hin, to score over his old
anemies in the Removal All that Coker
had done was ta open his mouth too
wide—which wos nothing new on Coker's

“QOh, my

part! There was only one thought in
Coker's infuristed mind now—ie po to
Loder's study in the Sixth snd fell that
cunning and unscrupulous prefect what
he thought of him !

Coker tramped dewn the Sixth Form
passage, boiling! He reached Loderis
door, Ile did not knock! e turned
the handle apd hurled it wide open.  Ho
barged ir, with crimson face and gleam-
INg eyes.

“You rotter!” “You
worm ! Y oue—"

“What 7" boomed an unexpected voice.
“Coker, are you mad? What does this
meant? How dare you apply such
cpithets to me—your Form-master—your
headmaster ¥

Coker staggered.

Loder was not in the study.

Loder-—rather late for his appeintment
at the Thres Fishers—had gone out.
Loder was not there! But Prowt was!

Prout had dropped in for a word with
his head prefect, as he often did, Find-
g Loder gone, he had sat down in
Loder’s armchair, to wait a few minuies,
to sec whether Loder came in, He dud
not suppose that Loder bad gone out of
doors i such weather,

Life is full of surprises, and no doubt
Mr. Prout had had his share of thew.

H:!t I]m had never had such a surprise a3
is !

He bouncod out of the armchair, and
f]ta'red at Coker, hardly able to believe
iz ears,

“Coker I he pasped—" Coker! Buch
expressions!  Upon my word!  Your
Form-master — your headmaster — you
dare—" Prout choked. “Coker, I
shall expel you—I shall—"

“Oh erikey !” gurgled Coker.

“You — you — you—
stuttered Prout, *“I—I—"

“{h erumbs! I=I didn't mean you,
str 1™ gasped the unhappy Horace, *J—
I never knew you were here, gir! Oh
crumbs! I—1I thought Loder was here [

“Then you intended those opprobrious
expressions for my head prefectt”
thundered Prout.

* I=]—J—" stammered Coker. Ile
counld not deny it.

Prout raised a plump hand.

“1 believe vou, Coker! I believe that
you did not, could not, have intended
such expressions for me! But vou in-
tended to apply them to my head pre-
fect! Take a thousand lines, Coker ™

“{h scissors [

“Gol¥

Coker went! He almost erawled away
down the Bixth Form passage in an
abzolutely deflated condition. He went
with almost a tottering step. And when
Tubb of the Third iuwleﬂ “Bneak 1™
after him, Coker did not even turn Lis
head, let alone pursue George Tubb and

he roared,

L]

5[&5 him, Coker was feeling quite down
and out! Undeubtedly it was not his
lucky day!

THE EIGHTH CHAPTER.
Sneak !
GEMLD LODER smiled in Hell

the following morning,.
Fiva floggings, one after
another, brought that smile to
Loder's face. Most of the fellows looked
serions, sotne of them savage. Coker of
the Fifth leoked blackest of all. MNot
thet Coker had any objection, in l{!il. .
ciple, to the flogging of fogs. Indecd,
he considered it good for them, and the
more they had of it the better. Iut
Coker of the Fifth was put into a rotten
position over this affair. Coker resceoted
that deeply. . i
The Iamous Five went through it

quistly. .

They were at “war® with Loder of



the Sixth, and this time Loder had got
the wpper hand, It was a1l in the day's
work.

Prout laid it on hard.

He felt that it was hiz duty to make
an example of theso reckless young
rascals, and he did his duty with a Grm
Lhand.

He was quite unaware that his portly
leg had been pulled by his favourita pre-
fect.  Ilo did not even suspect that
Loder was rather glad that Coker had
bren whopped in the foggy quad, snd
that he wounld have regarded the matter
simply as & pood joke had it not given
him a chance to score ever the chums of
the Remove,

He

‘Lo Proat the matter was serious !
was a serious-minded pentleman, and
took solemn views of everything. A
mob of juniors had ragged and wﬁﬂpped
a senior man—a man of Prout's own
Form! And the offenders belonzed to
the Remove—a Form that was always
giving trouble, ever since -Prout had
taken Dr. Locke’s place as hcadmaster.
That was cnough for Prout.

The famous Co., when they wriggled
out of Hall after the infliction, did not
blame Prout. The blame was Loder's,
and Loder was going to be made to =it
up for it! It was time for the * Sccret
Seven ¥ of Greyfriars fo get to work
again.

in the Remove-room that morning five
fellows wriggled uncomfortably as they
sat at their desks.

They were still feeling the cfiects at
dinner-time, and Loder, glancmg from
the high table where the prefects sat,
smiled once more, as he obzerved squirm-
ing movements among the Remove.

When ihe Famous Five came out into
the guad after dinner, Coker of the Fifth
Il:ugrgud into their way. They glared at
T
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“Hold on a minule, you kids—"
bi:‘g:an Coker.

Dlon’t bother, you goat!™ answered
Bob Cherry.

“T don't want any check ! said Coker,
beginning to glave.  “I just want to
explain. I was going to give you o
thundering good hiding for ragging me
vesterday, of course o

“{Fet on with 1t!” grunted Jolmny
Bull.

Coker breathed hard.

“But I never wanted a prefeet to butt
im” he said. “Fellows are calling me
» sneak for giving you away to Loder!
J want vou to understand that I never
did! Not that it matters what youn
think, of ecourse—you'rea only faps!
Still, that’s how 1t is! A

I never—

“All sereno,” sard Harry Wharton.
“We know you're only a silly ass, Coker,
and ¢an't help it

Coler breathed harder. ]

“I'm going to let you off a thrashing,
because Prout's flogged you!™ he =aud.
“Ho vou can think yvourselves lucky.”

Boh Cherry shook his hoad.

“You're the lucky man, Coker!™ he
answered,

“The thrashfulness would be a boot on
the other leg, my e¢steemed and diotic
gpl-:-:ir!" remarked Hurres Jamset Ham

b fig

“I don’t want any cheek!™ roared
Coker. “And if you want me to bang
vour heads together, you've only got to
say £0."

* 8o 1" said the Famous Five, with one
vaoice.

That was enough for Coker!  1le
waded in! A minute later the ¥Famous
Fiva were walking on their way, with
cheery smiles, and Coker was left Iyin
in the quad, gazing up at the sky, anc
ivpndering dizzily what Lad heppened to
11,

“Ow ¥ goasped Colker, as he sat up.
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“Wow! JT=I—I'll—— Ow! Wow!"

“TPaking a rest, Coker?’ Loder of
the Sixth strolled along and stopped to
look down at the breathless, dizzy Fifth
Form man. “Can’t you find anything
but the ground to sik on ¥

Walker and Carne, who were with
their leader, chuckled.

Coker staggered to his feet,

“Where are those fags?" he gasped.

“What fags?” asked Loder. "Fags
Lieen ragging vou again?  I'll deal with
the matter, Coker—I wan't allow fags
io rag secmior men. Who were they I

Horace (CCoker did not answer that
auestion. Loder hed made nse of him
against the Removites the previous day.
But even Coker was not to be made use
of in the seme way a sccond tine.

“Find out!” he snarled.

L kE I[}yuu’re got any complaint to make,

“1 haven't,"” hizsed Coker. “and youn
jolly well know it, Loder! I joily well
never made any complaint yesterday,

and you jolly well know ihat, too!
You've made the fellows eall me a
snealk, with your rotten tricks! You

jolly well koow that I never said a
word——"

“J know vou were shouling 1t out all
over the House 1™ zaid Loder. "1i was
quite right to inform o prefect—-—-"

“I never did ! shricked Coker.

" You certainly did, and I acted on the
information,” said Loder calmly, while

Walker and Carne chuckled at the
expression  on  Coker's rogged  face.
“Vary right and proper, too! Wlho's
calling vou a encak ™"

“Everybody 13!* hooted Caoler.

“Every man in my own Form——"
“This wen't do !” said Loder, shaking
hiz head serieusly. “1 ean’t allow this
sort of thing! T'll spealk to Blundell™
(Continued on next poage.)

—y
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“ Nothing doing. I’ve done ’em.”
“ All right, I’ll swop two unused Malay

States.”

“ Not for a whole bar. Half.”
% Oh, all right—miser.”

The most and the best

{lor a penny

FRY'S

T. 5. FRY & SONS, LTD., Somerdals, Somerset,

g

CHOCOLATE CREAM

C.R.162, 27034
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“What?” gasped Coker. *Look here,
Loder did not “look there.” He

looked round the quad and spotted
Blundell, with some other Fifth Form
men, in the distance. He walked across
tg them at ouece, followed by his grin-
ning friends. _

"A word with vou, Blundell ! said
Loder sharply.

_The captein of the Fifth looked at
him, Blundell, a tremendous man at

ames, had a deep contempt for Loder,
the slacker and black sheep. Tt was
rather difficult for him to treat Loder
with the respect due to the captain of
ihe =chool in those circumstances,

“Well, whot ¥ he grunted pruffly.

“I hear that wyou and zomo others
have been chipping Coker for laying
a perfectly just compleint about soma
Lower School fags wﬁn raggad him in
the fog ye:-’.tmﬂa;f,” said Loder calmly.
“This won't dal®

“Has Coker been sneaking again ™
asked Blundell, breathing hard.

“Coker has very properly informed
ma of the way he's being treated. It's
got to stop!” ]

Loder did not wait for a reply. Hao
walked away with Cerne and Walker,
loaving the I'ifth Form group breathing

fury.
“They'll slaughter Coker, Gerald, old
bean I murmured Walker.

“Dear me ! said Loder.

Carne and Walker chuckled., Coker
of the IFifth was not a brainy man, and
he had simply no chance of kecping his
coind up with a fellow like Loder. The
fact that Loder was secretly funky of
Horece's brawny fists made him implae-
able towards that beefy youth. Coker
once more had opened his mouth too
wide, and given Loder a chance (o
gcore.

Blundell and his compenions wallizd
over to Coker. They gave him deadly
looks as_they approached

“HBneaking again ™ said Blundell.

“Has Loder appointed you spy in the
Fifth 1" asked Tomlinson.

“HKickk him!” said Blundell.

“Look hers!” roared the indignant
Coker.

Half a dozen Fifth Form men kicked
him all together, They kicked hin
hard, and they kicked him often.

Coker roared and bellowed. He was
fnirly driven into the House, dribbled
like & football.

It secmed to Horace Coker thas it
was time for the skies to fall. Coker
of the Fifth had plenty of faults—in-
deed their name was legion, But if
there was one thing that Coker was not,
it was a sneak. Y%t everybody was crll-
:qgkjtnm g sneak; and the Form wero
kicking ham for sneaking.

It was Loder's 'i':'i“fa of course—thas
was Loder's way of talung it out of the
burly Horace. Coker’s feelings on the
subject could not have been expressed
in words. Even the secret society of
Greyfriars did not fecl so fiercely vengoe-
i:u_} Lﬂwnrds Loder as did Coker of ihe
ritih,

_Thinking was not much in Coker’s
line. But now all his thinking powers,
such as they were, were concentratad
o one object=-to make Loder of the
Bixth suffer for his sins.

THE NINTH CHAPIER.
The Clue of the Cap!l

4 OMEBODY'S been hero !
§ “Taooks like 1t,Y grinned
Walker.
“Just a few,” smiled Carne,
Loder & Co. hed been in the pre-
fects' room at the end of the Sixth
TrE Maigner LiBrARY.—No. 1,396
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Form passage. Thero had been a pre-
fects' meeting safter class, called by
Loder, and presided over '[;3- Loder as
head prefect.

The subject under discussion had been
the Sceret Seven. And Loder haod im-
ressed upon the august body of pre-
ects the neccessity for tracking down
those unknown l:;*oun rascals and get-
ting them expelled. E}:lm had not found
the meeting by any means wnanimous
on that subject.

Certainly it was the duty of the pre-
fects to get after o band of voung
sweeps who formed themsclves into =
socref socielty, to avenge their wrongs
and grievances on the captain of the
school. But Loder suspected=—more
than suspected—that some of the pre-
tects were extremely lukewarm about
it. He even suspected some of them of
wishing good luck to the Seccret Seven,

Ha was not in the best of tempers
when he came along to his study after
the meeting. And %ﬁa temper was nob
improved by what he found there.

Somcbody evidently had been in tho

study. The window, left wide open.
showed the way that somebody had
come and gone.

That wunknown somebody had left

fﬁem-;l.r of traces behind him. He had
eft a heap of soot and cinders in
Loder's armchair. He had left Loder's
inkpot upside down in the middle of
er's table, He had emptied a bottle
of liguid blacking along Loder's mantel-
plece.
But that was not all. He had left
also an inseription chalked on Loder’s
looking-glass in largo capital letters:

“LODER! BULLY AND ROTTER!
BEWARE!
BEWARE OF THE BECRET
BEVEN ¥

Loder gritted his teeth as he looked
at it. Carne and Walker smiled.
Being Loder’s own special pals, they
might have been expected to share hus
anger &nd indignation. Instead of
which they smiled,

“Who did that?” breathed Loder,

“Bomebody you've whopped lately,
old chap,” remarked Walker. *That

wves you two or three dozen to chooze
rom, doesn’t it7"

“0Oh, shut up

Loder glared pownd the study., He
glared from the window, The fog of
the previous day had cleared; but it
was misty. No doubt it had been easy
enough for some active junior to sh
in at hiz study window from the guad,
unnoticed, after asecertamning  that
Loder was busy with the meeting in
the prefects’ room.

“The Secret Seven!” said Carne. " If
vou could get hold of that cheeky young
mtterl. Gerald, you'd have ome of the
gang ¥

“I'll get them all, sooner or later,”
snid Laoder, between his teeth. “ And
T'll see the lot of them sacked ! They've
done more than enough to get the aack,
if they could only be spotted.  Why—
what— My hat!"

Loder pounced on a smell object that
lay just under the window.

%t. was a schoolboy's cap.

Heo fairly gloated aver it.

Carne and Walker looked at it, and
whistled. Apparently the fellow whao
had climbed in at the window from tho
gquad had dropped hia cap in o doing.
That was not surprising, but it was
rather surprising that |f'|u had been
careless enough to leave it there.

Still, it was quite possible that he
had heard Loder coming to the study,

and had bolted from the window in &

hurry., Anyhow, thers it was,
“I fancy I've got him now,” said
der, with savage satisfaction.

. He turned the ¢ap over, and looked
insida it,

“Sure thing ! agroed Walker.
. There seemed to be no doubt ahout
it, It was an invariable rule at Grey-
friars for fellows’ names to written
in their cape. ‘There was no doubt
whatever about identifying the owner
of that headgear.

“What's the pDame in i£?7 asked

Carne.

“‘R., Cherry!I'¥ Loder read it out,

"That young ruffion! Just the fellow
to play games like this,” said Carne.
“Well, vou've got him now.”

JLoder's eyes glittered. He had got
him now—that was a cert. He tucked
the cap into his pocket, and picked up
his ashplant.

With set lips he strode out of thae
study in search of R. Cherry. Hs
looked in the Rag first, where a number
of Jlunmrs were gathered after class.

“Is Cherry here?” he called out from
the door.

A dozen fellows looked round.

“No ! answered Harry Wharton.

“Where iz ho "

“I think he was with Mr. Wonso
after class,” answered the captain of the
Remove. “I haven't seen him since.”

Loder stared round over tha faces of
the juniors. He had no doubt that
some of them eould have tald him where
1. Cherry was, if they had liked. Baut
nobody did so, and he tramped out of
the Bag again.

Four members of the famous Co. ex-
-::harged a grin as he went.

*“He bites,” murmured Frank Nugent.

“The bitefulness 13 terrific |

“Anything up, éau fellows?” asked
Skinner. “What’s Cherry been doing?”

“Latin verbs,” snswered Wharton.

Skinner stared,

“Latin verbs. Mean to say Loder's
on his track for doing Latin verbe.
Wharrer vou mean, you ass?®”

“Just what I say! Merely that, and
nothing more ! drawled the eaptain of
the Remove. “Dob’s a bit slow with
his verbs, you know, and he asked
Woosze to give him some extra toot.”

“Extra toot—Bob Cherry!” =aid
Skinper, almost dazedly. Extra tuition
was not, as a rule, & thing that appeaica
te R. Cherry of the Remove.

“Thea cextrafulness of the esteemed
toot  was tercific!™ remarked Hurree
Jamset Bam Eingh gra.m!y.

“And my bhelief 15 that Bob's with
Wooze now I said Johnny Bull, with a
cheory grin.

“Then what does
for ¥ asked Snoop.

“Better ask Loder! He always
wants somebody for something.”

“I'll say you guys are pulling
Lader's log o fnw!ﬁ remarked Fisher
T. Fish.

Whereat the Co chuekled.

Meanwhile, Loder, ashplant in hand,
was  still seaicingn Bob Cherry Ha
went up to the Remove passage, and
loocked into Study No. 13  Mark
Linley was there, swotting; and httle
Wun Lung the Chince, curled up in
the armchair., Neither was able to
EW any nformavion regarding Bob

erry’s whereabouts, and Loder went
downstairs again breathing fury.

