


~ ANOTHER RIPPING STORY OF SENSATIONAL SCHOOL ADVENTURE -

Shippery |

& ERE comes Loder ¥

H Sl
" Batter cut, though!”

It was morping break at

CGreayfriars School. Harry Wharton &

Co. and other members of the Remove,

were rather enjoying themselves when

ﬂdar of the Bixth sppeared in the

H‘E‘l‘

It was & bitter December moming.
There had been a suddem cold smnap and
a fall of snow. It was fm:‘i?. Bt
the winter weathor did not affect the
gpirits of the Bemovites;
rather. % exhilarsted them.

In the secluded spol Between the elms
and the sehool wall the (iunmﬂ had
mﬂ? a lh:h&f Wii;lLted ened fl}ﬂl,
and scarves fiying, they whizsed slong
that slide, with mueh satisfaction o
themmselves.

It was a rule—and quite s good rule
—that ¢lides ahould not be in the
quad. People who sta{;_prd, madvert-
ently, on alides wera liable to meet
with sedder and unpleasant sur-
prises. But the Pest of rules are
broken sometimes. And m that

secluded cormer thers really was not
much harm done.

But rules are rules; and Loder of the
Bixth was the fellow to make the meost
of any 1 ion of the same. Mo the
cheery %am bad to stop at the sight of
the head yrefect of Greyfrisrs coming
along the Elm Walk, from the diree-
tion of the House.

“Just like that brute to barge inl"
growled Bob Cherry.

“(Qh, just!™ Frmted Johnny Ball

“Tha justiulness is terrific]™ re
marked Hurres Jameet Ham Singh.
H"Eui‘-ﬂiﬁ!ﬁ spots wl"  said

&ITY

It was rather nrrprising that Leder
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had not ad them already; for he
was in full view ms he eame slong the
path under the leafless old elma.

But it seemed to be by chance that
the buily of Greylriars was coming thet
w:;i', for he was pnot locking at them,
and did not seem to be aware that they
were near at hand at all

Loder was tramping along with his
bands in his pockets, & deep wrinkle
m his brow, and his eyes fixed on the

ground, _

Judging by his lock, he was buried in
desp tgought-ﬂmd not  pleasant
thonght. He seemed quite oblivious of

bis surrovndings:

s
, Whichk was all the better for the
juniors; for had gpotted them
aliding, the result would have been

lines, or detentions, or whoppings.

“Hook it 1" said Nugent.

Reluctantly, but Emm'lptty, the
Removites “hooked it. here were
seven of them in the little crowd—the
Famous Five, Vernon-8mith, and Tord
Mauleverer. The last-named was not
unwilling to “"hook " it. Exertion did
not npgll te Maulaverer. Ho would
never have joined the sliders, buot for
the fact that Bob Cherry bad taken one
of his grms, and Frank Nugent the
other, and bim aloog with
thets, Buch persuasion it was diffieult
for his ].n‘? lordship to resist,

Seven fellows soampered of and
dodged among the frosty trunks of the
elms. There they took cover, hoping
that Lodar would go and allow ¢
to resume theiz game.

It was cloar that he was not thers
on their sccount; he had not seen them
st all, watohed him rather curi-
cusly as he cxme on towards the alida.

L

|

'II

It was not often that Loder of the
dixth was seen in & brown study like
this. Heally, it locked as if he had
some trouble on his mind—some deep
)}’Jimhlem that he was thinking out.

ardly more thsn a dozen feet from
the juniors, he did not ece them—and
evidently he did not zee the slide they
had just asbandonad, for he was walking
directly towards it.

“Oh, my *hatl? breathed Bob
Cherry. “If he stepa on it1"”

" Quiet [

There was & suppressed chuckle.

A word of warning could have been
called out to any other fellow. :But
not to Loder! Loder wounld heve
rewarded such a friendly call by hand-
ing out punishments to the fallows who
had made the slide. In thasze circum-
stances, the Removites could hardly be
expected to give Loder the tip. Omly
Lord Mauleverer, in whom dness of
heart predominated over caution,
thought of doing so,

“Begad! Loder's goin’® to come a
cropper in & few secs, you men ' mur-
mured Mauly. *PBattor give him the
tip——"

“HBhut up, yon ag 1" hissed Smithy.

I:.fInqur I whispered Harry

" ¥aas, but—"~2

“Quiet, you as=s!” breathed Bob.
"We're not giving ourselves away to

der. He would be jolly gl to
report us to Prout for thisi”

“Yes, rather |* murmured Nugont.

"“The ratherfulness is terrifie!”

Lord Mauleverer, as usual, gave in,
Mauly generally gave in, to mave
argument. .

der was ologe on the slide now.

The seven seniors watched in breath.
less anticipation. Tt was & ripping
alide—as smooth and slippery as glass.
If Yoder stepped on it——

Heo did!
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&till buried desp iv thought, his
hands still in his pockets his brows
gtill wrinkled over hiz unknown
problem, Loder stepped on the slide
—without knowing that it was there!

The next momoemt he knowl

Once on the slide, he could not fail
to knowl

JHis feet suddenly shot from under

LIT.
Thers was a atart.l_ed how! from
Gerald Lodzr of the Bixth Form.

*"Ooogh! What—"

He whizzed [

His hands shot out of his pockets, and
his arms thrashed thé asir. His hat
flew off He made a terrific effort to
collect his runaway legs.

But he failed!

His legs scemed to have a will of
their own! They scomed to travel of
their own accord |

Loder flew!

“Oh, my hat|”

“He's poing1®

""Ha, ha, hal" ]

Loder, havdly knﬁwm% what was
happening to him, made frantic cfforts
to keep his balance az he flew. 'Thosa
efforts only made him fly the faster.

Suddenly he lost his footing and sat
down,

But
onward,
along the remainder
sbout foriy !

Whiz |

Crash ]

At the end of the slide there was a
stack of snow. shot into it] Ho
arashed into it] He ncarly buried
himself in it! Wild gasps and gurgles
came from him as he rolled and
floundered in snow.

::tl:-)la, !;lnt. hi:t:;' yenllgel;il the ‘uniara.h "

oogh ooC urrr [
came from Loder. el

He sat up blindly, clutehing snow

his momentum ecarried him
In & sitting {pmiﬁun, ha sghat
of the slide, doing

from his face, his eyes, his nose, his
mouth,

“"Cut!l” gasped Harry Wharton.
“We mustn’t be found near here i
“Oh erumbsl No fear!”

“Hook it1”

Beven  juniors  faded out of the
picture—the quickest i{ade-out on
record ! They fairly raced! And es

they went, wild howl: and gurgles fol-

lowed from Loder of the Bixth.
“Urrgh! Wurrgﬁhl Who—what—

how—gurrrrrepggeh !

Erwr— =

THE SECOND CHAFTER.
A Latter for Mauly !
BILI.-"J';’r BUNTER blinked u

at
the lotter-rack and grunted.
Beveral fellows had gathered
therae to look for letters in
break. Some had 1 some hadn’t!
Bunter was one of those who hadn't.
There wera still soveral letters in the
rack unclaimed: but none of them wero
addressed to W. G. Bunter. And the
fat Owl of the Remove grunted.

Bunter, as usval, was expecting a
postal order! Also, as usual, it hadn't
arrived at Groyfriars,

“Your titled relations forgotten you
again, old fat bean?” asked Skinner
sympathetically.

“Yah [ retorted Bunter.

He blinked at the rack again. Iis
eyes, and his spectacles, lingered on a
letter with & foreign stamop on it. It
was addressed to Lord Mauleverer,

Dunter eyed that letter longingly,

Ten to one, Bunter felt, it contained
a tip for Mauly: and Ma=anly, unlike
Bunter, was not in need of a tip,

Mauly had lots and lots of cashl

Bunter hadn't! Yet munificent tips
came for Mauly—end not even & la:rnf-
expected postal order for Bunterl 1t
was very rotten |

Bunter reached up a fat hand and
took the letter down at lnst.

Bkinner gave him & grin.

" Your name Mauleverer? he asked.

¥ Oh, really, Skinner——"

“You'd better let Mauly's letters
alone, you fat duffer ! said Hazeldene.

“1 suppose I can take a lotter to a
pal!” gaid Bunter, with dignity. “This
13 from one of his relations abread—s
olly old aunt who's ahﬂing in the
Bouth of France. I heard Mauly speak-
ing about her to Vivian—I mean,
Mauly told me about her—we're rather
pally, you know, I shouldn’t wonder if
she's gent him a tip—I mean, I dare
say he's anxious to bear from her, and
% Jlsqippﬁrae I can take & letter to a pal if

LR,

“ Better leave it alone, fathead IV said
Souift.

L 18 Yah [?J

With that elegant rejoinder Billy
Bunter relled away, Mauly's lettor in
hig fat hand. Judging by tho eircum-
stancos that Lord Mauleverer had not
taken the trouble to glance at the rack

in break, he was not very keen on his
correspiondence, But if Mauly wasn't
Bunter was |

If thers was a tip in that letter, and
Bunter obliged Mauly by taking it to
him, there was & chance of picking up
eome of the orumba that fell from the
rich man’s table. And the Owl of the

In the eyes of Mr. Prout, Gerald
Loder is all that & dutiful captain
and head profect should be. But
in the eyes of Vernon-Smith and
his fellow members of the Grey-
friars Secret Society Loder is a
rotter of the Arst water !

= — . -

Remove was sorely in need of a little
loan. He was hungry ! True, ho always
was Dbungry! But the sharp winter
weather thet morning seemed to have
given a keener edge than ever to his
unearthly appetite!

“Seen Mauly i hoe called out, as he
came on Poter Todd,

“In the gquad, I think!” answered
Pater.

“Beast!” murmured Bonter.

Bunter did not want to go out of the
Haoute| A sharp wind and s snowfall
did not temnpt the fat Owl out of doors.
Frowsting over the fire in the Rag was
mora in his line. It was just like that
beast Mauly to be out of doors when
Bunter wanted to seo him.

He rolled out into the frosty air. He
blinked to and fro thmuglbl' his big
spectacles, Mauly was not 1n sight.

“Seen Mouleverer ' he called out to
Coker of tha Fifth.

Horace Coker glanced at him,

ﬁe did mét anlswer.

o pauzed only a moment, to kick

Bunter for his ﬂhgﬂk, and walked on.

“Yow-ow-ow!” roared Bunter
“Beast. [” i

He wriggled a little as he went on his
way 1 scarch of Mauly. Coker of the
Fifth had rather a hefty kick,
_ His minor, 8ammy of the Second, was
in the quad. Bunter called to him:

* Secn Mauly. Sammy
. Lhis time he obtained the desired
information. Bammy of tho Sccond had
seern Mau]i.' going off with some other
Remaove fellows through the elms. Billy
Bunter rolled off in that direction.

He went by the Elm Walk, the way
Loder of the Sixth had gone a few
minutes ago, though Bunter was un-
awara of Lhat.

He was not thinking of Loder of the
Sixth. He was not aware that there was
n slide behind the elms: neither was he
aware that the fellow ho sought was
fleeing with six othor fellows, leavin
Gerald Loder citting in the bank o
snow 8t the end of the slide. Bunter
rolled on by the path through the trecs,
and suddenly became aware of strange
noises shead of him,

“Oooogh! Grooogh! I°ll skin them!
Urrggh IE’ £

Loder of the Sixth was standing in
the snow, shaking it off his clothes, rub-
hmff 1t off his features, and still gasping
and gurgling. Billy. Bunter blinked at
him from tho distance and grinned.
Loder apparcntly had had a fall in the
snow ; Bunter -:iig not know how or why.
But & moment later he was abla to
guess—as he stepped on the slide |

“Yargooh !" roared Bunter, as his
fact went,

Loder stared round at him.
“Ow! Wowl Oh crikey! Halp!”
roared Bunter. Hia fect flew into the

air, and he sat down with. a hump that
almost shook the county of Kent. *Ohl

Owl Wow! VYarcocoop! Who—
EHooop I
Loder’s ayes pglittered. He strode

towards the fat junior—taking care not
to step on the ﬁlfde again.

Secing Bunter sliding, Loder jumped
to the conelusion that ho was one of the
fellows who had made the slide. Not
that the bully of Greyfriars wanted
much evidence. He wanted to whop
somebody, and Bunter ¢amo in handy.

., He grabbed Bunter by the collar and
Jerked him up. In the snow by the
glide lay the letter that Bunter had besn
carrying in his fat hand.
“You young rotter!” panted Loder.
“Yow-ow-ow! Leggo, vou beast|”

roared Dunter, wriggling wildly,
" Wow M

Bmack, smack, smack !

“Oh crumbs! ©Oh crikey! Help!
Yaroooooh ™ yelled Bunter. I say—

Whooop 1™

“T'll teach vou to make slides for a
prefect to-fall over—"

“Owl Ididn'tl ¥ wasn't! Yeooop!”
roared Bunter. “JI never knew it was

here— Ow! I was looking for
Mauly—— Wow! I've got & lotter for
him—— Yow! Leggo!®

Smack, smack, smack !
A L b T
nzl sm sat Bunter down apain.
Loder, still not satisficd, landad & l?ickl
Bunter was up again like a jack-in-the-
box. He forgot all about Mauly's letter
~—he forgot everything but the necessity

of placing & safe distance between
%i.?dfr and himself! He fled for his
9

Loder made s stride after him, and
landed another kick ez he flad. Tl
Dunter disappeared through the elms,
yelling frantically.

Feeling a little better now, Loder
looked round for his hat. Then his eyes
fell an the letier Dunier had dropped.
He looked at it, paused, and looked
again. Then he picked it up. Had it
been s letter of Bunter’s, Loder of the
Sixth would not have bothercd his head
about 15, But he scemed interested in
8 letter addressed to Lord Mauloverer.

He stood for some moments with that
letter in his hand. He gave a guick
g!ancn to right and left—a glance over
his shoulder. Then le slipped the letter
into his pocket and walked awav from
the spot.
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THE THIRD CHAPTER.
The Heavy Hand !

L ROUT I* murmured Bob Cherry,
P Al the Remove sat up and
took notice!

Me. Woose, their new Form-
master, blinked over his glasses and
coughed, nervously and deferentially.

It was third school. ) .

The Remove were all in their places
in their Form-room. They were expect-
ing Mr. Woose to get on with Latin
prose. Bo they were not wholly dis-
pleased when Mr. Prout sailed in,

Certainly they did net like Prout.
They did not like him barging into
their Form-room. But they liked Latin
lg-::ﬂa. perhaps, a little less, And in

oose's hands Latin pross was very
prosy indeed! An interruption to class
was never wholly unwelcome, even in
the portly shape of Mr. Prout, the
temporary headmaster of Greyiriars.

“l have & fow words to address to
EurLFnrm, Mr. Woose!” boomed

ol

“Goodness gracious |” equeaked Mr.
Woose, “1 mean, yes, sir, certainly "

Little Mr. Woose was very nervous of
FPront, He was overawed by that portly
and pompous gentleman, It vather
pleased Prout. He had never been abla
to overawa Mr. Quelch, the regular
master of the Remove. And Mr. Prout,
acting a3 headmaster while Dr. Locke
was away, [elt entitled to overawe the
staff | e had made things so un-
pleasant for Quelch that Quelch had had
to go, and Prout comsidered little Mr.
Weoose a great improvement. Woose
never fixed him with & ecold, calm, pene-
trating eve when he blew into the Form-

OO,
The portly Prout faced a silent
Removae. Boma of the fallows wondered

what he was after. Harry Wharton &

». suspected, n_r.fher uneasily, that it
might be something to do with a slide!
Skinner and Snoop feared that it
might have something to do with secret
cigarettes, Billy Bunter dreaded to
hear that the cook had informed Prout
of a missing pia! But it was none of
these things, as 1t turned out.

“ Boys,” camo Prout’s deep hoom, 1
am liere to speak on a serious subject—
B very sertous subject! Since Dr. ke
was injured by a motor accident, and I
have taken his placo ns headmaster of
Greyfriars, I have been perturbed—con-
siderably perturbed—by certain lawless
prn-r:eedmgs in the Lower Beheool.”

“Go on!” murmured Herbert
Vernon-8mith, and there was a sup-
pressed chucklo.

All the fellows knew now what Prout
was driving at. That exordium could
only refer to the secret society of

reyiriars.

“As it happened,” resumed Prout,
“that Wingate of the Sixth Form was
slso injured in thet motor accident it
was necessary for me to aplpuint 4 néw
captain of the school. appointed
Loder of the Sixth Form, a prefect in
whom I have complete cenfidence,”

“Old ass!” murmuored the Bounder,

“Eh1 exclaimed Prout. “Ind some-
ane speak?”

Bilence !

“Loder's authority has in  cerfain

quarters been contemned,” went on
Frout. “My own authority has been
flouted. Certain juniors have had the

impudence—the unparalleled insclence,
I may say—to band themselves together
in & so-called secret society. The object
of this so-called secret society is to bring
authority into contempt and to per-
petrate unheard-of ocutrapges.™

Prout paused to let this sink inm.

The Rewmove gazed at him silently.
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Proud had, it seemed, come there to fall
them what all the achool knew already.
But inere-was more to come |
. "Eafar,” said Prout, his boom deepen-
mg, “no discovery has been made, of the
identity of these young rascals| They
have the impudence, the effrontery, to
cover their faces with Guy Fawkes masks
when engaged wupon  their—their
depredations! But Loder is convimed,
and I share his opinion, that the .ring-
leaders are to bo found in this Form!”

There were plenty of fellows in the
Remove who could have stated that
Ll::flar’s conviction was well-founded !

Therefore,” boomed Prout, “I am

here to cell upen thess boys to stand
forth and econfess 1

There was a gasp in the Remove.
Prout was really asking a lot! It was
an sassured thing that if the ring-leadars
of the Greyfriars Secret Society were re-
vealed they would be cxpelled from the
school. If Prout hoped that any fellow
would stand forth and ask for the

sack, it showed that Prout hag a hopeful
natura,

FProut pansed, like Brutus, for a reply.
Like Brutus, he received none. ha
Remove were dumb.

" “Having no doubt,” resumed Prout,

that many members of this so-called
secret society are in this Form, I shall
order this Form into detention for every
remaming half-holiday this term, unless
confesszion is made,”

13 Dh !:u

‘:‘FI’hew 1

.. Shame I shouted the Bounder,

What? Whaet{” boomed Prout.
“Vernon-Smith! What did you say?”

I said shame, sir!” retorted Smithy
coolly. “You've no right to punish the
whole Form on suspicion.”

“No right!” gasped Prout,

Certainly not, sir " exclaimed Harry
Wharton hotly. “While you are in the
place of Dr. @, sir, wo have a right
to expect justice from you.”

“Upon my word I” gasped Prout.

o Bilence, silence 1¥  exclaimed Mr,
Woose, almost twittering with nervous-
ness. " Wharton — Vernon-Smith — be
gilent ™

“You need not annk, Mr. Wooze I
roared Prout, purple with wrath. “I
will deal with these impudent boys, sir!
Hand me your cano,”

“ B-but, sir,’j stammered Mr, Woose.
“Surely you will consider, sir—to punish
my Form, sir, on bare suspicion-——"

Prout turned on him with a glare that
made little Mr. Woose back away in
alarm |

“What?” boomed Prout. “Are you
argumg;u with me on thiz subject, Mr.

Woose
“Oh! No! Certasinly not, &ir!®
gas&ed the Squeaker. * But, sir—"
“I am not a man to be contradicted,
Mr. Woose!” hoomed Prout. “Your

predecessor here, sir, learned that to his

cost, Bir."
quite! Quite! But—"

you hand me your cane, Mr.
Woose, or will you not hand me your
cane " . 4

“h, certainly, sir!”

Mr. Woose handed over the cane. Tho
Fifth Form master took it and swished
it. As master of the Fifth, Prout had
never been able to pive Quelch’s boys
the canings he was convinced that they
deserved. As temporary headmaster he
was able—and willing !

“Wharton! Vernon-8mith! Stand
out_before the class!™
_The captain of the Remove, with set
lips, stepped out. The Bounder followed
more slowly, with & black brow and
gleaming eves.

“Bend over that form, Wharton I*

Whack, whack, whaek !

“Bend over that
Smmith,

_ The Bounder hesitated & moment. But
it was oniy for a moment. Temporary
or permanent, a headmaster had to be
obeyed. The alternative was “ turfing ™
out of the :

Bimithy bent over the form in his turn.
Thrice the cane ross and fell.

Prout handed the cane back to ths
worried and distressed Woose. Then he
fixed a basilisk glare on the Remove.
The anger end resentment he read in
every face omly added to his wrath.

“Thiz Form,” he boomed, *is ordered
to detention for overy h‘nlfvhulida:,r this
term. The sentence will remain in force
until the so-called secret eociety is dis-
covered, its leaders expellead, and its
other members publicly ng'g'ﬁii."

With that, Mr. Prout turned and
marched majestically out of the Form-
room. A loud and prolonged hiss
followed him as ha went,

:I'hﬂ door shut with a bang.

. Goodness gracious !” squenked Woose,
“Dear me! We—we—wo will now—now
Zive our attention to—tao Latin prose, my
dear boys.”

Very little attention was given in the
Remove, cither to Mr. 0058 OT to
Latin prose, after Mr. Prout's visit. A
buzz of indignation ran through the
Form.

Half the Remove, no doubt, wers
mcembers of the secret society! But it
was up to masters and prefcets to spot
offenders before handing out punish-
ments. They were as wrathy and indig-
nant as the other half of the Ferm, who
were not in the ranks of the secret
organisation.

“By gadl” breathed the Bounder, in
Harry Wharton's car. “This is the jolly
old lLimat,™

Wharton nodded with a knitted brow.

*Zo far, only Loder and his gang have
been put through it I muttered Bmithy.
“But if Prout’s taking this line, Prout
iz going to have something from the
segret society.”

“He's asked for it} said Harry.

I:‘Beggﬂd for 11" murmured Bob

orry.

" The begfulness is terrific 1"’

“And he's going to get it |” breathed
the Bounder. “We've let Prout alone
g0 far—but he’s not going to get away
with this.”

“My hoys—silence, silence!” squeaked
Mr. oose,  "Pleass give mo your
asttention—you must give me your attens
tion, please |”

Mr. Quelch would not have put it so
mildly as that. Mr. Quelch wouid have
got attention, or he would have known
the remson why! But poor little Mr.
Woose squesked and expostulated in
vain. It was a groat relief to Mr. Woose
when the bell rang and he was able to
dizmizs his execited and indignant Form.

form, Vernom-

THE FOURTH CHAPTER,
Raising the Wind !

ERALD LODER of the Sixth
Form sat in his study after
dinner,

Any fellow who came along to
speak to Loder found that he was “ sport-
ing his oak.” His pals in the Sixth,
Walker and Carne, had come to the door
to jom Loder in smoking a cigarette.
But they found the door locked. Hilton
of the Fifth had taﬁped and gone away.
IIobson of the 8hell, whoe had lines for
Loder, had arrived with his lines in
vain; only a savage volce in the study
had told him to clear, and Hobby had
marched off with his lines, puzzled and
indignant. ]

Loder had other matters to think of.



