


WHO SAYS A POW-WOW ? Then——

. ;’i* of the

Street,
addressed

FEW weeks ngo, my chumns will
remember, I referred in my chat
to a letter I had received from
a reader whose nom de plume

was “ Bloater " and who was not alto-
gether plessed with the introduction of
%irlu in our Greyfriara yarns, Since then

have received quite a shoal of letters

from both girl and boy readers of the

Magner. 1 only wish I had the space
at my disposal to print them all. Really,
they asre most intoresting.

he opinion seems to he that the
average boy and girl likes to read some.
thing sbout the opposite sex. This is
what Mr, F. G, Cook (of South Ealing)
writea : " A su :
reacers that girls should be eliminated
from the Greyfriara yarns scema io me
to be all wrong. I trust that Mr. Frank
Richards will think fit to infroduce our
female friends in his foture yarns, Your
grateful reader for the last six years”
The foregoing is typical of the majority
of letters 1 have received.

Strange to eay, however, Miss Doreen
ﬂnv&n rt, whnh:hy the ‘;F&:,' has sent :1:;;\
T otograp entire agrees Wi
“BlﬁEtar"’ “ Since the El;itmdﬂaﬁﬂn of
gitls in the MagNeT stories much of.the
* glap.stick ' fun has disappeared,” writes
Mizg Davenport. * You are being unfair
to your piri readers by t.hruat.ing‘ﬁ\."lﬂ—
with therr petty, spiteful gu n
to us. Put the guestion to the vote and

lutlug seo what other ma%&m th;;im:]i‘:;h

isagres enti wit um
in saying that the 'ﬂhp-st:?c{“ fun has
disappeared. Take our circus series, for
instance : it wes chock.a-block full of
amusing situations, The iden of putting
this question of ** girl intereat ** to the vate
is certainly a-good one. I should be glad
to have the candid opinion of readers
who have not yet written me on this point.
The heavy post-bag will be a great strain
¢n the postmbn, I know, but he's got a
broad back 1

D%
BUY YOUR OWN COFPY

of the Magwer? A good many of my
readers are kind enough to lend their
frivnds & copy of the good old paper.
This is very nice of them, and T am sure
any boy or girl whose attention is drawn
to the Macxer in this way is really
grateful. At the same time, parting with
r copy may have ite disadvantages.
& MieweET is nmot merely twopenny-
worth of reading matter to be skimmed
through in & eoupls of hours and then
thrown away. Think how nice it is to be
able to re.read tho stories later on. Be
wise and keep your copy of the MagNET
each weelk., ¥You cannoct do this, of
courge, if it is & borrowed copy. If you
have been content to read the paper on
Joan from a chum, I strongly ndvize you
to do better by buying your own oopy
every Saturday. It only costs twopence,
and ne other paper on the market to-day
is giving better valus for money 1 :
Thiking of reading stories of the past,
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estion by one of your}

Your Editor id always pleased to hear
from his readers,

Write to him : Editor
The Amalgamated

E.C4. A stamped,
envelope will ensure a reply.

look how well’ the stories dealing with
the early adventures of Harry Wharton &
Co. are * going down " in our companion
paper, the GEM. This week's yarn,

“HARBRY WHARTON'S SACRIFICE !"'

ig really a top-notecher ' Peter Hazoldene,
the cad of the Remove, iz in the clutches
of a moneylender. In his desperate
plight he tries to stave off disaster, only
to find himeelf further in the mirel
Here's & yarn that will gain your interest
throughoat. Make & point of rcading it.

It's heen
FIVE SHILLINGS WELL SPENT!

That's what you'll say when ydu've
got your copy of the HOLIDAY AN.
NTUAL., The 1837 issue, now on ssle, is
packed from cover to cover with rollicking
fine zehool stories, humorous articles,
eparklng verses and numerous other

features. I make no apologies for
once again telling you to order your eopy
at the earliest opportunity. To be late
13 to risk disappointment—to order carly
is to avoid being disappeinted |

THINEK sveryvone has heard about

radivm, but I wonder bow many

geu le know what it looks like ¥

d cashire reader has wiutten to
me to ask

WHAT IS BADIUM ?

It looks rather like ordinory salt, and is
extracted from a rare substance known
ws pitch-blende, which ia found in silver,

and tin mines. The amount of
radivm which can be extracted is only
& grain or so to the ton of pitch-blende.
A piece of radium is really & miniatnre
sun, and even the tiniest speck of it will
give out rays of heat and light for o
considerable length of time. Theo entire
quantity of radium so far extracted can be
reckoned in ounces, but it s valoed in
terms of millions of pounds.

Readers of Western stories will be
interested in the following enswer to o
query sent in by Bert Harris, of Margzate.
Hu aska

WHAT IS A COYOTE ?