Then he suddenly spotted DBob.
That cheery 1}iuzu.:t.h WAS COMINng away
from Masters' Studies with a book
under his arm

Loder bore down on him.

“8o I've fonad Eu * he said.

Bob glanced at him.

Loder want him



“Been looking for me?” he asked

innocently.

“Bend ovar!”’

“Eh! demanded Bob, backing away
& step. “ What for¥™

“You know well enough!” IToder
H T 14 1 :
swished the cane. “You've been rag-
ging in my :tudy, vou mef scoun-
drel, and chalking up cheeky mes-

4

Baf o5——""

“But I haven't!” said Baob.

“Don't tell me Jies!” vapped Loder.
“BHend over! I'm going to give you
tha licking of your life!”

"RBut, I say—"

“That's enovgh

Lioder strode ab him, and Bob dodged
back again. Loder made a spring.”
rather like a tiger, and Bob jumped
actively back and eluded him again.
With a pasp of rage, Loder rushed at
Lim, and the junior dodged along tha
paszage as far as fhe door of the
Hemove mastes's sfuds.

There Loder grablbed Lim.

With his left hand grasping Bob's
collar, the bully of Greyfriars laid on
the ashplant waith the right.

Lk
L

Whack !

“"Ow!l Wow! TWaroooh!” roared
Bob, at the top of his voice. “ Help!
Rescue ! Leave off, you rotlier!
Whoooop ¥

Bob's  voice, which was never a

whispering zephyr, rang throwgh the
Ilfi]'li‘.:'l:. It drew attention from all
Eldas.

BMr. Woose's door opened.

The Sjucaker blinked out at the
gcene over his glasses.
“*¥What—what—what-——"  sgueaked

YWooza.
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*" Yarovooooh ! roared Coker. “* Oh, my hat ! Qoooooogh !” “Roll him down ! yelled Vernon-Smith. Coker,
stiuggling wildly, was rolled across the landing to the stairs. Bump, bump, bump ! He rolled down, bumping from step
to step. A serles of frandic howls Acated up from Coker as he went. A roar of laughter followed him.

roaredl Bah.

“Btop  him, sir!”
1 appoeal

“Make him leave off, sir!
to vou, sirl"

“You young rascal!” gasped Loder.

“You rotten Dbully !” wvelled Bob.

“"Loder! Cherry! What—"

Mr. Woose was a fussy little gentle-
man. MHe had none of the stvength of
character of lhis predecessor, Mr.
Queleh.  He dreaded the Mpos
Prout, and did not want trouble with
Prout’s favourite prefect.  Still, he
felt bound to intervene here.

“Loder! Stop! Tell me at once
why wou are caning this boy !
cxclalimed Jittle Mr. Woose, with un-
wonted aspeority.

Loder paused. Woose or no Woose,
he was poing to give the ragger of
hiz study the thrashing of his life,

“Cherrv climbed in at tie window of
my study, sir, while 1 was at the
1‘,-1'{-&:{:”;’ meesing after elass,’ he said.
‘Mo has done a lot of damage there.”

“I didn't!” roared Bob.

“Loder, you are making a very
serions  mstake ! exelanmed | Mr.
Wooso

“ Nothing of the kind, sir!” rapped
Loder. “I know what 1 am about, and

I will thank you, siv, not to interfere !”

Ioder would never have dared to
speak like that to Mr. Quelch. Even
the mild little Woose coloured with
indignation.

“Loder, release that boy at once! T
repeat that you are making & mistake
—a very serious mistake——"

“And I repeat that 1 am doing
nothing of the kind, and I am going
to camwe Chertv " booted Loder.

"1 shall place the matter before bMr.

Prout—"

13

“I'm willing to go fo Drout, sir!"
gasped Bob.

“I think, sir, that vou had better
not interfeve ! said Loder.

“And I tell you that 1 shall assured]y
do so ™ squeaked My, Woose. “I shall
most  certainly  interfere, Loder!
Cherry, eome with me tc vour head-
master. ™

“look here, sip—"

“You need say no more. Loder!
You may speak before Mr. Prout!”
sgueaked the new Remove master,
angrily and indignantly. “1 will nos
allow this reckless caning of bowvs in
my Form! I repeat that I will not
allow it! Coma, Cherry!” e caught
Bob by the shoulder. ““Ar. Prout shall
deal with ihis matter.”

Loder, gritting his tecth, followed
Mr. Woose and Bob Cherry to the
Head's study. He had no doubt, none
whatever, that Prout would suppart
him, as usual, and that Bob would get
a licking from Froant. But he would
have preferrad to administer the lick-
ing himseclf. ]

owever he found conseolation in the
thought that Prout would prohably
comb Woose's hair for him for inter-
fering with a prefeet in the excention
of his duty.

THE TENTH CHAPTER.
Mot Mice for Loder!

6 REMOVE boy?V' sald
Prout grimly.
He tnened a kaifted brow
on Bob.
“Cherry! Only thiz morning I eave
yvou a floggin o
(Cantinued on page 16.)
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Woose, I_am surprised! I am very
muech surprised ! You are aware, sir,
that I have every confidence in Loder |
It iz not my desire, siv, that my pre-
fects should be interfered with, sir, by

=, members of myv stalf, in the sxeceutton

{Continued from pape 13.)

“Yes, sir,
Bob meckly.

Prout stared.

“Eh, what? Iz that intendsd for
impertinence, Cherry?”  he boomed,
“1 Warn you, sir, to take care! T have
my eye on You—I have my eye on all
the Hemove—the most troublesgme
Form in the school! I hope it may
not be necessary for me to expel boys
of that IPform! I say that I hope 2o0;
but I do not feel sure—I do not feel af

all sure ™
Prout—"

““Mr.
Ei:lueakcr.

"Procced 1" Loomed Prout. “What
has the boy done now, Mr. Woose? 1
have no doubt that he has been rebel-
liows, reckless, disobedient. Loder—is
thit vou, ladar? You mav hand mic
the cane from my table.”

“Certainly. sir!™ said Loder.

“But, cir—"" pasped Woose.

Prout swished the cane.

“Mr. Woose, you may rely upon me
to administer adequate punishment!”
he boomed “If it 13 a matter that you
prefer me to deal with, instcad of
chastising the boy yourself, you may
rely upoa me il

' B-but——" stuttered Mr. Woose.

Irout, of course, was misundersiand-

Thank wyou, sir!™ said

gasped  the

ing. He supposed that Woose had
marched Bob in for punishment.  As
ustial, ha gave noboady a chaner to

cxplain, Prout could elways do all the
ralking rhat was required, and a liitle
orer.
. “You may rely upon me to daal out
justice—strict instice ! bootned Proud.
“I intend to take the sterncst inecasvres
with your Form, 3Jr. Waoose, and
establish some sort of disrf:i{;[line in the
Bemovel It was left by Mr., Queleh.
sir, in & most unruly and disobediest
gstate—yon have no doubt found it =o.
Whiat has this boy donme now, Mnr.
Woose 17

“Nothing, sir!™

cinove master,

“ Wha-at?”

“ Nothing ! I--—--"

“Really, AMr. Woose, vonu have not
biought the boy te me becanse he has
done nothing, I presume?? boomed

gasped the new

Prout. :

““Wo, sir, 1 mean, 3jes, sir! You
Boo—"

“T do not zee ! boomed Prout. "I

do not see at alll I fail te understand
you, Mr., Woose! T catireiv fail to
comprehend your meaning, sir i

#]—I—=I :nean—" sinttered
Little Mr. Woose. “I mean——"

er ont in.

“Mr. Woosoa intervened, sir, when T
was caning Cherry for an act of ruf-
fianism in my studsy!” he sawd. “Ele
rchuzed to allow me to praceed with the

caning.” )
Prout blinked at him, His slow
brain grasped the correct state
affairs—not rapidly.

“Oht I=I secel I ukderstand?
Tue Migrer Lisrany.—INo. 1,396.
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of their duty!”

Loder gave the unhappy Mr. Woose
a vaunting look. As he had expected,
Prout was comhing that gentleman's
hair for him |

“Yes, sir! No, sirt
stamnmered Mr. Woose.
gircumstances, sig——=

“I ecan mmamine no cireamstanzes
beomed Prowt.

“The boy iz guite innocent o
" Are you accusing Loder of mjustice,
sit 7’ boomed Prout. “If so, sir, sav
so plainles ! Rpeak frankly, sir!”

MNot quite, sie!”
“But—but the

1T

" Liandness gracions ! I—I—not
exactly— but ves, corfainly——"

“Loder, you may speak! Yon say
ithat something has occnrved in vour
study. What the juniors call a rag, 1
presome.  You cangit Cherry in the
act ¥

“No, sir, not exactly; but I found
absolule proof that it was Cherry who
climbed in at the window while I was
at the prefects’ meeting.”

“¥You hear that, Mr. Woose?”

“I hear it, sir—but—>"

“¥You doubt Loder's statement ¥

“Lortainly T do!” squeaked Mr.
Woose indignantly. * Leder's statement
is absolutely incorrect !

Brort, from Prout.
“You say that you have proof,
Loder ?”

“ Abzolute proof. sl

“In what war?”

FThe boy who eclimbed in a§ my
window, sir, dropped lLis cap and left it
lying there,” said Loder, He jerked the
cap from his pocket, ™I found this
nnder my window in the study, sir!
Cherry's namae 15 tn at”

Y Croodness gracions me!” ejaculaled
Mr. Woose, quite taken aback,

Loder suppreszed a grin.

“Cherry secms to have succeeded in
deceiving Mr, Weose, sir! But I sup-
nose Mr. Woose is convineed now—"

“INot at all " gasped Mr. Woose., “I
quite fail to understand how the boy's
{"ap was dropped in your study, Loder,

f——’

“What ™ boomed Pront. " What?
The boy drops his eap in Loder’s study,
and it 15 found there, and you still
doubt that it was this boy who entered
ﬂlc‘_ study, Mr. Woose? Are you serious,
sir ¥

“Quite! I assure yor———"

" Nonsense ! boomed Proat.

“But, sir, I—I—"

“Absurd! The mattcer admits of no
doubt, no doubt at all! Cherry, you
will be severely caned ! _

“But I never did it, sir!” said Robh.
“I never went anywhere near Loder's
study after class, sir, and I can prove
it

Loder’s lip curled.

“What! If vou mean that you can

roduce witnessos——"" exclaimed Mr.

rent. :

“Yes sir, that's it i

“T'm afraid, sir, that this boy's
friends in the Remove would not
seruple fo bear him out in any untroth-
ful statement,” said Loder.

“To yvyou think so, Leder? Shack-
ing ¥ exclaimed Mr. Drout. * Very
shocking indeed! Cherry, I shall not
Ecmpt }}he evidence of any Hemove

oy—

“AMr. Woose isn't a Remove boy,
sir ' said Bob meekly.

“What! Mr. Woose! What do vou
mean 1"

“I've been with Mr. Woose ever since

class, sir!” said Bob in the same meok
tone. “He knows—"

“Clertainly ! squeaked DMr., Wooze,
“Cortainly ! That 2 why——"

Prout stared from one to the other.

“You have been with Mr. Woose since
class?"” ho ejaculated,

“Yes, sir {”

“Do yvou bear out that statement, Mr.
Woose #

“Certainly T do, sir!™ exclaimed Mr.
Woose. “I hava been giving Chorry
some assistance in his Latin—assistance
that he very much needs—and he had
left my study only a few minutes when
I heard Leoder, sir, tm\ing him in the
passage, and came out—-~"

Loder stood rooted to the fAoor of tha
Head’s study ! He felt as if his head
was turning round !

He had abselute, complete, and con-
vincing proof that Bob had climbed nto
his study in the cap that had been
dropped nader the window !

. ¥eb if Bob had been with Woose ever
since class it was perfeetly ecrtain that
Bob could have been nowhere near
Loder's window !

“Bless my soul!” exclaimed Prout.
Hiz erves turped on Loder's confused
face. *Loder, you appear to have made
a mistake—a very scrious mistake! Am
I to vnderstand, Loder, that you were
actually caning Cherry for something
that it iz obvious that he could not have
done ¥

Loder gasped,

" It's s cap, sirl”
“His name's in if, sir!™

“Certainly. that iz verv sirong pre-
sumpiive evidence,” said Jr, Prout;
“but before punishment iz administered,
Loder, you should make sure—yon
should make assurance doubly sure!
Did vou gll vee Cherry an opportuniry lo
explain that he had been with his
Form-master 2

if I_I_I i

¥ Some other bov.” =aid Ar. Prout.
“must have taken Cherry’s cap.  Such
carelessness among the juniors 15 not, 1
believe, nncommon. But carclessiess in
a prefect, Loder—a licad prefeet—is &

He leld it op.

]:E{:'I:j d!i-‘ﬂ'imm matter!  Very serious
indeca.””
“I've bheen mnowhere near Loder's

study, sir!” said Bob meekly.

“1 believe wvou, Cherry; 1 have no
alternative but to believe vou in view
of your Torm-master's statement.

oder—"

“I—1 thoughli—I—I was sure
stammered Loder.

“You _have acted thoughtlessly,
Toder! You have acted unjustly ! Tln-
mtentionally, no donhi=—=hbut that does
not alter the facts" said Mr. Drout
sternly.  “You have punizhed Cherry
without ecause! Youn will cxpress your
regrot to Cherry, Loder, for having
done so.”

Lodar gulped.

He came very near af that moment fo
telling Prout what he thought of him!

“You hear me, Loder®™

“Oh! Yes, sir!” gasped the hapless
bully of Greviriaes. *“1I secm Lo
have—have made a mistake——I—T=—I'm
sorry, Cherry 1 The words scemed to
be dragged from Loder like teeth at o
dentist’s. ;

“ Pardon is gpranted, Loder!™ said Roh
cheerfully. It was worth the whack he
had received to watch the expression on
Georald Loder's face as he satd that.

“Veorv well, very well, you may go,
Cherry,” said Mr. Pront. “ ¥Yon may
take vour cap | Leder, I think you had
better express vour regret to M.
Waoose ! am sure, my boy, that you
feel a very deep regret for this very
unfortunate mistake on your part.”

Bob Cherry left the study—leaving
Loder expressing his tegret to M

#a
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Woose! He could puess cxactly how
mauch regret Loder was feeling ! Loder’s
only regret, in point of fact, was that
he could not finish Bob's whopping, and
hand ont another to Woose a.us another
to Prout |

When Loder of the Sixth got back to
his atud&; he stamped into the room and
slammied the door with & slam that woke
echoes far and near. Walker and Carne
wera gone, but Loder, with a start of
rage, discerned that somebody else had
been n the study i his absence,

On his table, pinned down by draw-
ing-ping, was a large sheot of cardboard.
On that sheet was inseribed in big
capitals:

“LODER THE BULLY!
LCDER THE BLACKGUARD!
L{JDERR'I;I%%: I"’F UNK|

Loder trembled with rape. His

L
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furious glance turned to the open
window.

He gavo quite a2 jump as he saw a
school cap hr{iung on Lgm floor inside {

He caught it upl

He glared into it

Inside was written the name “C. K.
Temple.” That cap belonged to Ceeil
Reginald Temple of the Fourth Form.

Grasping it in bhis hand, Loder strode
te the door.
Then he paused.

It dawned on him that if he hunted
down the owner of that eap history
would repeat itself! Whoover was the
second visitor to his study, it was not
the fellow whose name was written In
tha cap| He rozlised that if he hunted
down Temple of the Fourth it would be
only to discover that Temple of the
Fourth _had an impeccable alibil In-
furiated as he was, er did not want
to make a fool of himself a soccond time |
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It's hiz joh to answeér Wnotty problems—and

it's a job he likes.

IN-AND-OUT FORM !

WANT to start this week's tolk
E with & frank confession. I have had

g guestion send to me by a reader

froma Cardiff to which 1 am quite
pure I cannot give & wholly satisfactory
snswoer. Here is an oxtract from the letter :
* Uan you tell mo, please, how I can main.-
tain o consistent level in my football
gomes ! After some matches my captain
oomes to me and says that L have done
very well, After other games I don’t get
any praize, for the simple reason that I
den't deserve sny. How iz if that my
play variessuch a lot ¥

There is more in the same strain in the
letter, but 1 can sum up the whole epistle
in ono ehort sentence : The writer wants
mo to explain the mystery of form,. And,
really, it can't be done. There are days
when everything seems fo go right—at
football, at work, or at achool. There are
othor days when gome little imp, as it
spems, peysiatently prevents you from
deing your best.

Hometimes, of course, the explanation
of this in-cod-oub form i A moatter of
health. But that is pot the complete
solution. [ bave gone on to the lootball
tield feeling as Bt as a fddle, yot I have

layed below my best. Every well-known
cotbuller has hed the same experience.
It every player was always at his best
woe should not get thosoe stranps results of
big football matches which continuslly
como Lo surprige us.