EVERY SATURDAY

«ff

In a siiting position, Gerald Loder shot along the remainder of the slide. Whiz! Crash! At the end of the slide there

was a stack ol snow.

Loder erashed into it |

““Ooogh ! Woooogh !

Gurrrggh 1 ** he gasped.

(1] Ha, hn, ha ! r F’Buﬂd-

Harry Wharion & Co., from behind the trees.

A Lettle was on his study fire—steam-
ing. Seldom or never, did Loder handle
the study kettle with hizs own hands.
That duty was assigned to his fag, Tubb
of the Third. But Tubb was not wanted
it the study now.

On Loder's table lay a letter—tha
letter ho had picked up from the snow
beside the slide. And Leder picked it
up, as thae kettla began to eteam, and
held it in the jet of vapour from the
spout |

A minute later, the flap of the envelope
W5 OPeI.

Loder's face was quito pale as he drew
out the contents, I?u]if and blackguard
as Gerald Loder was, he was ashamed
of what he was doing, Becrot smoker,
pub-hunter, gambler—everything that a
Greyiriars prefeet ought not to have
been—still er had some sort of a
limit!| Ho was going rather cover his
own Limit now,

But the fact was, that Loder was up
against it—seriously up against it.

As head-prefeet, as captain of the
school, absolutely trusted by Prout, he
had full liberty to do as he pleased—
and Prout would have been very much
astonished to learn of some of the things
that 1t pleased Loder to do!  Becret
visits to the Three Iishers, up the river,
were among them, to play cards and
billiards with the shedy characters there.
A little less freedom of action would
have been good for Loder. How he was
going to pay the money he had lost at
the Three Fishers was quite unknown to

M.

He had gone in a good deal over his
depth. His “friends™ were beginning
to worry him for payment. Worse than
that, from Loder’s point of view, they
‘-ﬂecliued to look at any more of his
£ r+J\.|'

TI'L Banks, the bookmaker, refused to
book a single new bet from Loder till
that sportsman had setiled up for a fow
that he had already lost. ‘Which was

the unkindest cut of all, for Loder was
pow in possession of a dead cert—one
of those absolutely certain winners that
couldn’t lose if they tried.

A tenner on Gay Goldfish would gull
Loder right out of the diteh—if ay
Croldfish got home, as Loder firmly
believed that it would. Loder could get
four to one—which meant forty pounds
and his tenner back when that wonderfu
horse nrrived at the post yards ahead of
all the rest of the field. With that
Floric-us tgmapnci Loder had no cash to
ay on the horse, and could not lay a
bet on *tick.” That glorious echance
was going to pesz him by—unless he
could, somchow, ratso the wind |

He could not—and would mot—kecp
Carne. Their luck at the Three
Fishers had been as bad as his own, He
had succeeded in “touching ™ Hilton of
the [ifth for a fiver—but that fiver had,
unfortunately, gone on the billiards tabla
—and he had no doubt that, when tha
dandy of the Fifth had tepped at his
door ten minutes ago, he had called for
that very sum.

Lord

Loder  was that

awaro

Mauleverer of the Remove had plenty

of cash-—perhaps more thon was good for
him, He remembered that Mr, Quelch
had onee insisted upon sending back a
tip that had arrived for Mauleverer,
and which had come to his knowledge.
That was why Loder had picked up the
letter dropped by Billy Bunier.

But his Engnta were trembling as he
unfolded the letter he had taken from
the steamed cnvelope.

It was a long lotter, written on thin,
forcign paper in_a feminine hand—
Loder glanced only at the signature.
“"Your loving aunt, Cecilia!™ Maul-
cverer had innumerable aunts and
uncles, all rich, and all afectionate—
he was indecd o fortunate youth,

Loder was not interested in the letter.
He was interested in a erisp slip of
paper that be drew from it

It was o Bank of England note for
ten pounds!

Loder gazed at that ecrisp slip.

Holding it in opd hand, he wiped a
bead of perspiration from his forchead
with the other. ;

For several ln:m; minutes he sat
maotionless, the banknote in his hand.
Gambling—the desire to get something
for nothing—paves the way fto dis-
henesty., But Loder shivered at the
thought of keeping that banknote.

He could not—and would not keep
it! But why not borrow it for & time—
keep it in hand till Gay Goldlish had
won ! Loder was no fool, and ho knew
that “borroewing ¥ moneyr without the
owner's knowledge was a fanecy name
for stealing. Yet he dallied with tho
idea, the ﬁanknﬂtu in his hand.

But he realised that it would not do.
It would be known that he had had tho
letter in his hands. Bunter, probably,
had already gone back to look for it,
and failed to find it., If it was not
found, Loder would be asked if ho
had seen it there. It would be gucssed
that he had picked it-up, stneo thero
could be no doubt that somcone had
picked it up,

He shook his head.

“Borrowing '' that tenner without
Mauleverer’s knowledge, would not
work | But now that he knew of it,
knew for certain that the tenner was in
the letter, there were other means.

Blowly he folded the banknote inside
the letter again, replaced the letter in
the envelope, and scaled the flap down.

Nothing remained to show that the
letter had been opened.

Tap!

Loder gavo o guilty start.

“Who's there?* he called out
savagely.

“Only little me,” camo the quiet
voice of Leord Mauleverer. “Can I
speak to you, Loder?”
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Lodcr hreathed hard.

Hs paused a8 moment or twe, then
stepped to the door, unlocked it, and
threw it open. ) )

“You ocan g 1nl” he said.

The dandy of the Remove stepped

into the study. @

“Sorry to barge in, if you're busy,
Loder,” he said politely. " But that
ass, Bunter, has lost a letter of mmne.
He took it from the rack in break this
mum:'ﬁ to bring it to me—and be
dropped it when you whopped him, so
he tells me. He can't find it where he
dropped it. Mind tellin’ me 1f you
happened to ses it about?”

der pointed to the letter om the
table. o

“} picked it up, and there it is,” he
said. “I was going to send for you
You can take it.”

“Thanks,” snid Mauleverer, and he
picked up the letter. “ Awl’ly good of
you, Loder. !
Mauleverer was a little surprised thab
Loder had taken the trouble to pick up
the letter ot sll. Certainly he was not
likely to have any suspicion of Loder’s
Teason, .

“Not at all,” said I.p-niﬁr “1 saw ik
lying 1n the snow after that young ass
hzfadgcut off, and T shouldn't be :ERE]}'
to leave it there. Hold on a minute,
Mauleverer.” _

“Yaas,” said his lordship.

“That letter has s foreign postmark
and stamp,” said Loder casually. “It's
rather unusual for a Remove kid to get
letters from foreign countries. I think
you'd belter open it in my presence.”

“It's al] right, Loder—it’s from my
Aunt Cecilia~I know the fist,” said
Mauleverer, with a smile. “And our
Jetters go through Woose's hands, you
know, now that Quelch isp't here.”

THE MAGNET

“Woose is hardly so careful as Quelch
was,” ssid Loder, “and this is a bit

nnuauaﬂ, tHa,uIﬁmmri You'd better
open atter here.”
b .ﬁ.:.jﬂ old  thing,” said Lord
Mauleverer amiably. “Mind if
borrow that paper-knifet™ .
Mauly slit the envelop littlo
guessing that it already been
opened in that study. He tock out the

letter and smiled os he showed the
signature to Loder! The bankndta ke
held carelessly in his other hand.

“ AN serens,” said Loder, emiling,
too. " But what's that—a fiver?”"

“Tenner I said Mauleverer, glancing
ab it

Loder’s face became very grave.

“ 8o your aunt—is it your sunt i—has
gent you ten pounds!” he remarked.
“That's a lot of money for a Romove
boy, Mauleverer! I hardly think that
Mr. Prout would approve of a junior
having so much momey in his_pocket.

“Oh  begad ** murmured Lord
Maulevarer in dismay. " Think so ™ .

“Well, it's rather againsi the rules,
said Loder. “I'm afraid I shall have
iﬁl-:: mdenginn itdtu Mr. Emuh” A prefect

a3 duties to do, you know. :

Lord Mauleverer looked at him, He
was awaro that prefects had duties to
do—and he waa also aware that Loder
never did amg of them. Wingate, or
Gwynoe, or Sykes might have tsken
this viow—but Loder did not care two
straws about that duty or any other.

“ Look here, Loder, it's not a_fright
fully large amwmi" gaid Mauleverer.
“My sunt generally sends me a tip

when she writes.” .

“Rules arse roles,” said Loder,
shaking hiz head. “Yon'd better leava
the bapnknots here, Mauleverer—you
ean take the letter. I'll see Prout and
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stk him about it later. I'll make it alll
right for you, if I canp—but I can't
neglect my duty as a prefect.” .

Loder stretched out a hand, in =
careless way for the banknote.

Lord Mauleverer did not hand it over.

“If you really think Prout ocught to
know of this, Loder——" he said.

“Certainly.” i

“Then I'll go to him——"

“Eh?1" :

“And ask him "

Lord Mauleverer aﬁip&d tha lelter
and the banknota into his pocket.

Loder stared at him as he turned to-
wards the door.

“Hold on, Mauleverer 1 he snapped,
“I've told you to leave the banknote
here. You'll do as you're told,”

Lord Mauleverer turned back again.
He was not 8 suspicious fellow, and
he assuredly did not suspect Loder of
ulterior motives.

“Oh, all right, Loder,” he yawned.
“* Just as you like 1™ He tossed the bank-
note on the table and left the study.

Loder pounced on it the moment the
door was closed, He crumpled it into
his note-case—hitherto em;tju

Lodar was not going to Prout with the
tenner to ask him sabout it| Loder was
going to the Three Fishers with that
tenner to see Mr., Banks! Mauyleverer
would have to wait for his tenner tall
Gay Goldfish had won. As for what
would hap if Gay Goldfish lost,
Loder did not think of that! Gay Gold-
fish was going to winl

e p——

THE FIFTH CHAPTER.
Paintul for Prout!

R. PROUT came rolling along
the Head’s corridor with his
elephantine tread, and opened
the door of the Head’s study.

That distinguished apartment was
Prout’s headquarters, now that he wae
temporary headmaster of Greyfriars
School, And though all the school re-
ﬁrattad the absence of Dr. Locke, and

oped that be would soon be eble to
resume his duties, that hope was not
ghared by Prout. . e

Prout was quite satisfied with himself
as headmaster, A comparison betwesn
himself and the Head, he thought, was
very much in his own favour. Frout
wes very far from looking forward to
the time when he would {mm to fall,
like Luecifer, Son of the Morning, from
his high estate. The longer Dr. Locke
sta; in the nursing-home, the better
Prout liked it; snd the better it was
fﬁr ffrayiriars—?mut was convitked of
that

He rolled majestically into the study,
shut the door, and rolled across to the
armohair by the fire. After lunch with
tho staff, Prout liked to take a little
nap in the armchair by the ﬁre;lam‘l
for the next half hour he was not likely
to be disturbed. Masters and prelfecis
who knew what was good for them,
did not barge into the study while Proug
was napping ! .

Prout sank down contentedly into
tha eoft leather of Dr. Locke's armchair.

Outside, in the quad, a bitter wind
was blowing; thers was frost on the
window-panes, But within, all was
warm and cosy and comfortable.

Prout placed his feet on the fender,
and removed his mortar-board, and the
gleaming Grelight pla brightly on
the beld spot on Prout's head.

Cosy and comfortable as he was, how-
ever, Prout was frowning. He was
thinking of that lawless eassociation of
juniors, ret Seven, =3 they



proved that three or four times that
number of fellows were concerned in 1.
Frout had strong suspicions of the
Remove—especially of the Bounder, He
lenged to make a signal example of
goma member of the secret socicty by
expelling him from the school. But
roof was wanting! That lack of proof
ept him from drastic meosures.

ut ho felt that the measure he had
now taken with the Remove must pro-
duce some effect. Detention for ell half-
holidays was rather severe—but not too

severe, for young raseals who had
uﬁgeci, and oven whopped, such a
trusty head prefect as Gerald Loder!

VEIT likﬂl}'_thﬂ whole Form were in the
gecret—in which case they eoll deserved
punishment.  Anyhow, as the actual
offenders kept their identity a secret,
the whole. Form had to suffer for their
sins. Prout was not going to allow his
suthority to be contemmned with im-
punity. He hoped that lns sweeping
sentence would produce some effect on
that rebellious Form !

That hope was well founded. It was
oing to produce an effect! But Prout
ittle dreamed what effect it was gowng
ta produce !

He was sbout to learn! .

Having settled down comfortably in
the Head’s armchair, Prout did not

éxpect to be disturbed. Bo he was
rather surprised to hear a rustling sound
in the study behind him.

He saf up and took notice! .

Surely there could bs no one in the
study! No one was allowed to enter
that study, except on business with the
headmaster.

Prout stared over the back of the arm-
chair,

His eves almost started from his
plump face at what he saw.

From various corners of the room
where they had been concealed—irom
behind o screen, from under the table,
from the window-hangings, geven figures
had emerged.

_Their faces were hidden b Gug
Fawkes masks. One of them held a sac
in his hands—a large. heavy, coaly sack
whiluh had evidently once contained
coal.

Prout gazed at them, dumbfounded.

The Secret Seven !

8o far, though his prefects had had
ga.mful experiences with that mysterious

rotherhood, Prout had had none. It
had not even occurred to his majestic
brain that they would ever venture to

deal with him personally. He gazed at
them blankly.

"What——" Hea found his wvoice.
“What—"

. He rose from the armchair, towering
in his wrath.

As he did so, the open end of the coal
sack was tossed ever his head, and the
sack enveloped him.

“Urrerrgegh 1 come from within the
snck, i i

FProut wriggled wildly.

MNot & word was spoken by the masked
juniors. ~ As usual, the Becret Beven
worked in silence. But they worked
swiftly and effectively.

The sack was drawn tight round Prout
in spile of his frantic wriggles. A cord
was run round it, and knotted fast,
fastening the sack round Prout's portly
waist. Inside, he gurgled and splut-
téred horribly.

Through the sack he hoard a chuckle,

Then he was released. He heard a
spund of retreating footsteps. The
young rascals were gone |

Prout stood gurgling—in the sack.
They wera gone! Of course, they had
removed the masks as soon as he could
no longer see them. With the masks in

¥

their pockets, they had enly to walk out

EVERY SATURDAY

of the study. The coast was clear,
Nohody came thersa in napping-time!
The young villains had chosen their
moment well. They had had the im-
pudence, the nerve, to hide in the study
and wait for him=—now they had finished
with him, and gone! Who wern they,
he could not begin to guess—but he
knew well enough that this was the
answer to his sentence of detention on
the Remove

“Gurrrrggeghh v

Prout struggled in the sack. He
Boundered wildly, striving to get his
arms out,

But ha could not get them out. His

GREYFRIARS CARTOOKNS
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the Scotlish junior of the Remove.
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armz were safe inside the sacl, which
wae safely tied round him. He was s
prizoner in the ¢oal sack—in which much
dust of con]l lingered. ¥is hair—what
thers was of it—was thick with coal
dust, Hizs eyes and nose, his ears and
mouth, gathered ccal dust. Coal dust
trickled down his neck,

“Urrrrrggh !V

He groped and floundered to the door.
He had to get help—he had to get out
of this! Luckily the young villains had
left the door open.

7

Heo barged across the study, groping
and floundering to the door. Thera was
a crash #s & chair was knocked over—a
smash, as his shoulder collided with the
glass of & bookcase. He barged into o
table, and heard the crash of an inkpot
on the floor. Then, luckily, he got to
the deor and Boundered out into the
pascage,

“Urrgh! Wurrgh! Help! Yurrghl!”
came in stifled accents from the interior
of the coal sack. “Doooocgh! Qoococh!
Help! Urrrrggh !

Buf the thick sack muffled Prout's
voice. Nobody conld have recognised
his familiar boom. Gurgling and splut-
tering, Prout barped and Goundered
helplessly along the passage.

o —

THE SIXTH CHAPTER.
The Secret of the Saok!

1 QODNESS gracious ! squeaked
Mr. Woose,
“¥What the thump!” wyelled
Coker of the Fifth.
“ Who's that barges 1"
“It's a giddy ecoalman!”
Temwgla of the Fourth,
" What's ho doing here "
“Must be tipsy I’ gasped Coker.
Crowds of fellows stared at the
airange ro that barged out of Head's
corridor. Weird noises had drawn at-
tention to that corridor—but the figure
that aﬁpea,rﬂd in sight was even weirder
than the noises it made.

It was s very large sack. It had once
contained twa hundredweight of coal.
Now it contained two hundredweisht of
Prout. But none of the startled snd
amazed spectators guessed that it con-
tained Prout. No headmaster of Grey-
friars, femporary or permanent, had
ever shown up before, clothed in a coal
sack upside down over his head and tied
round his waist. Prout was making
history at Greviriars.

"Goodness gracious, who—who—who
can it ba? exclaimed the astounded
Woose. * Who—who—who——"

“Tho who-fulness iz terrific!®
mured Hurreo Jomset Ram Singh.

"Hﬂ-, hﬂ, hﬂ-!"

“Gurrrrggh !" came from inside tha
sack. * Wuarrrggh 1™

“Well, of all tha cheek!” exclaimed
Coker of the Fifth. * Tipsy, of course—
a ti}:}ﬁf coslman, barging about the
House —-*

gasped

mur-

“Must ba squiffy to be doing this!™
enid Grecme, )

“Bquiffy sz s boiled owl, I should
think 1" said Potter. “Eomebody had
better .push him out |?

“He's s bit too coaly to touch!”
grinned Hobson of the Shell.

“Groocoogh! IHooocogh! Oooocooghl
Urrrggh 1

The strange figure barged on. Every
eye was on it—but nobody was eager to
put a hand on it. Fallows backed out of

its way. Clouds of cosl dust exuded
from it.

“Urrrgegh! Wurrrgeh !

“Here, you get ont of this, you
ruffian ! Loder of the Sixth arrived on
the scene. “Out of it, sharpl”

“ Burrrrrggh 1

“How the thump did the man get in
here 1" exclaimed Loder. " Did any of
you gee him come in #

“Must have been delivering eoal,”
said Walker. “Can’t imagine how le
got to this part of the House"

f“ Well, he's got to get out. Take hold
of him—

“No fear !"” said James Walker, draw-
g back. “I’'m not handling him. ¥You
take hold of him!”

Tae MagNer Lisrary—No. 1,509,



* Here, Moker, you shove him out !*

“ T\l watch it}” grinned Cokes.

“Groocogh! Ooooogh! Woeooooch
came in muflled tones from within thE
sack. “Woogh! Release me! Urrgh!

“You tipsy ruffian I” exclaimed Loder
angrily. = Youwll be run in for this!
Better » telephone for a constable, I
think, Mr. Woose.” 3 :

“ Goodness graniﬂus—jes—ﬂertnmlii !
said the Sguesker. “Undoubtedly!
The man may become ““]E“t_lhml}fm‘
ceedings are o very, very peculiarl

“Hegi:.l tied,” neﬁd Mr. Hacker, the
master of the Shell. “There appears
tg be o cord tied round him.™

“ Must be mad | said Walker. “Why
ghould he want to tie & sack on hia head,
even 1f he's squiffy 17

“Groooghl QOooogh! Helpl Release
mel” came in mufiled tones. “How
dare you leave me like this? Groogh!l”

L1 8, }IE. hﬁ. IH

“Bhut up, you fags 1”
maﬁed er.

“ghall we get him out into the quad,
Loder 7" asked the Bounder. *Wo
don't mind making our hands a bit

coaly.”

"{’en, shove him out,” said Loder.
“Better got him out of the House—he's
shaking coal-dust sll over the shop!”

"Gjll'ﬂﬂgh! Help! I insist—orrrgeh,

“TLend a hand, you men!™ shouted
Yernon-Bmith.

“¥es, rather!” .

‘Eﬂha lt;at.h}r:rf;.}lnesa is terrifie.”,

T a, a, a i ]

Quite & number of the Removites
lent a hand. The}y did not seem to
mind ing coaly! DPerhaps they
knew what was In tho sack.

“Urrrgh | Wurrggh!  Grooogh |
Release me at once—wurrgghh |

The wretched oceupant of the sack
ﬁu&r&d frantically as he was barged

rward.

A gaping crowd followed. ‘

There was a buzz of amazed excite-
ment on all sides. Certain members of
the Hemove knew who, and what, was
in that sack! Put most of the fellows
were quite in the dark.

To their eyes, tho strange figura was
ovidently thet of a coalman, who had,
for some mysterious reason, put one of
his sacks over his head—a thmg;:.nly to
bo accounted for on the uu]i-paaltmn that
hﬁ'%as wiﬁl intuxiﬂte{g i

g UITRE IIITITE

“H gal ha 1™

“Hold him 1" gasped Harry Wharion
as the figure in the sack was got out o

{11

BRemova

the doorway. “Don't let him fall down
tha staps [

:Eu dhim d!ﬁwn 1+

a0d ef

“Hs, h Ea.l"‘

“Wrrrggh! Gurrrgh! I command
Jou——wu rrrrg%gh o

“My hat! Those Hemove kids are
%et.ting m I” said Coker of the
h‘i&l?h “I jolly well wouldn't touch
m

“Nor 11" said Potter.

The crowd fellowed out of the House.
Coal-dust was flying in elouds from tha
sack as the strange figure waa propelled
slong. Some of the fellows began
gnecze,

“Shall we turn him out of the school,
Laoder i*' yelled Bob Cherry.

:Yaa., cortainly 1

e on, you men—prefect’s
ﬂ:ﬁg& ™ g i i
Uryrg urrg
“Bhove him alnng I:ﬁ.!:l
“Open the gates, Gosling [ called out

T.
Goaling came out of his lodge and
stared blankly st the coaly fgure in the
Maangr Lissapy.—No. 1,339.
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sack dpr{-peﬁed towards the gates by &
GI'?WL!I of hitlgariuua j:]mtfm -

‘ eva I paspe s ancient Giroy-
iriarl i!:er ?E“H ho's that? ’E{; tiid
.1 in ‘dre o naver got In 8
’er&gﬁtﬂte, I know that ™

“Turn him out ]

"Hﬂ, h&, ha 1*

“Gurrrggh | Raseals ! Villaing!
Ruffians! Wurrggh! Help! Loder—
Walker—Mz, ‘Zﬁg:ma—arﬁ you thers,

Loder? Groooogh I?
“Ho knows my name!” said Loder
blankly.
*Goodness

ﬁ’racic-ua—-a.nd mina I*
equeaked Mr. oSO,

“Veary remark-

e—very, very oddl! Who e¢an the
man be i

“(Groogh! Releasse ma!” came the
mufled roar. " Scoundraels] Wretches |
Qoogh| How dare youl Woacooogh!l
Help |” +

“P}utaiﬂa with him 1®

“Ha, ha, hal”

“Loder! Is Loder present?” ecama &
ilaaperata ilhrhk Emn;l e sack. :Iﬂdﬂi’rﬁ
command you to release me at once
“Well, of all the neck!” egamﬁa.t_ad
Loder. “You checky rufban, you'ra
g}?mg to be chucked out, and you can
think yourself lucky if you're not given

mnto custody—"

“ Chuck him outl”

“Ha, ha, hal”
“Urrggh! Oroogh! Loder, do you
know who I ami® It dawned on

Prout's powerful brain that his identity
was quito hidden by the sack, "Loderl
I am Mr. Prout, your headmaster—
yurrrrrggh 1™

“Wha-ut?”