The word comes from a Mexican word
* coyotl," meaning & prairie wolf. The
coyote can claim to the chempron
howler of the world, and it hae an ex-
tremely wide range of howls. It can howl
in eny key, and ean laugh, sneer or defy
merely by - chanpging ita howls. It is
something of a wventriloguist, too, and
can make its how! appear to come from
miles away when, actually, the coyote
is guité near at hand. What is more,
coyoiss can converse with each other at
great distances, mere‘}? by howling }
Here's anothcr Western guery : this

time from Jimy Parker, of Wigan.
wanls to kuuw

WHY COWEOYS ARE CALLED COW-
PURCHERS ?

Ha

In the early days of Minerica there wore
no fences on the ranches, and the cattle
rogined around free.  As diffevent herds
got mixed wp, it was ueccesury to have
some mark to distinguish the cattle be-
longlog to different owners.  Generally it
was » brand or-a cut on the aninial's
flank or ear. One of the firat jobs o
eowboy had to dowas to brand or ° punch™
the catile, hence he scon aequired the
nickname of *cowpuncher.” It isn't
slways an easy job to * punch V' eattle.
When the cowboys start off {o brand
the young calves the old cows sometimes
ohject, and go for the cowboys. Often
they gore the  cowboys’ horses, and
:‘lﬁequeiuﬂy unseat the riders and break

lewr e

We EE:'H brand cettle in this country,
but we brand swans. The men who
carry out this job once & year are. called

“SWAN UPPERS,™

and their job is to mark the young cygnets
which are born on the Thames. Yhen
the cygnets are old enough, the ' swan
uppers '’ start up the river in boats; round
up the swana and ts, and then
merk the youngstera with the same marks
ns their parenta have. The Hing's swan
uppers go first, avd are followed by repre-
sentatives of two of the London liver
companies. If you think it's an easy jo
to mark a swan, you ought to see the
swan uppers st work! A swan can pub
up & pretty good fight, sand an inex-
periencod 1man caun quite essily get an
arm or o leg hroken by & vigerous blow
from o swan's wing!

Tom Rogers, & Barnet reader, wants to
know why we cell ruffians * hooligans.'
This dates back to the days of

THE HOOLEY GANG,

which was a band of gangsters who

riged the slums of the Borough district
of London. They were led }}%y & TREN
whose name was Hooley or Hooligan—
he used both nsines, There were s0
meny sireet fights thet the hospitals
and police courta were kept busy dealing
with the matter, and almost ﬂ'érg day
the newspapers recorded more doings
of the !:F ey gang, untidl the name
“hoolipan ” bocame to mean a rough,
lawloes gangster., The Hooley gang wers
eventually broken up by the police, but
the name, by that time, had passed into
common use as the English equivalent
of the spaches of Paris, or the larriking
of Australic.

Geo! I'd almost forgotien to mention

-8 word or two aboub next week's super

cover-to.cover story of the chums of
Groyfrigrs, which is entitled :

“*THE SPY OF THE SIXTH!™

Installed in Groyltiare asa tem Ty
gamed master iin the enforced sbsence
of Larry Lasceles, Jamea Loder, the
escaped convictk from Blackimoor, i
counting on absolute eafety. Bohind
the scones, however, the rascally Gerald
Loder, unaware of t-;:m fact that the man
ia actually his consin, is spying on his
every movement in the hope of tripping
him up! Bovs, this yern ia & ¢orker
and one of the tinest Frank Richarde has
given us, The * Greyfrisre Herald'
wants some beating, too, you can take it
from me. My tip to you all is to go
round te your newssgent right now and
ask him to reserve you a copy of next

| Saturdey's MagxeT ¥

YOUR EDITOR.



Super School-Adventure Yarn featuring HARRY WHARTON & C0., of GREYFRIARS, and ——
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At Blackmoor Prison, James Loder was known as Conviet No. 22. But at Greyfriars, he is games
master in the name of his ruthless enemy—the man who sent him fo prison !

THE FIRST CHAPTER.
The Man Who Ran!

6 ERLE, vyou'!™
H Harry Wharton did not

look round.

Parhaps he did net bknow
that Caker of the IFifth was addressing
himi.  Or perhaps he did net care?
Anvhow, be did not look round, and
remained scemingly deal to the power-
ful voice thabt woke most of the echoes
of the towpath along the Sark.

“Here, you ! roarcd Coker.

Coker of the Fifth was standing in
a boat, which rocked by the school rafr.
It was o fine Soeptember afterncon, and
a half-holiday ab Greviriars School, and
Colker, apparently, was going up the
river that afterncon.

Far five minutes Coker had been
standing in that boat, staring past the
heathouse towards the school. Clearly,
he was waiting for somebody to join
him in the boat—somebody who was in
no hurry to arrive.

Coker was not the man to wait one
minnte patiently. Now he had waited
five; so, naturally, Coker was getling
a little excited.

And so, when Harry Wharton, of the
Remove, came along by the boat-
house, Coler shouted to him. And as
the junior did not heed, Coler shouted
pEgain, and yet agan, pulting oh more
and more steam.

“Here, you young sweep, are you
deaf? You cheeky hittle tick, de you
hear me 39

Harry Wharton certainly  heard—
Coker could Lave been heard at quite
a considerable distance. DBut he did not
heed.