I thinhk we have siznply to accept
these ups and downs of form as o
part of our moake-up, always being
vitreful, of conrvee, that we don't do
tiiings which we should not do—
such as having a big meal imi-
m:liﬂie& before o goame s due fo
start.

The best of players have their bad
matehes, And the ome thing to do
after a bad game, is forget it. Try not to go
on the field for one game worrying about

the {nilures or the previous conteat, [t is
the play of the moment which mattera :
not what has gone before, I admit that
it is easie. to sayv forpet a bad match than
to carry out the advice. But the effort
to forget is worth while.

AN IMPORTANT RULE'!

T was Joe Smmth, who playved so long

E at ingide-lelt lor Bolton Wanderers,

and whe is now manager of Beading,

whe once brought home to me the

way in whirh even the best players worry

over failure. This player was one of the

most sueeresglul TJE}HH kick artistg the

game has eves Ig,tfuwn. I happened to

meet hirm. howewver, after ooe match in

whirh he bhad failed bto scors from the

penalty spor, and this is whet he said

* T shall never geore with & penalty kick
Brain,

Ahnt ke vwas driving at, i1 usug
the erprossion, was that hoving
failed he rauld, when he agoin rame
to take a penalty kick, e worrging
o mreech abonut the previons [ailure,
that e would probabily fall ayain.

L am alrmd [ musr leave mf rénder
oniy partly satisfied concerning the mys-
tery of form, and pass on to deal with
gome other questions of interest.

Often when I hove beon watchmg
matches,"” writea * Magnetite,” from
Rotherham, ' I have been surprized when
the linesman has allowed the play to go on
even thotgh 1 have been quite eartain in
my mind that the ball has just cone over
the bige."

Possibly the ympression of my Rother-
ham friend has been ecorrect, because
lincemen, like other people, are liable to
make mistakes. Perzonslly, however, 1
should be melined to trust the people
who are wiveo the lmesmens work, I
have an idea that my friend may oot
be quits correct in his version of when &
bal is cut of play.

i7

He hirled the cap into the guad and
slammed the window,

Later, when he passed near the Rag,
he heard loud shouts of merriment from
that apartment. Apparently the juni
there were making merry | Loder di

not need telling the cause of 1ihe
merriment |

e T

THE ELEVENTH CHAPTER.
“ Goal ! *

i UNNY, of course!” snorted
Coker.

Potter and Greono could only
stare,

In Movember a sunny day was rather

a catch., in the opinion niy Polter and

Greene. But Hornea Coker spoke as if
it were s special grievance he hLad
against Naturo.

(Continued on ncxt page.)

The rule-hoak loye i dowen very
distinelly that the ball is in play
until the whole of i has passed
over the fine.

1 remember & Cup Final—Newecastle v.
Arsenal, it was—when there was a hig
nrgument as to whether the boll had been
out of play just prior to & goal being scorad
h].!.' Newecastle. The photogrephs showed
the white line, over which the ball had
run, quite plainly. DBut the referss de-
olared that the whole of the ball had nob
Leen over the goal-line. Perhaps all my
readers will remember this important rale,

SUPERSTITIONS !

OOTBALLERS, like other pecple
are [ull of superstitiona. hﬁ:ny of
them think it in laeky, or uniue
to do this or that. The least little

thing will make some teams believe more

firmly in luck, or omens. There in little
or vothing in these luck stories, really.

I can't belisve, for instance—ond you

don't believe—that because the members

of & foorball team pass a funeral on the
wiy to thoir match that the vesult of that
mateh will be affected. The players do
think eo. Neither should it really matter
whether a ptayer puts his left boot on
before hia right, or vice-versa, or the posi-
tion he cecupies in the line when he goea
out of the drespng-room on to the feld.

But Jock Rutherford, who used to play for

Noweastle, wouldn't take aoy other placo

in the lina than lngk,

In this connection, 1 should like to call
yvou of two sides to & “huwek " slory.
Manchester is nol very far from Buinley,
and when the Manchester United players
have to travel ta Burnley thoey oo by
cherabanc.

Loxt scesgn, howerver, the drives
heard that one part of the voad
tefach wowld hare been foelien in fhe
ardivnryg  conrse of crenls oGS
“up,"" and he went by a different
pereke, Thic Monchextcr §nited
team duly won the matel, and they
thewught the change of voule hod
charnged thefe luck,

This semaon, when Manchester United
were again due to Elu.:,.r at Burnley they
told the driver of the motor-coach to go
fhe same round-about way he had tekon
them the previous season. Alas for supers
stition ! On that round-about journey the
motor-coach was involved in an necident,
and twa or three of the playoers wore hurct,

Am I vow suggesting that ther: 13 no
guch thing as luck in football * [ wouldn't
go 80 [ar a8 that. [k is all very wall Lo say
we don't belisve in luck, hut—wall, moast

of us do
“*LINESMAN.”
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“Want
FPotter.

“lixactly ™

“(h, my hat " said Greene.

“What I mean is, a fellow had a
chance in & fog 1” said Coker, “I should
have got that cad Loder and whopped
him the other day if those checky tags
hadn't barged in and whopped me!
There's nothing to grin at! 1 don't sce
anyihling funny in a mob of checky fags
1_;r1aHFpmg s Fifth Form man if you

L]

some more fop?"” grunted

“Thev did yon a good turn, old man,”
said Potter. “You'd have Dbeen
epotted, fog or no fﬂ%, and bunked!

nd if you're still dreaming about
w liopping prefects, thank goodness
there's no fog 1" -

“ After dark, though!” ssid Coker
rinnsingly. i
_ "Why not give it a miss?” suggesied
Cieeene. “ Lot Loder rip, what®

Bnort, from Coker | ] .

“The fellow's beneath my notice, if
vou come to that,” he sand. * Prout con
aponoiut him captain of the school if he
likes: but he's a rotter and & toad and
a sneaking cur and——" s

“Spcech may be taken na read!
mnrmured Potter, * Loder’s all the un-
pleazant things mentioned in the die-

i:lu:‘.:lt‘j’. No need to run through the
158"
“But Jook what he's donel” said
Coker. “lellows are calling me a
gncak: i

“Well, if you give fellows away to a
prefoct—""" said Greene argumenta-
tively.

“ T did nothing of the kind !" shricked
Coker, showing signs of excilement, as
he always did on this topic.  “That
ennming rotter twisted what I said into
goracthing of the sort! Just his rotien
artfulness! The worst of 1t 15, a man
can’t thrash him as he deserves. It's
a silly rule that prefects can’t 1[&:
punched, but there it is. I a feliow
punches a prefeet, he's got to keep 1k
dark. A fellow doesn’t like doing
things in n surreptitious way, but what's
a fellow to do? Loder's got to have
it !

Potter and Greene yawned., They
were tired of this subject. It was of
decp and intense interest o Coker, buk
it had palled on his comrades,

The three were walking down to the
football ground for games practice.
Coker had a football under his arm.

Coler was aszsiduous at §nmn3 prace
tice. The fact that he could not plax
iﬁﬁter for toffen made no difference to
that.

Larry Lascelles, the games master,
was on the senior ground. He was
there to coach snd instruct:; but Coker
wanted neoither coaching nor instruction
from Mr. Lascelles. ker was one of
tliosa fellows whoe know !

Porhaps it was Coker's belief that ha
was a born footballer, and in no need
of instruction, that helped to make
Coker the player he was!  Cerlainly
his Soccer was a sight for gods and men
and little fishes!

“There's the cad !™ said Coker, with
a nod towards Loder of the Sixth, who
was talking to tho games master.
“YWhat does e want on our ground 7

"Well, he's skipper now,” remarked
Creene. “May be looking for men for
the First Eleven.”

“I'at lot he knows about 1t 1" grunted
Coker. “Barging in, to throw his
weight aboub, that's &ll!  Lascelles
doesn't like lum eny more than we do.™

Potter and CGreene nodded asssent to
that., Loder’s proceedings sineo he had
boen eaptain of the school had not
endeared him to Larry Lascelles. Thero

Toe Magyer Lienany.—No. 1,396,

THE MAGNET

were strained relations betwecen the cap-
tain of OGreyfriars and the games
masker,

They eould not hear what Loder was
sayving to Mr. Lascelles at the distance,
but they could discern signs of im-
paticnee in Larry’'s manner,

A gleam came into Coker’s eyes.

“By gum ! I'll make that cad sorry
he's barged in here!” he breathed. *1
sy, what price getting him with this
footer 1" )

"TFor goodness’ sake, don’t!"™ said
Potter, in alarm. “You know what you
ara with a footer, Coker! You'll get
the wrong man.”

“Don't be & silly ass, Pottor IV

“If you land it in Blundell's eye,
vou——"" said Grecne.

“Don't be 2 fathead, Greene ™

Coker walked on, nearer to Loder.
Potter and Greeno walked off and left
him.  When Coker Licked a footer
about, the noighbourhood was not safe
—cexeept for the object aimed at by
Cokor.

Coker dropped the footer to the
gl:mmd; He caleulated the distance
with his cye, and waited for Loder to

leave Mr. Lascclles. A few moments
later Loder walked away; all the Fifth
Form men wera glad to sce him go.
Coker, with o cheery grin on his face,
waited.

Loder was cominy towards himl!
Lavry Lascelles had gove into the field.
All was safe now,

Affecting fe be unaware of the
approach of Loder—ifor, of course, the
thing had to bo made lo appear an
accident—Coker took aim.

Knocking Loder over backwards with
a foothall on his features was a very
atltractive idea to Colier, but evidently
it was necessary for it to look acce-
dental; even Coker understood that.

Loder was about ten feet away when
Coker took a kick at the ball, mussed it,
fourished a football boot high in the
alr, and zat down. Coker often kicked
for goal in this original way.

ump !

0L gasped Coler.

Loder stared at him and laughed,

Colier gerambied up! That laugh did
it! Coker did not care now wlhether
Loder knew that he was making e goal
of him or not! His only thought was
to land that ball on Loder's grinning
face !

He kicled !

This time he got away with it !

The ball flew | There was plenty of
beof in Coler's kick, when he succeeded
tn landing it.  The ball went like a
Luallet.

Unfortunately it went nowhere near
Toder! ®o far from suspecting that
Coker was kicking the ball at him, that

idea never entered Loder's mind for a
moment.

Really, it was not likely to oceur,
cvenr to a suspictous mind like Loder's,
when the footer flew almost at right
angles and came nowhere within twenty
feet of him.

It flew into the football ficld,

Loder only wondered why Coker was
recklessly kicking a footer into the
midst of a group of [ellows gathered
round Mr. Laszeciles. He walked on
regardless,

Coker saw that he had missed. Tor
a fraction of a second Lo wondered
where the ball had ponet

Then a fearful yell from the football
field informed him. Larry Lascelles
staggered forward as a whizzing football
erashed on the back of his head., and
fell on his hands and knees, yelling.

There was an outburst of startled ex-
clamations from the TFifth Form foot-
ballers. They stared at the sprawling

games master and then stared round Lo
sea who had done this.

“Ow!  Oh! Ah)"  gasped  DMr
Lascelies, sitbing up dazedly and passing
his hand over the back of his Lead,
“ What—who—what——"

“Coler 1 roarcd Blundell.

“That ass Coker—"" ghrieked Bland.

“Playing potty tricks on Larry!”’
gasped  Litzgerald. “Is he mad
entirely ? Coker,  ¥ou blitliering
gossoon—"

“Oh, my hat!" gasped Coker,

Thero was & rusi of the Fifth I'orm
footballers—at Uoker! Why Coker had
done this, why he had knocked over the
popular games master with a footer
on the back of his head, they did not
know, MNeither did they stop to nguire,
They just went for Coker !

“I say!" pasped Coker. "I say—I
I mean—look here—hands off—yvaroopoh !
otop kicking a chap—whooop! I =ay,
I'l smash vou, Blundell—T'll spiflicate
vou, Bland—I'll—yarcooop !

How many football bools landed om
Coker he never knew ! Tlicy scemed fo
rain on him [ )

For scveral heelic minutes Horace
Coker led the lifo of a Soccer ball!
Every fellow there got in one or two,
some half a dozen. What was left of
Coker squirmed away, ab last, and
escapod.

Coker did not join in the Fifih Form

ames practice that elicrnoon, He was
Eys;r in his study rubbing liniment over
his numerous damages. IHe used up
quite a lot,

THE TWELFTH CHAPTER.
Billy Bunter gave gquile a start
Bunter was surprised.
Ha expecied to find Wharion and
Bhanipur. They were gll there, and so
Eozides the Famous Five, there were
were Hobson, Stewart, and Hoskins, of
Evidently Bunter had barged into a
in, the whole meeting spoke with one
Instead of buzzing off, the .fat Owl
“Let  out, fathead !  said  the
Lord Mauleverer.

¥rom Informaiion Received!
6 H B2AY, you fellows '™
and blinked round Study No. 1
through his hig spectacles.

It was after prep when the fat Owl
of the Remove barged into that study.
Nugent there, and perhaps Bob Cherry,
Johnny Bull, and the Nabob of
wera a crowd of other fellows,

Study No. 1 was pacled.
Smithy, Redwing, Toddy, and Lord
Mauleverer, of the Remove., There
the Shell. There were Temple, Dabney,
Fry, and Scott, of the I'ourth.
great meeting.

And as the Owl of the Remove rolled,
voice.

“Buzz off, Bunter |
closed the door behund him and stood
against if, blinking at the meeting.
Bounder.

“Yaas, buzz off, old fat bean "' urged

“Y saw, vou fellows, what are vou all
up to?” asked Bunter. *Is it a feed?”

No, »ou  eormorant !  pgrunted
Johnny Bull. *© Buzz off 17
“T've pgot somelhing to  tell you
follows——"

“Go and tell it in some other study ™
sU ;Etstml Harry Wharton,

*Beast !

“Kick him out!” said Temple.

It was, &8s o matter of facl, a mecting
of the “secret soefety ™ of the Lower
HSchiool. Bunter  was  superflnons.
Becrets entrusted to Bunter wera not
likely to remain seeret very lour.

“1 say, it's about Lodepr--—" said
Buntor.
“0Oh! What about Loder?” As that



With his left hand grasping Bob Cherry's ﬂﬁﬁﬂl‘, Loder laid on the ashplant with his right.

“Ow! Wow! Yarcoh ! roared Boh, at the fop of his voice. ;
the master of the Remove blinked out. ** Stop him, sir 1 ** roared Bob. * Make him leave off, sir !

mecting had been called on that very
subjeet, the meeting was willing to give
Bunter a hearing. -

“1 say, you fellows, I can tell you it’s
& jolly good chance to get back on that
heast 1" said Bunter eagerly. “I say,
he's going out of bounds to-might.” .

“How do you know ! demanded Bab
Cherry. .

Diumter winked a fat wink.

“1 get to know things ! he remarked.
“You follows never get on to anything.
I know all about it! Not that I was
listoning, you know!l That's a thing I
wounldn't do, as vou know, of course.
But——*

“0h, clear off 1 grunted Jolinny Dull,
“Take yvour dashed cavesdropping to
gomo other study.”
0k, really, Bulll™

“Hold on " interposed the Dounder.
“Let's hear it! Hpies can be used
against the enemy in war-time.”

“If vou're calling me a =py, Smithy,
you cheeky beast—="

“(iot it off your chest, fatty IV

“It was by sheer accident, of course,”
said Bunter. "“I'm not the fellow to
listen, I hopa! 1 only wondered what
Lacler and Snrnn were talking about—I
mean, 1 got behind the elm hbecause
l.oder's such a beast—ho would whop =
chap as soon as look at himm—"

" Neover mind why yvou got behind the
elin,” said S8mithy. “We ecan guess that

EI'E‘t-”

“[Ia, ha, hat*

i “"ﬁh, thn;r; wera ﬁxing it up for to-
night,” =aid DBunter. “'They're going
out by the dgor of the Sixth I"'orm lobby
at eloven o'clock. They're going over
to the Three Fishers. 1 heard every
ward | OF course, I wasn't listening——"

“Runter  hears things without
fistenin' 1" remarked Temple of the
Fourth.

“Oh, rather|” grinned Dabney,

EVERY SATURDAY

" H’Eﬂf! 1

“Well, look here, see what a chance
it is!” urged Bunter, *“Suppose a
fellow came down quietly from the dorm
and bolted the lobby deor after they're
gone out! Shut ’ecm out for the night,
what? What would they szay ta Prout
when they had to knock up the House
in the middle of the night to get int”

Bunter's eyes pleamed behind  his
spoctacles, :

“ Might be the sack for em "’ he said.
“Prout’s only got to find out the kind
of rotters they are, you know! Whatt”

The mecting of the seeret society ox-
changed glances,

“"Too thick 1" said ITarry Wharton.
“otting a man sacked is rather too
much, DBesides——* .