L £ E’."hﬂ ?J.I l

e m“b ip AF

“Prowl

Ip-pip-pp-L'row

T Impossible [ .

“Goodness gracious! Tt—it cannot
be Blr. Proutl It is impossible that
Mr. Prout would dress himself in a
coal-sack—"

“Ha, ha, hal”

“Chuck him outl” roared Bob
Cherry.

“Hold on!” gasped Loder, A dread-
ful doubt was in his mind., Heedless
now of coal and coal-dust, Loder ran
to the floundering figure, and grabbed
at the ecord tied round the sack. “ Lend

me a knife, somebody [

“Grooogh! Oooogh! Release me—
yooooooooggeh 1M

“¥a, ha, hat™

“Here’s my penknife!” gasped
Walker,

Loder eut the cord. The coal-sack was
jerked off.

A fat and portly figure was revealed.
The OGreyfriars crowd stared at it
They fairly gasped at it. iir. Prout’s
features wern unrecognisable—they wera
too thickly clothed in coal-dust for
recognition. But his portg figure was
familiar; his voice, now that the sack
was gone, was no longer muffled—it was
Prout |

“Prout I i:;.alped Coker.

“0h crumbs 1"

“(h orikey 1™
“Ha, has, hai*
“The esteemed
“Hs, ha, hat"
“Mr. Prout”

I never kne

and ridiculous Prout
rgled Lodar. “Sirl

y mﬁahnt! What—
what has happened—what—-="

“Fool!l I have been the victim of an
outrage | roared Prout. “Grooogh! I
Was  5el im my study—wooooogh !
I—I was—groooch—"

“Ha, ha, hal” ]

The crowd rocked with laughterl
Even Loder eould not help grinning !}
Mr. Prout gave a wild, coaly, infuri-
ated pglare round, and ran for the
Houge—fairly bolted for it! He wanted

to got out of sight! Leaving & trail of
coal-dust behind him, Prout wvenished
into the House, followed By a roar of
laughter that wolke every echo of
Greyiriars.

.

THE SEVENTH CHAPTER.
Beastly for Bunterl

g SAY, Swmithy—"
I “Beat ¥
*Will you lend—"
“No I

“Maylye—*

“What 1

“A tenner ¥

“Lend Mauly & tenner!” repeatad
Vernon-Smith blankly. )

And the Famous Five, who were with
the Bounder, stared at Dunter.

It was the following afternoon, which
was a half-holiday at Greyfriara. While
fellows of other Forms were arrangin
to spend their hall-holiday in ways tha

leased themselves, the Remove were
ooking forward dismally to dismal
detention in their Form-room.

Thoe sacking of Prout in a coalsack
hed not caused temporsry head-
master of Greyfriars to rescind that
sentenoa.

Indeed, the Beorot SBeven had hardly
koped that it would! They had made
it clear to Prout that if he adopted
Loder's tyrannical methods they would
hit back as effectively as they hit back
st Loder. They bad made that gquite
clear—abundantly clear.

But of it haed mada any differenca fo
Prout, it had only confiemed him in his
determination tc come down on the
Remove with an iron hand.

Nobody had been

unished for that
amazing exploit in i}fl

o Head's study,
Nobody ecould be punished till some-
body had boen found out—and nobody
h been found out.

But Prout, convinced that the cii'uung
rascals wers in the Hemove, and that
this was their retaliation for detentions,
was adamant ! :

The very next day was o half-holiday
and the detention was to beginl An
the chuma of the Remove were discus-
sing it rather dismally when Billy
Bunter rolled up, and mads his rather
extracrdinary request to Yernon-Smith.

Had Bunter asked for a loan for him-
salf, whether ten pounds or ten chillings,
or ten pence, it would not have been
surprising. In sny caso, the answer
would have been in the negative. Buk
it was rather astonishing for him to
ask for a loan for Mauly—who never
borrowed money, and never, indeed,
had any oceccasion to do so.

And if Mauly was departmg from his
usual manners and customns and becom-
g & borrower, it was improbable that
he would have chosen Bunter as an
emissary. Do the juniors simply stared
blaokly at the fat Owl

But Bunter was in serious earnest.
He blinked quite anxiously at the
Bounder through his big spectacles.

“You've got lots of money, Smithy,”
he said. “You'rs too jolly mean to
lend a fellow anything when he's ex-
pm::hng: a postal order. But you've gob
lots, say, Mauly's good for & loan,
you know., Will you lend him =
tenner 1

“You blithering, blethering bander-
snatch I said the astonished Beounder.
“Mean to say Mauly's ssked you to
ask mal"

“Well, he hasn’t exactly asked me,”
said DBunter cautiously. “But he's
stony—absoluotely stony—and he won't
have any money till he gets his tenner
back from er. And he's going to
lend me ton bob when he gets 1t—I
mean, I hate to sce a fellow like Mouly
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hard up. Look here! You lend M“ulﬂ.“’ tenner, and he
can square whon Loder gives him back his banknote—sea?”

“Is he potty? asked Bob Cherry, in wonder,

“0Oh, really, Cherry——"

“Well, what do you mean, you fat ass*" demanded Bob.
* I.;::rder hasn't got hold of & teaner belonging to Mauly, has
w i :
“He jolly well has ! answered Bunter, “There was a tip
in that letter for Mauly yesterday—just as I thought there
would be when I iook 1t to him. Lnglar made him open the
letter in his presence, and, as there was a tenner in it, he
gnid ko wuulg have to speak to Prout. Seo he's kept it till
he's spoken to Prout. And that ass, Mauly, has run out of
tin, and he's too lazy to walk down to the bank. And
besides, he can't, s we're detained this afternoon, and——"

“Waoll, Loder's had lots of time to speak to Prout since

ﬂr&terda}' marnini,” said Harry Wharton. “Not that
auly's likely to keep the tenner. Prout doesn't love the
Remove."

“The lovefulness 18 not terrifie,” grinned the Nabob of
Bhanipur. : ;

“8illy ass to let a prefect spot it!” said the Bounder,
shrugging his shoulders. *“Tenners ain't allowed in the

emove. FProut is sure to tell M&ui‘z that it must be sent
back, or left with him till the end of the term. He might
stretch & point for some fellows, but not for a Remove
man.”

“Think Mauly won't be allowed to keep it?" asked
Bunter, in dismay. )

“Not likely! It's against the rules!™

"Oh, blow the rules ! zaid Bunfer peevishly. "That beast
Lader oughtn't to have butied in. Woose passed the letter
all right, and Loder would mnever have seen it, only I
dm?Ped it in the quad, and he picked it up—

“It you'd minded your own business it——"

“Oh, don’t be an ass!” said Dunter. Minding his own
business had never had any appeal for Billy Bunter. 1
say, you fellows, Mauly's hard-up—stony broke. Look here,
Smithy! If you lent him & tenner, you could have it
%a_m!-;_ at the end of the term when Prout let's Mauly have

is tip.

“Fathead !” )

"Well, I'll tell you what,” said Bunter.
ten bob, Sroithy.”

“Ha, ha ha !’ :

“Blessed if T see anyiling to cacklo at!” snorted Bunter.
" Mauly's %Qing to lend me ten bok when he gets that
tip. And if ho doesn’t get it—where do I come in?*

Evidently William George Bunter was chiefly concerned
about his own whack in the loaves and fishes.

“You don't come 1n at ell, old fat bean,” grinned Bob
Cherry., *I dare say that tenner is locked up in Prout's
desk now, and will stay thera till we break up for Christmas,
So would Smithy's tenners be, if Prout knew that he had

any.”
h'iﬁall, look here, Smithy! Buppose you lend me ten
ob ?

“I’ll lend you my boot 1"

* Beast [V .

Billy Bunter retired rather hastily.
but not that loan.

As he passed Loder and Walker and Carne in the quad
he gave the captain of Greyfriars & glare of concentrated
ferocity through his big spectacles.

It was just like that beast to barge in and make himseli
unpleasant. Billy Bunter would have given & great deal
to punch Gerald Loder's face.

That, however, was one of the happy things that a fellow
could dream of, but never venture to do. Having glared
fercciously at the back of Loder’s head, Bunter rolled away
in search of Lord Mauleveror.

Really it was o pressing matter. There was still time
before detention to sample the jam-roll in the school shop.
Bunter's postal order had not yet arrived, and the date of
its arrival was still uncertain. But that little loan from
Mauly was a sure thing, if only Mauly recaptured tho tip
from Aunt Cecilia. Mauly had to recapture it, somehow.
He was o lazy ass, and did not scem to be bothering his head
about it at all. Bunter was going to make him bother,
The jam-roll depended on 1it, and that was important.

“Mauly! T say, Mauly, old chap!”

“0Oh gad!” groaned Lord Mauleverer.

Ha was lounging elegantly in the quad when DBunter ran
him down. He cast a hurried glance towards the House
doorway; but it was too late; a grubby and sticky hand
gras his sloove.

::Na}'ﬁ you asked Loder about your tenner, Mauly?”

0

“Look hers! He's in the gquad—over there with his

als! Come and ask him now!” said Dunter. *“He must

va spoken to Prout before this”

“Lend Mauly

He wanted a loan—

(Continued on page 11}
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*You're makin' my sleave sticky !
groancd Mauly.

“Well, look here! Come and speak
to Loder——*

Lord Mauleverer sighed. His lazy
lordship generally followed the line of
fcast resistance. It was easier to say
“Yes " than to say " No."”

“Oh, all right " he eaid.

. "This way,” said Bunter encourag-
mngly.

And he led Lord Muauloverer over
to tha path whera the thres Bixth
Formers were walking and talking.

Loder's face darkened as Lord Maule-
verer camae up. e could guess what
was wanted.

“Borty to bother, L-udar;‘ eeid Mauly.
"Mind tellin’ me if you've spoken to
Frout about my banknote 1

Walker and Carne glanced st him
rather curiously. This was the first
they had heard of tho banknote.

Tsoder breathed rather hard,

The banknote was in his pocket, and
was to remain there till it was trans.
ferred fo_ Mr. Banks, at tha Three
Fishers. But he could not, of course,
tell Mauleverer that. Ho had already
made up his mind what to say when
the junior inguired aftor the tip from
Aunnt Cecilia,

“Yes, you young pss!™ he spnapped
“You know perfectly well that juniors
in tha Lower School are not allowed
to have such sums of monoey. Mr,
Frout will keep the banknote, and hand
it to you at the end of the term. Cut!”

Loder walked om with his friends
befors  Mauleverer could make any
rejoinder. He did not want Walker
and Carne to hear any more,

“Oh lor’ " groaned Bunter.

* Dished I said Lord Mauleverer.
"Can’t be helped. After all, it's
against the rules for juniors to sport
banknotes. And Prout iz a le on
the rules—especially whero the Remove
are concerned. I jolly well knew what
would happen when ﬂodu told him!l”

“1 say, ask Proug!™
d¢s¥mt¢!3.

“ Fathead ['*

' Look here, Maoly—-"

"“Give g follow s rest !

“8Smithy would lend you ten bob if
you ssked him. Then you could lead
it to me till my postal order comes——"

"fﬁ;ﬁ ha. ha!” - Ity

“What are you cackling ol &i
a5z 1"  hooted Bunter. “Look here,
Meuly, you cackling fathead! What
are you goiog fo doi” ]

auleverer thought it out.

“I'm poin' to kick vou for meddhn'
with my letter,” be said fnally.

And he did.

“Yaroooh | roared Bunter.

And he departed. Aftor which
Mauly had a much-needed rest from the
Owl of the Bemove.

gatd Bunter

‘THE EIGHTH CHAPTER.
Bunter Barges Inl

AP1
E “Come in!” boomed Prout.
Mr. Prout turned a knitted

brow and a fliemting eve towards

tha door of the ad's study as it
opened. After the amazing happenin
of the previous day, Frout woul

hardly have been surprised to receive
another wizit from e Heeret Seven.
He wounld not have been displeased, for
a thick cane lay handy on his table,
and Prout would have given much

lay it round the young rascals in Guy
Fawkes masks, who had sacked kim in
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a coal-sack. Even yet Prout had a
dusty feeling in his hair, and behind his
ears.
But it was only Billy Bunter of the
move who rolled in. He blinked at
f‘r?ut nervously through his big spee-
acles.

Frout grunted. He was not pleased
with the Remove, or epoy member
thereof. True, ho did not suspect that
the fat and fatuous Bunfer was a
membar of the secret society. Still, he
was & Remove mon. snd Remove men
displeased Prout these dayvs, So he
grunted, and he frowned.

“What is it, Bunter?” ne snapped.

“If you please, sir—"

FProut raized a plump hand.

“If wou have come hers to ask
to be excused detention. Bunter, it 13
useless. You may leave my study.”

+"‘Dhrl No, sir! It's about Mauly,
aip—"
“Mauly 1" repeated Mr. Prout
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“¥What do von mean? What

blankly.
What do you mean by

is mu.u]ﬂ
mauly 1
“1—I mean Mauleverer, sir—"
“If you mean Mauleverer, Buntor,
ot had better say Mauleverer. What
Ea.v? you to say about Mauleverer? Be
rief 1"
“ About the—the banknote, sir—"
“The what?"
“hlanly's—1
banknote, sir.”
Mr Prout gazed at Bunter. After
what Loder had said to the schoolboy
ear! o the guad, Bunter, of course,
supposed that the tenner had been
handed over to Prout. Prout, on the
other hsnd, had never even heard of

it It zeemed % Prout that the fat
junior was wandering in his mind.

“Of—of course, sir, I know Mauly
can't have ten pounds” eaid Bunter
hastily “It’s azainst the rulesi [
know. sirl But he's shert of money,
and ﬁarhapa vou might let him have
ten shillings, sir”

“1 might let Mauleverer have ten
ehillings I"* repeated Mr. Prout, like a

mean Maulevercr'a

B

man in & dream. “Arc you in your
right senses, Bunter " _
‘Yes, sir. Mauly wants ten shillings
for & very particular reason, sir-u
very 1mportant reasonl Thal's not
much, sir. is 1tt We're allowed to have
more than ten shillings in the Remove.
f you change the banknote, sir—*
“What banknote I roared Mr. Prout.
“Ehl Mauly's banknote!" gasped
Bunter, wondering in hiz turn whether
Prout was wandering in his mind.
“The one Iy{nu.:‘m:m minding for him, sir.”

Prout glared.
“You utterly stupid boyl 1i
Mauloverer has told you thamt am

minding s banknote for him, he must
have been jesting—taking advantage of
vour asbsurd Mmplieit.;ﬁ Yon may
Ieave my study.”

Bunter blinked et Prout.

.EHBE'.‘* tir.” ha gasped, "you've got
] ———

“Bunter! How dare you——>"

“I—=1 mean the banknote that Loder
handed to you, sirl" gasped Bunter.
“The one that came in Mauly's letter,
Z1P.

“Tha boy iz insane!” said Mr.
Prout, addressing space. “He must be
insano ! Loder lias handed me no
benknote, Bunterl If Mauleverer has
told you po—"

“But Toder said so, sir!” gurgled
Eunter

“ Loder said sol™

“¥Yes, gir—when Blauly asked him
for it.’

Mr. Prout's astonished gaze scemed to
bore through Bunter. The fat junior
wriggled uneasily, in terror of seeing
Prout reach for the cane that lay
handy. But Peout did not reach for
the cane. TFor a full minute he was too
%am::nshed tc do saything but ztare ab

untos

Bunter was uncasy; but he was gots
ting indignant, too, Prout was an old
ass, of course; that fact was well known
to all Greyfriars. But, really, an old
ass ought not to have forgotien that a
ten-pound note had been placed in hia
chargel And Prout really looked as if
ha had never even heard of it beforal

“You—you ses, sir—" Baunter
ventured to break the silence. * As—as
Mauly's stony, sir, I thought—I mean,
Mauly thovght—that you might -
willing to change the banknote, sir, and
let him have ten shillings! Ie—he
needs ton ehillings for & rather par-
tioular purpose, this afterncon, sir. Ik
—it's not much——*

Prout found his voice

“0Of what banknoto are vou speaking,
Bunter 1"

“ Mauly's tenner, sir—I mean, his ton-
pound note——"

“] have heard nothing of any such
banknote I'" boeomed Prout. " You have
mentioned Loder [If Loder is awars of
gsuch circumstances, he ghounld have
reported them to me As ho hes not
dong so——"

“But—but he naos, sirl” gosped the
bewilderad Owl *“He's handed the
tenner to you, sir. He told Manly
so—"

“ Nonsense I boomed Prout. * Loder
has not mentioned the matter to me.
You are making some absurd miztake,
Bunter, or clse vou have heen deluded.
Or." added Prout, his voice tﬁ!yng on
B d‘ee.pfer ].Il_'.fl:}m—‘" or olse this is eomo
impertinent jest—some prank you aro
?laying on your hesdmaster, Bunterl
s that the sxplanation ™

Billy Bunter jumped.

“Ohl No, sirl Not at ell, sirt
L-:_mlﬁr gave ¥you the banknofo to
mind-——

Tee Muigser Lmrarr.—iNo. 1,309,
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“Leoder .did nothing of the kind!”
roared Prout. “How dare you repeat
such an absurd statement, Bunter !”

“ But—but, he did, sir!” gasped the
bewildered Owl. “You—you've got. it
now, sir 1"

Ly ﬁunler!" L

“Can I have ten bob out of it, sir—
I mean, can Mauly have ten bob——"

“8ilence 1 boomed Prout. “ Unless
vou gre out of your senses, Bunier, I
ail to understand you! No banknote
has been placed in my keeping by

pder

“Oh lor’ I gasped Bunter. “But—
hLit he sald——"

!ETS{?EG:”I did, sir!
“But—but ha di sir "' gasp
Bunter. “Ha made Mauly i\rei]}'i:ﬁr?t

tha banknote vesterday, sir, and said ho
would speak to you sbout it, and when
Mauly asked him to-day he said you
woro keeping it till the end of the term,
and——"

Snort from Prout.

“You appear to he under some
absurd delusion, Bunter! But I shall
certainly inguire into this matter! 1
will send for Loder! Remain where
vou ara

Prout rang the bell for Trotter.

The page, as soon as he appearved,
was sent tg call Loder of the Sixth.

Billy Bunter waited—in a state of
utter bewilderment. Hea rathor wished
that he hadn't come to Prout now!
But whe could have foreseen this?
Certeinly not Bunter |

T —

THE NINTH CHAFTER.
An Unexpecled Blow !

ub BROLUTELY 2 cert!”
A Gerald Loder madoe that
remark.

He was in Walker's study
in the Sixth, smoking =& cigarette with
his pal Jimmy. The subject under
discussion was that magnifeent qandre-
ped, Gay Goldfish, who was going to
win at Wanpshot, and put Loder on his
feet apain financially—perhaps!

There was ne “perhaps ™ about it, in
Loder's mind, Loder fancied that he
knew something about gecgees.

Geegees had ron away with a lot of
Lader's cash. According te the pro-
verb, experience makes fools wise.
But it had not had that effect on Loder
of the Sixth]

He could hardly have wounted the
“ dead certs ¥ that he had backed in his
time—and that had turned out fearfully
uncertain at the finizh !

But hope springs eternal in the
Luman breast! TWus time, Loder was
convinced, he was backing the right
horso.

He was quite merry and bright,

All he needed was a tenner to g:ct. on
GGay Coldfish. It would come k—
with forty pounds along with it! Then
Mauleverer could have his tennee,

Loder tricd te think that there was
no harm in borrowing it for a day or
two. An:,rwg.y, there 1t was

Risky as it was to telephone to such
a placa as the Three Fishers, from ihe
school, Loder had taken that risk, He
had not found Mr. Banks very enthusi-
nstic at the other end of tho wire,
Leoder owed lim too much already, and
the bookmaker refused point-blank to
do any more business “on the nod.”
Itut Loder's promise to bring the tenner
over mollifhed Mr. Banks Ha told
Loder that he was “on™—but it was
quite plain that that depended on the
delivery of the actual tenner into Alr.
Banks” oily hands.

Tes Magser Lisnary.—No. 1,399,
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“0Oh, quite 8 oert !’ agreed Walker.
*Bome horse, beliove me! Bub w_ha%!s
the use, when wa're all as stony as the
jolly old Sahara? 'Thess chances only
come along when a man can't make use
of 'em 17 .

“I think I ecan manege it with
Banks,” enid Loder carelessly. Ho did
not intend to tell Jimmy Walker how
he was going to manage 1t “Borrow-
ing ™ that tenner for a day or two had
a %hﬂsﬂj resemblance to stealing it |

here was a tap at the door.

“Master Loder here, siri?”
Trotter's voice.

“Yes, What's wanted " called out
Loder. ) ]

He threw away his cigarette hastily,
and apened the door.

“"I've been to vour study, sir,” eaid
Trotter. “Mr. Prout wants you, sir, in
the 'Ead’s study.”

"Very well 1 grunted Loder,

It was an unwelcome interrupiion to
an interesting discussion. But Loder of
the Sixth went at onee, littla guessing
what awaited him in the Heéad’s study..

But &8s soon a3 he reached that apart
ment he eould see that something was
nmizs. He was on his guard st once.
Loder had many secrets to keep, and,
obtuse Bs Prout was, there was always
danger of some of those shady secercts
doming to light.

“You sent for me, sir?” said Loder
hiz most respectful tone.

“¥Yes, Loder |” boomed Prout. “This
boy Bunter has made a remarkable
statement—an extraordinary statement.’”

Loder gave “thiz boy Dunter” a look
aut of the corner of his eye. Prout did
not observe it, but Bunter did, and he
quaked., He knew what to expect from
Loder after thia interview was over.

“ According to this boy's statement,”
resumed Prout, *Mauleverer, of his
Form, received & banknote by post
yosterday. ™ ]

Loder started wiolently.

He hed wondered a little wvneasily
what was coming | But he had never
dreamed of that.

“The banknote, Bunter statcs, was
for ten pounds,” said Mr. Prout., *
need not point out, Loder, that if a

refect Lecame aware of a Lower boy
wving such a sum in his possession it
would be his duty to feport the matter
to me ™

“Oh!
Loder.

“ Aecording to Bunter, Mauleverer

laced the banknote in your hands, and
1w has an extraordinary impresston that
vou handed it over to me, and, indeed,
gaid so!” went on Prout " As I have
heard nothing of the matter, Loder, 1
have sent for you to inguire——" .

_Eﬂuder’a heart thumped against his
riba.

Mot for a mament had he expected to
hear of that banknote from Prout. Lord
Mauleverer had taken it for granted that
Loder had placed it in Prout’s hands:
it had hardly been necessary for Loder
to tell him so. Certainly Mauly would
never have thought of speaking to Prout
about it. As for Bunter, Loder had, of
course, not thought of him in connection
with the matter at all.

For a moment or two Loder’s head
EVWAN.

Prout did not ohserve his confusion.
He was not an observant gentleman.
He went booming on, ] _

“1 have no doubt that this st_uglﬂ bow
has been deluded by some foolish tale,”
ha said. ™ Nevertheless, please tell me,
Loder, whether you have heard of =
Remove boy having a banknote for fen

unds—" ] .