He had beon about to enter the boat-
housa; but somethinT, st a distance on
the towpath, caught his eves, and he
stopped to look at ik

Three or four running figures  had
suddenly emerged from Fopper Court
Woods, and were racing along the tow-
path, and Wharton watched them
coming, wondering what wasz up.

Coker did not glance in thab direc-
tion. He was glaring at the jumor on
the school railk.

“Wharton ! he roared.

Addressed by name, at last, the cap-
fain of the Remove took note of the
existence of Coker of the Fifth. e
glaneed round towards the Fifth Form
tman standing in the hoat.

“Hallo, old bean!™ he said politely.
“Did yeu yell?”

“1 ealled you, wyou cheeky
rotter!” pgrowled Coker. al
ou half & dozen times! I'm waitin
or Potter and Greene. Go and te
them ['m waiting for them, and buck
up 1
Harry Wharton laughed.

He was amuszed, partly by Coker's
fancy that he could give orders to
Hemove men; partly by the fact that
Le had seen Potter and Greene, of the
Fifth, going down to football practice

fore he came out.

If Coker was waiting there for his
pals in the Fifth, hs seemed to be
booked for a long waik!

“Don’t cackle at me!” hooted Coker.
“Cut back to the school and tell Potter
and Greene I'm waiting! The silly
assos scem to have forgotten that I told
them we were going up the river this
afternoon.

“Perhaps they don’t want to be
rermingded 1 suggested Wharton.

“Don’'t be o young ass! Cut off!
Keeping o man walting like this!”
fumed Coker. “They were gabblin
some rot about games practice, buk
told them plainly to wash it out-=they
can't have forgotten, Still, it looka as
if they have. Cub off and tell them."

little
“I've ecalled

T Bow-vow !

“What ! roared Coker. “What did
vou say "

“1 said bow-wow [" answered the cap-
tain of the Bemove. “If vou're get-
ting hard of hearing in your old age,
Coker, I'll say it again! Bow-wow !’

Horace Coker breathed wrath,

He was slready very much annoyved.
Plainly he had told Potter and Cireens
to wash out footer that afterncon, ns he
wanted them in the boat. He had got
the boat ount—he had waited five
minutes—and etill Potter and Greens
wera not in the offing. It was more
than enough te annoy Coker; and
choek from a Lower TFourth junior was
the last straw.

He jumped out of the boat, with tha
intention of dealing with that checky
junior as a cheeky junior ought to be
dealt with.

Fivzt, however, ha had to tie the
painter. Me did not want the boat to
float off on the current of the Bark
while he waz dealing with that cheeky

Bemovite. He grabbed the rope fo
tie it
“0Oh, my hat!? ecjoculated Iarry

Wharton suddenly.

He was not leoking at Coker.

His eyes were fixed esgain on the
running figures coming along  the
river-bank. Thevy were nearer now,
coming on fast, and he could make
them out plainly.

One of them was a little in advance
of the others, running desperately, It
was clear that he was a fugilive, and
the others in pursuit.

He was a man of athletic frame. Ilis
face was grimy, gaunt, and stubbly,
with unshaven beard. Bot what fixed
Wharton's attention was his garb. The
torn aud tattered clothes bore the marlk
af tha broad arrow.
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"The convict|” exclaimed Hnr?.
It was some deys since James Loder,
Na. 22, of Blackmoor Prison, had been
seen in the neighbourhood of Greyiriars
S3ehool, ,
Most of the fellows supposed that he
cleared off and sought safety in
soma other direction. Loder of the
S8ixth fervently hoped so; for it was dis-
tinctly unpleasant to have an escaped
convict about whose surpame was the
same as his own |

Evidently, bhowever, he had mnot
cleared off, for here he was, rooted out
of some hiding-place in Sie Hilton
Popper's woods.

ree men were in chase—one a
Courtfield constable in wuniform, the
other twio keepers, They were runnmg
hard; but the bunted man had a goo
lead, end he was keagmg it so far,

But Whartor, as he watched him
coming nearer, could ses how he was

anting for breath, the sweat thick on
iia stubbly face. MHe was keeping up
the pace, but he was getting ncar the
end of his téther. ;

A volca rang from the distance:

“Stop him |’

The pursuers had spotted Wharton
standing by the boathouse. The con-
viet, seeing him, also slackened speed
for a moment or two. Then he came
on as fast 83 before, with desperation
in his face.

“Blow|" paid Coker of the Fifth.

Coker was seeing nothing of the hot
chaso along the SBark. Coker was bus
with the boat's painter. It had slipp
from his hand, and Coker had to grab
the boat to keep it from foating off.

He pgrabbed it, held 1it, and said
“Blow !1” in emphatic tones. Holdi
the boat with one hand, Coker ﬁsi:!e‘ﬁ.
for the painter with the other, He was
far too busy to heed anything else that
might be going on.

arry Wharton, who had forgotten
Coker’s existence, watched the nearing
chase breathlessly.

The hunted man was quite close to
him now, Fast on his track came the
constable and the keepers. The police-
officer was shouting to Wharton. A
dalay even of a minute meant the eap-
ture of the feeing man—and Wharton
was in the way of his Hight.