“1 zay, vou fellows, it's the chance
of 2 lifetimae!” urged Bunter., “I'd do
the trick myself, only I'm a pretiy
sound sleeper, you know, and I mightn’t
wake np! L dom't funk it, vou know;
but being such a sound slecper——"'

Bob Cherry winked at the meeling.

“That's all mpght, Dunter,” he said.
“I'll wake you up!t”

1] Eh -?-JI

“Rely on me,” said Dob gravely.
“T'l! stay awake specially, and call you
at half-past eleven.”

“0Ohl  Ah! ¥Yes! DBut—but youm
might doze off, you know—-">

“1'11 stay awake, too, in case DBob
dozes off I said Nugent. “ Wo'll wake
you up all right, Bunter!"

“Hear, hear!” said Johnny Dull
“Rely on us, Bunter! We'll all see that
you wake up in time " _

“Tho wakefulness will be terrific.”

“Buoter's the man!” =aid Vernon-
Smith,

“¥eas, rather!”

Billy Bunter blinked round at the

crowd of juniora through his g
spectacles,. Hae did not scem s0 on-
tﬁuaiastim

Rescue 1 **

Whack, whack, whaek !
Mr. Woose's door opened, and
| appealto you, sir 1

With so many [ellows keen on stayiog
awake to arouse him at the appointed
hour, it was evident that the fat Ohwl
could rely on being roused. That was
not the diffiewlty. But there seemod Lo
bo some other difliculty |

“0Oh! I—I say, vou fellows, the fzct
1§——" 5m.mmu.:r{~-c'i Bunter.

“It's settled 1 said the Donnder.
“Bunter does the trick!”

*Hear hear ! ]

“It's not scttled "' roared Bunter in
alarm. “Dan't you fellows get waking
me up to-amght! I'm jolly well nos
going down in the dark, I can fell you.”

“Ha, hz, ha " :

“Blessed if I can see avything to
cackle at! Supposze a fcllow got copped
out of dormitory bounds!” said Bunter
warmly. “If you fellows funk i, you
can funk it, and be blowed; but you're
jolly well not shoving it on me, T can
jolly well tell you! Yahi”

And Billy Bunter promptly rolled ont
of Study No. 1 and slammed the dooer
after him. Bunter was keen on making
the bully of Greyfriars suffer for bis
sing, but, evidently, he was not keen on
taking o hand, personally, n the
matter. Like tha monkey in the story,
Bunter preferred o catspaw to pull his
chestnuts out of the fire, .

There was a chuckle in Study Ne, 1
when Bunter was gone. Then the
mecting settled down to business again.
The ecaptain of the DRemove looked
thonghtful.

“We're not going to baolt Lader out
of the house,” ﬁ?;mid. “That's rathev
too stecp ! But what's the matter with
a few fellows waiting for him in lis
stndy when he comes o ?™

“The Seeorct Seven? grinned the
Bounder. )

“ Exactly—only three or four will bn
enough—it’s a bit_risky for a crowd to
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get out of the dorm. We can handle it.”
“ Better leave it to us!™ said Hobson

of the Shell thoughtfully. “You
LREmm‘n kids are rather asses, you
now."’

“Loolk here, vou fat-headed Shell-
fish—"

“Well, you look here—-"

“LDon't raﬁl" sald Temple of the
Fourth. "The fact is, n'd Leiter
leave it to us! We're on this. We owe
Loder one specially.”

“We do!” agreed Fry.

“Oh, rather |” said Dabney.

“"Ret! said Bob Cherry. © DBetter

leave it to the re—"

“Don't bo an ass, Cherry——"

“You Fourth Form fathead-——""

You Remove tick——"

Argument was waxing warm in the
seeret  soctety of Greyfriars.  Ilarry
Wharton held up his hand.

. “Order!” he said. " Toss up for the
ob, a5 uwsual-—that's the nile of the

eeret Seven”
And Temple

“Donec ! said Hobson.
nodded assent.
Cecil Reginzld Temple had the luck

of the toss. He smiled with satisfaction.

“That's all right '’ he said. “Leave
it to me! We'll shut off the light in
Loder's room so that he can’t turn it
on when he comes in and tackle him in
the dark. Take the lamp out of the
bracket, you know! Safa as houses!
And we'll fix Loder with his waste-
paper-basket over his napper and leave
him like it—*

“Ha, ka, ha!”

There was o chuckling diseussion in
Study No. 1, and then the meeting broke
up. All was cut and dried, and the
carrving out of the scheme “was left in
the more ar less capable hands of Ceeil
Reginald Templo. If Loder carried out
his plan of breaking bounds that night,
8. surpriso was to await him on his
return 1if all went well!

THE THIRTEENTH CHAPTER.
Horace on the Warpath !

OTTER and Grecne were worried,
Caoker was the worry.
In the study that evening
Coker had said hardly a word!
That alone was unusual and alarming.
Cokor, as a rule, snid many words,

Indeed, his conversation pgenerally
resembled the little brook in the poem,
which went on for ever. It lacked,
[:uarhg-.pa, quality; but its quantity left
nothing to be desired.

For once, Potter and Grecno wero
able to get through prep without in-
cessant interruptions from Coker's too-
active »-.:_hm. bat was satisfactory, as
fsr as it went—it was & much-needed
rest.  Still, it made them unecasy. It
was such & change in Coker!

Lokor was silent, gloomy, thoughiful.
They knew of what he was thinking—
his deadly feud with Loder of the
Sixth !

Loder had not been punished wol.
Coker’s essays at punishing Loder had,
g0 far, had a boomerang effect, landing
on Coker himself! That, of conrse,
only made the great Horace mote de-
termined,

Loder had to be dealt with! Coker
had to deal with him! The question
wag how? Potter and Greene did not
sea any “how.” Almost every fellow at
Greviriars would have liked to thrash
Loder. But nobody could get on with
it, without getting bunked for that ex-
pleit, which was not d enough. That
was the subject of Coker's unusual deep
moditations, Coker could not forpget
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the urhc:pping of two or three weeks
ago. "Though lost to sight, 1t was to
memory dear, so to speak ! Since then,
Loder had made him look like a snenk—
taking mean advantage of Coker's
happy custom of opening his large
mouth too wide! ILoder had to have
it! Coker had to give it to him P That
was thatt!

Coker was still silent, still thoughtful,
still gloomy, when the Fifth went up
to their doermitory. Potter and Greene
noted with alarm that Coker took a
fives bat up with him, vnder hiz arm.

Coker was capable of many strange
things, but obviously even Coker could
not be thinking of playing fives in the
dormitory in the dark!

That fives bat could be intended for
only one purpose—whopping somebody !

GREYFRIARS CARTOONS

By HAROLD SKINNER.
No. 22.—CLAUDE HOSKINS,
the musical gemius of the Shell.
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Coker's worried chums hardly needed
telling who the “somebody™ was.
Ividently it was Loder of the Sixthl

Coker's brilliant ides of whopping
Loder in the fog bad turned out a
ghaatl;g frost. Yet if the whopping was
administered at all, it had to be
administered under cover; it was
urgently nceessary for the identity of
the whopper to remain a secret. Horace
had hoped for more fog, to give him
another chance. November persisted in
being sunny, just as if the westher itself
wanted to annoy Coker. The mantle of
night would answer the same purpoze.

Hence the fives bat in the dormitory !

It was all clear to Coker's worried
chums.

Had there been a.nf'
getting by successfully with such an
enterprise, Potter and Greene would not
have minded. They would have been
glad to bear that the bully of Groyfriars

chance of Coker

had been batted by some person or
persons unknown. Tho trouble was
ithat Coker had a perfect genius for
bungling, and that the person was not
likaly to remain unknown. And they
did not want old Horaco to be bunked.

Coker slipped that fives bat under his
pillow when he went to bed. Qnly too
plainly he did not intend to remain
there till rising-bell.

Potter and Greene, greatly worried,
did not close their eyes. They were
gquite sure thet Coker was staying
awake, waiting. They resolved to stay
awake also, and endeavour te restrain
kim when he got going.

But at eleven o'clock that reselve had
given out, and Potter and Greene had
given in. Both were fast asleep.

3o, indecd, was Coker. Horace had
ﬁumly resolved not to close his eyes,

ut they closed, apparently, of their
own accord; and, in point of fact, he
wes asleep  beforo either Potter or

reene,

Generally Coker was a heavy sleeper.
But this time he slept lightly. The
unportant enterprise on his mind dis-
turbed hiz slumbers.

_ Baveral times ho stirred snd grunted
in hiz sleep and nearly awoke. Finally
he quite awoke.

He rubbed his oyes, esat up, and
Blinked,

It was very cold. Satting up, with his
blanketd drawn round him, Coker won-
dercd a little whether it was a good
idea, after all, to pay Loder a noc
turnal wisit. Thrashing Loder was
attractive, but =0 was bed; nover,
indeed, had bed seemed so nice and
warm an<d comfortable.

Dut Colker was a sticker. With an
cffort he heaved himself out of bed.
Then he dressed guickly in the dark.

Ho groped for the fives bat he had
placed under his pillow. Of course, he
drapped it beside the bed when he found
ik, It would wngt heve been Coker
ctherwice,

* Thud !

loker caught hiz breath. He did not
want to walke any of the Fifth, Such
an enkterprise as whopping Prout's
favourite prefect m the middle of the
night required the deepest seercoy.

He wondered whether anybody had
awakened. Somebody had. Potter, in
the next bed, started out of the land
of dreams.

Is that

“Whau-a-t's
Coker 7

Coker glared at him in the gloom.

“Don't yell 1” he hissed.

Potter zat up. IHis worst forebodings
wotre realised. Coker evidently was on
the warpath.

“Coker, old man—
Potter.

“Don’t roar ™

“Go back to bed, old chap!” urged
Potter. “I sax, you'll get into a fearful
row if you po after Loder at this tima
of night ™ -

“Don't shriek I

Potter breathed hard.

“Look here, Coker, you ass—*

_*¥ou can shut up! Or perhaps you'd
like to come?”’ suggested Coker., “¥ou
ean hold Loder down while I whop him!
He may need holding.”

Potter thought that very probable,
but he did net think of going with
Coker fo hold Loder down. oker
was going to be bunked by Prout in the
morning, Potter did not want to catch
the sama train.

* Coming 7 asked Coker.

“No, you asal! No, you
Look here, chuck it e

“Don’'t bawl I

“71 tell you——m-m™m"-

“Don't bellow ™

that? you,

whispered

fathead |




Coker left the dormitory and sicle
down passages and staircases. After
taking several wrom turnings, he
arrived in the Bi Form study
Fmigm There s pale glimmer of star-
ight from s window ensbled him to
pick out Loder’s door. At that door he
stop and listened.

The study was silent—like all the
rooms at Greyfriars at that bour of the
night, getting on for fwelva.,

With the fives bat gripped in his right
hand, he opened the door with his left
and stepped in.

What happened next scemied Iike a
dream, a ghastly nighimare, to Coker.

Hands reached fromm the darkness,
fastemred on him, and dragged him
down, and, before even a gasp could
escape from him, a duosty duster was
pressed over his mouth, stlencing him.
Coker's brain fairly recled and spun
with the utter surprise of it.

THE FOURTEENRTH CHAPTER.
Temple®s Trivmph !

ECIL REGINALD TEMPLE
C supdressed a chuckle.
It had been easy |
Templa of the Fourth had

expected 1t to ba fairly casy, so well had
e laid his plans. Put he had hardly
expected it to be so casy as this.

It had, indeed, gone like elockhwork.

Soon after eleven Tmr:tple, Dabney &
C'o. had stolen guictly down from the
Fourth Fermn dormitory,.  They had
found that Billy Bunter's informnation
was correct—Loder was not in  his
room. Obviously, if he was not there
at that hour, he had pone out of school
bounds with Carne as srranged ; and all
that Temnple, Dabney, Fry, snd Scott
had to do was to wait quietly for hum
to come in, and deal faithfelly with him
when he came.

0f course, they had te be wary.
Carne would bha with him in the
passage, going to hiz room farther on.
If there waz a sound when they seized
Loder, Carnce would heav it, and all the
fat would be in the fire. Very, very
cautious indeed were Temple, Dabney &

They did not expect to hear Loder's
footsteps coming, Coming back from
an excursion out of bounds, ho would,
of course, be careful to make no sound.
The{‘djd nob expoet to hear anythin
of him till the door-handle turned.
They waited and watched.

The door-handle turned at last, the
door openced, and an unscen fipure
entered—to go down instantly under tho
combined attack of four ready fellows.
Fry and Dabney had its arms. Scott
had the back of its neck. Temple had
tho duster all ready, and erammed it
0yer ﬂ“.ﬁ mouth,

There was hardly & sound. The
fellow they had collared was a powerful
fellow, but four pairs of hands wers
enough for him, Io was pinned down,
helpless, and was, too, so overcome b
astonishment at tho unexpected attac
that he scomed paralysed. Fry had o
looped cord ready. Wrists were jammed
togother, the loop slipped over them,
and drawn tight. Then Iry expended a
moment in silently closing and latching
the door. Then he sat on the fellow on
tho ﬂp-nr.. ‘who was beginning to wrigple
franticaliy.

A faint gurgle came from under the
duster.

Temple jammed it harder over the
mouth. He also had a looped cord
ready. 'Thiz was possed over the head
and drawn tight, fixing the duster in
place. Not a gurgle came now from
the prizoner,
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“By gum, we've pot him ' breathed
Temnple at last.

*“Oh, rather ¥ murmured Dabney.

“Quiet 1 whispered Scott. ¥ Carne
mayn't be in his room yet.”

“He's tryiog to kick.™

“Tia his legs ™

“Dw! Wow!” pasped Dabney.

“Don’t make that now, you ass ¥

“Ow! I got his lioof on my knee!
Dw 1"

“Bhut up, fathead ™

Legs were grasped, and the kicking

hoofs secured, Another cord was
knotted round the ankles. Kicking
ceased.

Temple & (Jo. listened anxiously, But
all was still ! If Carne of the Sixth had
been in the passages he had heard
nothing.

*“ All serene 1" breathed Tomple.

He chuckled softly.

“1'd like those move kids to ses

this I’ he murmured, “That fathead
Hobby, too! Bet you they wouldn't
have handled it like this"®

“No fear !" agreed Fry.

“2it him up! Keep hold of him "

Temple had er’s  wastepaper-
hasket at hand. Inverting it, he jammed
it over the hoad of the unseen prisoner
in the dark.

There was s wild wriggle from the
prisener. But he was tied and held,
and he eould raise no objections. The
wastepaper-basket fitted over his head
like a large size in helmets, coming
down to his chin.

S0 far, the raiders had worked in
darkness. Now, however, that ths
victim's face was buried in the waste-
paper basket, and there was no danger
of his spotting them, Temple pulled the
curtain from the window, letting in the
dim starlight.

The light was faint: but it dimly
revealed the strange figure sitting on
Loder’s carpet, heltheted with the in-
vorted basket. The Fourth Formers
chuckled =oftly,

“Looks & picture 1" murmured Fry.

Z)
somebody up to attend to him.™
© Ha, iﬁ ha I
Quiat |

The Fourth Formers gurgled with
suppressed merriment at the idea of
Loder of the Bixth barging about the
Houze at midnight with & sheet over his
};gnd, waking up somebody to releaso

1111,

The knots round the prisoner's legs
vero loosened a little—net too much !
He was not to ba given a chance of get-
ting out of tha study before Templo &
0. were safe back in their dormnitory.
They had Bnished m Loder's study
now. Silently Templo opened the door,
and the four jumors filed out on tiploe,

and the door was closed again.

Silently they crept away to the stairs.
Fiva minutes later they were in the
Fourth I'orm dormitory and in bed.
Nothing, eo far as cil Reginald
Temple could see, could have been mora
mastorly and successiul. He went to
sloop in a very satisfied frame of mind.

I'roliably he would not have felt very
satizficd had he glimpsed the enrased,
iifuriated face under the wastepaper-
basket in Loder's study.

In that study the wretched prizaner
was  wriggling and  wriggling and
m?ﬁ‘ghng, ir. & frame of mind that
bafHes deseription.

Even yet Coker of the Fifth could
hrardly grasp what had happencd !

Hao kiew that it could not have been
Loder who seized him when he entered
Lotder’'s siudy § At least four pairs of
Lhands bad been on him, and er, of
course, had only one pairl Neither
would Loder have treated an invader of
liis resn in this extracrdinary way.
faint ~ound of whispering had not cn-
lightepied Coker as to the identity of
his assaiiants, though he gucssed that
they were juniors.

But that only made the thing more
amaxing and  inexplicable. I’?ﬂl}ﬂdﬂ
cxeepl perhaps Putfar and Greens of
the TFifth, knew of Coker's plans for
that night, so how e¢ould & gang of

(Centinued on next page.)
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juniors heve laid in wait for him in
Ludm’s study? It was astounding.

Still, move astounding was the fack
ikat Loder had not intervened. ‘Truc,
thete had been littlo noise, bat the hap-

enings in the room uught. surely to
wve swakened Loder!l Yot there was
uo sound of sign from him.