“0Oh! ¥es! Certainly, sirl”

Loder tried' to pull himself together.
The banknote was in his pocket, and he

CETh3

in

Y-yes! Q-quite!™ stuttered

counld not, deny itz existence. He had to
Bql%irm out of this somehow.
rout raised his eyebrows.

“Is it a fact, then, Loder, that
Mauleverar received such a remittance
from some unthinking relativei®

“Ohl Ves, sirl The—the fact is*—
Loder was cool again now—"the fact is,
sir, that as the maiter came to my
knowledge I told Mauleverer that he
could not ba allowed to keep such & sum
of money, and that T should hand tho
banknoto to f:,u:mJ. asir, for safe kedping
till the end of the term.”

“A very proper proceeding, Loder.
But you have not dons s n

“I am sorry to say, sir, that the
matter slipped my memory,” said
Loder. "I was coming to your study
yesterday, sir, for that purpose, but the
outrage that oceurred quite drove it
from my mind—->"

" “1 understand that ' assented Prout.
But surely, Loder, you should have
recalled 18"

; He shook his head
g;:::f;g?uslﬂ)d “Carelessness in money

er, 18 & Yery Gerious
fault.*™

“I am really sorry, sir,” said Loder
meekly, “But I have been so husily
engaged almost every momedt of my
time n trying m_ﬁ_ns out tho tdentity
of the young rascals who attacked you,

sit, in this study—"

h, quite, quite!” said Propt. “I
fully understand | You may leave the
banknote with' me now, Loder.”

“Here it s, sir [V

Loder waa getting off cheaply, and he
know it, Bit it gave him a gitter paug
to lay the tenner on Prout's table.

Mr. Banks was expecting him at the
Three Fishers that afternoon with & ten-
sound ‘note! Mr. Banks was likely to
e disappointed now.

Prout picked up the ten-pound neta,

He dropped it inte & drawer of the
writing-table and closed the drawer.
Loder's eyes lingered on it till it dis-
appearad.

Te left the study.

But he did not return to the Sixth.

Hc waited at the corner of the passage
—for Bunter!

. That fat and fatuous youth waa
lingering in Prout's study. Now that
Prout had the banknote—which 1t

seemed Loder had forgotten to hand
over earlier--Buonter lioped for the best.

Prout seemed to be considering.

“ Bunter,” he gaid ot last,** Fou may
tell Mauleverer that he certainly will
not allowed to have such a sum as
ten pounds in his hands. Ten shillings,
certainly, i3 & different matter.”

“Yes, sirt” gasped DBunter eagerly.
“M-g.a-may I—I take it to him, sic”

“You may not I” said Prout.

“Oh"*

“You may tell Mauleverer that he
may, if he chooses, come to me, and if
he can give me an adequate explanation
of his desire to exceed his usual allow-
ance, which is quite ample, I will allow
him to have a part of this remitiance 1

“h lor® 1™

“"Now you mag g, Dunter I

“But, sir, I—I happen to know that
Mauly wants the ten bob very badly, sir
—it's fenrfully tmportant——"

“Mauleverer may come and tell ma
go himself 1" said Prout grimly. *You
mav o, Bunter.”

“But, sip—"
“Take a hundred lines, Bunter 12
“{h crikey! Bub—siz—"

“Take two hundred lines, Bunter!
And leave my study ! boomed Prout.

Bunter got out—in rather a hurry—
hefore Prout made it five hundred lines!
Having closed tha door, he shook s fat
fist at it to express his feclings, and then
rolled dismally away down the corridor.

Only too well he knew how unlikely
that lazy ass Mauly was to go to Prout.
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Peter Todd was generous with the palnt. He
chalr, painied the top of the ﬂritlnﬁ—mhla and also the drawers In the table.
n his hands or clothes. The slightest clue would be enough for Prout—In the morning !

very careful indeed to gel none o
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-l -!J A i if ‘ i

gave a thick coat to the bust of ELi

hocles,

[lira R

Wi

inted the seat of Prout's swivel
al as he was with the paint, Peter was

** Looks fine ! ** murmured Peter, with a grin.

Aanly was not nearly so keen on lend-
ing Bunter ten _bob as Bunler was on
bi:rrt'-::wmg it! Bunter realised that!

Bunter's visit to Prout, in fact, had

raduced nothin xecept two hundred
ines and a  threstening look from
Loder, who had seemed annoyed about
something |

Loder, very likely, would be rusty
about it! He had looked as if he would
Bunter resolved to give Loder a
wide berth! :

it was rather s difficult resolve to
carry out, however, as he ran inio Loder
et the corner of the passage | The bully
of the Bixth was waiting for him there!

“0Oh crikey ! gasped Bunter., “I—I
gay—— Y aroooaoh [

Amack, smack, smack |

“Yarooooo ! roared Bunter,

Loder hadn’t his ashplant with Lim,
But his heavy hands seemed liko flails
a3 they smote Bunterl

Smack, smack, smaeck!

“Yoopl Beast! I say Yaroooh 1™

roared Bunter, “I say—— Yoooop !”
Smack, smack, smack |
“ Y ow-ow-wooooop
Rilly Bunter disappeared, yelling

frantically.

That was some consolation to Gerald
Loder | But his brow was black a3 he
straods away to the Sixth Form studies.

He had got through safely with
Proaut; that pumdpnua and obtuse gentle-
man had not had a ghost of a auﬁmmn.
But hoe had lost the tenner! auly’s
ten-pound nota lay in a drawer of
Prout’s writing-table—where, cbriously,
it could not be laid on that absolutely
dead cert, Gay Goldfish.

Loder, as he paced his study, thinking
put that problem, had a utr&nﬁe linger-
ing thought at the back of his mind.
Prout had not looked the drawer into
which he had dropped the bauknote!

No doubt he would leck it beforo he left
the study, But if he did not—

The hlack sheep of Greyfriars tried
to drive that lingering thought from his
mind, DBut it recurred and recurred.

THE TENTH CHAPTER.
Face to Face!l
b SILEHCE t* squeaked Mr. Woose,

Thera was a murmur  of
vatees in the Remove YForm
Room.

Mr. Weose was not enjoying his after-
noon. He wag, indeed, feching rather
sore at being placed in charge of a
detention class instead of énjoving his
usual leizure,

Every face in the TForm-room was
clouded. ) .

It was a bright, elear winter’s afler-
noon. ‘Thera had been another fall of
snow; and plenty of fellows were enjoy-
ing themselves out of doors. A snow-
fight was raging between the Bhell and
the Fourth, and their cheory shouts could
bo heard by the detained Eemovo.
Latin prose, in detention, was not
nearly so interesting as whizeing snow-
balls. Tha only comfort tho juniorzs had
was that Frout had been paid in
advance, as it wore, for that detention.
It was ecomforting to think of Prout's
adventures in the eoalsack!

“The old ass? muttered the Bounder,
“The cheeky old ass! We'll jolly well
make him sorry for this!"

“We'vo made him sorry nlready, old
bean,” eaid Bob Cherry. ™ After ali,
if Prout knew who sacked him yestorday
we should get worse than this.”

“There’s & lot of fellows hore who
have nothing to do with the secret
sooiety |M 5 rowled "Iemnnﬁ:ﬂith.
“They're all getting detention. Thot's

the sort of justico that old ass honds
ot

Bob grinned. The Bounder's remark
was frue encugh, but he was not, in
point of fact, deeply concermed abous
the other fellows. It was his awn deten-
tion that worried him.

*Can't be helped ! said Bob cheerily.

“Well, Prout will be gons to tea
with the other beaks in Common-room
when we get out of this!” muttered
Smithy, “I'll jolly well drop into his
st}u;';ly and give him something to think
of,

“Detter give him a rest, old chap!
There's got to be 8 mecting of the
jolly old society before we go on the
warpath ™

“Rats I'" prunted the Bounder.

“I sny, you fellows,” whispered Bi'il}y'
Bunter. *“1 say, FProot put Mauly’s
banknote in o c{rawcr of his table, 1
mean, the Head's writine-table, you
know. T zay, Smithy, he dropped it into
tha top drawes™

“What about that, fathead "

“Well, 1 don't see leaving it there,”
caid Bunter. “It's Mauly's, ain’t it?
Mauly's going to lend me ten bob out of
it—I mean, it's rather rotten for an
old pal like Mauly to be hard up when
he's got ten quide knocking about. [
say, if you're geing to the Head's study,

Smithy, what about bagging it—for
Mauly?™

“You Ei”[‘,' aeg I

“Dh, really, Smithy IV

“Bilence " agqueaked Mr. Woosa.
“Reslly, there must bo silence in thae
class.  You really must not talk, my
boys. Silence, pleasa!”

ut there was not much silence in the
class, as the weary detention wora on.
(Continued on page 10.)
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Mr. Woose was as glad as the Remove
when the hour of dismissal came.
It came st last; and the juniors werae

(Continued from poge

released. There was a good deal of
grousing as they went.
But the Bounder was planning some-

thing more effective than grousing.
QOther members of the Gmﬁfriars Secrat
Socioty were thinking of the next meet-
ing of that mysterious brotherhood,
‘when plans were to be laid for making
Prout corry for his new and drastie
raessuras. But it was like the Bounder
to take a line of his own, regardless of
the others, and of his leader. Smithy
was always a rebel against any kind of
authority.

When the beaks gathered in Common-
room to tes, Prout's voice, as usual,
dominated the room. And Smithy, pass-
ing quietly down the p o cutside the
<door, paused, to listen t6 that booming
voice, and thus to make sure that Prout
was thore.

Then he made his way to the Head's
corridor.

That corridor was dessrted, and the
Bounder went down 1% quiatﬁ,_r,r to theas
Head's door. )

Frout was at tea, at a safe distance;
and in his absence nobody had o right
€2 be in the Head's siundy. Smithy had
no doubt that the cosst was clear.

He turned the doorhandle silently,
opencd the study door, snd stepped in.
Prout was going to find his study in a
parlous state when he came back to it,
if the Bounder's vengeful Intentions
were carried out.

But as he stepped into the study,
eilently, Smithy had the surprise of his
hifel

A Begure was at the Head's writing-
table, ding over the top drawer. So
silently had the Bounder ngeneﬁ the
door that he had given no alarm, and
il:_iﬂ fellow at the table had his back to

im.

Vernon-Smith atared blankly.

It was Loder of the Sixth who was
bending over the table drawer, holding
it by the handle, and trying to pull it
open.

It did not open. i

Evidently Prout had locked it before
leaving the study. FProut was not o
careless as to leave & drawer umlocked
when there was money in it

In sheer amazement Smithy stared.
Hos was not the only fellow who had
taken advantage of the fact that Prout
was at o safe distance from the study!

What was Loder doing?

The next moment Loder becamo aware
of his presence. As he lifted his head
hig ¢yes foll full on the junior s_l:andl_ng
within the doorway, staring at him wit
starting eyes.

~oder gave & startled gasp.

To the Bounder's further astonishment
a wave of paller swept over Loder's face.
He turnod so ghastly white that he
looked as if he were going to faint.
Every vestige of colour was drained
from his [ace. ]

He stared at Vormon-Smith as he
mﬂ“ have stared at some grisly
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gpectre. He was scared—scared to the
very marrow of his bones. Smithy could
sen that, though he did not, at the
moment, guess why. ; .

But Loder recovered himself quickly.
A flush came into his pallid face, and his
eyes fashed. \

. Ynu:dyau-—what do youn want here
he panted. _

The guestion wis rather unmespssary.
Loder did not really noed telling i_'irhjf
tho most reckless junior at Greyfriars
had stepped silently into Prout’s study,
in Prout’s absence. Bmithy had come
thera, believing that the coast was clear
for a rag. :

Yoder strode acroas to him,

“¥You voung raseal! I've caught you
this time! You came here to play some
trick on FProut”

“Guessed it in one!" assented the
Bounder coolly. “I didn't know you
were here, prying inte Prout's desk,
Lodet.™

“I was looking for some papers Prout
left here for me,” eaid Loder.

The Bounder grinned sarcastically. If
that explanation had been true, the bully
of Greyfrinrs would never have troubled
to make it to a junior.

Loder set his lips, oo

He had had the fright of his life!
For one fearful instant when he found
that he was not alone in the study he
had been the victim of uttar ferror.
That drawer had not been left un-
locked, as he had hoped. He was glad
of it now; for had it been open, Vernon-
Bmith would have spoited him im the
very act of taking the banknote. As it
was, he reslised that he had nothing to
fear; and his terror turned to rage.

He grasped the Bounder by the collar
with hiz left hand and grab up
FProut's cana with his n}hh

"You rotten bully!” breathed the
Bounder.

Loder did not speak. By sheer
strength ho bent the junior over a chair,
held him there, and fmd on the cane.

It was not “six.” It wes a savage
thrashing, with all Loder’s fear and

rape and disappointment wreaked in if 1

Lash after lash descended, and the
Bounder struggled snd Lkicked and
yelled. :

But his struggles wera in vain! Not
ti:l Loder's arm was tired did he cease
to thrash the wriggling, yelling junior.

Then he threw down the cane, &
pitehed the Bounder headlong out of the
fltud}'; followed him out and shut the

QOT.

“Let that be a lesson to you, you
voung scoundrel ! eaid Loder, between
his teeth, :
qﬁ":ﬁ he stroda a.dwa}'. :?Hr"-"mig Vernon-
Smi asping and panting, leaning on
the wafl. I}I[I,E:ui'm:- :é_:lma Enut-ﬂs bngfurﬁ
Smithy was able to limp away. He was
not thinking now of a rag oh Prout.
Ha was aching sll over from that savage
thrashing. When, at last, he limped into
Study No. 4 in the Remove, his chum
Redwing stared at him in alarm.

* Bmithy—what—" he exclaimed.

“Loder!” breathed the Bounder. He
loaned heavily on the table. * I've been
through it—— Oh! 'The rotter—the cur
-~the thief—"

“"What?

“Do vou know why he's licked me®”
hissed the Bounder. *T esught him in
the Head's study—trying to open the
drawer that Bunter saw Prout put the
banknote in.*

“ Bmithy 1V

“He was after the banknote ! snarled
the Bounder. “That's why be made
Mauly leave it with him—he never for-

ot to hand it to Prout as that fool

unter said—he meant to keep #——"

“Bmithy, old chap!”

“He looked like a guilty thief when

na saw me in the study—and then-——"
The Bounder squirmed with pain. “He
took it out of mel If the drawer hadn’t
been locked he would have bad it! I
teli you I know.”
:l‘.ﬂtlrl]itsl:]n]y, it's impmihilg-—”
” l_.ltﬂ:lﬁ, you aesl’

Redwing said no more. Whether tha
Eounder was right or wrong he was not
in a mood for argument.

b s

THE ELEVENTH CHAPTER.
Peter the Painter!

NORE ! ]

S That decp snd rumbling sound
ghowed that Billy Bunter, at
least, was fast asleep, when mid.

night chimed out at Greyfriars Bchool.

ost fellows at Greyiriars wera fast
asleep, as well as the snoring Owl

But in tha Remove dormitory there
were soveral who were awske—very
wide awake!

Among them was the Bounder. He
was still too eore from his licking to
find repose come easily. And there were
others—the Famous Five, and
Mauleverer, end Bquiff, and Peter
Todd, and several more.

. Aﬁa :luidm‘ght’n stilly hour they sat up

in ‘ %

“You fellow's awake?” whispered
Har{ry Wharton.

“ Yes, rather!” . X

“The awakefulness is terrific."

Fellows crept quietly out of bed,
From under hizs bed Peter Todd sorted
out & large can of paint and a lar
brush. Poater dressed himself in
dark—to the oxtent of trousers and
slippors, :

Eﬁ!ind you don't get sny of the
giint on you, Toddy!” whispered Bob

Erry.

“I’::;i not an ass, old bean,” answered
Petor. _

“There'll be a_fearful row in_the
morning,"” said Nugent, "and if a
fellow’s found with any psint on him

“If there is, it won't be this little
Peter 1" answored Toddy. .

“Like a fellow to coms down with
you?" asked Johnoy Bull,

“Bafer alone.”

“ L.ook here, leave it to me " growled
the Bounder. *I've offered to take it
”“"‘ﬂf“‘ﬁ it to mel"’ i 0 bed.”

“My dear man, you slay in
said Peter. “We tossed up for it, and
I was the luocky man! I'm not leaving
it to anybody "

"Yazg, for goodness’ sake don't leave
it to Smithy ! said Lord Maunleverer.
“Bmithy never knows where to stop.”

“You &l assl'" growled the
Bounder. * lLook here, if you leave it
to me I'll paint Loder’s study, tool”

“With Loder waking up and catch-
ing you in_tha jolly old act!™ grinned
Bquiff. “You stay whers you are,
BSmithy. The secret society will have
to mind its step after this—we can't
take risks.™

“Oh, rats!"

Peter Todd went quietly to the door.
There was hardly a sound as he let
himself out of the dormitory.

The other fellows waited rather
anxiously for him to return.

But Pater was not anxious. He was
quite cheery and confident. He groped
his way silently down the passages and
stairs in dense darkness, .

At that hour pll Greyiriars slept.
The latest master had long been in bed.
But Peter was very cautious, /

A fellow out of his dormitory at mid-
night was booked [for trouble if dis-
covered. And s can of paint would
have weanted & lot of explaining.



HPeéaFr th%d arrived at the duﬁr of the
ead's study, in a passa ldck =
ink. He had to feel and grgl';e his way?
Ha groped over to the door and opencd
1t

Within the study wes a faint glimmer
of wintry starlight from the windows,
and a reflection of the suow in the quad,

Dim as the light was, it was enough
for Peter’s purpose. He set the can
of paint on Prout's writing-table,
prised off the lid, and dipped in the
brush.

Painters, as a rule, need a goad light.
But the kind of painting that Toddy
H‘ask going to do could ba done in the

uslk.

I'rout, fast asleep in bed at a distance
from the study, might have bean dream-
ing—but if go, he cortainly wsz not
dreaming of what was happening. It
was likely to provide him with a
startling surprise in the morning,

EVERY SATURDAY

Peter Todd was painting his study.

It was white paint, and it showed up
quite well, even in the gloom, as Peter
laid it on,

That evening, the Greviriars Seecret
Society had inet, and planned a plan,

and plotted a plot o long as tha
Remove's detention lasted, they had
agread that attention should ba given

to Pront instead of Loder.

But in dealing with Prout they were
under more limitations than in dealing
with the bully of the Sixth. Loder,
more than once, had been collared,
rogged, and even whopped! But the
most reckless member of the seeret
society did not dream of whopping
Prout! Even the Bounder would not
have thought of such e proceeding as
that. Thero wazs a limit!

Prout had to be made to fecl zorry
for himself without a finger being lifted

17

against him personally. TPainting his
stody met the caset

There waz no doubt that cha tem-
porary headmaster of Greylriars would
sit up and take noticé when ho saw his
study in tho morning—recking with
naw codt of white paint, liberally laid
on !

He might even learn fhat the Remove
wére nof to be deprived of their hall-
holidays with impunity when he saw
his painted study! The sccret society
hnged 80 |

aoter was generous with the paint.

He had four pounds of it in the tin,
and the brush was large. He drew
lines of paint down the study walls. Ho

ava a thick coat to tho bust of
Sophocles om  the bookease. He
streaked  the bookecase itself like a
zobrs. He painted the seat of Prout's
swivel chair, he painted the top of the

{Continued on next page.)
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THE THREOW-IN RULE |
ROM time to time I receive lettors
from readers which cause mo to
smile. For these letters I am
dualy thankful. For instance, in
my post-bag there is a question to which
I should like o make reference by way of a
ptart this week, The question is thia:
Ts it & foul throw if the thrower raises his
heels o the ground t

The sender of that gquestion, who lives at
West Worthing, adda that there hove boen
fights about it in the park, and he asks me
to give the answer sc as fo pub a stop to
the ﬁg’i:lt.wing+ In passing, mey I eay that
I don’t sce any reason why boys should
fight over the rules of football, becauge
whatever else may be part and parcel of
the game, fighting ig not.

In lying to the guestion I have to
B t-f'ﬂ:- :'r.‘:t. gis permitted, by frst-clasg

rees, for players to raiso their heels in
making the throw, snd the rules of the
throw-in are considered to have been
complied with so | a8 the thrower has
a part of both fect on tho ground, either
on or outside the touch-line, when the
ball leaves his hand.

Having given this reply, I must als®
admit that the rule is not so clear on thi®

int as it might be. It says that the
hrower must stand on both feet, on or
outaida the touch-line, when throwing.
It does not ssy that he may atand on &
part of both feet, but that i3 the interpreta-
tion put on the rule by competent officials.

What the thrower of the ball
catmol do, and keep within the rules,
ig to hrow he hall in wilth one foot
rvaised from the ground. This is
the most common feorm of breach
of the throw-tn rule,

In answer to another question on the
throw-in rule, the punisiument for a foul.
throw—the only punishment—is 8 throw
to the other mde. I have been of the
opinion that the altoration of the rule,
made & couple of yeare ago, has not been
entirely for the good. ore that change

was made the player guilty of a foul throw
conceded a freo-kick to the other gide. It
ba ed that the new method
) cient punishment, but what

have noticod ia t even in first.class
football the throwers of the ball are not

may
now so ecareful to comply with the
rules as they used to be when the punich-
mént Was mors severs.
““ MAKE IT GUINEASI*"
ROMFORI (Essex) reader writes
A to me about transfer fees, and
particularly wanta to know what
was the fee paid by Arsenal to
Bolton Wenderers for the ecrvices of
David Jack. Queations of this kind cannot
be answered definitely. Thas is to eay.
the evidence of the correctness of any
angwer given gannot be proved, for tha
simplo reason that tho transfor foes paid
and received by cluba are supposed to be
kept secret.
T'herc it even a rule on the hooks
wwhich says that foolball club officials

must not publish the amounts paid
Jor plagers.

All that T ean do, therefors, in answering
suoh & question, ig to give the information
in oy possession for what it is worth. I
have reason o balieve that the amount of
the transfer foea paid for David Jack was
ten thousand five hundred pounds. That
may soemn o strangse amount—mnot guite
round figures, But thoe inside story of the
“opuineas " ig  inbercsting. When the
negotiations between Arsenanl and Bolton
Wanderers officiala coneerning this fino
ingide-right were being carried out, the

which Arsenal offered was ien
thousand pounds. Theroupon one of the
Bolton directors said : ** Make it guiness.”
And that was how the additional five
bundred pounds came to be added.

You mayp be interested fto knowwe
that thiz flgure poid for Jack wwas
o record untidl Tost summer, when
Aeton VFilla went beyond that
amount—up Lo eoleven thousand

| is always

pourds—to accure the services of
James Allen, the ecntre-lalf of the
FPortsnrouth fteam.

FPeople often ask me whether any foots
baller can be worth sech o tremendous
amount of money. The answer iz that it
dependa on the player. I do not think
for one moment that Arsenal ever regretied
one penny of the eum they paid for David
Jack. Ho helped to make Arsenal a
power 1 football. When they began to be
auccessiial, the money come back by way
of the turnstiles. Perhaps you don's
know, but it ia & fact that at successivo
matches on their ground during the month
of Qetober the total amount roceived by
Arsenal was npearly eloven  thousand
pounds. Think of that—eleven thousand
E&uuﬂdﬂ recoived in the course of eipght

il

HINTS ON TACKLING !