The Greyiriars junior drew a deep
breath. Any member of the public,
called on by an officer of the law for
aid, had no cheoice in the matter—he
had to. play up. The captein of the
Remove jumped directly into the path
of the running man, ready to stop him.

No. 22, of Blackmoor, came straight
at him, at full speed, and Harry braced
himself for the shock.

But, st tha last moment, when the
man was almost wpon him, he changed
his direction, swerved to the right with-
out reaching Wharton, and ran out on
the raft.

To the pursuers, it looked as if they
had him; for beyond the school raft
rolled the wide river, and the convict
could hardly have hoped to escape by
swimming.

But the desperate eves had lighted on
Coker and his boat. Coker was still
stooping, groping after that elusive
pratnter.

Ha had not got hold of that rope yot,
He never got bold of it. For a sudden
push sent Coker rolling over on Ias
back on the planks, with a roar -of
surprise and rage. And as Coker rolled
and roared, the conviet leaped into the
hoat—the impetus of his leap, as he
landed in it, sending it shooting ocut a
dozen yards into the river.

A few moments later the pursuers

Tee Micxer Lisriry.—No. 1,404,
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wora PEHEHEE:I on the ed%e. of the raft,
glaring at No. 22, of Blackmoor, safo
beyond their gragp.

THE SECOND CHAPTER.
A Race on the River !

¢ ALLQO, hallo, halla!” roared
H Bob Cherry.
““The convick 1" shouted
Johuny Bull.
Four Rembove fellows were arriving at
the boathouse, as Neo. 22, of Elack-

moor, made his desperate leap. Bob
Cherry and Johnny Bull, Frank
Nugent and Hurree Jamset Kam

Singh, ran quickly forward and joined
Harry Wharton.

“It's the convict I” exclaimed Nugent,
“Where cn earth did he spring fromi”

“They seem to have rooted him out of
the woods,”’ answered Harry. * He must
have been hiding about here ever since
we saw him that day on the Pike.”

“A boat [” shouted the constable,

Cioker scrambled to his feet, red with

TARS.

“Who? What? Who?” he spluttered.
“1 sa b, my hat! That daghed
conviot in my boat!" Coker of the
Fifth stared glnnkl at the men in the
boat out in the mddle of the river.
“0Oh orumbe "

“ A boat!” roared the Courtficld con-
stable. “ A boat—quick |

The convict had grasped a pair of

oars and sat down to row. It was clear 3}

at a glanco that he was an oarsman;
the oars crashed into the rowlocks and
dipped, and the boat shot inte motion
with a long, strong pull.

The conviet went with the current
down the river in the direction of Friar-
dale snd the sea.  Luckily for him,
there was no other boat afloat at the
raft at the momant, or pursnit would
have been instant.

The constable and the two keepera
rushed to the school boathouse. The
boatkeeper was there, and in a very few
moments he was helping them put out 2
boat. But the fugitive had gained
minutes, and he was well on his way
down the stream, pulling hard.

With the iwo keepers pulling, and the
constabla sitting at lincs, the pur-
suers shot after him.

From the school raft the Famous Five
watched. It was cne oarsman against
two; but the man from Blackmoor
rowed well, and was keeping ahead.
Doubtless he hoped to gain distance and
take to the land again; bui, though he
keft ahead, he did not look like gamingﬁ

Come on, you men ' exclaimed Bo
Cherry. “We're in this!”

“¥es, rather ¥

Harry Wharton & Co. had intended
to pull up the viver that sunny afternoon
to Popper’s Island, but they changed
their plans at once. The excitement of
the chase drew them, and they rushed
their boat down to tfm water 1o follow

omn.

“My boat!”’ Coker of the Fifth was
stuttering with wrath., *That cheek
convict’'s bagped my hoat! Why, I’
smash him ! Here, you fags, make room
for me! I'm coming in ihat old tub of
yours "

“Buzz off,

Wharton.

The Famous Five's eraft was a roomy
old boat, and there was room for Coker
in it, so fa. as that went; but Coker
was not wanted on board, getting n
everybody’s way X

The juniors jumped in, and as Coker
was about to follow, Bob Cherry shoved
off, jamming his oar against UCoker’s
manly chest for the purpose.

The boat shot away, and Coler went

j]l

fathead said Harry

mre;kimckw;:da, rosring as he hit the

anks.

Nugent took the lines, and the other
fellows tho oars, and four blades dipped
as otg, “Tub’ ga it wes, the Hemove
boat made swift way.

Coker sat up EPIattering.

“Here, you!"” he roared. “You
cheaky fagal Come back! I want s
lift in that boat, you young idicts! Do
vou hear I

Four oarsmen grinned back at him,
and Nugent waved & hand in farewell,
Horaco Coker was left sheking a leg-of-
mutton fist.

Then he started running along ihe
tn:rip&th to ke‘? pace with the chase.
A dozen other reyfriars fellows, drawn
to the spot by the excitement, started
running also. If the convict landed on
the Greyfriars side of the river there
would be plenty of hands ready fo be
Iaid on him.