Coker wripgled f{rantically.

1la had come thers 4o whop Leoder
with'n fives bat. But after a gquarter of
an hour of ineffectusl wriggling, he
weuld have been glad of Locliur‘a. help
to pot out of thiat

yflicult as it would have been to ex-
plain why ad come to the study, he
would have been glad had Loder wolio
up and releas himm,  But cr
eremed to be sleoping like a log. It had
not dawned on Coker's powerful brain
that Loder was not there at sll 1

Jle wriggled and wriggled !

It was a relief, at length, to [cel that
his feet were coming loose.

Ha kicked them freo st last.

Once hiz lega were free, Coker con-
trived to scramble on to his feet. Bub
liz had no chance of locsening his hands
lﬂr g{:ttmg the wastepaper-basket off hia

wwad.
_ He kad quite s ghost-like lock, dm;;;m:i
in tho whits sheet, in the darknese. IHacl
Foder bheen there, and had ho awakened
to see that spook-like Bgure in the dark,
hF I:Eﬂllllg probably have bad the shock
uf his life.

Ercalhing spasmodically through his
nose, completely blindfolded by the
wastepaper-basket and the sheet, Coker
lurched and swayed.

His knees caught on something, and
he pitelied forward. He felt that 1t waa
2 bed he pitched on.

Then it dawned on him that FEoder
could net possibly be there! The
soundest sleeper in the wide world would
have awakened promptly with the beeofy
Haovaes landin\gieléead ng on him.

Loker struggled off tho bod. Ile had
his bearings now, and was able to grope
;c- I‘Hm door, iealhng his way with lLis
eek.

Iiad the door been latched, Coker
would have besn a prisoner in tha study.
Lut Temple & Co. had iutcntiﬁna!f?
left it unlatched, With a feeling of
fri:ul; relief, Coker got it open with his
oot, and swayed out into the passage.

Coker’s thoughts were concentrated
on ono thing now-—getting back to his
dormitory, somehew, and getting that
awlful wastepaper-basket off his head.
ilo was not thinking of whoppin
Loder! He wished hes never haﬁ
thought of whopping Loder! He was
thinking wholly and solely of getting his
Lead out of the wastepaper-basket.

Getting baok to _his dormitory pre-
scnted diffienlties. But Cokor nourished
a Imipo of getting back, undizscovered.
lic had & hopeful nature. Swaying
und lurching, with feclings that could
not have been expressed in words, if ho
had been able to utter any, Coker pot-
tered along the dark passage, glimmer-
g ghost-like in the gloom.

THE FIFTEENTH CHAPTER.
Ghostly !

ERALD LODER scowled as he
ingorted the key into the cutaide
of the lobby door Arthur

. James Carne was not lecking
amiable,

The two black sheep of the Sixth had
redurned from their nocturnal exoursion,
not in g gﬁl}d tamﬁer- Such excursions,
since Lioder had been head prefect of
the echool, wora safer than they had
heen in the days when Wingate ruled.
There was nobody to keep an eys on
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Loder and call him to account. Prout
trusted him, and ho did not carc a stcaw
for anybody clse.

Such excursions, nevertheless, had
fheir little drawbacks. ILwossz of slecp,
excitoment in a stuffy, smoky stmos-
here were hacdly g‘m:nj for the health.

illiards and banker were hardly
healthy for the fnances. Loder would
seb out on such excursions with an
anticipation of enjoying himself, Dut
he would come back looking as if he Lad
missed the joy, somehow.

At the prescnt moment he had a heod-
ache, he was tired and nervy aud ill-
tempered, he had not a 5h1llm§ left in
hiz pockets, and ho had handed over
IO Goa Eﬂrbirmra mnnf:,rltimn_ he had
any reasonable pros of paying.

ia he llntnck@pd thﬁeﬁnnr Ef ?crhaglﬂhbj.f,
to let himself and his companion in, lo
was feeling hike a bear wilth a sore
Licad, only more so.

“Don’t make & row, you ass!" he
rrunted, as Carne bumped against the
door in tho dark, following him in.

“Oh, don't jaw I”" grunted Carne, in
reply. “HKeep that for the fags! 1
don't want any of it 1"

Carna alsa had found the jﬂ.ﬁ' of
banker rathor delusive at the Threo

ishers, and his tcmper wos no better
thaté ILmiar*n, W =

“Shut up, you cheeky dummyl
snapped Lugnr. !

“Go and eat coke I

Lodor breathed hard, and closed tho
door and relocked it. Ife did not
venture to turn on & light at that hour;
even Prout’s trusted favourite had to
Lo caveful

Ie preped seross the lobby to the
door that opened on the Sixth Form
?nssagﬂ. That door was not locked.
woder veached it and opened it, and
Corne followed bim through.

“"What tho thump I® ejaculated Carne,
as he suddenly bumped into Loder's
Lack.

Loder had stopped, suddenly and un-
cipectedly, just in front of him.

* Look 1" panted Lodeor.

“What—"
look! What—what—=what is

“Good heavens [ gaa}}ad Carne.

he passage shead of them was vory
dark. Only s faint glesm of starlight
cano in &t & window., In the decp
gloom & whita figure loomed up before
their oyes—a ?hmsl;lj' fizure that was
advancing slowly towards them,

oder and Carne stared at it, with
thetr eyes almost starting from their
heads. It was past mudnight; tho
House was silent and still, and wrapped
1 darkness. Silent, zave for & shu%?ﬁ
sound as its feet dragped, that spectr
fizure approsched the two startled and
tervified Sixth Formers.

C"Oh!” gasped Loder “ What—what
is— Obht" His teoth chattered.

* [t—it—it—"" stuttered Carne,

They  stood  transfixed, their eyes
bulging at the spectral form.  Carne
was the first to wake to action., He

gave o backward jump inte the lobby,
stumbled over, and sat down with a
licavy bump. In the daylight, of course,
Carne did not believe in ghosts, but in
fhe silence and darkness of midnisht
iliat ghostly fgure scared him almost
out of his wita,

Loder, his eyes fixed on the stranre
figure, backed through the doorway
after Carne. He pgroped for the door
to shut 1t; he stumbled over Carne's
;!.fn'zr.wlmg legs and thudded on the lobby

Q0.

Shufle, shufile, shuffe, came the
ing footsteps of the ghost coming
thio passago towards them.

Loder  scrambled  cdesperately  up.
What it was—what it could possibly bo—
Lo did not know and could not gucss,

rQp-
oW A

but he kuew that it schl icy thrills of
terror dovwn Liis spine

ITo grabbed at the deor and slammed
it, heedless of tho noise and hecdless of
}lm fact that he was treading on Curnc's
ace,

Carne was not heedless of it; e gave
a foarful howl.

“*POw! You idiot! Wow "

Loder, panting, groped for the key of
tho loblby door. lle turned it swiftly,
and there was o locked door between
him and the ghost

Locked doors realiv could not bLave
kept out o genmuine ghost.  Sach im-
material beinge—if any '—might have
passecdd through a leyhole, or through
splid wood, like wireless waves. Biill,
Loder felt safcr with the lobly deor
shut and locked. .

Carne was picking bhimsell up, grunt-
ing and growling, IIo Lad been
horribly [rightoned, but he wus think-
ing chiefly af tho moment of bhis noze,
aott which Loder had trodden in L
dazk. | :

He clagped his mose, carcssing ik
tenderly.

“You liot!" lio breathed. *You
dummy ! You dolt! ¥You clumsy assl
You frabjous fathcad! You—you—-="

Toder panted.

“Wha-a-at is it? What can 1t bel
VWhat

“Ow) My nose—"

Bhuille, shufle, shufle! Through tho
closed door Loder could hear that sound
of dragging footsteps.

“ Listen 1" ho gasped.
comeng 1" ;

Carno listened and almost forgot s
damaged noze The shuffling of tho
speetral figure was drawing nearer and
NCALrer.

“What con it bo?” gasped Loder,

¢ It—it—it's coming!"

The shuffling sound camo closor amd
closer. They listcoed to 16 in terror,
There was a faint brushing sound on
the other side of the lobby door. Loder
and Carne felt their hearts almost cease
to beat.

The spectro had veached the cnd of
tha Bixth Form passage; it was fouch-
ing the lobby door at thoe cud—only the
thickness of the wood was between thom
and tho groping ghost !

“Shuffle, shuffle! Rustle! The ghost
seemed to Lo tryving to gropo a way
through the solid wood.

Loder smd Carne backed away from
it across tho lobby to tho outcr door.
There was only one thoupht in their
minds—to get away from it, whatever
*it " was.

Loder groped for the key of the outer
door with trembling fingers. His hand
ook so much that ho could hardly
turn “the key back wlen he found ir
But he got the deoor open, and the two
terrilied Ivllows got out into tho wir
agpain. Loder shut the door.

In tho dim starlight of the Nuveml;er
night they looked at ono nnother with
ghastly faces. MNeithor had & vestipe of
colour in his cheeks. Loder wiped (he
trickling sweat from his brow.

“'What—what—what was 7"

“ Listen 1™

They could hear nothing now. The
ghost had not apparently been able to
got inte the lobby from the Sixth Fona
passage  They could no longer hoear the
shuffling and rustlmg—which was o
relief. They stood, with thumping
hearts, listoning intently. But 'she
silence was unbroken.

Minute followed minute, draggime by.
From the clock tower came a chime. It
was ono o'clock, .

“* Wo—wo—wa'vo po: to get in!" mut-
tered Laoder at last.

Carne shuddered.

“EE—if it's still thera—"2

o Tt—it—it's



said Loder.

Toder tricd to pull himeelf together,
Out in the open, and ont of sight and
heaving of the ghost, his funk was not
50 OVErpOWEeTing. ]

“Tt—it can't he anything!
fellow larking—it must be!
anvthing elee !

“I—1 =uppose it must be.
I..]th"‘_”

“Weo've pot bo ges int”

* Yoz, hut—"7 _

“It can't be anything Lot seme silly
aszs Inrkin%‘_—-— ]

“Well, look here, you get in,” mut-
tored Carne. “I—E'H wait !ln‘{l‘u. and-—-
and you can open my study window for
Iﬂf_&.”

Loder gave him a sara?a look, 2

*You roiten funk ) tell you it's
only somoue fellow larking—-""

Wiell, of you're sure it’s only some
fellow larking, why con't you go in?"

Gerald Loder made no answer to that,
He was sure—quité sure—that it was
only some [cllow larking.  For what
elsa conld it et DBut he did not want
to go in and face it, all the same—
esprcially alone. Ghosts, so improbable
in the davtime, did not somehow seom
quite zo improbable at midnight's stilly
hour. .

“Weo've pot to get in ! he muitored
et last despervately. ” "'We can’t stay out
here all might! Look here—-="

“You go in first—=""

“0h, zhot ap

“Look here, let's wake up Walker.
He can let us in at his window,” mut-
tﬂﬂiji L!nlrne, o .

“He sleops like a top—

“AWe'l] I!I!y"’

Carne moved along to the window of
Walker's study, fLoder hesitated o
moment and followed him,

Tap, tap, tap!

Walker was fast asleep in bed. That
gentlo tapping at his window did not
awakoen bim.

It's somoe
Tt can’t bo

But—

“ You say that you have proof that Cherry climbed in at your study
* The boy who climbed In at my window, sir, dropped 3 ir
from his pocket. *‘I found this under my study window, sir ! Cherry’s name Is In it |

EVERY SATURDAY

ejaculated Mr. Woose, qulte taken aback.

Tap, tap, tap! TATD !

“Pon't wake up
breathed Loder. .

“Oh, don't be an ass| We've got 1o
wake up the zilly foo!, or stay out hexve
afl night !" snarled Carne.

Tap, tap, tap! TAP! TAT!

A window epencd. Bot it was not
Walker's study window; b was a
window ahave, A nighteapped head
was put out. Froat, whose pate was no
longer protected by the natural thateh
of earlier years, wore a nightcap to
keep off winter's chilly draunghts, :

“What is that?" The deep, booming
volee came from  above. " What—
what——"*

“h gad 1 bireathed Loder. :

At the sound of Prout’s booming voice
the breakers of bounds forgot even the
ghost. In utter terror they crouched
low in the darkoess under Walker's
window-sill, h-c-]ping* that the eves above
would not piclk them out in ithe deep
shadows.

“ What—what Who is there?”
Lboomed Prout. I heard a slam—I am
certain that I heard a door slam—and
now—  What—what—"

He leanod out, peering down. Loder
and Carne felt 1wy chills of dread.
Werse even than ghosts, the “sack”
loomed before them if Prout spotted
them out of bounds at that hour. For-
tunately for them, the November gloom
wrapped them as in a garment.

But Prout was evidently alarmed.
Clearly he had heard the slam of the
lobby door whon Loder slammed it on
the ghost. November chills brought on
twinges of Prout’s rheumatiam, and he
slept lightly.

There was o sudden streaming of light
inte the November night as DProuk
switehed it on in his room. Crouching
with beatipg hearts under the stone
window-sill, Loder and Carne saw
strange ghadows dancing in the quad—

tha Hougel”

i

window 7 ** boomed Proud.
his cap, and left i lying there.”

|
il

i

il

** Absolute proof, sir ! '*
Ho jerked the cap
** Gopdness graclous me! **

caused by Prout in his room getiing

into his  dressing-gown—which meunt
that I'rout was coming down Lo
investignte.

Ghost or no ghost, the breakers of
hounds had to hunt cover before Frout
cama down., = Duesperately Loder cut
hack to the lobby door, Carne at his
lieols, James Walker was still sleeping,

They serambled through the dark
lobbby to the door of the 8Sixth Form
passage. Thera Loder hesitated a
moment: but he dared not hesitete
with Prout coming down. Desperately
b “n%-tﬁEkE;rd L{:ﬂ ]da%r and slu‘:imiﬁ.d
through. MNo phost ure procfed s
cyes. Coker u‘% the %i I{h was far afield
by that time. They ran for their rooms,

Laoder gasped with relief when he was
i his atuddy—Pmut not yct on the scene.
He gasped again a3 he caught his frot
in tangled bedelothez strewn on the
carpet, and stumbled over—and his head
came mnto sharp contact with a fives Lat
which some person or persons unknown
had left lving on tho floor. Evidently
somebody had been in that room during
his absence—and equally evidently the
"ghost” was not a spectra from
another world revisiting tho glimpses of
the moon |

Breathmpg onutterable fury, Tader
rolled, half-dressed, into bed, turning a
deaf rar to the sounds thet ecame
throngh the sifence of the sleeping
House.

THE SIXTEENTH CHAPTER.
Horrible lor Horaeo!

ORACE COEER m the means
H }:}ij.n& was having the time of his
ife
Exactly what was happening
Coker did not know.
Ho had got opt of Lodor's study.
Tae Macyer LisraRY.—[No. 1,386,
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Feoling his way with his feet, shufilin
and rustling along, he got to the end o
the passage,

Then Coker heard sounds.

He could not hear very distinetly
through ihe wastepaper-basket and the
sheet. But it seemed to him that he
Mtéght a sound of startled whispors—
and then, quite clearly, the loud bang
of o door.

Somebody, it seemed. was up as well
a3 Coker |

He expected more heppenings if some-

¥ waa up. He could not speak
through the gagging duster. But though
ha was not audible, he was visihle.
Whoever was there must have seen him !

But nothing happened after the slam-
ming of the lobby door 8T WAas
puszzled and perplexed. But all the hap-
penings of this wild night had been
puzzling and perplexing, and Coker
gavae it up.

Groping about. he iound himself
bruching on a door, and realised that
it must be the lobby door at the end
of the Sixth Farm passage. That gave
him his bearings, and he made sure of
it before quitting the spot. It did nat
accur to him that two Sixth Form
fellows on the other side of that door
wera listening to his  gropings and
shufHings in dire terror |

‘He shifted at last and gro BWEYT.
¥rom that spot ho could find his way
to the staircaze. He still nourished o
hope of getting back to the Fifth Form
dormitory undiscovered. Hope springs
eternal in the human hreast!

But it was not easy work, with his
hands tied and his eves blindfalded. A
couple of minutes would have done it
under ordinary circumstances But theze
circumstances were far from ordinary.

But he got to the stairs at last. While

I
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Loder and Carne wers shivering in the
nuad, Coker was crawling up the stairs.
It was hard going. Buot he did it. He
got to the big landing from which the
dormitory passages opened. Ha stopped
there to caleulate carefully the diree-
tion of the Fifth Form dorm. He did
not want, if he could help it, to barge
into the wrong dormitory snd wake up
& swarm of juniors in the middle of the
night|

aving caleulated, he stepped on,
fecling his way, one foot at a time.
fellow with his head in a wastepaper-
basket could net be too carefull

He found himself in & pasIAge.

He was suddenly conscious of light.
Somehody had switched on the light in
the passage. It penetrated dimly
through the sheet and the wastepaper-
basket.