AM requested by 8. G., of Ormaskirlk,
l ncashire, to give some hints on
tackling—~both from the front and
from behind, and also to toll how the
sliding tackle is done. Always ready to
oblize. Let ua take tho ordinary tackle
firgt. I put tha question of the teckle to
Roy Goodall, at fino full-back of
Eg&!dﬂﬁ:ﬂﬂld Town, snd this is what be
S0 1

The great pgint fo he mede in
tuckling is to kheep the eye on the
ball, nel on the man in possession
of the ball. Scive the epportunily
to smake the fackle, and, having
made wp your mind, go for the ball
frmiy, and with determination. In
thizx sorid of tackic, strengih of leg,
or the strength put behifiad the leg,
iz often o telling factor.

Concerning the tackle from behind, this
s doubiful procedure becmuse
it i so difficult to do it without fouling
the opponcnt, and froa kiclie given away
are ?ipt to be euat.ls'- 3o I do not recom-
mend the tackle from behind.

Weither am I keen on the aliding tackle,
which means the player throwing out his
lega and gliding one boot atong the ground
in front of the player in posscssion of the
ball. If I made the rules of {ocotball I
should make the aliding tackle illagal,
becauss it is 8o dangerous.

A Southborough (Kent) reader i3 worried
bocause, after making ooe strong kick ab
the ball, he suffers from excessive paln In
the ankle, 1 om afraid this problem i3
out of my power to angwer. It scorms to me
that there must be something wrong,
physically, if that is the effect of kicking
& football, and the only advice I can %iva
t0 this reader is to consult a bone specinlist,

“* LINESMAN."
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writing-table, and he painted the
drawers' in tho table. He would have
painted them inside, too, had they been
open.  DBut they were locked, and he
Lad to keep to exterior decoratiom, |

Had that study still béen occupied by
Dr. Locke, the revered Head of Grey-
frinrs, nothing would have induced
Toddy to decorate it in this remark-
able fashion. Wild horses would not
have dragged him to such & tashk.

But the study was Prout’s now, in the
Head’s absence. And Prout had asked
for it—bepped for it!

[f Prout fancied thet he could de-
Erwﬁ the Remove of all their half-

clidays that term, simply beoause the
gceret society were on the war-path
against Loder, Prout had to learn that
e was making a mistake.

Every half-holiday's detention was to
be paid for in advence—that was the
determination of the Greyfriars Sceret
Socicty !

Liberal pa he was with the paint,
Peler was very careful indeed to goet
none on L1z bhands and none on s
clothes. The slightest clue would be
enough for Prout—in the morning!
And the fcllow who painted Prout's
study was booked for the sack, on the
spot, tf ho was found ont. Peter knew
tho risk he was runming—end ho was
very carcful indeed,

Four pounds of paint was a good
amounnt, but it was exhausted ot last.
Pcter scraped omt the last bit with the
brush and daubed it on the clock.
‘Then he placed the empty can and the
brush in Prout's armchair,

He locked round the dim study,
grinning.

There was rather an odour of fresh
P.?:I‘“t' White paint glimmered on all
B4,

“I think,” murmured Petor, “that

that will do ™

He crossed the ﬁt—tlﬁ%{r to the door. Ha
ospened it guietly. His work was done,
and all that he had to do was to gob
back to the dormitory and sleap the
gleep of the just.

da stepped out silently and eclosed
the door. He had been about a quarter
of an hour in the study—fifteen minutes
weli spent, Peter considered.

Un tiptoc Peter crept away down the
dark passage,

Suddenly he etopped, ecatching his
broath,

His heart thumped.

There was a [aint footfall.
. The derkncss in the passage was so
intenge thet Peter could not have zeen
hiz hand before his face. But ha could
hear—and what he heard was & stoalthy
footfall approaching him,

With thumping heart he crouched
back to the wall as close as he could, to
ellow the unseen one to pass him with-
out tﬂunhing. On tiptoe, i1n felt slippers,
1w had made no sound himself, and he
Enew that he could not be seen.

Who was 1ff

It could not be Prout! Prout was in

long ago — besides, if Prout had
come to the study for anything at that
hour, he would have turncd on & light.
It was unimaginable that Prout could
bo stealing along the passage gquietly in
the dark.

Was it Lodor on the watch for some
outbreak of the secret society? 'That
was possible, but it seemed wnhkely.

Or was 1t Swmithy, not content to be
left out, and coming down to take a
hand ¥ That was more likely, and Peter
was deeply irritated at tho idea. It
would be 1!153 the Bounder to barge in
and ﬁwe him this scare for nothing.
Had he been certain that it was Smithy,
Peter would have been disposed to
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reach out, as he passed, snd smacl his
head as a reward for barging in!

But he could not, of course, be sure—
and he was mnot there to take an
chances. He pressad close to the wall,
and rather felt than heard, a silent
Eg{um pass within a fow feet of him.

t was gone |

Breathing more freely, Peter crept on
his way. Without s sound, he made his
way back to the stairs, and a few
minutes later he was in the Remove
dormitory. ]

“Hallo, hallo, hallo!” came a [aint
whisper. “That you, Toddy "

" Littio me."” : ;

“You got through all right?™ asked
tha Bounder.

Petor started.

“¥You hore, Smithy ™

“Eh! f course I'm here, fatheadl
What do you mean®”

“Then it wasn't you!” gasped Peter.
" Bomebody passed me in the dark in
Hesnd’s corridor, snd I fancied it was
you, barging in—-"

“Well, 1t wasn't!™ growled the
Bounder. *I haven't been out of the
dorm. Imagination, I suppose!™

“It jolly well wasn't|” said Peter, as
ha slip into bed. “There was some-
body—a prefect on the prowl, it must
have been. Anyhow, he never saw me,
or heard me, cither, so it's all right.”

And Peter went to sleep. An exampla
that wes soon followed by the other
members of the secreb society.

THE TWELFTH CHAPTER.
Like & Thie! in the Nightl

ERALD LODER of the Sixth
Form stood in tho darkness of
Head's nﬂfrlt{;dﬂr, his heart beat-
ing painfully. .

Ones, twice,, thrice, he had lifted
his hand to open the deor before him—
and had dropped it again. He had
corne thets at half-past twelve at night
with a set purpose—but now that he
was there, ho dreaded, and hositated to
carry it out.

It was not fear of discovery that
troubled him. There was no danger of
discovery. The whols House was sleep-
ing—or should bave boon at that hour
of the night.

That he had passed within a few feet
of & Remove junior in the dark corridor
Loder had pno suspicion. But, even
he known it, it would probably not have
worried him much, for BHe could not
have been seen in the darkness. Indeed,
he might have besn rather glad to know
that a member of the Secrot Beven had
preceded him to the Head’s study that
night. For that mysterious brother-
hood was going to bo used as a serecn
for what Loder was going to do!

Thers was no danger—it was all easy.
He had it oll cut and dried. Yet, for
long, long minutes he paused at the
door, not daring to OEEI'I it, Thorough
ratter as he was, blackpuard as he was,
Loder had a limit, thﬂugg;a very wide
one, and he hated going beyond it.

Ie-?e wios no thief—but what he waa
going to do was zo remarkably and un-
comfortably liko theft, that it made him
ghiver. ) )

But for the banknote Eﬂmm?_ inlo
Prout’s hands, through the babbling of
that fat fool DBunter, all would have
been plain sailing. Ile would have
“used ” Mauly's ten pounds—end a day
or two later, either handed the tenner
to Prout, or else given it back to Maule-
verer, he hardly cared which,

Prout’s taking possession of the tenner
altered everything. Loder had hoped
thet he might lcave that drawer un-
locked ; though, as Vernon-8mith had

i.Eattad him, it was rather tortunate
at Prout hedn't,

Forcing -open the drawer was such &
desperate expedient that Loder had
umfed'whau the thought came into his
ilﬂﬂ- . But immedistely that thought
was followed by others.

A “rag ¥ in the study!

What could be more natural?

Only the day bafora the Secret Scven
had coal-gacked Prout in that very
room, If it oceurred fo the young
rascals, they would rap the study, as
they had already ragged Loder’s several
times. Indeed, it was very likely to
happen, sooner or later, now that their
resentment had been turned on FProut
himself by the order of deiention.

A rag—the room upset, two or three
articles of furniture broken—and a Guy
Fawkes mask dropped there, as if by

accident !

What would Prout think? What
would eversbody think? That the
secret society had been on the war-path
again,

It was inevitable that the whale
school should think se.  Indeed, the
young rascals themeelves wﬂul{i ba
puzzled, and some of them would belicve
that the others had done it. Who was
going to guess that it was a “spoof ¥
rag—by the hand of a Bixth Form pre-
fect—Prout’s favourite

A few articles of furniture broken—
among them tho writing-table. From a
broken writing--tabla it would be easy
to extract a slip of paper from a drawer,
It was easy |

It was easy, very easy, vet Loder hesi-
tated long, and it was not till he heard
the chime of one from the cloock-tower
that bhe made up his mind st last, and
took his courage in both b , a3 it
wera,

He had to “borrow ™ that tenner! In
two or three days it was ﬁain to turn
up sgain—that would be sll right! Cer-
tainly snyone who knew that ha had
borrowed it would consider him a thief.
But Loder comforted himself with the
knowledge that he was only Fuing to
keep it a few days—only until he had
collected hiz winnings on Gay Goldfish.
Ho refused to look on that as stealing,
But the resemblance was very elosa and
unplessant, and was the cause of his
long and painful hesitation at the door.

But he entered the study at last, and
closed tha door quickly and quietly
beh him.

Then he sniffed !

For the moment, in his surprise, he
forgot his object in coming there., He
snilfed, and eniffed again,

Thera was a strong scent of fresh
paint in the room!

It was amazing |

Prout had not had the room painted
that day, that was certsin, ut the
gmell was unmistakable.

For two or three minutes Loder stood
where he was—eniffing and wondering.
Then he realised that his fingers wera
wot and sticky. He held his hand up,
and peered at it in the gloom,

Woet peintl

It was paint, white and wet!
ware big smears of it on the door, which
he head touched in closing it. He
noticed now that thers wore two or
three smears on his clothes,

He caught his breath,

Glimmering white paint, daubed sall
over the room, caught his eves in the
pale gleam from the windows. The
room was smothered with fresh wet

Thera

paint,
He understood.
Not only his pretended rag had been
hers bad

lanned for that nightl
gefan_ a real ragl
Home young rtaseal had crept down
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“ Yon—you say you have preserved 3 specimen of the thumb-print, sir | ** articulated Loder, breathing hard., * Yes—the

drawer Irom the broken itable, which contgined the banknote.

the perpetrator of the outrage. My dear Loder, are you ill ? ' exelaimed Prout, in great concern.
what is the matter? **
from his dormitery and smothered a3 he could. He jammed the chizel into

Prout's sfudy with wet paint!

There was no other explanation of it.
And Loder caught his breath with the
thought that he might have run into the
ragger—might have been recognised b
him had ha entered the room while the
rag was going on,

Ha had escaped that danger—though
ho little guessed how narrowly he had
escaped ! He had passed the ragger in
tha dark passage, ig he had only known
it.

“By gad!” breathed Loder.

His eyes gleamed. ] ]

Nothing could have suited him better
than this. What he was gomng to do in
that study would have been taken for a
rag of the Secret Beven—there was little
doubt sbout that! Dut there was Jess
doubt, no doubt, now that it was clear
that some of the young rascals had
actually been there, ragging!

The paint was a rag. The breaking
of the writing-table would ba taken as
pért of the same rag. What could be
more certain than that?

Loder grinned.

Those young villains had given him
trouble enough. Now, for once, they
wera i}lsjing into his hands!

He lost no mord time y

Takmﬁ a8 Guy Fawkes mask from hia
pocket, e dropped it on the fioor. That
was an infallible clue to the Secret
Baven, who covered their faces with guch
masks when’they were on the warpath.

Then he took a chisel from his pocket.

The Head's writing-table was a rather
ancient plecs of furnityre. It had some
value as an antique; but it certainly
was not strong. The room was far
enough from the bed-rooms for the risk
of sounds being heard to be very slight.
But Loder was careful. Hs had to
make some noise, but he made as little

interstices of  the woodwork and
wrenched.

“Oh, gad!” he muttered, as he felt
more pamnt adhering to his ,l:a:nrds. The
ragger had smothered the writing-table
with it

Loder made a mentar note to clean
off every vestige of it before he turned
in that eight! For ihe moment it
mattered hittle, and, anyhow, 1t could

not be helped.

He could not touch the writing-table
without smothering hizs hands with wet

aint. And he had to touch it and

eap on touching it, to break it up.

He¢ wrenched and wrenched. It came
to pileces even more easily than he had
anticipated.  There were sharp cracks
of the snapping woodwork that mada his
heart leap and beat. But the sounds
hardly went beyond the thick walls of
the study and the heavy ocaken door.

In ten mimutes tho table was a wreek,
and the drawers lay locsa among the
wreckage,

Loder groped in the to

That was the drawer whera
cash.

His fingers came in contact with many

pers, soma of them in little bundles.

e turned on, for a moment, a tiny
pocket torch, Aashing the light into the
drawaer.

Thers were bundles of papers in
elastic bands. Among them were two
bundles of currency notes. Loder did
not touch them, or dream of touching
them. He quickly found what he
wanted—a ten-pound note, placed in an
envelope by itself, with the flap tucked
in, and marked " Mauleverer.” Mr.
Prout was an orderly gentleman in his

drawer.
rout kept

Way3s.
]‘ioder drew the ten-pound note from
tha envelope in his painty fingers. The

It retains a very clear thumb-print—undounbiedly that of

“* You are quite white—

banknote itself was smeared as he held
1t.

Ha had found what he wanted pow !
It only remained to go—and leave what
he had done to be put down to the
credit of the BSecret Soven |

But he stood hesitating again.

It was not thaft—he told himself that
it was not theft! Ie was gomg to
return the money very soon, to ifs
owner. But it was so horribly like theft
that Gerald Loder’s heart was sick
within him.

But again he steeled himseli! Ilo
had not dome all this for nothing!
He was not going to lose that chanco
on Gay Goldfish, which would extricate
him from al} his difficultiecs! He was
poing to “use'* the tenner and return
it—that was all! When it came back
he would contrive that it turned up,
somehow, in an onsuspicious way. That
would bo easy enough, He was going
through with this |

Ha slipped the banknote into his
pocket.

He was eager to get off the scens
now. But he realised that a littla moro
haves would make the “rag ™ lock more
convineing.

He opened the book.case, and
seattered books on the floor. He picked
up soma of the loose table drawers, and
tipped them into the fender. Ila
pitched over several chairs and dropped
the bust of Sophocles 1nto the embers
of the grate and pitched a shoveliul
of ashes over the carpet. The study
looked mnow rather like Loder's own
study had looked on the occasion when
ths Bemove rebels had wrecked it.

Satisfiad now, Loder crept out. With
s white face and a throbbing heart
he tiptoed back to the Six He
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breathed more freely when he was in
his own study with the door locked.
Ho was tired, sleepy, nervy. But
there was no sleep for Loder yeb. For a
good haur he was hard al work removing
traces of paint from his hands and from
his clothes, Search for the raggers was
certainly not likely to be extended to

the Sixth; but he could not afford tp ,takin

take the siigiitﬂst rizk,
It was a very late hour when Loder
ot to bed that night.

THE THIRTEENTH CHAFTER.
Amazing !

U HE Secret Seven !
Those words were on every
lip at Greylriars the following

morning.

Before breakfast all the school knew
that something bad happened, After
brekl.:r:r, all the school was talking of
1k

Prout was scon—with a brow of
thunder! All the masters, all
prefects, looked grave and serioms,

- The wildest rumours were afloat

There hed been a rag—that was &

certzinty | The Head’s study—now
Prout's—hed been mcrﬂlli‘.ﬁﬂlgf ragged
during the night. And something was

missing ! i

It was the work of the secret society
of the Lower Bchool—thers could be no
doubt about that! A Guy Fawkes mask
had been found in the study, dropped
by one of them while ragging there!

And something was missing! There
were whispers that money was missing.
That rumour, at first, made the Becret
Seven smile. :

But a little later they ccased to smile.
Fellows repeated what they had heard
masters and prefects say to one another.

Hobszon of the Shell came up to Harry
Wharton in the quad with a startled
and worrled face.

“¥You've heard ?” he breathed. ’

“It's all serene,” said Harry, with
a smile. “Trout’s study was lpamt-&d,
as per programme. Nothing else”
“Hathead !” said Hobby, "“I'voe had
a squint into it! It's wrecked !

Wharton gave a start,

“Wrecked 7 he repeated,

“Wrecked from end to end
Smotherod with paint—that was what we
settled ot the meeting, Duot—>"

“But Toddy never—-" gasped
Wharton.

“He must have! I tell you the room
is @ wreck. It's carrying it too far,”
said Hobson. “All very well for Loder
—buk there’s & limit in dealing with &
beak ! Prout’s an old ass, but—"

“But T'm sure Toddy never——"

“Who did, then, fathcad?” grunted
Hobby, and ho stalked away, frowning.

The Famons Five gathered to dis-
cuss  this unexpecte news, Cecil
Reginald Templo of the Fourth came
up with & seared face,

“Did Toddy do it as we arranged "
he asked. “Anybody with him "

“No. What—"

“Has he gonc mad?” said Temple.
“0f course, it's Mauleverer's, but—"

*Eh, what iz Mauleverer's?” asked
Wharton hlankly.

“The banknote! But——"

“The banknote?™ repeated the cap-
tain of the Remove. )

“¥es! I supposo he's given it to him |
But don’t vou see, that will put Prout
on the track! [He's bound to ask
Mauleverer about if."

“What on earth do vou mean?” ex-
elaimed Bob Cherry. “So far as we
know, Toddy painted the study as wo
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agread at the meeting and nothing
more.’” .

“Hasn't he told you? I've just heard
Capper and Woose talking about it—
the  banknote——" gaspad Temple.
“QOh, 1 know it’s Mauly's—that old ass
Prout was locking it up till the end of
the term. I've heard all about it. But
it like this—m *

“Wha's taken it, fathead ?” demanded
Johnny DBull,

““Hazn't Toddy 1"

“0f course he hasn't ™ :

“Mean to say that he hasn't given
it to Mauleverer ?7” demanded Temple.

“Not that we know of.”

“Then he'd better | What the thump
did he take it for, unless it was fio
give*to Mauleverer? Is he mad?”

“Do you mean to say that Mauly’s
banknote was taken away from Prout's
study 7" exclaimed Harry Wharton.

“Evervbody knows it by this time—
or nearly evervbody!"'  snapped
Temple. “And of all the fatheaded
silly tricks——" .

ﬁnrrr Wharton & Co. waited to hear
no more from Cecil Reginald. They
rushed away in search of Lord Maul-
aYerer.

“ Did you ask Toddy to get your bank-
note last night, you howling aas?”
gasped Bob Cherry, grasping his lord-
ghi rl'cniv the shoulder. L

ord Mauleverer blinked at him.

“Eh? Nol®

“Has he given it to you ™

“No1*

“Then what
mean : .

The Famous Five rushed off sgain,
this time in search of Peter Todd. They
found th&tdyc-ut-h with an expression of
per;_:[!exnd ismay on his face,

“Toddy, you asg—="

“Teddy, you fathead—"'

“Toddy, vou esteemed and absurd

ump_li .

“Pile it on!” szaid Peter reahgnedlp.
“I've had it from Em:th;r already, and
threo or four more! Don't ask me what
it means! I don’t know.”

“The orders were to paint Prout's
study, and leave it at that "’ said Harry
Wharton hotly. “Why, you yourself
wouldn't think of leaving it,to Bmithy,
because that reckless ass earries a rag
too far( And thep—"

en you go and wreck the study,
you fsthead!” growled Johnny Bull

“And bag Meuly's tcnper!”™ hissed
Nugent. *“¥ou blithering ass, can'k
ou see that that fixes 1t right on the

emove at once? Only a Remove man
would think of getting Mauly’'s tenner
back for him. And what the thump did
you want to for—he says he never esked
you, and vou haven’t given it to him
yet.

Peter shock hiz head h::g){:'[ﬂﬁﬂj.

“¥ou fellows didn't go down after I
foll asleep ?” ho asked.

“Eh? No. Whyt"”

“Did Smithy i ]

“1 don’t know—TI suppose not,” said
Harry, “What do you mean?”

“T mean this,” said Peter Todd
“] painted the study as we
But I never took

*h

the thump does it

quietly. 1
fixed at the meeting. t
anv Guy Fawkes mask with me—
“Thay've found one there, fathead !
“1 tell you I never had one; and if
I'd had one, I'm not idiot enough to
drop jt—and Jeave it lying about,
never ragged the study—mever touched
a thing, except with the paintbrush!
And D?na*mr even remembered the
existence of Mauly’s tenner, let alone
touched it.*
The Famous Five gazed at Peter
Todd speechlessly.
“Vou—you mean thati?
Wharton st last.

gasped

“ Honest-to-goodness,”” said Pcler.

“Then—then who did?”

“That's what I want to know. Some-
body else ragged the study after I left—
vary likely the chap I never saw, who
sneaked past me in the dark when I
was coming away.”

“That wasn't a Eemove man—nobody
went down after you.” ;

“Bhell or Fourth, then,”" said Teoddy.
“ Hobson, perhaps—" S
_ “Hobby's just asked ws who did it
if you dido’e 7" sa1d Bob.

“Temple, then— ]

“Temple's just asked us if you were
mad."”

“Well, 1 give it up!"™ said Peter.
“All I know 15 that I painted the study
as per programme, and left it at that

ebody else carried the job a ste
further—who, goodness knows; but
suppose it was somebody in the Becret
Ecﬁiﬁg.yi.l' Thehnﬂla’k lpéaiﬁ_ like "-‘yl'"
ell, my hatl™ sa: BTTY WY harton,

“But—but what's become of Mauly's
tenner, then?” exclsimed Johnny Bull
“It seems that 1t was taken! A fellow
can nn]g' have taken it to give it back
to Mauly! And he hesn’t had it.”

“Don’t ask me,” said Poter hope-
Ienslg _“It's got me beat 1"

" 8mithy—" muttered Bob.

#It would be like him,” said Peter,
with & pod. " Alwsys barging in and
knowing better than any other {fcllow.
But it wasn't .-Smithy passed me in the
dark—he was in the dorm when I got
back 1 _

“"Let's ask him."™

Vernon-8mith was in the quad with
Tom Redwing. The latter was looking
worried and anxious—Smithy was grin-
ning in & rather evnical way.

Isughed as the worried bunch of juniors
Camea

.
o ecE.:If thinks I went down after
Toddy and va ged tha Head's study,”
he remarked. * What price that?”