Other fellows were getting out boats.
Temple, Dabney, & Co. of the Fourlh
were in one; Hobson and some Bhell
fellows in snother. And Vernon-Bmith
of the Remove ran out lns light skiff
and started alone. But all thess were
far behind, and did net look like being
in at the daath—e:m:f)t, perhaps,
Smithky, who made his Little skiff fairly

¥.
Harry Wharton & Co. pulled hard and
draw cfnsa behind tha polica boat. In
the latter the Courtfield constable sat,
his eyes fixed on the stubbly, desparate
face of the man ahead rowing' as if for

13 lifea,
The constable started ug suddenly and
waved and shouted. ome distance

ahead there was o punt on the river,
and standing up in it was old Joyce, the
wogdentter, staring ab the craft sweep-
ing down towards him.

“ Stop him ! shouted the officer, “ Get
in his way! Btop him 1"

0ld Joyce waved his hand, grasped
his punt pole, and poled out into the
Sark, right in the way of the fumitive.

“They'va got him now!” exclaimed
Frank Wugent. “It's old Joyce; he's
shoving his punt in front of him "

Ceasing to pull, Harry Wharton & Ce.
glanced over their zi::-u]clera. . Threy
caunght their breath as they watched.

T?ua convict could not, of course, see
the punt ahead, as hia back was to it
All ho knew, from the constable’s wav-
ing and shoufing, was that something
was getting in the way of his fight.

But he seemed to sense where it was.
A swift swerve, and he wound round
the punt, barely escaping a collision,

Ha passed so close that he had to pull
in an oar to keep clezr. Old Joyce
made a lunge at him with the pole,
missed, and sat down in the bottom of
the punt with & bump and a gosp.

At the same moment No. 22 of Dlack-
moor jammed his car on the punt,
giving it a violent shove that zent 1t
spannltilg across the bows of his pursuers.

rash !

The pursuers were not so lucky in
avoiding a collision. The police boat
hit the punt, rocked, shipped water, and
capsized; and in a moment its three
pccupants were in the waler, chinging to
it.

“(Oh, my hat |” gasped Bob Cherrr.

“ Pull ' shouted Johnny Bull.

The Removites bent to their ozrs
again. The Remove boat shot onward
fast after the fugitive, while old Joyee,

icking himself up dizzily in his punt,
poled fo the resyue of the constable and
the keepers.

In & few moments they were dmppgd
far behind as Harry Wharton & Co.
raced on after the convict.

No. 22 pulled hard. Four oars wera
pulling 1% the Remove boat—but it was,



undoubtedly, ralher an old tub, and the
juniors di:ir not gein.  But they were
not, at all events, lesing ground, and

they kept on [i:a‘melj,u ‘rom  astern
Smithy's light =kiff came shootfing after
them.

The Bounder grinned at them zs he
passed.

“My game ! he shouted.

“dtielk to him, 8mithy 1" velled Bob.
“Weo won't be far behind !

Bmithy flashed on. -

On the towpath the runming crowd
were dropping back., The constable’s
boat was out ¢f the race. Harry Whar-
ton & Co. were keeping pace with the
man from Blackmoor.  But Herbert
Vernon-Smith, going all ont, was mak-
ing his skiff skim the river, and he was
gaining on the convick. And the conviet,

-
-

......
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With the pursuers hard on his heels, the conviet made a dash for the school raft, where Coker was
A sudden push sent the Fifih Former staggering.
sending it shooting out into the river!

as he pulled with every ounce of his
strength, glaved back at the Bounder
with a black and bitter brow.

Sr—

THE THIRD CHAPTER.
The Bouunder's Peril !

=% AMITILY 'S cves danced, .
g Light as o feather, seewmingly.

his ¢kiff shot like an arrow—and
shot past the fugitive labouring
at the oars in Coker's boat,
The Bounder had passed his quarry.
" Ivow hie slacked speed, his eves on the
convict. Harry Wharton & Co. werp
hardly fifty yards away. What Vernon-
sintth had to do was to stop the man
till they arvived. and the conviet’s gatio
was up. Half a dozen sturdy Grevifars
fellows were more than a mmalch for the
beflicst  conviet  of  Backmoor—and
James Loder, Mo, 220 was ahinoar spent.
The thought of danger havdly erozsnd
thoe Boimder's reckless mind.  "Fhe thrill
af the hunt was stroeg on bon T was

EVERY SATURDAY

any fellow's duty to lend & hand in
securing an escaped convict—but Smithy
probably was thinking less of that than
of the excitement of a breathless chase
and of getting his man. Bat if he had
stopped to reflect, it was no light matter
to bar the escape of & desperate convict
—a hunted man who for more than a
week had been on the run, and whoe had
shown on one occnsion ab least that he
was prepared to fight fiercely for s
liberiy. .