A sudden startled vaoice boomed oub:

“ What—what—what is that?”

Coker felt & spasm of horror. It was
Prout’s veicel Prout was up! And he
realised. too, that this was not the way
to the Fifth Form dormitory. He was
heading for masters' rooms, or he
would not have encountered Proubt

“Who—what—" boomed Prout.

Coker backed desperately. He was
close to the corner, and by luck he
backed round it end diseppesred from
Pront’s sight.

Desperately he stumbled on, groping
wildly with his feet. Ha had to got
somewhere before Prout collared him.

From round the corner ceme
startiod boom of Prout.

* What—what—who——  Bless my
sgul! I saw—am sure I gaw—— Have
my eves deceived me? Whar—"

But Prout was not coming!  That
glimpse of a white, ghostly figure had
startled Prout, and it had vanished too

Yarn
for 4d. Only!

A torm_ with over forty
boys in it and not one who
wants to chum with him!
Such is the posttion in
which Julian Devarney, the
new boy of the Remove
Form at Greyfriars, finds
himself, Why is he with-
out a friend? Read this
powerful book-length yarn
of the exciting adventures
of Harry Wharton & Co,
It's a school story that is

dr‘_ﬁ:rﬂqf, and vou will
revel in it from first line
to last,

SCHOOLBOYS’ OWN

LIBRARY

On Sale af all
Newsagents

4]1.

suddenly for him to discern that it was
& fellow with a sheet over hizs head.
Coker heard another voice as o door
cpened in the distance,
“(oodness gracious! Is anything the
matter? Is that Mr. Pront? YWhat has

happened? Is it burglars? Goodness
gracions mel” Tt was the startled
squeak of Mr. Woose.

“I saw n white figure, Mr, Woose—
Bless my soul, it rave me—quite a—a
shock! A figure in white—"

“{roodness gracious 1™

‘Most extraordinary, Mr. Waoose: 1
was awakened by e slamming door, and
as I lay awake I heard sounds outside
the House—extraordinarily like tappinn
at a window-—very like, indeod, to tap-
ping at & window! And now I have
seen—I am sure I have seen—a strange
figure in white—"

“Goodness gracious!™ gasped the
Bgueaker.
oker heard no maore.
He had reached & door. He hoped’

that it was the door of the Fifth Form

dormitory. Anyhow, he had to chanco
it. He kicked.

He could not open thet door with tied_
handa. It had to be opened unto him
by someone within. He hed to wake
up that someone. He had no doubt thet
Fotter was fast aslesp—that was tan
sort of thing he had to cxpect from a
fellow like Potter |

He kicked I

Prout and Woose would not ba lang
getting on the scene. He had to gat
cover. Hea kicked and kicked again.
He hoped from the bottom of his Eea.rt
that it was the Fifth Form dormitory
door at which ho had arrived.

That hope was unfounded. It wasn'b!

Kick, kick, kickl

Frout’s boom came from the distance.
He had heard |

“Hark!"

“(roodness gracious ™

“Iid you heari”

“Yes, indeed—pgoodness gracious me 1™

*This way ! boomed Prout,

Mr. Woose follewed hard on the heals
of Prout.

Meanwhile, Coker kicking
frantically at the door.

was

THE SEVENTEENTH CHAPTER.
Not Loder!

ARRY WHARTON wake sud-
H denly. S0 did several other
fellows in the Remove dormi-

tory. There

voices from bed to bed.

“Halle, halle, hallo!™

“What on earth’s that?™

“Bomething's upl”

“House on Lre, or what?"

. Harry Wharton, in utter amazement,
jumped out of bed. Who could be
banging at the Remove dormitory door
in the middle of the night was a
mystery. But the captain of the Removo
cut across to the deor to see what
was up.

Kick, kick, kick! camo wildly from
cutalde. Somebody, it was clear, was
frightfully anxious to get in. There
were startled voices all through the
dormitory. Even Billy Bunter was
aweka,

Wharton threw the deor wida open.

“What—" he began.

He broke off with a yell.

Before his eyes was a startling,
ghostly figure in white! It loomad
spectre-like from the darkness of the
passaga.

Wharton fairly stagpered back.

The ghostly figure lurched in. Startled
eyes turned on it on all sides. There
was a howl from Billy Bunter.

were  startled



“Ow! Help! T say, you fellows, it’s
[ glg-gig-g'ig-g‘hﬂau Yarooh I¥
Ei: What the thump—" gasped Bob

Orry.

“What the dooce——"" stuttered Lord
fauleverer.

“h, my hat ™

The ghostly figure lurched and
collided with Harry Wharton., If the
captain of the Remove had supposed
for a moment thet it was a grisly

hantom, he was undeceived when it

anged into him. It felt solid enough—
very solid—too selid, in faet, for com-
fort! It banged into Wharton, and he
sat down, and the ghostly figure
sprawled over him—feeling very solid
indeed !

“Whoop ! reared Wharton, “What
tho—who the— Help 1?

“I say, vou fellows I-:ﬂe;} it off
yelled Bunter. “I say——Ysrogoop!”
Billy Bunter plunged under his bed-
clothes, pﬂpitatit‘%.

Bob Cherry had found the switch by
thus time, and fashed on the light.
Sudden  illumination revealed the
strange figure sprawling on the Boor.

arton scram up. Ha stared
in bewilderment at the weird figure.
Two long legs thrashed out from umder
s tangled sheet.

The thing was evidently human!

" Is—is—ig it some ass playing ghost,

or what?” gasped Wharton. He
grabbed the sheet away—and gave a
yell as he inadvertently found some of
the pins with which Temple of the
Fourth had secured it in place.
. The sheet removed, the astounded
junigrs expected to seo a face! But all
they =aw was asn inverted wastepaper-
basket.

Then Wharton guessed ! He remem-
bered tlint Temple of the Fourth had
plonned to bonnet Loder with a waste-
paper-basked.

“Oh ertker '™ hie gasped. © Loder !

" L-Loder I stuttered Bab.

“ Must be. You remember—*

“Oh ervrubs! Ha, ha, ha 1™

“Ha, ha, ha!” voared the Removites.

They gathered round the strange
figure, that was making wild efforts to

"

got on ity feet, They velled. Evi-
dentfly—te the Removites—thiz was
loder! Temple & Co. had got away

with their little game—they had
helmeted Loder of the Sixth with his
owrr wastepaper-basket—and here ha
was! Apparently he had wandered as
far as the Remove dormitory in search
of relcase.

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“I say, you fellows!”™ The roars of
langhter drew Billy Bunler's head out
from Lis bedclothes like that of a tor-
l‘:‘:-'l‘?l} from its shell, *1—I say, what—"

Loder ! gurgled the Bounder.
“They got him "
“Loder'!” gasped Bunter. “He, he,

be !

“IIa, ha, hal®

Pouoderous foolsteps came slong the
dormitory passage. But even FProut's
elephantine tread was drowned by the
roars of -merriment.

The strange figure got on its feet.
swayed and lurched. It did not spe
=it couldn't! It wriggled wildly,

“Ha, ha, ha ™

Not a fellow doubted that it was
Loder’s face hidden in the wastepaper-
basket. They roared and howled.

“Boys!” Prout’s boom came in st
tha deorway. His portly form almost
filled it. DBohind that portly form little
Mr. Woose blinked in over the glasses
that :zlanted down his nose. " Boys!
What—-="

Prout bLroke off at the sight of the
sirange visitant to the Remove mi-
tory. 'The sheet was off it now, and lay

It
alk
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on the focr. It no lenger locked
Eilmﬂf. But Prout knew that this must

the spectral figure he had spotted at
the corner of the aie.

With a purple lam, a strade in.

“Who 15 this? he roared. * Wharton !
Cher:g! Nugent—all of you—what are

ou ﬂiﬂﬁ out of bed at this bourt?
WV hat—

“He woke us up, kicking at the door,
gir " gaid Harry, suppressing his merri-
ment,

“The wokefulness was terrific!”
chuckled Hurree Jamset Ram Bingh.

“Who iz 1t7” roared Prout.

“f—=I—I think it—it's Loder, sirl”
gasped Wharton.

“Loder? Are you out of your senses,
Wharton? Can you imagine for ono
mament that a prefect—my head prefect
—would bo playing such a foolish trick
in the desd of might? Be silent, you
faolish bhoy.”

Prout strode at the lurchin rﬂgum.

“Who are vou?” he thundered.

No aoswer.

COME INTO THE
OFFICE, BOYS!

b URELY the MaowrrT must be ons
of the oldest boys" papers in the
world ! ¥ comments one of
old readers, whe tells me that he

has read our paper for over ten years, It

certainly ia. Already the geod old

MaoweT has been in existence for nearly

twenty-seven vears—and it is going

stronger than ever! That’s & record to
be proud of, chums, and it's & tribute to
the many fine authore who contribute to
our pages, and mlly to Frank
Richerds, who has never let you down yet.
I wonder if you know which is

THE OLDEST PAPER IN THE WORLD %

You neadn't racl your braina. I'll tell
yvou. It is the ™ Peking-Eao,” which
claima to have hesn published for 1,534

years ! This is & record that wants some
beating, eh ' But who lknowa ?
Originally the *‘Poking-Bao"™ was

written on silk paper. After many years,
printing was introduced, and it was
printed from wood blooks. It was
published at irregular intervels uniil the
ear 1800. Then it became a daily paper.
Ve've got to take our hats off to the
Chiness where * long-lived " newspapora
are concerned !

Althoogh spaee iz short, we must find
room for

NEXT WEEK'S SUPER ATTRACTIONS!

The long complete yarn of Harry
Wharton & Co, is entitled :

“THE BROTHERHOOD OF JUSTICE [ ™
By Frank Richards.

This ﬁnpular author has * let himaself
gc " in this grand tale, and you'll find that
it will grip your atténtion from the very
first line, You san't have too much of a
good thing, and this yarn is certainly ona
of the best you heve over resdd. Don'k
miss it, on any account—and don't lot your
chums migs it, either, Tell them abouat it.
They'll thank you for putting them on to
a good thing.

Thers will be more chaptera of Morton
Pikoe's thrilling story of the Olden Times a
" full-of-smiles " issue of the " Greylriara
Herald,” and another interesting Soocer
talk, IfI can manage to find a corner to
syueeze in yay little chat, T will deal with
o number of readeors’ querios which I have
not had space to answer this woek,

Chesrio, ¢hums |
YOUR EDITOR.
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" Who are you?! Answer me at oncel
1 can that you are a senior boyt
Spﬂeqh !”i.I awled Fm:ti. 5

till the occupant a wastepaper+
basket did not speak. .

Prout, breathing wrath, gras tha
wastepaper-basket, and dragged it up
aver the hapless head within. It camo
off! A face, with the lower half
hidden by a tied-on duster, was
rovealed,

Only the upper half of the face could
bo seen. But it was cnough! It wes
casy to recognise !

It was not Loder's!

Harry Wharton & Co. stared at it in
stupefaction! They hsd not doubted
for & second that this was Loder, the
unhappy victim of Temple & Co. But it
was not Loderl It was Coker of the

Fifth!

“Cook-Cook-Cook-Coker 17 stuttered
Wharton.

“Kik-kik-Coker!” gurgled Bob
Cherry.

“Coker! roared Prout. “Cokerl

Upon my word! Coker! Boy, why are
ﬂﬂ doing thie? What does it mean?
a
“Goodness gracious!” squeaked Mr,
Woose. “It- 1t is & boy in your Form,
Mr. DProut—it iz Coker—goodness
gracious me "

Coker did not speak! Ie couldn't!
His look was cloquent; but his tongue
was perforce sitlent. Prout, g‘as%:ng'g

rabbed

jorked awsay the duster. He

(Coker by the shoulder and shook him.
“LCoker! Spesk! What—"
“{zroooogh I*
“Explain i'l”‘ 3
“Uerrr r
““Ha, hg,gha [
“Bilenca I roared Prout, “Cokerl

Come! T will question you in the morns
ing! Come! This is—iz unparcalleled!
Come 17

Coker, gurgling, was marched away.
Mr. Woose saw his Form back to bed,
ol turned off the light. DBut it was
long before the Remove slept asain,
Ripples of laughter ran from bed to
bed. Evidently, Temploe & Co. had
blundered somehow. Coker had barged
in, as he had a genius for dﬂi.ﬂﬁ', end
ggt what was coming to Loder, Just as

had ged the whopping in the fog,
so he had af ed the wastepaper-basket
in the stud It was, of conrse, Coker
all over. ¥i‘he Removites wera sor
that it waeen't Loder—but they foun
it very entertaining, all the same—ever
50 much more than Coker did|

Coker hind & poinful—a very
interview with Mr. Prout in the
study in the morningl

Ho eame away from that interview
looking and feelint as if he found life
hardly worth living.

Smling faces on all sidoe brought no
comfort to Coker. Tha fact that hn was
adding considerably to the gaiety of
existence at Greyfriars was no consola-
tioh to him.

Coker gave up the idea of whopping
Loder! Ho was a sticker—but he was
fed-up! DBesides, he had now another
object for his stern wrath! Much more
than whopping Loder, Coker wanted fo
whop the fellow whe had helmeted him
with Loder’s wa.atﬁpuper-bﬂ.ulqﬁt. And
Coker sot all hia wits to work to find
out that fellow!

- Fortunately for Cecil Reginald
Temple, Coker’s wits were not equal to

tha jobl
THE END

{The nexe yarn €n this grand series is
entitled: “THE BROTHERHOGD OF
JUSPICE!" Make sure of enjoying.if,
rlkums, by ordering wpour copy of the
MacKET in pood timm’?

Tae MicNer LizEary.—Neo. 1,396,
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FURTHER CHAPTERS OF OUR NON-STOP THRILLER !

CAPTAIN CRIMSON!

By
MORTON PIKE.

WHAT'S CONE BEFORE.

Dan Hickerman, an Excise officer,
18 informed by a Government spp

that Squwire Dashwood, the most
papular figure in Widewater, and

Seplimus Parxlow, headmasier of the
Grammar School, are Jacobites, and
must bhe arrestfed. UCnlike Parsloir,
o born fyrent, the aguire is reapectoed
Gy the Grammar School boygsz. In
congequence of this, goung Jaci:
Lennard warns the squire, after wehich
the tico are forced to flee the country).
Thanks fo Captaoin Crimson, a mys-
terious highcagman, Jack succeeds
in reaching Parls in safety, where he
jJoins a School of Medicine. Laler,
e rushes lo the aid of an officer and
fellow-counfrymen wha is wounded
in an affray with fiwwo rufflans. Ajter
taking the man to hiz lodging, where
he dresses the wound, Jack divaiges
his name.

{ No1e vead on.j

Uncle Don !

HE wounded officer started, star-

i ing hard at the epeaker.

“ And what is your father?” he
asked.

“A  doector—formerly surgeon
Honeywood's Dragoons, sir”

“MNot living at Widewater, in Essex,
surely ™

It was Jack Lennard’s turn to stare.

“That is our homse, sir, but how in
the name of wonder do you know it?”
he eried, as tha man sprang from the
rush-bottomed chair and gave a glad
laugh that made the sttio ring.

“Becaguse there are some things one
never  forgets, Jack the  bappy
moments in one's life, I mean. I spent
some very happy omes in o certain
white-gabled house with s walled-in
garden hehind it in which there grew
a giant quinee-tres. Is my memory at
fault after ten years of exile, Jack? Do
they ever spesk of tho scapegoat,
Donald Murray, who took service with
the Freach king for conscience sake?
You were a littlo chap when I last sasw
vou. Have you forgotten Unele Don?"

“(guld I ever forget the one who first
tangh me tc eit & horse, and of whom
my mother spesks so often, with tears
in her voice, uncle: though I had not
known you from Adam, here, in Pars,
and in that strange dress!” exclaimed
tho delighted lad. *“Now I shal] be
lonely no longer!”

“Ium! 1 am not so sure of that if
you are counting on my presencel I
am here only for a few days upon ver
private business, and before the wee
13 over I must rejoin my regiment-—
unless the unexpected happens,” laughed
the exile, " Neither do 1 fancy vour
father would wish »ou to be in my
company, Jack. T am a lieutenant in
Fitzjames' Dragoons, exiles like myzelf,

ta
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and I must not tamper with your loyalty
to German George.

“¥eu will never succeed in doing
that, Unele Don," eried Jack. “ But
how came vou bo be attacked to-might ¥

“Hang me, if I know. Paris is full
of ruffians, and on my way to meet Jim
Borden, a friend whom wyour wurth{
father would style a fallow rebel,
was sot upon by those two, who were
most likely after my purse which they
would have found a slender one at
best,” stiled the Jacobite. "™ And that
reminds me, I am leaving my com-
panion waiting at our rendezvous in the
rain all this time, wondering what on
earth detains me!”

A quick tap came on the door which
was flung open at the same moment,
and another cloaked figure entered.

“So there you are, Murray,” cried the
nawcomer.