“ Not if you say you didn’t, Bmithy !”
said Redwing. “But it's just one of
yvour mad tricks.™

“Well, I didn't, fathead!” esid the

Bounder. "1 can see that thess fellows
think tho same.™
“Well, what does 1t look likei?

exclaimed Harry Wharton eharply.
“ Every other fallow in the society plays
the game snd keeps to order—you are
always playing some potty jape on your
own. It's like you! We want to know
whether you did it

“I'va said that I dido’t!” snapped
the" BEounder,

“Then who the thump d4id?” ex.
claimed Bob.

“Toddy, I suppose—"

“I’'ve told vou I did nothing but peint
the study, Bmithy 1" said Foter, his eyes
glezming.

The Bounder shrug hiz shoulders.

“Bomebody did 1iti” he sneered.
“I've already becen round ko every
membar of the secret society, Remova

and Fourth and Shell, and nobody
knows anything shoui it—or says he
doesn’t! Homebody's lying, unless—"
The Bounder paused,

“Tnless what 7™ asked Hatr{.

“Well, there’'s Remove fellows whe
aren’t in the sceret soniety, but thoy're
protéy wild about h-ai.n% detained,” said
tha Hvuunder. “Home of themn may have
done it on their own, after we'd goune
baok to bed last might 1™ |

“It doesn't sound probable.®

“1 know it doesn't ¥

“And if a Remove msn bagged
Mauly’s tenner why hasn't he given it
back to Mauly? He couldn't have taken
it for anything else.”

“QOh, the temper will turn up all
right! Nobody can have taken it to

(Continued on page Z2.)
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keop, 1 suppose!™® said the Dounder
irritably. i

Then, as if struck by his own words,
he gave.a violent start.

“Ny hat!” he breathed. *“I wonder

if—

“Don't be an ass, Smithy!” ex

claimed Wharton. “If you're going to
auly's

mgiﬂt that anybody’s pinched
banknote—"

The Bounder laughed. It weas not a
pleasdnt laughi

“My hat!” he repeated. "1 wonder—
I wonder——" Ho broke off, and, with-
out saying any more, walked away, his
hands driven deep into his pockets and
a cloud of deep thought on his brow.

he juniors stared after him.

“What on earth has that silly ass got
inttuL hiz head pow?” growled Johnoy
Bun

Mobody could answer that question.
But Redwing, remembering what the
Bounder had said in Study No. 4 the

revious  day, guessed what was In

ernon-Bmith’'s mind. And his face
grew palo as he guessed.

THE FOURTEENTH CHAPTER.
The Glue of the Thumb-print!

1 BAY, you fellows, it's sticky!

I He, he, hel® .

“The stickiness is terrificl”
“They've made & jolly old

picture of it1” :

“Prout must be shiriy I

Beforse the bell went for class that
morning nearly every fellow at Grey-
friars had looked into the Head's study.

It was easy encugh to look in, for
both door and window steod wide open
to let the December wind blow in to
clear off the smell of paint. .

That smell was very strong indeed in
the study. The paint was still wet, 1t
Was ati.::{: , and it was smelly—very
smelly 1 I? was likely to be a long time
before that scent cleared off.

Tha t.udﬁ, of course, could not be
used t,iﬁ it had been put in order again
—a lot of scraping snd serubbing and

re-painting was required. It was
learned that Prout had temporarily

e PR o e e e ST
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THE MAGNET

one back to hiz old etudy, sbandoning
those smelly quarters for the present.

The Famous Five looked into the
room with puozzled eyes. The Bounder
scanned the interior keenly. There was
some thought working in Herbert
Vernon-Smith's mind, of which the
other fellows were not aware,

“It's plain enough,” said Emit-hi
quietly. “After Toddy had finishe
here some other fellow l{mtged in—who
didn’'t know the room had been painted
till he found the paint. Ybu can see
that he got a lot of it on him—ha's left
painty Gnger-prints all over the place™

“That woa't_help Prout to get him !”
said Temple of the Fourtk. * Bet you
he had a good wash after he cleared.
They won't find any paint on him.”

“Not unless he's a silly ass!™ pgreed
the Bounder. *“And whoever he is 1
Einnlﬁt think he's that. More rogue thizn
ool

Vernon-Smith :teﬁpad into the study.
He moved about the room, examining
the traces left by the raider with a
searching eye. That that raider had guh
aint on his hands was very clear, for
o had left many traces of his fingers.
Almost every article he had touched had
traces of the paint from his hands.

Here and there the prints of fingers
and thumbs came out with =almost
startling clearness. Especially on one
of the drawers of the broken writing-
table were these traces very clear.

The other fellows watched Smithy,
wondering what he was at. To their
surprize, he took out & little pocket-
CAMEra.

. The bright winter sunshine, streamin
in at the open window, gave plenty o
light for a phul:n-grﬂ.p]%.. gut why
Smithy wanted & photograph was rather
&8 mystery to the other fellows.

“FPutting the rag on record, Smithy "
Erinned Skinner.

Vernon-Smith did not answer.

He had placed the smeared drawer in
& good light and was taking a succession
of photographs of a perfectly plainly
defined thumbmark on 1t.

There were cight filmes 1n his camera
and be used every one of them—the
gﬂ}er fallows watching him from the

00T,

‘Then he slipped the camera back into
his pocket.

“Hallo. hallo, hallal Here comea
Prout!” murmured Bob Cherry.

An elephantine tread came down the
passage.

Mr,
fellows, seniors and juniors, who were
etaring intg the study. He was In &
frowning mood that morning,.

What eteps Prout was going to take
waz not yet known. But it was certain
that there was going to be s terrifip
row about that rag in his study.

His cves glinted at the sight of
Vernon-Smith in the room.

“Ah!  Vernon-8mith!” said Mr.
FProut grimly. “I see that you are
here| No doubt you are admiring your

own handiwork, Vernon-8mith.”

“Wot at all, sir!” said the Bounder.
“I hope vou don't think that I'd have
h]?_d a1hu’nd in destroying property like
this, sir.”

“On_ the contrary, Vernon-Smith,”
boomed Prout, I think it very pro-
bable—very probable indeed.”

“1 assure you, gir—"

“The matter will be inquired into,”
boomed Prout. “ The perpetrators wili
bae expelled from Greyiriars.
are guilt . B ;

“1 think I can help, sir. 1o spotting
t.‘ll'uas”,gt:lill:jr party ! said the Bounder
o0l Y.

Ergut started and stared. 8o did all
the fellows in the passage. Some of

If you

Prout frowned at the orowd of

them f&m the Bounder grim locks: but
he did not heed them.

“Yernon-Smith, what do yvou mean "
exclaimed Mr. Frout. *If yon have any
‘::nm;lath of this unparellaled outrage
Fou=—=

“None, sir! But the fellow who broke
up your furniture left plenty of clues
behind him.” Vernon-Smith held up the
drawer ont which was the distinct thumb-
print, Eerfmt];r outlined in half-dried
paint. * Look at that, sir |”

“Y fail 4o see—" .

i ver smashed your table, sir,
had paint on his hands. Ha haz left &
thumb-print hére that any detective
wolld be -able to trace him by. ]

Mr. Prout blinked at the thumb-print,
Undoubtedly it was & clue, an unmais-
takable clue, if there had been a finger-
print expert to take it in hand.

Harry Whsartén & gave the
Bounder ominous looks. It was &
mystery to them who bhad wrecked

Prout's study, and they were convinced
h{. this time that it was not a member
of the secret society. Ewvery mem 1
that society had denied knowledge of if,

But whoover the reckless ragger was
it was not for a ove man to help
discover him. They simply could nok
understand the Bounder now. He was
the tast fellow at Greyfriars to “sneak.”
¥et he weas pointing out to Prout a
means by which the ragger could be
found out.

“Bless my soull” said Mr. FProut
“There is certainly something in what
you sny, Vernan-Smith! Certainly!”

“May I suggest, sir, that this drawer
should be kept as it is, to keep that
thumb-print on record?" said the
Bounder msp&ntfugy. “The pamt 13
nearly dry mow. No two thumb-prints
are alike, as, of course, you know, sir.
I can tell you, sir, that the fellow who
made that thumb-print will be fearfully
scarad if he hears that yon've locked it
up i your safe.”

“Bleas my soul 1" repeated Prout.

He took the oak drawer from the
Bounder's hand. The astonmishment in
his fare made soma of the juniors smile.
It was evident -that Prout’s suspicions
had turned on the Bounder; but it was
the Bounder who had pointed out te
him a c¢lua to the perpetrator of the
outrage. Prout stood for several
minutes in thought, then he gave & slow
and ponderous nod.

“1 chall sct on your sugpestion,
Vernon-8mith,” he said. “I shsll Jock
up this drawer in a sgfe place. If other
means fail, I shall consider whether to
have that thumb-print examined by an
expert. Vernon-Smith, I am obliged to
you for making this suggestion 1™

“Thank vou, sir " uicfetha Bounder
meekly.

Mr Prout walked away, down the
Enss{s;ga, with the caken drawer in his

Brd.

As goon as he was gone, nearly every
fellow there had something to say to
Herbert Vernon-Smith,

“Bmithy, yon ass—"

“You dummy——"

“You snesk——*

“¥Yon toad——"

“Cut it out ™ yawned the Bounder.
“You know jolly well that I wouldn’t

ive & ragger away. A thief’s a dif-

rent thing.*

“A thief 1" repeated Harry Wharton.

" Whoever broke up that table last
night,” =zaid the Bounder deliberately,
“did it for one reason—and one reason
only. It was to get at the drawer that

Mauly's tenner in it.™

“ Bmithy 1"

“He got the tenner, and ragged the
study to make it look as if it were just
s tag! And he would have got away
with it clear if the study hadn't been
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Vernon-Smiih gripped Loder’s hand and pressed his thumb hard on the thumb-print recorder. Then the blue thumb was
pressed, hard and frm,on the white cardboard. A distinet Imprint of the tbumb was the result. The agony of terror on
Loder's face was not to be mistaken. ** He knows what will happen, now his thumb-print’s taken ! ** sald the Bounder.

painted. As it ia, he's left & clue—lots
of clues!” The Bounder's eyes glit-
tered. "“I'se got the cur onm toast!

Prout's got at thumb-print safal
I've got hﬂtngrapha of it in
pocket | n I've got the £flms

developed, I'm going to get the man.”

“What bizey is it of yourai?” asked
Lord Mauleverer.

The Bounder sneered.

“Don’t you wanté your tenner back ™
ha azhod.

“Rats 1 The tenner’s all right.”

“Fathead |” said the Bounder.

And without saying more, Vernon-
Smith walled out of the Head"s study.
A intle later the bell summoned the
Greyfriars fellows to classea

THE FIFTEENTH CHAPTER.
Whose Thumb-Print 2

REYFRIARS SCHOOL was in &

state of unrest that day.
That tremendous “rag™ in
the Head's study was the one
topio. That it was the work of the
secret Beven all the school believed
—with the exception of the members

of that society.

They know, of course, that they
hadn’t dona it.

Peter the Painter hed done his bit.
That had been arra.nged and performad
as per programme. Hut Peter asserted
that he had done no more than that;
and his word was taken by his friends.

Somie person or persons unknown, it
was clear, had visited the study after
Toddy, and dona the rest.

Who?

That was & mystery—unless the
Bounder krew! Ho scemed to faney
that ha did!

While the rest of the school took ik
for granted that the secret society

were guilty, the members of that scoiety
wera wondering who on earth had done

1t.

All the RBRemove were closcly
guestioned by Prout in their Form-
room. His suspiotons wore strong
against that Form, and seemed rather
to centro on Lord Mauleverer. Tha
unknown ragger had taken away the
ten-pound note that belonged to his
lordship. That it had been stolen did
not even occour to Prout. Bundles of
currency notes, in the same drawer, had
not bocn touched. That scemed to
cxclude the idea of a thief,

Either Mauleverer, or a friend of his,
had bagged the banknote for him—that
seomed fairly clear to Prout.

Indeed, it seemed clear encugh to
most of the school.

Provt, of course, consulted his head
refect in the matter. Loder of the
ixth had been out of gates carly that
morning, on his bicycle, and had not
heard of the excitement till his return.
Prout would have been startled had he
known where Loder hed gone and what
ho had taken with him! But no such
idea was likely to oeeur to Proub!

“I have questioned Mauleverer,
Loder I said Mr. Prout, when they con-
sultod in his old study—the Head's
stody being still uninhabitable. *“Ha
denics having the banknote. It is clear
to  me— argmﬂy _olear—that it was
iqujn either by him or by a friend of

i3,

“That certainly seems clear encugh,”
sir,” agreed Loder., “It is hardly pos-
sible to suppoza anything else in tha
oircumstancos. ™

“Quite I said Prowt. "1 am dis-
posad to take Mauleverer’s word—he is
a very honourable lad. But—"

“Perhaps the follow has not yet

handod it to him, sir [* auggr:atﬂd Loder,
“Heo might keep it back for a time,

for that vm;i: reason, sir—so that Maules
verer would be able to deny having ik
when you questioned him.”

“Bless my soull! That is very
probable, Loder I exclaimed Mr. Prout.
“Very probable indeed. Some friend
of Mauleverer's has the banknote, to be
handed to him later.”

““That seema pretty clear to me, sir ™
said Loder. “Indeed, I shouldn’s
wonder if the fellow keeps the whole
matter dark, even from Mauleveror
himself. He may return the note to
him, by leaving it in his study some
timo when the boy is not there, and
letting him fnd it.”

“Do you think so, Loder?”

“1 eertainly do, sir, as he is in danpger
of expulsion for what he has done,”™
said Loder smeothly. “I think, &ir
that if you question Mauleverer again
in a few days’ time, you will learn that
the banknote has been returned to him,
probably in & sccret and surreptitious
way.”

Prout nodded ponderously.

“I think you are probably right,
Loder,™ he assented. 1 will aﬁow that
matter to stand over for a time, as you
suggest. But if the banknote is given to
Mauleverer, in such & surreptitious
way we shall learn nothing from it
And the perpetrator of this unparalieled
outrage must be discovered, der.”

“Obviously, sir, it is the work of the
gearet society among tho juniorg——"

“That, of course, is absolutely cor-
teio I said Blr. Prout. “DBut it does not
help vs, Loder, as the members of Lhat
lawless and rebellious aszsociation in
the Lower School are unknown to us.”

“1 ehall make every effort, sip—-"

“1 am sure of it, Loder! I have
every confidence io 'Em' Az n last
resource, 1| may think of having an

examination made of the thumb-printa
of the Remove boys.™

Toe Mascwer Lisary.—No. 1,389,
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Loder started. :

“I don’t quite see, sir—"

" Finger-prints snd thumb-prints were
left in the paint, in the study,” ex-
lained FProut. “On the sugpgestion of
%urnm-smi!h, I have prescrved a very
clear and distinet specimen.”

“f—of—of Vernon-Smith " .

“Voz] [ wae very greatly surprised,
Loder, to receive such a suggestion from
such & guarter, X confess that I sus-
pected that boy—the most unruly boy
in the school. But he can hardly have
made such n suggestion if the thumb-
print was his ownl 'That, indecd, is
unthinkable | Is anything the matter,
Loder?  D'rout blinked at his head
prefect. © You look quite pale”

Loder was hardly breathing. :

“You have preserved a speclmen,
gir !” he articulated.

“*Yes: the drawer from tho breken
tablo, which contained the banknote.
It retains a very eclear and distinek
thumb-print—umdoubtedly that of the
ﬁ:fwtmtnr of the outrage. My dear

er, aro you ill?" exclaimed Trout,
in great concerr. “You ara quite

white. What is the matter ™
“Nothing, sir!” | gasped Loder.
“Nothing | As—as yeu say, it—ii 18 &

—a clue! Clue to the—the junior—"
“ixactly,” said Prout. “Obvicusly

FE]

& Junior. :

iﬂdcr breathed again.

" You kEE}) it in & safe Erhmn, I su
pose, sir?” he remarked. “If the—the
i,'cmng rascz]l hears of it, ho might very
ikﬂlr make some attempt to destroy
it !

Prout waved his hand to his desk,

“It is locked up in that desk,” he

answered. “You may be sure that 1
shall keep it under lock and key,
Loder.”

Loder's eves lingered on the desk in
the study

When he c?}t awpy from FProut the
blackguard of Greyfriars went out into
the quadrangle to think.

He was sale |

Iven if Prout adopted such a resource
as an oxpert's examination of the
tlmb-prints in the Lower Bchoal, he
was certainly not likely to extend such
an oxamination into the Upper &chool.

Least of all was he likely to think
of extending it to the Sixth Foerm pre-
fects—espocially Loder, his trusted head
prefect.

Ila was safe—safe!  And he nceded
to b safe, os he had handed over Lord
Mauleverer’s banknote that morning to
Mr. Joseph Banks, at the Three Fishers.

The race was booked for the follow-
ing day, when Gay Goldfish was going
to win, and fthat tenner would come
back, or another tenner in its place,
and Loder’s huge winnings along with
it.

Any tenner would answer the pur-
pose, for it was cortain that Mauleverer
did not kuow the number of the note.
If he found a tenner, left for him in his
study, he would have ne doubts. Ho
would think, as everyboady else would
think. that n pal had baggoed it for him,
and kent it back till the excitement
died down.

In the meantime, Loder was safg.

o had been almost sick with terror
when Prout mentioned the thumb-print.
Ile shrugged his shoulders now as he
vealised how safe he was.

Was he safe?

If he could have locked inte Study
No. 1 in the Remove, and if he could
have heard what the Bounder was say-
ing to_a number of Eemove fellows
there, Loder would not have felt guite
so safe.

Tee Maigyer Lipziky.—No. 1,399
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THE SIXTEENTH CHAPTER.
Smithy Knows I

L OT " snid Lord Mauleverer.
R The Bounder gave him a
black look.
“It's plain encugh for any-
hﬂdvR but & fool to sce!” he snarled.

£} ﬂt [M

Harry Wharton & Co. locked dubions.
Tom Redwing and Peter Todd shared
their doubts. The Bpunder was abso-
lutely assured. He had worked it out,
in his own belief, to the last decimal

ink.

“Look at it!" he snapped. “Loder
gets hold of Mauly's letter—I shouldn’t
waonder if he knew what was in it, when
he made Mauly open it in his presence.
Anvhow, ho collared the tenner, and

retended to forget to givo it to Prout.
gf Bunter hadn't barped in, FProut
would noever have Imnrdg of it.”

“Yaas; but—="

“Then I find him io the Hend’s study
fumblin’ at tho drawer that Bunter saw

Frout puj the note in, He lost his
temper, and gave me a whopping I
haven't got over vet.” Vornon-Smith

gritted his feeth. “I ask you, man,
what does 1t logk like?"

“It looks,”
laolks But——~"

“The lookiulness is terrific; but the
butfulness is alse great,” murmured
Hurrece Jamset Ram Singh,

“Then there's a mignight. rag in
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Prout’s stude, and the banknote's
missin’,” went on Smithy. “ Nothin'
clse mizsin’. The banknote ecouldn’t be
got at without smashin® the writing-
table. And the room was vagged and
wrecked to cover it.”

Yaas,” murmured Lord Mauleverer.
H-Bl,lt'-—'—u

“But—" eaid Bob Cherry.

*0Oh, you dummies!” growled the
Bounder. “Can’t you sce, or won't
vou? Only that tenner was pinched-—
Toder dared not touch Prout’s money!

It could be put up that some pal of
Mauly's had bagged that tenner to give
him—that looked likely enough, and

cvervhody belioves it, or nearly avery-

body. That washes out the iden of a
thief. That makes Loder safel”
“Yoas; bot—*

“Oh, you'rd a silly ass!” exelaimed
tha ecxasperated Bounder. "I tell you
it's perfcctly elear. I've got some en-
largements of the phut?gmphs 1 took
of the thumb-print. va had them
made in Courtfield to-day. Y made
themn put the job through quick. And
if we get a print of Loder’s thumb, we
shall find that ther agree. And
we've got o Bheriff's Thumb-print Re-
‘gbm;dcr. We can do it; and we're goin'
) +n

murmured Toddy—"1it,

*Yaas; but—"

“*Oh, shut up, Mauly, you falhead!”

Lord Mauleverer smiled.

“Let o fellow speak!” he urged.
“You've got it all clear, Smithy, excep-
tin' ono point.”

“And what's
Bounder angrily. :

“1f Loder pinched tha tenner, it will
never turn up. That will wash ont tha
theory that a pal of mine bagged it to
give it to me. So Loder can't
relyin' on that holdin’ water for long.”

‘Tha Bounder was silent. That was,
indeed, a weak point in his theory,
otherwise very complcte and convineing,

Harry Whorton smiled faintly.

“What about that, Brmathy?”
asked.

The Bounder grunted, and tapped the
enlarged photographs that lay on the
study table.

“Btick to facts ™ he seid. " Wo can
get Loder’s thumb-print, and we're goin
to! If it agrees with this—docs that
msake it olear, or doesn't 3™

“Well, ves; but—-"

“But what?” snapped the Bounder,
“Ian't it plain? We know that Loder

lays ¢aords and backs horees, and we

now he loses momney. Ile’s got him-
solf into a fix, and this iz his way of
gettin’ out of it.” :
s Yy stenling 7 said Tom Redwing.
“Yos, you ass!”

Redwing shook hiz head.

“It won't do, Smithy,” zaid Dob
Cherry slowly. “Loder’s every sort of
a rotter and a blackguard, and a worm
and s toad. But I can’t belivve him
o thief—l1 just can't!”

“There's no thicf at Greviriave,™ said
Johnny Bull, shaking his head.
“Where's Mauly's tenner,

encered the Bounder.

“Some ass is keeping ik dark, T
suppose,

‘he Bounder looked round from face
to face. His look was black and
bitter. He had it all e¢lear; he had
worked it out like a detective, And
he had failed to convinee,

Every fellow there loathed Loder of
the Sixth; but no fellow there, except
Smithy, could believe that Loder was
a thief, He was cverything short of
that, perhaps; but he was not that.
They simply conld not believe such a
thing of any Greyiriars man.

“You foolzs! said tha DBounder it
terly. “ You're going to keep on fancy-
ing that some ass took that note for
Mauly, and is kecping it back till thn
fuss 15 over. What are you goin’ to
say when it doesn’t turn up at all?
Loder will score all right, It's fixed
that gomo junior ragged the study and
bagged the banknote; and it will be
fi:mgf in the leng run, that it was a
junior that pinched it, when it doesn't
turn up. And that's Loder’s game.”

“Rot!” said Lord Mauleverer,

“Ien’t it clear " roared the Bounder.

“Clear enough,” apreed the schoolboy
carl amiably, “ Nothin' in 1t, all the
same. Loder’s s bad hat—a very bad
hat—but he's not a thicf. And he's
still less cu’puble of pinchin' and fixin'
the pinchin’ on anm&he:-d_:.t elze. You'ra
still feelin® that whoppin', ¢ld bean, and
that's what's the malter with you™

Tha juniors grinned.

Vernon-Smith breathed hard.

“Will you back me in—in bapgging
Loder, and gettin® his thumb-print 1" he
said. “That will settle it, one way or
tha other. Tf it's proved that it was
Loder ragged in the Fead's study, I
suppose you'll admit that he wos after
thoe tenner.”