1t was only a few davs since Mr. Las-
celles, the pams=s master of Greyfriars,
had spotred him on the rocky slopes of
the Pike and tackled him there. They
had fallen aver a cliff in fierce conflict—
and Karry Lascellea was now in a

nursing-home, with s broken leg.
DBut Herbert Vernon-Bmith wasz not
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thinkice af fhat—or of anyvihing, exeept
gelling (ke conyviet.  'The Bownder had
unlimited pluck, aud he was utlerly
reckless.

Ile bad hiz =kill now diveelly in the
way of the fugitive, and the Boundor
was nok likely to be dispused of s0 casily
az old Joyoo. r

As if he conlid see with fhe back of lus
head, the man from DBlackmeor swerved
to {'imigr: the =kill, bt Binithy was not

to be dodeed, i
Ile ran his skiflf rechiessly in, erashed
on Coker's bouat, and leaped headlongz

into it. leaving lus kil to run whither
it would.

“Puil " yelled Frank Nugent, his
eyes on Lhat starthing seene ;. and the Co.
pulied with all their beef.

Smithy stumbled over in the convicl's
hoat, Tn a second he would have been
up arain aml grasping at the fogilive,
effeciually stapping his fight,

el an oar, swinging roumd, struck
the sida of hiz head as hie was rising,
wd the Bounder pitehed sidewaya,

2

It was a hard Linock, and it threw
him completelv off lis balance, He
went headlonz over the gunwzle inte
fthe water.

Splash !

Smitlyy  dizappeared  under  the
ghining surface of the Sark.

He waz up ngoin In a momenl,

strnggling feebly,

The Bounder was az good a swimmer
ag any fellow in the Remove. But the
knock on the head had dazed him, and
his senses” were spinning. His ilam'l.-'-
were thrown un  helplessly from  the
water.

Another moment, and he wonld have
gono down again. In that moment,
sJonvick Mo, 22 reached over the gun-
wale, dropping hiz cars., ond grasped

about to fle up his boat.

Next moment, the convict lea?ad into the boat—the Impetus of his leap

him by the collar. Bmithy's eves fixeld
wildly on the conviet's hageard face,
e [lemove boat came sweeptng .
The eonvict did not give it s glance.
LExceritng what remaned of his ex-
hausted  strength, he was  dragging
Yernon-Smith into hiz boat.

Smithy landed there, drenched and
drippine, in a2 poo! of water. Thased
and  dizzy, ha sprawled  helplesaly,
Llinking at the primy, stubbly face that
was bent over himn,

“You youngy foal 1" Like a [ellow in
a droam, he heard the conviet's pant-
ing woice. "You would lave been
drownpel——"

RBump !

The Remove boat parved  alangside,
and Frank Nugont caught on with n
boathenk. Ilarey Wharion & Co, were
all on thete foet now,

The conviet turned from fthe gasping
Dounder. e prabbed np an car amd
swung il over s liead with both hands,
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Tlis eyes were on the Greyiriars juniors,
with -the fisrea plare of e hunted
animal,

But the next moment he flung the car
down with a ecrash. Vernon-Bmith
lifted himself on one elbow,

His head was aching horribly, and hea
was dazed and dizzy; but he knew well
enough what had happened. He knew
that, but for the he l}ﬂmg.; hand of the
hunted man, he would have gone down
into the depths of the Sark, with liltle
chance of ever seeing thoe sunlight again.

Hunted and desperate, the man from
Blackmoor had thrown away his last
chance of escape to save him, Now
that the Famous Five had overtaken
him, his game was up.

The Boundcr lpa.nl-e&.

“Leave him alone, you fellows! You
esw what he did—leave him alonel
tell yvou, leave him alome!™

Herry Wharton & Co. stood uncer-
tsin. As they stood, the conviet, with a
sudden spring, leaped from the boat
d struck out for the bank.

ATl
Smithy sat up, his hand pressed to
his he Ha stared aftor the swimmer.

“By gum|” muttered Bob Cherry.
“He's & queer sort of bird for a con-
vick! He could have got away—wa
should have hed to stop for Smithy—>"

“Wo should have been too late for
Bmithy I breathed Wharton. "“I—F'm
not going to touch him now.”

= E!gaan:a hera!"” said Nugent.

“The samefulness iz terrificl” muot-
tered Hurres Jomset Ram Singh.

“Weo ought to get him I said Johnny
Bull.

“Wa couldn't have if he hadn’t
5tuP ed for Smithy——"

“Yes, but—="
. “"Leave him alone!™ snapped the
Bounder., “Ha hasn't much of a
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chance—those fellows on the bank will
goet him, ten to one, Leave him what
chance he's got.”

It was ditficult for the juniors io
decide what they ought to do. In less
than a minute, it was too late to do
anything, The swimmer had reached
tho bank, and was clambering on the
towpath. ;

Down the towpath from the direction
of Grovfriars cames an excited mob of
fallows, Coker of the Fifth in the lead.

"“There he is 1" bawled Coker. * He's
landed—look! Come on! We've gob
bim now I

The drenched man stood staring up
the towpath for s moment, gulping in
breath. T'rom the boat, Ilarry
Wharton & Co. watched him., Conviet
as he was, malefactor as it seemed cor-

[ tain that he must be, they could not

wish, at that moment, that he would
be caught. Anyhow, the matter was
out of their hands now.