“By all that iz wonderful on this
night of surprises, how did you find me
here, my dear Borden?” exclaimed
Unnin Don.

“I had a glimpss of vou vanishing
into o doorway in company with an-
other figure, and when 1 had once dis-
covered the house, a blind man might
have followed the blood spots on avery
stair. What has happened te youi”
replied the newcomer.

Before Uncle Don could make answer,
however, the door opened again, and
ont the threshold paused a lnd, drenched
with rain. carrving a sodden portfolic

e
-

== ¥ X

“You shall eat your words !  nissed Borden

under his arm., It was Pigrre Lerolle,
an artist who shared Jack's room.

Mr. Borden whispered some quick
words to Donald Muorray, and amang
them Jack caught the words: “ his High-
ness,” and "almost eleven now.”

“Egad, you're right, Borden,” cried
the wounded man, dispensing with an
introductionz,. “Jack, my dear lad,
affairs of state eclaim uws. To-morrow 1
will pay yon a longer- visit—for the
present, good-night and forgive this
want of ceremony "

He snatched up his cloak while he
spoke, and hurriedly followed the other
man out on to the dark landing, leaving
behind him the impression of a bLright
emile and a handsome presence clad in
scarlet, with silver buttons on the big
cuffs, horseman’s boots that could bo
heard clumping noisily down tha stair.
casa, and o white cockade in his hat,

When the two had gone, Jack Len-
nard poured out the story of that
astonishing adventure to his rain-
soaked room-mate, who listened wilk a
serious frown.

It i3 indeed extraordinary, Jacques;
but whe was the other man with the
smile of a fox?" he asked. “And why
did he stand oulside the door there
listenin tc your conversation? I
watched him for several minutes until
the stair creaked, and then he came in
*.-c_rrﬁ quickly like cna who does noy
wish to ba discovered eavesdropping!”

“I will ask my uncle to-morraw,
Pierre.” said Jack, frowning in his
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turn. " Anyway, we were not talking
secrets.”

Jack Lennard had not taken kindly to
Mr. Borden, an oddly white-faced
gentleman, who had turned his back
somewhat rudely on the lad, and scemed
in such a desperate hurry to be off,

j Don arrived early next morming,
. a3 they wera about to partake of
breakiast, Pierre borrowed another from
Madame hnuga, their neighbour on the
top landing, whose husband was a clerk
in the offics of the lieutenant of police.

Madame mothered the two youn
students, and Rouge himself was a goo
follow, who often. brought his pipe into
their room of an evening, and told them
the latest news from the court and city.

“Ha,” said Uncle Don, sipping hot
coffee and nibbling a roll, “if you want
to bo a soldier, Jack, you ought to have
been with me in the Battle of Fontenoy
last month, when the Irish Brigade
saved the day, and made mincemeat of
fat Cumberland’s battalions. = We of
Fitzjames' Dragoons lest heavily there,
and 1 had two horses shot under me !

“(zently, unele ! laughed Jack., “ You
forget that I might have made part of
that very mincement you speak of, for 1
should {Iﬂ.?ﬁ been fighting for King
George I ;

“Yes, you young dog, I hadn't
thought of that!™ smiled the Jacobite,
“But we'rs going to alter everything,
and send George scuttling back to his
beloved Hanover, tho lirtle German
rascal. Then you'll thank your stars
that you will have & true friend at
court. 1 had my orders from Charles
Edward himself last night, but what
they wern must rest & sccret for the
moment,” and the speaker favoured his
nephew with a knowing wink, ’

“What, the Young Pretender here in
Paris, uncle?” cried Jack Lennard. *1
thought the Government of France did
not fa.-:c:ur hia foolish attempt.”

“We'll call him the prince, if you've
no pbjection, for prince heo is, elthough
an_exile like myself,” =said Uncle Deon,
“Yoa, he iz in Paris on a fAying visit,
and passing as the Chevalier Douglas,
for reazons of his own, and to aveid
the English spies. It's odd, toe, Jack,
that he lodges with one Major

O'Donnell, an old officer of Clare’s reg-
ment, in a house at the corher of that
passage where you and I met under
comewhat unusuzl circumstances—eh,
g1

“JIf the old gentleman has a peglep,
and a pigtail as long as s pump-handle
then I know him well by sight?” said
Jack, “We have even spoken.”

“The same—he lost & limb at Philips-
burg,” nodded his uncle. " Te-night
thers is to be another council of war at
his lodging, when Borden tells me quite
a nomber of the prinee’s adherents aro
oxpected ; several from England who
will bring good news of who is for us,
and who against us.”

Jack and Pierre exchanged a look, the
same thought in both minds,

“ And who is Borden, Uncle Don?”
asked Jack bluntly. ) o

“Jim Borden! We call him the indis-
pensable,” he replied. " Without his atd
ithe prince would know little of the
doings of George and his ministers, and
e Tisks his life and liberty by crossing
the Channel every week. e only wait
now for Borden to give ua the word.”

“In plain English, then, Mr. Borden
15 o spy?”

“1 supposa that is what one would call
Bim,” snid Uncle Don: “but how nooes-
sary they aro!™

A Friendly Warning !

ACK and Pierre only boasted two
cups between them, so when Uncle
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“That may be:; but I'm not a cen-
spirator, snd I don’t hke your Mr,
Borden, although I enly saw him for a
moment [ said Jack empbhatically. “I
only hope your wonderful prince does
not invade old England until I am back
there again, so that I may bave the
chance to fght against him.”

“Bravo, boy!” laughed Uncle Don,
ulﬂpdp:mg him on the shoulder -with great
good humonr. “I love to find zomcone
with the courage of his opinions, even
though they dig'ﬂr from my own. And
now, my sajourn in Paris being a short
one, and nothing to do uwntil nightfall,
guit your studies for once, the pair o' ye,
and we three will take a stroll through
the most interesting city in the world,
and see some of the sights.”

As they sallied forth, one on either
side of the handsome officer, ¢ man in a
plam, snuff-coloured suit stepped from
the apposite doorway, where he had
been lurking an hour or more, and fol-
lowed in their wake. )

He kept some way behind, but in spite
of the traflic in the strects 1t was easy
to keep them in sight, for Uncle Donald
was not only o conspicuous figure in the
scarlet coat with the yellow vest and
breeches, but he stood head and
shoulders above the ether foll.

They erassed the river by the old Pont
au Change, with its gquaint houses on

either hand, and their overhanging
S1FNE.
They wiewed the [rowning prison-

fortress of the Bastille from a rvespectiul
distance, and marvelled at the wealth
and %m'&r.t? that thronged the streets,
sido side; the hali-naked beggars,
and the gilded coaches with
attendants in gorgeous liveries,

In the Place Louis XV, they stood to
watch a battalion of the French Guard
it blue and silver by.

“Those are the fellows who told the
British Guards to fire first at Fontenoy,™
said Unele Don.

" And did they ™ queried tha lads

Ay, that they did, bowling nincleen
officers nird ninery-five men over by way
of a start, and wounding several others.”

“ Mot so _bad, thon, for the soldiers of

their

German. George, as you call Jum,”
smiled Jack, with & sly glance at the
speaker.

“ May, proper led, and fGehting
under the right king, nothing can beat
our redeoats; 1 have ever held that,
Jack,” replied the dJacobite officer
proudly,

“Then where are the troops coming
from to put this wonderful prince of
vours on the throne, uncle?  Will the
French help you?”

Donald Murray emptied his glass, and
leaned across the little table at which
they were dining under the shade of a
big plane-iree.

“State secrets, Jack, but I'll tell you
this much,” he said, m & low Lone.
“Tho troops will come from Britain
itself. Half the nobility are with us at
heart, and only wait the prince’s landing
ta sport the white cockade! As for
King Louiz, he has already promized us
aid, but his ministers are fearful of
stirring up another war until their own
wounds are healed, and that 15 why his
Highness i1s here under an  assumed
name, lest the turn of a card miiht.
lodge him in that prison we saw this
morning. Mark you, my dear nephew,

have made no atiempt lo tamper with
yvour loyalty for the love I have for your
maother, and the respect in which 1 hold
vour father also, but you shall have your
heart's wish  before  long, and  go
a-soldiering on the rmght sule !™

They sat for a long time, talking,
somotimes in  Enplish, sometimes in
French, oll the wﬁilu the man m tho
plain snuff-coloured swit ot the neoxt

2

table sipping his wine and listening
with his back towards them. ‘When at
length they rose to go the eavesdropper
got up, sauntered leisurely in the samao
direction, until he saw them enter the
doorway of the boys’ lodging, snd only
then turncd on his iee!, walking quickly
away.

Had he waited ancther moment, he
would have seen that the officer of Fite-
james’ dragoons did not mount the steep
stalrcase.

"“"This has been an extraordinary
mecting, boy,” said Unecle Don, laying
both hands on Jack’s broad shoulders.
“Doubtless you will tell your parents
sll about it when wyou write home,
though I think I shall see themn befora
you do! Farewell, Monsicur Lerolle, I
am delighted to have made your
noquaintanee, ™

With hiz eloak over his arm, and s
proud swagger in 1|ia£1;7;&it. a3 though tho
whole strect belonged to him, Donald
Murrey strode away.

Jack watched him until he had turned
the corner, and then followed Pierre up
the steep stalrcase.

On the top landing Madame Rouge in-
tercepted them with a packet for
Monsiene Lennard—a rave thing in
those davs, a letter from home!

As Jack read tho letter, seated on the
edge of his cot, a sharp ecxclamation
made Pierra turn ronnd.

“(zood news, or ill?" queried his
friend.

“Both ! exclaimed Jack, I am re-
turning to England to-morrow ™

“Oh, impossiblo! T shall Le like the
dog without the tail, Jacques!”

“It cannot be helped. I am very
sorry to leave you, Pierre, but this is
from my father., He says that serious
things are about to happen. That 1
must not leave 1t until o 1s too late—
he writes very guardedly, hecause the
letter might fall inte other hands—-but
the Pretender is at the bottom of it,
I know 1™

Thoe French lad was plunged into the
dopths of despair st thoe sudden news,
but before he could trust his voice, o
tap came on the attic door, and
Madame Rouge's husband peered into
the room.,

"Tho young messicurs are  back,
then—ah, well,” said the clerk in the
office of the licutenant of police. °
thought you might hke to hear some-

thing quite out of the ordinary run of
things.” Rouge slipped into the room,
pushing the door to behind him. "“We

have been very busy preparing warrants
for the arrcst of scveral conspirators
to-might, and so serious does the
Minister think it, that two companies
of the French Guard will be nmp!,uyml
to make sure nono of them czcape.’!

Jack held his breath, aware that
Rouge was looking pointedly ot him as
he spoke,

“*¥es," continued Rouga, “Not a few
of them are countrymen of yours, and,
wonld yon believe it, your own name
was brought to us as one to be included
among the prisoners! Oh, you need
have no fear—my chief has had inguiries
made at the Ecole de Medicine, where
they gavo you the best of characters,
and I put in my bumble word as your
neighbour, so you may not figure in the
dossier with Monsieur your unele the
Capitaine Donald Murray—he is for
the Bastille, poor man, with a very
exalted personage of whom 1 dare noi
speak

“Tell me, Rouge, for von seem teo
know everything,” eried Jack, spring-
ing up au;{ienly- “Have vou met an
Englishman whose pame is Dorden *”

“Ala foi! Is it not Alensicur Dorden
who has given us the list of the
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tors, apd gold here -ln.ﬂ
thum :‘lgr 3 jol mm?h B bl
his _shoulders. "At eloven o qﬂk

to-night, the Guard mil take 83i0n
of onr street, with a half-company at
tha other end of the
Black Cats. It is now striking nine—I
hear my wife 'calling’ thet supper is
ready—I thought munsmur might like
to hear these things!”

Rouge then wént ouf, whistling

g Dh the excellent Rougo!” ﬂ::ﬂh:.me&
Pierre, And the abominable Borden!
What is to be done, my poor Jaoques 7’

“Unecle Don has got to be sav *--I.u&
there ate only two hours for it!" eried
the distracted lad. *“Deon't speak to me
just "ng¥, I must think !”

An Intamlpm mm; 3

Hit hﬂ-ﬂﬂl} of “Major Pegleg, ' B8
I ! F boys catled hlm. wu..-.- E Yery

40 -r i
Cats, p‘::t bf it. ex mﬁuﬁtﬁmdthu
maqish . p | e - door -
being w.:thm t‘h mgu.l.j'
There was no back entrance at qll

ooked

but the windowh st the rear overl
q square where Uncle Don had

the  Blaok

the littlq
fought for his life the night before, and
ge ﬁm uﬂ?mtl]:nd a table, playing for
mm high, stake—the %rwn " of -

land !
E%@nl of the FII.'ILJF bore hlgh tltles
among them being the Marquis pf

Tuiilbq'ﬂ!me but thers was vno, there,
il stranger to the rest, whom Donsld
Smith, & silent man with & strong, :athier
bawkhike prnEIe,

1 wery |

Passage of the the

one, am.lntmd at the carner

flogr twelve

- "hq, my lord, mﬂ'&‘a fool |

y had introduced as Captain -
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tqg,uhfqr. since of moncy we have,-alas,
ittle,  we mbst fall bick oh the
stout hearts and sharp swords of our
fa:thful adherents.”

*Your Highness' words touch me on
e rew,” said the ear]l, a flabby-faced
young man of thirty in a skyblue satin
coat.
messenger, who let himaelf ba robbed of
the jewels I entrusted to him,” a§.you
already” know, there’d have heen money
in ple-nl: ﬁdwevﬂr, ham are those on
whom we may count,” ha re
more than half tho nnn::es in the
peerage, half & dozen bishops,” and
country gentlemen galora.

A murmur of satisfaction went round
ﬂm eircle, 'mga: the prince .pourcd gut
8 bumper of brandy in which to toast
that loyal,.list. Before he could ﬂ:
however, the voice of Captain Smi
the silence like a knife,

wd?nuﬁ h!:%j }mhanr Eest nuge,” he
Satl ¥ 1 ant e
‘Believe what he hlnm+ I tefl F

itot ten of those he mentions vnll rm‘l:
theiz heads when it comes to the fo:
They have not fﬂrﬁﬂl‘-b&n what fol
‘thé risiog of 1

Every. exe \?I:ﬂ turnad tha bold
Epﬂlk\e and Trimingham ﬂuthad like
a turkey.

Enunén, atrI” be cried. “Do you
ca!l me & liar 7
LED

his iz tco much 1

“Btap my ‘-T]tﬂ. Is!
ip can have more if he

“"Your |
WJshual” BAl
the handle-of his aword mgml'munt];r
rinw;' “This is no way to advaneo the
ause 1V

But foi the cdrelessness of my pL

ad off -

Captnin Smith, towching’
“ Gentlemen—I beg of you |” cried the .

“T have seversl, Mr. James e,
but nons that appear vh the ﬁutm‘m
tlomen present, which you "handed

iz morning to the Minister of Police."
Ewry man sprang up, and Donald
Murray's blade came half out of lh

sheath. " But the stra £, who had

is eyes 'on Borden's, stoed u t&f
his place, very fuietly, and pointed an
accusing  arm at man whosa faoce

had turned livid,
“You ahnll eat your words!” hissed
n. * But I do not Hght with un-

koown traitors! "I demand bo know.
who in -Hasven's name you arai"

“And I denlma to gtatlfr the guri-
osity.of the ing's spy. kin Enginn&
call meo * anﬁin Gnmmn. and nt
must erufﬁ:m you. - my turn, ma
ask: wheré you are guﬂ;i —for B‘-ﬂ&l

‘hed-stepped quickly backwards tﬂw“%

the door, out of reach of those-drawii
gwords 1n .the hands of the startled
conspirators.

“1-left my weapon -in tho hall, Me.
Mountebank:"”

“ Where it had better ramnm, for j'u-‘.t

will not want it any more”

Be-!ura any of the company had an
inkling of what was about to. hqﬁ:ﬂ
there was s sharp repor
dl‘ﬂ , stons dead, on bmkl

ere are moments, your Highneas,
when one must take the law into one's
own hands,” said the slayer, re !acmg
the pistol. “I am here to-mighty
that I am ono of :.ruu for I-aim

ut there are those in urmmw

would willingly seve. qﬁ

Murray I once owed my izfe. and I
_have just paid-that debt in full. Thae

Mr. Borden, his eyes narrowing down
to mere &n p-u:-mta, half-roee in his chair,
and- pushing one of the candlesticks
M:d&, lu-r:rklzd curipualy et the inter-
roptér: -

“ What is your roal .name and rank,.
gir! he demanded, with a ali ht sneer
on his thin lips, and e lift of his bushy
ieyebrotvs, :

W&ﬂ, my feiends,” said a I:-h\eu'cd
man _with fair hair thickly
pow ered wbmn thﬁ others addressed as -

"h'!geu: I,[:ﬁ? I undersiand that
recially er

carrion there has hetrn?ed :,rl:rti all—Hy
while there s yet time!