“1—1 suppeose ¢0,” said Harry slowly.
¥Ha couldn't have had any olher
motive if he did it. But—*

that #* snapped the

ha

then ¥



"“Will you back ma up, then?”

“¥Yes; cortainlyl After what you've
said, it's got to sottled, ona way or
the other. And it's time the brute was
handled, for that licking ho gave you

yesterday.”

2 mdy enough !™ said the Bounder.
“You'll ind that Pm right.”

Ao whioch tha other fellows mada no
rejoinder; and the meeting in Study
No. 1 broke up.

The Bounder, at least, had no doubts,
At prep that evening in Study No. 4 a
sardonic grin lingered on his hard face.

The “war” st Greyiriars was going
to end in the utter discomfitura of the
bully of the school; in Loder's diegrace,
and in his expuleion, if the Bounder
waa rig!ht. Ha had taken the banknote
ha ecould only have taken 1t to spend.
It was gone, and Loder was dono for.
Neither Prout nor snyons alse could
doubt that the unknown hand that had

broken open the drawer had taken tha-

banknote from it. It weas only neges-

sary to prove that that hand was
r's.

. And the Bounder was going to prove

it.

Once he had Loder’s thumb-print, to
compare with hie enlarged photographs
ha had certain proot—to ba place
before the headmaster. The Bounder
had no meray for a thief.

It was the “sack ® for Lader,

That was a cheery anticipation for
the Bounder, still feeling twinges from
the sthﬁﬂ thrashing tho bully of the
Sixth had given him. Loder of the
Sixth was not, after all, so safe as he
believad,

— ——

THE SEVENTEENTH CHAPTER.,

Down and Qut !

ODBER of the Sixth came along
I from the Prefects’ Room,
stepped into his study, switched
on the light, and threw the
door ghut.

The next moment he jumped.

Naturally, he had not expected to sco
anyone in the study. But he did see
somebody—in fact, quite a number of
somebodies! One glimpse of faces
covered with Guy Fawkes masks was
cnough for Loder—and ke turned to
grab at the door and tear 1t open
ngalin,

ut he had no time.

Seven or eight pairz of handas fast-
ened on Loder at the samo moment, and
he went down on the floor of his study,
and & duster was crammed into his
mouth almost before ha knew what was
happening.

Wriggling in the grasp of many
hands, the Eull:.-r of Greyfriars glared up
at the masked juniors In speechless
rage.

It was the secret society again, and
they had been waiting for him. But
it was not & ragging this time !

One of them locked the door; another
was holding the duster to his mouth to
keep him quiet. Each arm and |
was grasped, keeping him halpless.
But it was the action of another of his
assailants that caught Loder’s emraged
eyea and riveted his attention.

That member had taken a folded
cardboard from his pocket. Loder
could seo whet was printed on it: “The
Sheriff's Thumb-Print Recorder.™

Ha stared at it blankly.

. The masked junior opened it, reveal-
. ing a sheet of blue carbon paper.

‘Hold his paw 1"

" Lgder’a eves almost bulged from his
ead.

The speaker had not taken the

trouble to disguise his voice in any

EVERY SATURDAY

way. It was Herbert Vernon-S3mith
who was speaking.

Loder struggled wildly. :

Tha tarror that gripped bhim was
elmost frantic. [t was the Bounder
who held the thumb-print recorder; it
was the Bounder who had spggested to
Prout to keep the thumb-print found
in the dismantled study. Loder only
needed to put two end two together!
The Bounder suspected—or knew |

Hea struggled so fierecly, so desper-
ately, that even half a dozen sturdy
juniors had hard work to hold him for

gome minutes,
But they held him| )
He gank back exhausted, gurgling
throvgh the unable to resist

| BEaE,
further, as the &undﬂr grazped his
wrist, rdgrippad his thumb, and pressed
it hard on the thymb-print recorder.
Then the blue thumb was pressed,
h&rd and firm, on the white.cardboard.
A distinot imprint of tha thumb was
the result!
Loder’s thumb-print was taken]
The agony of terror on his face was
not to be mistaken! Under his mask
the Bounder grinned sardonically.

“What do yvon fellows think now "
he asked. k at his facel He
knows what will happen now his
thumb-print’s taken 1

Loder shuddered.

From his pocket the Bounder drew
the enlarged photographs of the thumb-
Frint taken in the Head's studr. Ha
sid thom on the fable, and the thumb-
grint of tha Recorder beside them.

hen he took out a small magnifying-
gless.

“Look 1" he =aid.

Tha jt]l]iﬂl‘& were still holding Loder
—but 1t was hardly neccssary to hold
him now. He was nlmost m o siate of
collapse with terror.

All wes known ! His guilt was clear
as noonday! Disgrace, expulsien, ruin
loomed befors him.

One after another the juniors exam-
ined and compared the thumb-prints
under the magmifyving-glass.

There was s deep silence.

Not a fellow had belhiaved—ecould
believe—that Smithy was right—that
the blackguard ufy Greyiriars had
descended to dishonesty But thers was
no mistaking tha evidence of the thumb-
prints |

They were the same! It was Loder’s
thumb that had left the mark phota-
%ra. hed by tha Bounder-—and now

ed up in Prout's study! Jt was
Loder's hand that had taken the ten-
pound note from the breken drawer!

“My hat I Harry Wharton spoke at

last. “ That does it 1"
“They're the same!” muttered Bob
Cherry.
"It was Loder——" whispered
MNugent.
“The esteemed and disgusting
er——"

Loder Lknew all the woices., There
was no attempt et disguise now, The
juniors did not care whether he knew
them or not. They did not fear the
bully of Greyviriars now.

“Yaas, it's Loder’s jolly old thumb-
print 1” drawled Lord Msauleverer,

The Bounder chuckled,

“Did I tell you so or not? I knew it
was that curl And he's goin” to bho
sacked—the thief| By gum, we've got
him now "

*¥aas, but—"

“Not convineed wvet, you silly ass?"?
snearad the Bounder

“Not guite!” said Lord Maulaverer
placidly. “l'ake that duster out of his
month. Let him speak You needn’t
be afraid thet he'll yell—Loder doesn’t

nead to kee

25

want any witnessoa at this stege of the
proceedings.

“ Hardly I" grinned Bob.

“Let him yeoll as loud az he likes 1™
gaid the Bounder disdainfully. “The
more he brings here to see these thumb-
prints, the betier, before I take them
to Prout.™ Yy

“MNo  hurry,
Maulevarer

Ha remaoved the duster from Loder’s
mouth. The bully of Greviriars was
released and allowed to get on his feet.

Quietly the jumiors removed the
masks from their faces, and slipped
them into their pockets. There was na
their identity & secret now.
But Loder hardly glanced at thcm, He
leaned on the table, white, weak, over-
m:qg_ with terror and the horror of his

11050,

If the cther fellows pitied him, he
had =no pity to expect from thae
Bounder,

Smilthy's eyes gleamed at him ruthe
lossly,

“We're done here |* snapped Vernone
SBmith. “We've got the proof we
wanted. Wa're going to Prout now.”

Loder groaned.

“That thief is going to be sacked!
He's been g‘-_:s_t_l;y keon on petting some
of us gacked—it's his turn first] Come
on !’

“I montioned that there's no Jmrery [*
drawled Lord Mauleverer. “Do let a
fallow speal, E»mithil You take more
than your share of the chin-wag.”

“Look hera, you silly mss, if gﬂujrﬁ
thinkin' of lettin® thet thief of —"
hﬂ‘gnn the Bounder savagely.

‘Let Mauly speak!” said Iarry
Wharton.

" Yaaz—it's really my turn, Smithy,"
said his lordship mildly. “When you
told us about this in the study, old
bean, I said that it was rot and Loder
wasn't a thief! At the risk of borin'
vou, I'mt repeatin' the =amo remark
now 1"

“Oh, you're & fooll” snarled the
Bounder, “Can’t you see ihat the
thumb-prints are the same?”

“¥Yaas,"” ] .

"'Wall, then, wvou silly idiot——"

“¥ou're Irightfully complimentary,
old thing, and 1 eould listen to you for
hours!’" said his lordship amiably.
“But do let a fellow speak—it's gettin’
near dorm, and if you take up all the
time——"

“Look here—"

“I just want to ask Loder & ques-
tion,"” murmured Lord Manleverer.
“"¥ou had the banknote last night,
Loder. I know now that you meant to
keep it back when you pretended to for-

et to give it to Prout. What was the

ig ideal"”

woder stared at him.  Tho weak-
kneed, -white-faced, almost cringin
fellow who leaned on the table was har
to recognise as the overbearing hully
of Greviriers. Never had a tyrant
looked so utterly crushed and beaten.
But a faint gleam of hope came into
Loder's stricken face as his cyes fixed
on Lord Mauleverer.

“]1 swear I never meant fo steal it !”
Loder's voice came in 8 husky whizper,
“Prout weunldn't beliave me if ha zaw
thess thumb-prints and knew that I
was the man who wrecked his stud
Iast night. He coulda’t! But—hut {
ewaar 1I'm no thief! Mauleverer, you
at least know I'm oot 1

“Yagps.” His lordship nodded
amiably *You've ssiled protty near
to the wind, Loder! Frightfully near!
Plenty of evidenca for Prout to sack

(Continued on page 28.)
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OUR THOUSAND-THRILLS YARN OF GRIFPPING OLD-TIME ADVENTURE !

WHAT'S CONE BEFORE.

In spite of the acti-
witiea of Dom Hicker- .
wtan, an Excise officer, g
Tom HRoke, the most
daring smuggler iIn
Essex, succeeds in land-
éng inany o rich corgo.

CAPTAIN CRIMSON!

% o b

it, losing half a million by one’s own
stupidity I

“Think of losing a thousand puineas,
Iad,” =zaid Billy, with s wry lsugh.
“And that's what we're in s fair way
to do for all our cleverness.™

The chaise had dipped out of =ight,
and the words had gearcely been uttered
when the two chums swung round in

their saddles.

A wild, unearthly shriek had sounded
from the common behind them, and not
a great distance away.

They're yonder in that old gravel
pit all the time, and they're murdering
one another!” eried Jack “Come onl
It ean’t be anything else!™

Jack soon discovered, however, that
he was wide of the mark as he and Billy
spurred along the grass-grown cart-
track that wound inte the disused
quarry, and saw for themselves.

Murder was certainly in the sir, but
of & very diffcrent sort, for thres men
were struggling for life and death, and
two of them wers Asiatics!

The third, & powerful figure in a plain
grey suit snd riding-bootz, had its back
towards them, and as they drew rein
at the edge of the bushes, a most extra-
ordinary confliet was in progress at the
bottom of the pit,

In his left hand the powerful man
gripped lean Jung by the throat until
his _eyes started from their socketis;
while with his right he held {fat
Mozufiur so high at am:s’ar!anaéth by the
wrists that the Bengali could not use
his knife, nor vet reach it, despite his
frantic efforts. Mozufiur's turban bad
fallen off, and it was Jung's serecam the
boys heard. ) )

oth Indians wriggled like ecls and
fought like cats, but neither of them
could break free.

Already the strain was telling on the
powerful man, and he swayed & little
as Billy dismounted gnd grasped his
long pistol by the barrel.

Bozuffur's head was thrown back, the
W‘MLT caste-mark on tho brow plainly
vieiblo.

TN

MORTON
PIKE.

xRy

Followed by Jack, Billy stole forward
and smote him a heavy blow across the
forehead that left him senseless just as
Jung sank unconscious under that
tremendous grip.

With a gasp of reliof, and & stertled
oath, the man in grad;r turned to face his
rescuers, who gas in their turn, and
fell back, speech for the face was
covered by a mask of crimson velvet!

Befora they could move the man
snatched up Mozuffur’s turban and
thrust it into the breast of his coat.
Then, wvaulting on to the back of »
waiting horse which, in their excite-
mEtl}t. ti:}aﬁdtwu tfialhum]:u hndtfmfd tdu
notice, = u e slopi rack, an
vanished withptha ﬂn.s]!: ?:5 two whita
heels against the blue sky above them i

“Odds rabbit 1it!” groaned Jack,
staring ruefully at his loaded pistol.
“He's got the diamond, after all! Why
on earth dido't I firo?"

. - L & L

Tha parlour at the Black Boar was
full when the crestisllen chums told the
story of their disappointment to a crowd
of Eﬁ;n athetio listencrs.

Well,” lauﬁmd Tom Roke, “I say

od luck to Mr. Goliath, or whatever

e calls himself. I'd rather he had the
tressure than that big noise Percival.”

“That's the sort of thing you would

say, Roke,” grunted Hickerman, who
was still smarting at his own failure of
the Emvimus night.
“And when vou returned with help
to secure those natives they werea gone,
you say!” commented Mr. Falcon, to
change the conversation.

“Completely, eir; we left a search.
ga.:t}r scouring tho heath, but if they

ad discovered anything we should have
heard news by this” ; :

“Maybe 'tis here now!” eaid Jepp,
the mn:icaeﬂﬂr, ss Reuben, the old post-
boy, came in from the kifchen.

“Summat for ye, Billy,” said old
Reuben, dropping a bag, that gave out
a metallic ring, on to the table. *1 nigh
fell over it inside the stable door. 'Tis
heavy, too!"”

Billy cut the cord, and a chorus of
astonishment broke from the crowd_as

While in Dunkivk, Roks
fe handed a dianiond
worth half o million of
money, {0 be dellvered
fo o Mr. Percival, of
East Indic House, who
is sftoying at tha Blgck
Hoar, in Widewater.
The stone is duly
handed over, 1o he
stolen during the eariy hours
of the morning by tto Asiatics.
Anxious to dizscover ithe
achercabouts of the ihicves
i thus reap the reward of a thou-
sond guincas, Jack Lesmard, son of
the local surgreon; awd his chum, Billy
Jepp, follow the wwmistakable foot-
prrints which lead them to the edge of
a common. B thelr mourils,
they scon the siretch of land ahead.
{ Note vead on.)

A Man and a Gentleman !

ILES of gorse and heather
stretched on every side, risin
to s lofty ridge that afforde
a magniicent view over half

the county, with the town of Chelmsford
in the distance, veiled in & bluo haze,

It was very wild country, and there
were & hundred hiding-places on the
heath where » regiment might have
lain hidden.

“Wo'll go on to the Griffin,” said
Billy, “and inquire they've passed
that way.”

Billy end Jack rode on, only to learn
nothing had gone by, but the carrier’s
cart. Returming sgain to the common
they searched the sandy tracks on every
side, but not & single trace did they
find of those footprints which had flled
them with such hopes,

That the two raseals wera atill in
hiding, there could be no doubt. And
23 long as the sun blazed down from an
slmost cloudlesa sky, lean Jung and fat
Mozuffur would stay where they were
with *“The Light of the Moon for
coOmpany.

“There's & chaize yonder,” said Billy,
after t}geﬁ; had beaten the bushes in a
dozen i erent directions. “One of ours,
too, I recognise the horses, and that's
old Reuben driving. Do vou know, I've
half & mind to semd a message to Mr,
Faleon, telling him we've traced the
rascals thus far, and must have help.”

The dust cloud increased, and as the
yellow vehicle drew lavel, Jack and Billy
eaw that its solitary occupant was Mr.
Porcivel, who was huddled up in ane
of the corner seata,

The unhappy man's face was covered
in his hands and he did not sce the two
chums, and the short-sighted Reuben
had paszed by before they could speak,

“I wouldn't care to be in Percivals
shoes,"” muttered Jack. * Just think of
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a shower of gold spread over the table-
to

the label aloud. *'' Bhare this with the
grateful thanks of * Captain Crimson,”
whosa life is worth more to him than a
thousand guineas!® ™

“Where are your rogues now, Mr.
Hickermsni” cried Tom Roke, the
smuggler, laughing merrily. "I always

d you ‘Captein Crimson’ was &
man, and a gentleman in the bargain [

The King Wants Men!

AN HICKERMAN, tha Excise-

D officer stationed at Widewater,

twisted his bushy eyebrows into

8 puzzled frown, and cheched his

horse in the middle of Chelmsford High
Htroet, for two roasong,

One was bocause the ride had given E

him & thirst; the other, that a quite un-
usual number of seamen, with a sprink.
ling of red-costed marines, slouched
aimlessly np and down In groups of
threes and fours. From the latter,
HMickerman instantly drew his own con-
¢lusions,

The marines were armed with
muskets; the zailors had brass-hilted
hangars dangling from thelr shoulder-
helts, and each man carried a stout
cudgel in his fist,

“Ho, ho!” murmured Hickerman.
“The Press-gang, or I'm a Dutchman [
And he beckoned to one of them BaYy-
ing, in the gruff tone of mmmgnci that
spoke of thoss days when ho else had
served in his Majesty’'s Navy: * Where
1z your officer?’ :

“Your honour will find our lootenant
yonder; st breakfast with the Captain
of Merinez,” replied the man, pointing
to an inn-sign dangling over the
cobbled pavement,

Hickerman dismounted, peeped over
the blind of the coffee-room window,
and saw that there were threa figures
in the room; two men in uniform at a
table, the other, u vivilian who perused
n news-sheet spread out beside his
tankard. Mr. Damel Hickerman
chuckled for the first time for many a
long weelk

“Egad!” he muttered, like ons who
has solved a difficult problem. * This
ghould save me a long ride and seitle
my business for good and all.”

hen he opened the deor with a
loud: “Gogd-morning, gentlemen!” in
hiz bluff sailor fashion, the two looked
round, but the sclitary man resumed
his reading after a brief stare through
hiz quizging-glass,

"ﬁa, ‘s rare rib of beef, cooked to a
turn,”’ said Hickerman, walking up to
the table-end. *“If wou have no ob-
jeetion, gentlemten, I should like to join
ou, I take it we sll love & wet

fore a long toad, eh? Drawer, tha
Targest mug of old ale, well laced with
Jamaics, and I gee these gIaues ara
empty—if 1 may be allowed?”

“You are very good, sir,” smiled the

Naval lieutenant. * You have surely
been in tha Serviea®”
. “"¥es, and still serve the King, though
in another way,” responded Hickerman,
slightly dropping his wvoice. “How
many men have you out thers, sir?”

The Excise-oficer jerked his head
tewards the window.

_‘*Eigﬁltj’ ' tarpauling,’ and my
friend has thirty redconts.”

g | g_ather the errand wou are on™
mard

ickerman, wi&h a sly wink. " But

which way go youl

“To ﬁ::lahestar, and failing that,
Ipewich.”

“Then I can assure you of a hundred
stout follows to be had for the taking,

and not ten miles from this! i
Excise-officer, "Twill ba the easiest

p-
“What's here?" ecried Jack, reading th

said the
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capture ever made, and the half of them
geamen from the cradle. Tom Roke,

¢ most daring smuggler in ®, i4
marrying to-day at _two of the clock,
and all the world and its wife will be in
the church. You'll have 'em like fish
n & net, and may clap the darbies on

x

BYery man—gémk az he comas forth, be-

ginning with Roke himself,”
. “Btap my vitals, T like your scheme,
gir, and 'twill spare us & long march

this bmiimﬁ day!” cried the Naval
officer. "“What say you, captaini”

“I aay 'twill ba mortal hard luck on
the ynkappy bridegroom!” laughed the
Captain of Marines. “But the King
wants men.'’

“And I've wanted Tom Roke this
past six months, the insolent dog I ox-
claimed Dan Hickerman, "“A doen
times have I been within an ace of his
eapturs, but no eel was as slippery.

veryone in Widewater is his friemnd.
His spies are always ready to give him
warning, But five years aboard a man-

o’-war will break his spirit, and should
teach him to mend his wayse”

“Ten riiles, you eay, to this place of
rst” said the lieutenant, ss fhe
rawer came in,

“Ay, and T will take you by & way
that will bring us to the town without
fear of anyone giving TOgues WAIN-
mg. re’s to success, and long life to
us all.”

The solitary man at the othor end of
the table beckonéd the drawer, and
pointed to his own tankard, at the same
tima keeping a forefinger on a para-
graph in the journal before him, which
seemed to interest him not a little.

“Fill me again,” he said, *and bring
ine a-sheet of iﬂtta; paper, and the
whereawithall to seal it. hen does the
Lendon coach pass?”

“In an hour's time, your honour.
They change horses here.”

The gentleman nodded, and walking
to the window, regarded the passers-by
through his Quizmng-i!aﬁs; turning his
back on the others with the superior air
of one who found his chance compan-
ione not greatly to his liking, though,
had they but known it, not a word of
their conversation ezcaped his attentive
ear | :

Even when the drawer had brought
the necessary articles, end he returned
to the table, the gentleman wag still
listening the while he wrote, .

The letter finished, he folded the six
brief lines it contained, scaled it care-
fully at the lighted taper, and, taking
up Em hat and rldjngv‘whlli: walked out
with a deliberate step to the inn yard.

The moment he had closed the door
behind him his manner chanped.

“iHave you s man you can trust to de-
liver this letter at Widewater in an
hour's time?” he said to the landlord,
drawing him into the centre of the yard
by tn button of his long-Bapped waist-
coat,

“1 have that, gir—hi, send John Stack
here 1"

In response to the call, an old post-
boy r-lﬁrw&utad himself, knuckling 5 very
wr

inkled brow, :

“Do_you Lknow Widewnter Black
Boar, J Stack?’ said the gentleman.

“Ah, that I do, your honour I

“And the house of the doctor directly
opposite?” . i )

Dr. Lennard’s, sir—white, wi' three
gables set in & garden it be.”

“Good]! 'Then carry this to that
house, John Btack, telling them to give
it to Master Jack al onco—mark yo, I
said at once—you see this pguinea?
Your master will hand 1t to you when
you returnl”

Within five minutes the ancient post-
l:l:g_awm trotting out of the yard, the
letter buttoned under his short blue
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jacket. Only when he had seen Stack
turn the corner did the sender of that
letter mount his own horse, and follow
in the same direction,

K K [ [

All Widewater was up betimes, and
for those inseparable chums, Jack and
Billy, betimoes meant six o'olock in the
maorning,

And what s fine moming it was to be
sure | Billy's prett{’ sister Nancy could
not have chosen a brighter one Tor her
?-'Eddlni;ﬂay. There was not a cloud
in the sky. But they were to cote later
u_n—Ejentf of them! .

“What ghall wo do with ourselves,
Juck? grihned Billy Jepp, “There's
oceans of tlme before the service, and a
holiday for everyome at the Boar. Let's

go fishing, eh 1"

“I'm with you!” agreed Jack
Lenngrd. “Haven't been on the water
for an age. We'll dig some bait and
get the boat ready before breskfast, and
start directly after.”

Tom Roke's lugger lay at her usual
mooring in tho fairway, about fifty

ards out from the river wall behind the

lack Boar, and the haﬁpy bridegroom,
with half a dozen of his trusty crew,
were decking her with gay bunting in
honour of the occasion.

“YWhat, making ready to sail, Tom?"’
hailed Jack, laughing, as he and Billy
sculled by the lugger's stern om their
way to the fishing-ground ILeluw the
island. "I theught you were going to
ba married this afternoon {*

“And so I be, Master Jack,"” replied
the young smuggler.- “I've waited a
tidy while for Nancy, and no power an
carth shall stay us tying the knot to-
dng‘ Where be ye gomg now?”