Coker came barging on, red with
exertion, spluttering for breath, After
Coker came Hilton of the Fifth, Sykes
and Walker of the Sixth, and strang
out behind them, nine or ten more
fallows, If they reached him, the man
from Blackmoor had not the remotest
chance; and they were coming on full
palt.

The convict darted suddenly across
the towpath, snd ran into the wood that
bordered it

In a moment he was out of sight.

“This way |” roared Coker.

Hardly & minute after the fugitive,
he turned into the wood and diz-
appeared among tha trees. After him
went the whole crowd, whooping, and
F:nhnhrdalﬁ Wood swallowoed them from
sight.

“Well I” said Bob Cherry, with a deep
breath. *“That's that!”
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“Ow!" mumbled the Bounder. He
rubbed his aching head. * Wow! He's
mada my papper sing—but I'm dashed
if I don’t hope he'll get clear! IHe's a
gueer fish, and no mistake.”™ )

“He can’t be a bad man, convict or
not ¥ said Harry Wharton. * That day
Larry Lascelles crocked his leg on the
Pilee, that convict carried him down
on his back—though Larry had been
trying to bap him! And now—>*"

*Whatever he is, he's not a bad sout,
or he wouldn't have stopped to fish me
out I* said the Bounder. “I'm not
E:.king o hand against him any more!

‘v !n"l

Shouting and whooping could be
heard, from various directions, in the
wood along the Bark, The hunt was
close at the heels of the man who had
escaped from Blackmoor, and whose life
sinca had been a series of desperate
escapes. But the chums of the Remove
were nob disposed to join in it further;
and they took Coker's boat and Smithy's
skift in fow and pulled back up the
river.

THE FOURTH CHAPTER.
Coker Asks a Civi]l Question !

ERALD LODER of the Sixth
Form  hastily dropped a
cigarette, and put a foob on it,
a3 & knock came at his study

door,

He scowled at the opening door.

ls were very frequent on the

brow of Loder of the Sixth theso days.
His temper, never good, had been worse
than ever since James Loder, No. 22
of Blackmoor, had turned up in the
vieinity of Greylriars,

It was rumoured in the school {hat
James was & relation, or o conpection
of =ome sort, of Loder's.

That rumour -was all thoe more un-
pleasant hecaunse it was founded on
fact. Loder, at least, knew thob the
man who had eseaped from Blackmoor
was his cousin James, ‘That knowledge
made him so touchy on the subject that
he had as good as given it away.

Loder was a bully, and generally un-
popular, and there were, In conse-
quence, plenly of fellows who were glad
enough to find any sort of a stick to

heat him with. No. 22 came in uzeful
for that purpose!
Fellows who bad wriggled under

T.oder's ashplant found it amuszing to
dizeuss such subjocts as conviets and
broad arrews in his hearing. And the
mors Loder displayed annoyance and
exasperation, the more ho convingoed
tho Grovlriars fellows thet Mo, 22 was
a member of his own particular branch
of the Loder tribe.

Even ameong his friends in the Sixth,
Todor was not safe from sly allusions
1o the painful tople, And juniors,
whom he had whopped not wisely but
toe well, made the most of it. Once
he had found broad arrows chalked on
his study wall! Worse than that, he
had found, as he believed, the convict
himself hiding in his study one evening,
and had been in awful dread lest other
fellows should sce him snd learn that
e had called to eee his cousinl e
had never learned that that “comviet ™
was & Hemove japerl

He was thinking over that very
matier now, when his study deor
opened, and Coker of the Fifth came

111.

He scowled at Coker.

Coker was not on visiting terms In
that study., Loder had nothing to do
with bim, and wanted nothing to do
with him. The burly Horaee, whao
mada no secret of the fact that he did



not think much of the Bixth, was not
populer with the men of that Form.

“0Oh, here you are, Loder!” said
Coker. He came in and shut the deor,
and sat down on the edge of tha table,
{H.«EII!.F Loder in his armchair,

“What the thump do yom wanti”
growied Loder,

Heo was in & mood to piteh Coker neck
and crop out of his study. Had Coker
been & less hefty fellow, no doubt he
would have done it. But Coker of the
Fifth was s0 big and brawny thet oven
Bixth Form prefects treated him with
some fack, .

“I've glust been alter that conviel!”
explained Coker.

oder's eyes gleamed. It did not
seem to occur to the happy Horace
that, in mentioning No. 22 to Loder
of the Sixth, he was waving a red rag
to & bull. Loder’'s gleaming eyes wan-
dered to his ashplant.

“I dare say you've heard,” went on
Coler. *From what I hear, the man
was in Popper Court Woods, and they
rooted him out, and he cut along the
towpath. He had the cheek to bag
oy boat to get away in. Nerve, you
know.”