Will the . conzpivaiors iake heed |
Hai* mysterious Captain-Crimroh’s war

h' ho but
:mmg am, who has bu ing, or will they be caught like m;uqu

erozsed the E"Jhmnﬂ brings us
[y list of those- who wmtrour
srrwa.i to fly to arms King
Jﬂmu ﬂl—mr lord, we are n!] atten- -

trapi - Den't -mise nent week's
‘tinpling chaptery of this p&w;rfui slo ,'
whatever you do, boysl)
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Enter your name now for

EKompetition {for Ilags.
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Umpteenth Annual Herring-Toasting
Tirst Prize:
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Lost, stolen, or strayed. Last seen
raging off in the direction of ihe
} Remove passage. Answers to the name

MAN-EATING TIGER

4 il .' ':i
1 Pocket Nife (slitely dammidged}, 6 R of “Coker.” IFeared that he has met
Selected Konkers, and 1 BStick of xlAly . with accident. Finders ate requested
Chewing Gumin. Penholder toasting- -l E to trap bim in wire-netting and drag
forks provided., DBring your own D =/ him along to his keepers.—POTTER
herrings! — Parties. from DICKY 3 — 2 & GREBNE, Games Study, Iifth
NUGENT, Second IForm Room. o I"'orm.
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“ Honi t ke i | forchunit ident. Whie 1 - thusiastically., * Just listen!? o
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OF VIEW

ON THE REMOVE—
FOURTH MATCH

1. HARRY WHARTON'S, Well, chaps,
ihe Upper Fourth are improving, No doubt
about it ! That goal of Temple's was o real
1op-nofcher—a winner all the way. Bulsirode
in goal didn't even ses it! Apart from that
speetecular sole effort, I must really congratu-
Iate the Fourth on their vastly improved com-
hination. "They don’t, of course, co-operate
with the machinclike faultlessness of the best

teams in the country-—that's not to be ex-

pected. DBut they certainly do display o
rreater tendency to work together than they
«id at the beginning of the seasoen, and if they
continue to steer clear of the more scliish
style that characterised their play earlicr ou,
ithey'll soon bLe doing well !

Our own team shaped quife nicely, but
thie Hmsing was not, IEl thought, quite up to
standard, and the wingers showed a fondness
for h&.n}%ing on to the ball just a shade too
long. But mistalies are made in every game,
and I'm not poing to rag them over it!

2, CECIL REGINALD TEMPLE'S. I'm
not in the habit of boasting, but with just a
hit of luck I should have scored six goals
inatead of the brilliant singleton I actually
did seore! Az luck would have it, Bull or
EBulstrode or Cherry seemed to barge in {rom
nowhere every time, just when I was on the
point of scoring—otherwise, dear men, I
can assure you, that singleton would have
been a epanking half.dozen.

Nobody, I think, will dispute our complete
superiority over the Remove kidae. In every
part of the field we geemed to overwhselm
them ; most of the timoe thoy didun’t seein
1o have o leg to stand en! That that super-
igrity didn’t produce o ericlket scere ¢an only,
1 imagine, be put down to that same bad
luek that haunted me !

Our goalio was brilliant, our backs superD ;
our halves the last word ; our forwards the
bruiniest, most dashing and most enterprising
quntet ever scen in junior football.

There wos only one thing we lacked—and
that waa Luck !

(Having read Wharton's modest description
and Temple’s pancgyric, readers may be
excused for assuming that the Fourth won
comlortably. Sorry, old sports, but you're
wrong. The result was: Remove 3, Upper
Tourth 1.)

—r L.t —

Steeplejack Wanted

When practizing ventriloguism yesterday,
iunter throw hia voico up to the roof of the

School House—and, so far, it hazn’t come
Liacl: I

By DICKY NUGENT

1%
4

“ Ten ginnies
mermered Jack
Jolly, reflectivels. B
“It's a big prize ™ b

b} lus!;_ or pian-
ner-plaving, too!™
eighed !Ier%y. bl £

wish I'd  taken
up pianner-play-
ing instead of

mg-pong."”

. ‘Fﬁl Ehﬂ mewsical chaps
m the skool are going in for
it," remarked Bright. * Mr.
Noyes, the mewsie master,
thinks 1t will be & stern {ussle
for first place between Rum-
puss and Slambkeys!"”

“Hattg !’ spoke a cal.
chered voico from the study
doorway, just then. “ Those
mizzerable keyvboard -punchers
won't stand a giddy earthly,
beleeve me ™

The chums of the Fourth
turnied  vound in  serprize.
It woas Dr. Birchemall, the
vevercd and majestik head.
master of St. Sam’s himsel,
who had jommed in the confab.

Dr. Birchemall came into
the study, grinning all over
hiz dile, and closcd the door
after him.

“ The winner of the Funguss
Frize for Pianner-Playing will
bae neither Runpuss nor
Slamkeys, my boys,” he said,
with a slite leer. * There is
one plannist at St Bam's who
13 going to make rings reund
them both, That piannist is
myself ! '

Jack Jolly & Co. jumped.

* But—but vou can’t play
the pianner, sir!*™ gasped
Jocle Jolly.

Dr. Birchemall winled,

“Trew, my dear Jolly.

That iz why 1 have called on
you. I want you and your

WOULD YOU BELIEVE IT?

Dov’t hoften use threats, but thizs ‘ere
notice i3 to warn all and sundry that the noxt
young rp svot sends me bottles of waler made
up to look like gin will be reporied to the *"Ead.
Hi don’t hintond to stand no more of it !—
WM. GOSLING, Porter's Lodge.

George PBulstrode i3 8 keen
fisherman, and has a ** dab » in
any ** plalea ' with & *f sprat
o eatch a ** mackerel ' without
** carping "' i{ he comes across
a8 ‘“red herring ** insiead o a
;hwhigﬁg“:’ or 1: ¢ eoldfigh. *?

80 r e ** he dislikea
to hook is ﬁnfl?r. A “ whals ¥

of & fellow |

the HEAD

friends to help
that little difficulty.”

ma Lo Overcome

£L w"’lat'
dickens——"

“I will let you into the
secret, boys,” said tho Head,
sinking lus voice {0 a meer
Wikper. “ Underneeth tihe
platform in the Hall where
}hﬂ kom atitflnn is to be held,

ave placed o maophono,
which .'F have cﬂactﬁd up
with a loud-speaker filted
inside the pianner. A record
of Paderewski playing the
planner ia on the turn-teble,
all ready for playing. Need I
say more ¥

Jack Jolly & Co. stared.

* You—yon mean you wand
us to put on the record when
it’s your turn to play, sir ¥
asled Merry.

The Head nodded.

St dust that ! You, Merry,
will atand in {ront of ihe
E:Eﬂ.t.ﬁ:nnn and signal to vour

tends hidden underncath it
and &8 soon as you signal, they
will put on the rocord and I
will pretend to play. The
judges will then conclood
that I am really playing and
will natcherally award me
theprize |

“ Grate pip

“ But, sir!" epgsclaimed
Bright. * Isn't that o rather
dishonnest way of winning
the prize 7"

Dr. Birchemall

the mMerry

[

larfed.

Frenclh with skollerly ease
* What's more, all’s fair i
lova and ianner-playing.
Now, boys, what do you sayy °

“Um !l Well, sir 2

“X shall, of corse, Liroh
you black and blew if vou
refuse,” said the
casually, ag he perseeved the.p)
hezzitation. ' On the other
hand, I shall not fall o
reckernize any help you give
me. ¥ou know how generoms
I am, boys, and you c¢an rely
on it that if I win thse ten
ginnics, I shall give you at
lerst tuppeonce-ha’penny out
of it!"

The chums of thse Fourth
looked at each other,

“ Well, sir, I really think
yourse an unskrewpulom
roague,” grinned Jack Jolly
“ But rather than he birches
black and blew, we'll cortainldd
help wou, won't we, chaps 1 ¥

“Yes, rother!™

* Good 1" grinned the Head,"|
prepaving fo depart. *' Hes
you on the grate nite, then,
boys—and for goodness’ sake
keep it dark '™

The mwite of the grate
planner-playing kontest ar-
rived, end o large crowd im
the Hall lissened to the efforts
of the mewsiclans of the
skool.

At last the Head's tum
camo. There was a buzz of:
serprize as he took his seatd
at the pisnncr, for hobody
had imajined him to be a
plannist before.

Dr. Birchemall winked at
Merry, who was in tha front
row, and Merry signalled to
his pals, who were hidden
beneeth the platform. Then
ecamsa & painful minnit of
gilence, and the Head began
to wonder what had gone
wrong.

The canse of the delay, as a
matter of fact, was an un-

He:

had carelessly leaped his
glbow on the record and
busted it, and while the Head
was impatiently waiting, Jolly
and Bright were frantikally
marching for another recovd
to_replace it.

In “the nick of thme they
found one, and at last, to the
Bead's grate releef, a burst
of mewsic came from the
consealed loud.speaker in the
pisnner,  1r.  Birchemal!,
romptly responding, allowed
is fingers to wander over tho
keys a2 though he was actually
playing.

And then, to the Head's
serprifte and dismay, there
was & chuckle from the
awdience. The chuckle be-
came s laxf, ond the larf &
roar—and eoon  the grate
erowd was f{erely shreeking
with larfter §

“Ha, ha, hal”
“Ho, ho, ho!"
“Ha, he, ho!™
“What the thump—"

gasped the Head.
n he realised what was
causing the mirth.

In their hurry hig lLelpers
had not noticed what kind of
a record they were putting on.
It turned out to be, not a

ianner solo, but & FULLY-
LEDGED BEASS BAND!

Even the Head couldn't
hope to convinece the judges
that he was producing fhe
mewsic of a brass band by
his own efforts on the planner.
With an angry snort, he got

"":gj from the.stocl, jumped off
5]

gide of the platform, and
made & dive to get at Jolly
and DBright.

He was unlucky., Jeolly
and Bright had already made
themselves scarce. They had
rightly come to the con-
chusion that no reward worth
staying for was likely to
result from their efforta at
Helping the Head !

i e, .
= A,

Bunter lost hiz voles temgnrarilr
through a heavy cold, and fonnd
it a uszefnl alibi for slacking in
class. ben Mr. Woose caught
bhim asking Vernon-S8mith for a
¢ littls Jogm ' in the corridor,
bowever, Banter got & caning—
and recovered his voice suddenly
and completely |

Tom Brown, the New Zealani
jnnicr, startied Greyiriars b
sgmmng a 75-1oet long cops ir
the quad. He sxplained that th
reason why be *““‘roped in "

Loder of the Sixth waz becauss img

Loder blundered in the ‘weay—
but Loder still beliaves**Browney'?
got him ** all tied up "’ on purposs’

MY THEATRICAL
CAREER

I've always had ambitions
to Eo on the stage.

'hen I came to Greyfriars
and discovered the Remove
Dramatie Socicty, T joined at
once and took a *f header ™
right into junior theatrical
circles. Alas! My Thespian
abilities were not recogmised
in the least,

But where there's o will,
there’'s o way. I was deter-
mined to win my way te the
top of the theatrical tree
somehow, I decided to do
it through the Counrtfield
Academy of Dramatie Art,
where for a mere two-pounds-
ten they give you detailed
instruction in the art of
acting and turn you into o
“gtar " before you Lpow
whera vou are—or so you
gather from their ads., any.
way.

I'or zix weeks I toiled at
clazs-werlk in Courtfleld and
at homework in front of the
mirror in Study No. 6.

At last my lessons were
over and I was given g hand.
some diploma which stated
that I had taken their couse
and was gqualiied to act in

any part allotted to me.
In a fever of cxcitement, I
ruzhed to Wib.

“Get a load of this, old
bean! ™ I chortled. * Now,
tell moe T ean't aect, 1f you
dare ! With this giddy diploma
I shall expect to help vou a
lot in your forthcoming pro-
duction of *dJulius Cacsar.” ™

Wib. looked at the diploma.

“ Wothing like boeing keen,
anyway,"” he remarked, ap-

rovingly. * 8till, this diploma
S-;:-E:m‘l: prove that you can
act.”

“1 ean jolly soon prove

that, anyway,” I said, en-

L ]

Romang—-""

And I procceded to reel
off o few yards of Shakespeare
as ftaught at the Academy.

Wib. listened with rapd
attention, and nodded when
I had finished.

' There ! ™ I gasped. © Now
de you think T'm going 1o be
of any use to vou in ° Julius
Caesar* or not 1

“ 0ld man, you mozt cer.
tainly are!™ eaid Wibley.
“ Many thaniea for the oiler,
which is gladly acespted.”

“Good!"” I  beamed.
“ What part shall 1 take?
Caegar’s ? "

siared.

Wib.
*Cacsar’s ? DBy
imagine 'm giving you an
acting part in the most im-

But vou don't

portant production of the
geasom, do you 7
I felt a sudden qualm.
* Er—what exactly had
vou in mind for me " I
asled.

* Nothing to do with the
acting, of courage—you're far
too amaieurish for that vet,”
Eﬂél:l Wib. ** Matter of lact,
I'd ma you out a4 &
Eﬂenﬂ-sh?mrd L

And there,
1 think we can
Theatrical Carcer !

dear rocader,
leave Aly

GREYFRIARS FACTS WHILE YOU WAIT!

When the Famous Pive visited
India with Hurree Singh,
Habob of Bhanipnr, they saw
“Inky ** enthroned in state, with
rieh tapestries and carpets abound-
ing. Io bis study al Greylriars,
oagh, ** Inky '* does not appear
@ miss his magpificence. A
gerner of the study table i3 good
emough for him when af ** prep.”

the

e - e
e et

Viewing & hippopotamaos &t a
Courtfield eireus, Billy Bunter
expressed sadmiration lor ifs
tremendons molarz. A3 an ex-
pert at * champi himself,
Bunjer cerfainly ought to know a
good pair of jaws when he sees
them ! Bob Cherry says Bunter
gould eat most, though i

T¥

o e

When the storm

cionds Hy iow
over tha Shoulder, at Pagg Bai,r.
there ere Iaw_itflluws who wounld
1

bred by the seas, did it the other
day., to rescue a fag who bad

care to scale Tom FRedwing,

tlimbed too far Redwing
broucht him down—and was
congratulatad by the Head !

SNOOP'S A WORLD
CONQUEROR

After o terrifie b%t::-llaslming; two Eﬁéﬂnd&
my yo rotege, Sid Bnoop, lost to Gecrge
T&Fbg, 1-J;‘:l-ril:gt o Tﬁﬁ,‘d. But ilP yvou think Il:g-a
given up hope of seeing him win a world's
championship one day, you'vo made & mighty
big mistake |

When Snoop stepped into the ring, he was
quite under the impression that his opponent
woighed several stones less than himsell.
This, it eeems, was a complete misunder-
standing on his part. As a matter of fact,
Tubb turned out to be almost as hcavy as
Snoop ! A fine trick to play on the lad, for
a start, waso't 1t ¥

The shock of that discovery alone, waa
enough to put Snoop off his stroke ; but I'm
not going to put up thot plea to account for
the result. B]:I:!.'l.ﬂﬂp }f}-}st the fght, i you want
to know, because Tubb wasn't gentlomanly
enough to give him time to got gnin& properly.
The savage Tubb igno the elementary
lawa of politeness and just waded in.

No, I'm not abandoning hope in Snoop as &
world-conqueror just because of this littls
accident | When I look back on his carcer,
I sea plenty of reason to hope for great things
from him yet. He hos licked Hop Hi,
Dicky Nugent, and Gatty—all three stalwart
fightors, reaching up to his shoulders at leagt—
and he hasn’t hesitated on occasions to
challenre Bunter major and Alonzo Todd.

INKY’S BIRTHDAY
GUIDE

This week : BOB CHERRY

Hare is 8 horoscope full of great joyfulness
and esteemed promise of poodiul things to
come.  The esteemed and vociferouz Bob was
indeed born under a lucky star—in fact, ona
may permitfully allow oneself to say that the
lucky-starfulness was simply terniie |

Our honoured pal could not pickiuliy have
chosen & birthday that would have medo
him more brightfully happy and contented.
He will breezefully sail through lifo as though
it were an esteermned oand idiotio r-picmiﬂ, and
such trivial troubles ns he findiully comes
perozs he will brushiully sweep aside without
the most slightful difficulty!

A carcer i the open-air wonld seem the
esteemed and proper caper for the honoured
Bob. A coopful coreer in an office would
restrigtfully limit his energetio and active
jump-gboutfulness, The al wronzlulness of
such a life for our esteemed and viclent pal
would be torrifio.

But whother hia carcer takes him to the
reat open-spacefulness or the oflice coop-
ulness, you may dependfully rely on it that
Bob will always be the sameful Hob, brim-
ming over with the cheerfulness and chirpful-
nesa ho always showlully displays at Grey-
{riars !

These latters, put in their right order, give
tho name of a populs: schoolboy character,
What is the name ¥

| THRYWRRAANOH