“T'other end of Long Swim, Tom,”
said - Billy Jepp. “We'll be back time
enough for the wedding, never fear,
and.don't you dare start without us!”

Tom Roke's good-humoured laugh
was good to hear as they pulled down-

stream,
MI'm glad Hicky's taken himself off
for the day,” said Billy, as he shippad

his scull and dropped an anchor mto the
still water,

“Didn’t - koow he had,” seid Jack,
“but I'm glad, too, Where's he gonc?”

“London, so he said. Hea rode out of
the vard just before you came aoroas,
and he was mighty uncivil to mother
yesterday when she paid him the com-
pliment of asking him to danca at tha
wedding. Ha told her he hoped to seo
Tom Roke dance at the end of a rope
some day, and that it wouldn't be his
fault if didn't.”

“Sort of thing he -would B
Iaughﬂd Jack, baztin%‘ his hooks. “If
he'd been & decent Iellow, he'd have
buried the hatchet for once, and let his
dragoons line the dpat.h to the church-
door. Nancy and Tom would have
looked fine coming out under an arch-
way of drawn swords, eh?™

“You're right, old chap, but Dan
Hickerman hasn't a decent bone in his
body, and one of the corporals told me
the troopers have had orders not to go
near the church, so they've all put their
money together and given a day's pay
to buy a wedding present for Nancy
instead, He couldn't stop them doing
that,"

“Bravo!” nodded Jack., " Every-
body’s fond of Nancy, and Tom is a
rare goed chap. All wish them happi-
ness in their new cottage yonder!"

(Witk spies always ready to give Tom
Roke warning, it will take o bettér man
than Hickermon to eolch ithe young
smuggler napping! Be sure and read
next week's exciling chaplers of thia
popular advénfure story, chuma/)

Tag Mazwzr Lmrsny.—No. 1,389,
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THE SCHOOLBOY SLEUTH!

(Continued from page 25.)

vou, or for a judge and jury to send
vou to chokey | hat t®

TLoder shuddered.

“Ueegeos gons the wrong way 't
asked his lordship. *I'ushed for cash
and tryin' to mako yourseli belisve that
vou were only borrowin’ the banknote?
Do I get you ™

“You utter idiot!”

Smith.

“Bhut up a manute, old chap! I
hate to tell yon that you talk too much—
Lt you really de! Is that it, Loder?"

“Yes," almost whispered Taoder. *I
swear it] I—1 had {o have the money,
and—and it's only for a timel 1 swear
I was going to put tho money back in
vour study 1t a day or two, Mauleverer,
for you to find there. I—I know whal
it looks like—dwt T ewear—"

“bMy dear man, [ believe von, of
course,” satd Lord Mauleverer, “What
vou've done, Lodér, 15 stealin'. DBut
vou persuaded yourself thab it wasn't.
You tried to make yvourself believe that
veuu werne only borfowin' the cash!
It's weird what o fellow can make him-
zelf’ believe when he wants tol  But
it won't do, Loder! In the jolly old
circumstances, I'm not goin' to lend
von that fenner 1™

“I—T1 can pet it back—I'll refurn it—
for moercy’s sake give mo a chanes!™
eroaned Loder. “I—I admit everything
—but I'm not & thici—" Ide (nished
with & groan.

Tho junhiors locked at one another.
Tven thé Bounder's hard and bitter face
velaxed ot that utter, despairing sur-
ronder of b enemy.

- Wharton broke the silence.

“*“You will return the banknote to
Mauleverer, Loder ¥

“Yes, yves, yes!™ breathed Loder.
“Anvthing! And—and 1°ll sce that

said Vernon-
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Prout lets the matter drop! I can do
that! Only—only pgive me & chance!
I—I've been rether a brute to youn
fellows—I—I know I have—but—but
—you know [ never meant to be a thief
~for mercy's sake don't disgrace me for
lifo because I've bheen o fool—"

Hiz volce broke,

“Let it go at that!” said Harry
Wharton.

He looked at the Bounder.

Vernon-Smith  hesitated a  moment.
Then he nodded. : -

fLet's get out of this!” he =aid.

Loder was left nlone in the study! Ho
sank into a chair and buried his facc 1n
his hands ! s :

For a long, long time he sat there.

He was going through some_of ‘the
bitterest moments of his life.” He was
atill shuddering from his narrow escape
of utter ruin. PBut thet lesson, bittor as
it was, was for Loder's good. Ilo had,
08 Mauleverer said, sailed vory ncar the
wind; he was never likely to sail so near
againl :

] L] - . #

The next morning, in break, Lord

Mauleverer found a ten-pound note
unider  the inkstand on  lus  study
table.

Loder had not found it easy to get it
back from Mr. Joseph Banks, whom he
hed visited specially after lights out for
fhve purposo. -

Indeed, Mr. Banks had positively
refused to part with it till Loder gave
him & hint of how it had besn acguired.
- Now it was in Mauly's hands agam.

It remained there. Loeder's influence
with Mr. Prout was nz strong ns ever,
and evidently he had used it. For when
Mauleverer reported -to MMr. Prout that
the banknote had turned up that
pous gontleman graciously told him that
upon consideration, he was of opinion
that Blavleverer conld be relied upon fo

Mr. Prout added, was the opinion of his
head prefect, so it was left at that,

A considerable amount of the ton-
pound note was expended in a noble
spread in Mauleverer's study, to which
every member of the sceret socioty was
invited—with the rosult that the study
was orammed, and thoere was an ovor-
flow mecting in the Bemove passape.

Exactly what Loder of the Bixth was
feeling like towards them Harry Whar-
ton & Co. did not know. Certainly, that
day, at least, his ashplant remained idle.

1t was probable that Loder, in the
long run, was glad that the secret socicty
had butted in and forced him to recover
that “hborrowed ” - banknote from BMr,
Joseph' Banks For there was a very
surprising item of news i the cvenn
paper ” Gay Goldfish, that dead cort an
sUre Emif:, tad coma in seventh !

And ‘Loder, when he saiw that news,
breathed decp with thankfulness 1hat he
had not, after all, backed that delusive
geegee.  But for the seeret society fnd
the clue of- the thumb-print “the
““horrowed * banknote would have been
gong beyond recallt )

l\-{r. Prout would have boen asionished
could he have known that his head
praofect was feeling  thankful to the
Groyfriars E-rmn-t Horvicty for their latest
procesdings!

But Lﬂg:r was | )

Prout was still hard on tha trail,
endeavouring to discover the p{'rf)ol rator
or perpetrators, of that dremcndous rag
in hiz study! He was still under “the
inmpression that his dutiful head prefect
was hard on the trail also. But that
was enly ona of Prout’s many mistaken
wmipressions ! :

THE EXD.

[Next trecl’s splendid yarn of Harrpy
Wharton & Co. 5 entitled : “PUTTIN G
PAID TO FPROUT! Yon ecan make
sure of eajoying this wonderful tfreat,
boys, by ordering your copy of the
Muaxer to-dayf)
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SNOW’'S COMING

So make your bookings right now for
reserved seats in Tom Brown’s horse-
drawn sledge! Drop in and inspect 1f
l any time you like in the school stables
—but don't forget that if anyone
damages that sledge, I'll sleigh him !—

TOM BROWN, Study No. 2, Remave.

i

No. 114 (New Seriﬂ_l.)

EDITED BY HARRY WHARTON

ﬂ&:‘:l:m Sth,

of your Form

this

1934

WOULD-BE FORM CAPTAINS |

Bend for my amazing Free Booklet
describing how you can becoms skipper I

No ambitious lad should be without
engrossing brochure |—GEO,
BULSTRODE, Skippers’ and Prefects’
Training College, Study No, 2, Remove,

in twenty-four heurs!

ramr
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Our Fighting Editor on :

BOXING’S SENSATIONAL NEW
RECRUIT

Here's news to meke the]hopes of Unels Al And

most jaded fan sit up and|Uncle Al has high hopes of
take nofige. FISHE T. | Fishy. Fishy's hopes are ceén-
YISH 1S MDING INTO THE | tred in Unole Al's privy purse.
RING ! And TUnele Al's hopes are

centred in the possibility of
the Fish family turning out &
World Chamy )

Unecle Al's hopea haven't
troubled Fishy much whils
the Atlantioc has arated
him from his uncle. DBut now
things have altercd suddenly.
Unelo Al i3 coming to England
end ko allows he's anxicus to
see how his nephew ia shaping
a3 o scrapper. It's ihat httle

Na, I haven’l beon out in
the sun, gone goofy, sat down
and dresmed it, or anything
af the kind. ¥izhy is defin-
itely taking® up boxing, and,
if you doubt what I say, turn
up in the gym next Fnday
evening and see for your-
selves |

Needless te say there's a
reason behind all thia. When
thee lad from Noo York

staggercd into my study, the | circumstonee that hos led
other cvening, Lnocking at|te Fisher T. Fish's sudden
the knees, ond ld me | deciston.

huskily that he guessed he
was gonna take up boxing, I
promptly guessed thero was
a story behind it. There
was |

The fact ig that Fishy has
an Unecle Al who has made a
ile out of the Big Fight
acket. TFishy has high

;;KY’S BIRTHDAY GUIDE
This week : GERALD LODER

The horoscope of the eateemed and disgusting Loder con.
firms my woratful mari-zi::-na. I am regretfully sorry to
say that it is his starful destiny to Le a black sheep for the
reat of his echooldays and probably an honoured and detost-
able villain after leaving schoel.

If Loder would make the esteemed and needful effort
he might escape thia Jamontable and idiotio fate; but the
indications ave that he will always be too fond of the twigtfui
ways of villainy to turn his esteemed footsteps roundfully
in the othor direcilion.

Loder's horoscope warns him to look out bewarefully when
he comes in contact with galloping horses. Posaibly this
meanfully implies that hoe will at some futureful time be in
rlnngﬁr of bodily injury from these estesmed gquadrupeds.
On the other hand, the danger will more l:lmba’bi come from
the honoured and disgusting " bockies ” who betfully lay
the odds about the esteemed winner |

I might say a lot more ahout Loder, but

Well, chaps, it's our proud
boast in the Remove boxing
department that we do our
best to make something out
of the most unpronusing
material. This applies to
Fighy, too, and we can tell
you we'rs going to do what
we can with him. But we

i —

must admit that we've gnt]
& hard nut to crack !

Up to the end of last term
the only man Figh had fought
with any suceess was Bunter—
and that victory was nothing
to write horne about |

When I got the new recruit
round to the , on the
night of his decision, I tried
him out with a rabbit in the
shape of Trevor. Trevor ac-
cidentally touched him on the
chest before they started—
and Fishy promptly collapsed
with an agonised ehriek, and
refused to go on for anothor
instant.

Later, I porsuaded Fishy to
put in sorae punch-ball prac.
tice, Within five ssconds tho
ball had biffed him on the
[ boko and Fishy was counting
the etars |

£o, we're up

you

£P0,

against a pretty tough pro-
position. But all the samse,
we'ro going on with the good
work, and, beliava 1t or not,
wo're  determined to make
Fiehy a boxer or perich in
the attempt !

Let you know how we get
Fon next weel: !

These lctiers, put in their
right order, give the name of

a popular schoolboy character,
ﬁ%ﬂat ig the name

HERE BCGCDRY

A NEWSANC

A NEWS SENSE

By DICKY

Jack Jolly & Co., of the
Fourth Form, were eggsplor-
ing the old priery at 5t.
Sam's, when, much to their

rize, the otted Dr.
Birchemall, the Head, hurry-
ing through the rumns with a
pinnister-looking metal object
about the size and shape of a
football held at arm’s.length
in front of him. ;

Watching with growing mis-
tification, they saw him place
it carefully under & large
bolder, then light a match
and apply it to tho taper that
hung from it. The Head
then dashed away and hid
behind a barrier of ruined
II].E-’ED‘.I.'II'}"-

Half-a-minnit later a def.
foning eggsplosion rent the air.
Bang! Crash! WalIo}- !

“ Grate pip ! ™ gasped Jack
Jolly, whon the smoke had
cleared away and the daybroe
had fint falling to earth.
** It must have been & bomb 1"

“Da you think the Head
has become en onarkist ¥
aslced Merry nervussly.

* Either that, or he has

ne potty,” said DBrght.

I fansy we ought to keep an
eye on him aftor this.”

“Let's follow him up,”
sujjested Jack Jolly. * ﬁ;'a
making for the tutkshop by
the lock of him."

The juniors followed Dr.
Birchemall at = aotive
distance out of the ruins and
acrosz the quad towards the

orter's lodge. Outside that
Eu.ild.i.ng, to their amazemeant,
they saw the Head don a
mesk and produce a wator.
eguirter which mite easily
have beoen taken for & re-
volver. He then ran into the

lodge—and & moment later

NUGENT

Jack Jolly & Co. herd a ory
from within,”

When the thres arrived in
the doorway they =saw the
school
chair, bound tand end foot.
Of the Hen¢| ihere was no
trace ; he hai eleady made

ocd hia esimps through a
ack door

Having rol tho fright.-

ened porter, [k Jolly & Co.

returnod to the 3kool House.
What the diskens had come
over the Hesd, they couldn’t
imajine ; but shatever it was,
they were d-ﬂtfrminad to solve
the mustery L’

The fHrst thing thet met
their eyas on a-'wving indoors
was a gathigng of Fourth
Formers whith was bein
addressed by Dr. Birchemall.
He had, by Hus time, dis
karded his mak end water-
Eiatrnl. and, Ir reasona best

nown to hipwedl, was grin.
ning all over hiz dial as he
beckoned thén over {o join

the meeting.
“ Come and. juin the rebhels,
boys!"™ he cried: * The

Fourth have dedded to rovaolt,
and they load to you to lead
thera to vietdy!"

" Wha-a-at "
med toilera in
the I , 2 L have just
been telli {hex have snf-
fered in mibwie too long,™
grinned the Head. " The
time haa coaw mow ito rise
against the ‘imany of that
l:-::u':rI:},f'i::n@r Form - maater,
Lickham t ™

‘:] Butm‘; nkhl:bn:; _rif: quite
a decen 8-
claimed Jaﬂir._agg?l 2 =

Dr. Bu:'ahmﬂ. wned.

“ That's ally wknow sbout
it, Jolly. Aswmfitier of fact

“The

WITH

ported attiog on Lia |

he % a fearful tirant who
would not hezzitate to inflict
the rhost frightful barbarities
on his pe
restraining influence I egg-
sert. My advice to you boys
is, rise up in your wrath and
slay him-—mamﬁ%gﬂmtwaly
speaking, of eorse |

" M-m-my hat!"

“Hers he comea! ™ added
the Head in & lowered wvoice,
a3 Mr. Lickham himself came
down the stairs. * Now's

our chaneoe, boysl DBowl
im over and biff him and
bump him till he duzzent
know whether he's on hias
head or hia healat ™

Aftor what they had seen
of Dr. Birchemall in the pre-
vious ten minnits, Jack Jolly
& Co. did not feel like carry-
ing out that order. But the
rost of the Form rushed ta
obey—they didn’t often get
an order from the Head to
bump their own Form-master,
and even though they bore
Mr. Lickham no illewill, the
chance was too good to be
missed !

Two ticks later Mr. Liok.
ham got the shoek of his life

ils, but for the|

when & cheering orowd of
Fourth Formers surrounded
him and lifted him off his
faat.

" What the thump
ﬁ‘aﬂpﬂd the master of the

ourth.

" Bump him 1"

“ Down with tirrany | ™

* Hooray 17

A series of wild howls came
from Mr. Yickham as his
anattermy collided time after
time with the hard, unsimper-
thetick linoleum.

“ Yaroocoo!  Legge, you
rotters ! W{-nnup!ﬂgg f
And then it was the turn
of the rehela of the Fourth
to get a shock. Juet ag they
were raising their Form.
master for the umpteenth
bump, the Head's voice rung
out in & astern ordor.
“Stop! Release Mr. Lick-
ham immejately ! "
The Fourth Formers drop-
ed Mr. Lickham like & red-
t briek, and Dr, Birchemall
russled forward. The grin
had vannished from his dial
now, and his eves scemed to
be farely blazing with anger
“Boys! Boye!" he eried
at.arnliy. “ What ore you do-
ing of 1M
o Euﬂaping Mr. Lickham nsg
you told us te, sir,” answered
Trow, &n answor that drew
a snert of rage [rom the
Head.
" How dare you sujjest that
I gave such an order!™ he
cried. I can soe what this
is—a revoll dgaingt orthority.
Very well. I can assure you
that this rebellion will be
crushed with rewthless foreo |
Return to your studies ot once
and remain there till you are
sent for. Jolly, Merry,
Bright ]| You ssem to be the
ringleaders! Follow me to
my study and I will bireh you
binek and blew at once |°
" G-g-grate pipt ™
The Fourth sta: d ewny
to their atudies litke fellows

GREYFRIARS FACTS WHILE YOU WAIT!

in a dreem, and Jack Jolly &
Co. followed Dr. Birchemall.

Arriving in his study. the
Head selected his sigutest
birch and swished it through
the air.

“¥You first, Jolly!" he
said, with an unpiezzant leer.

Jolly, however,
intend to put up with this
skandalous injustiss.

** Nothing doing, sir{” he
said fearlessly. “I'm not
Eoing to be wacked just to

elp you in your cunning
rskeema | ¥

A uliar
seemed Lo
Hoad'a face.

* Blkoems 1

eEEepTassion
come inte tho

Mite I ask
what you'ro referring fo 1"

* Certainly, sir. I'm refer-
ring to that bomb vou put
in the ruinz and your attack
on the skool porter, in addi-
tion to your encurnidgement
of the Fourth to attack Mr.
Lackham [ ™

D, Birchemall started
violently.
" Bomb 7 That bomb was

placed in the mins by an
anarkist | " he cried. ' As
to the attack on the slool
porter that was the work of
s masked bandit,'

* But wo saw both inai-
dents and reckernised your
fizg ot oncel' eggsclaimed
Jack Jolly.

Dr. Birchemall oullered
furiously for a few seconds ;
then, with a sigh, he slowly
put away his birch.

“ What you =ay, of corse,
puts a different nnm;ﬂexinn
on things,” he said. * As it
seems nseless to deny it, [
will now admil that I planted
the bomb and tied up the
skool nporter. But mind,
thia must be strickly ongiry
noo, a8 the French say—no-
body else must know 1 ™

* But—but why—"

“ You want to know why
I acted in this slitely unusual

manner T " grinned the Head.
“Well, T will tall you. The
ANSWERS

little, 1 am fearfully afraid, that would give
him cause for beanful satisfaction; so I |
think that, like tho clamful oyster, I will shut
up. There are oceasions wher, as your charm-
ing English proverh says, speech i3 silverful,
but silence 13 the esteemed thing that goea
longest to the well. This ia one of them !

TUBB’S GOOD TURN

George Tubb is an awfully good-natured
young sport. Wo're told that when Mr.
Twigg picked up his cane yesterday and said :
* Tubb, this is going to hurt me more than
it hurts you,” Tubb was o sorry for him that
he shammed illnesa and gave him & chance
to let himself off |

in the 8

around which

WOULD YOU BELIEVE IT?
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Hop Hi, Won Lanog’s *¥ minor "
e Second Form, has dmﬂ;tﬂ

# kite which will schieve high
altitndes and even loop the loop.
Bammy Buntér made one, too—
but bis canght in a telegraph wire,
it remains per-

manently * looped ' |

lsal ** now.

Trotter, the page, is more olien
geen running than walking.
says he is 50 nged to being always
“ on the moye *
think hs e¢onld ** turn over & new
b R Oneeided page,”
¥ OO MeKns & page,
though

B,
,

Ha

that he doesn't

The Bemove are proud ol the Iasd
thné thay osunally manage o
their own with the heavier

a draw 2—2 last
shook Wharton's hand
Hobson is & blof sori—bul & log |
i thorough sportsman §

L)

Hebeoa Liury

wekk,
&0

Dick Rake won & prize in a Couri=
feld paper’s news snapshot com-
petition with & spap of Wingate
oldér Bhell team at foothall, Alwe storing the winning goal for Gr

e ainst- BL. Jim's,
OTES ITL ﬂllﬁnlhh“'
cAmieraman P

Jofinny Bull

of Ipll.backs
Remowe goal,
! Rake
his camers pay
newareal
¥

snd Tom Brown, the
New Zealander, are tha solid pair
who defend
_Bolsover BAYS
both blunder liks ** bullz ™
En truth is they I.li:ﬂ :Eni:g I.iil1 eASY

Pass Ba & conple e horny

ariety |

—

champio

tha
thay
—bnot

teach anvbody
up, however,

ayan

i T ]
A

5. o L. Field, Remove ugh jumi
znid it was poasible {0
{0 ium%w Ha gave
when nter pre-
sented himsell for imition.
Buonter jumpad

when Bolsover ¢
oracker behind kim |

shiling.

bery to ns |

long ¢

Ly,

did not egE

fact is, I have been appointed
Special Correspondent at Bt
Sam’'s to tho 'Muggleton
Gazette® | ™

¥ %Lm-my l:[a.dt.l <

get & gnny &
eolumn fc-rlﬁi powa sent in
by me which they print,"
eggeplained the Hoad. “Ib
18 quite good payment so
long ms news 18 plentiful.
But, unforchunitly, nothing
immaih‘ueumsi[ Lo have
o is weelt.

Eﬂh orikey ! 3o you—"0

" So I remedied matters by
ereating & lew genzations
mysolf | ¥ nodded the Head.
= tiy! I planted a
bomb and tied up the ekoal
porter and started o skool
rabellion. And now 1've gob
plenty to write about 1™

Yo gods "™

“ Probably thoy'll rive me
the whole front page of thia
week’s ' Gazetis,’ " pgrinned
Dr, Birchemall, " Imajipe
the headlines : ‘ Boys Altack
Masteg '—' Skool  Hebellion
Crushed '—* Bomb Egga-
plodes at 8t Sam's

Masked [Raider Attacks
Skool Porter’l ‘“Why, the
number will sell like hot
cakes | But you will abli
me ,?ratram, boys, if you will
kindly keep mum about what
you know. Do this, and I
will give you a cash prescmb
here and now. Looki"™

He dived & hand into hia
trowsis pockot, from which bhe
withdrew three coina.

* Just a little token of my
grattitude for saying nothing
about _the affair to nobody,”
he said, with a wink.
know it is somewhal urusual
for a headmaster to tip hia
pewpils—but then the oir-
cumstances are unusual, too !
Now you moy go!”

And Jack Jolly & Co. went
—and when they epgsamined
their tips outaide they found
that they had each been pre-
gsented with the magnificent
sum of one haipeony |

TO CORRESPONDENTS

3. BLUNDELL (Fifth}: "1 had a shave
in & barber's ghop and they charg
What do you think of it 1"
Sounds likke & case of a * barefaced ™ rob-

el me a

" ALONZO ™ (Romows)—""Ia it trup that
thero are cannibals in England t ¥

Na, but if ho doesn't keop away from the
Litechen, Bunter will land in the soup befora

But
all right
ded & 0ADNON

Debating

WHY FEEL THE COLD?

. Take ocur tip and join the Upper lourth
Bociety C
ou'l] get enough hot air to keep you warm
or the winter |

Ingtead. In one wisib