“1 don't want to hear——"

“T thought you'd be interested 1” said
Coker. "It can’t be pleasant for you,
Loder, having that man hanging sbout
the school—what? ¥ou'd like to see him
snafled, I should think, Look at the
talk it's causing all over Greyfriars!
I.can tell you, we jolly nearly got him
thiz afternoon. He dodged us in Friar-
dale Waood somehow. But—"

“(h, cheese it, and elear I grunted
Loder.

Coker stared at him,

“1 haven't explained yet,” he sanid.
“Now, look here, Loder, it's not your
fault 1f the man's & relation of yours,
and——"

“He's not a relation !™ hissed Loder.

“It's the same name,” said Coker.
“Of course, there rre lots of Loders, I
kuow. It's not an wncommon or distin-
Emshed name—Ilike Coker, f'rinstance!

ut the way you've carried on about it,
Loder, has given a pretty general im-
pression that you know something of the
man.”

“Will you get ontt”

“I'm not finished yet. I've been read-
ing the case up in the newspapers,” con-
tinued Coker. “ From what I read, this
man, James Loder, was a games master
at o school ecalled Okeham, in Devon-
sllﬂjre, aﬁu:l there was a robbery there,
E ——"

“I've never heard of it.”

“Then I'll tell you,” said Coker cheer-
fully. "“He's only a young fellow, under
thirty, and he seems to have had a good
reputation before the trouble happened.
But what he did was pretty thick. He
ﬁgmhed_wmethms, and a man caught

im &t 1k, and he knocked him on the
head—hurt him, rather He pgot three
Years—""

Loder’s hand went to the ashplant
which was leaning on his chair.

Coker, unaware of hiz danger, rattled
on cheerily:

“The man he damaged was another
muaster in the same school, who spotted
him at it—that is mentioned in some of
5{1& papers. You see, I've been looking
ik up.”

“¥on ecan’t mind your own business
enarled Loder,

“It's ﬁverihc:dy’s business to get hold
of a brute like that,” said Coker. “And
look what lie did to Larry Lascelles, our
games master, last week | Lascelles is
& bit of an ass; he could never see what
a footballer I am, and he always agreed
with Wingate in leaving me out of the
eleven | 8till, he's a jcﬁl; decent chap
in his way; and now he's laid up for
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weeks or months with a bandy leg in a
nursing-home. We're pgetting a ‘new
games master while he's away; the
man's coming this week.”

“1 don't care—"

“Well, never mind that,” conceded
Coker. “To come back to the con-
vict—— WWhat are jou scowling at,
Loder 1

Leder did not explain what he was
ecowling at. But he ecowled like a
demon in & pantomime, _

“To come back to the conviet,” re-
sumed Coker. “He's got old Larry a
bandy leg, and he hagged my boat
to-day and Pitched me over to get it
And !:‘Emt isn't all. ¥You may feel sorry
for him, as your relation—" )

;:iHe'ﬂ not my relation!” shricked

ar,

“Well, evervbody seems o think he is,
from the way you've cut up rusty about
it, But, even if you feel sorry for him
az your relafion, you can gee that this
won't do—a Greyfriars man's relative in

arrows hanging about the school.
It's jolly bad for tha school, you know.
With & relation here, he ought net to
have come this way when he bolted from
Blackmoor. It's not plaving the gpame
to get our school talked about !”

*¥ou fool I”

“What I mean is, the fooner he's
bagged, the better for all concerned,”
explained Coker. “Even if you feel
gorry for him as a relation, vou ecan see
that. The gquestion is, can you help #*

Loder stared at him.

“I1 How can I help, you 1diot? It's
for the police to bunt down escaped
conviets.”

“Bupposa vou know something about
him, though?” suggested Coker. As
his relation—--"

“1'm not his relation 1 velled Loder.

“¥ou keep on saving that!” said
Coker peevishly, “DBut everybedy jolly
well knows you are, from the way
you've earried on. INow, as his relation,
vou might know something. Price of
the Fifth was saving——"

“Hang Frice "

“But he was sa::imf——"
“I den’t want to hear what he was
gaying [

“He was saving that the convict hang-
ing about Greyiriars looks as if hae
thouglt there was somebody here who
might give him a hand—see

er started as if he had been stung.

“I hadn't thought of that myself,”
went on Coker. “But when I heard
Price saving that, vou know—*

“You silly idioy 1”7

“Well, you can see how it looks™
urged Colkoer. ‘ih'm!:, what I want to
point eut fo you 15 this—the man’s hang-
g about the school—"

‘He's doing nothing of the kind!”
howled Loder. “He happened to head
in this direction, and he can’t get away
again, becauee all the roads are watched
for—"

“That's all very well!” said Coker
obstinately. “But what I mean is this
—if you know anything of him——"

i ﬂﬂIl”

“If you're in touch with him—="

Loder gasped with fury.

“You—you—you burbling dummy !
If I knew anvthing about the seoundrel
I'd put the police on him at once. How
should T know anything about him 7

“Well, I mean, as his relation——=>"

Coker of the Fifth was suddenly inter-
rupted. Loder, in a goaded state,
ggasped hiz ashplant and leaped from

is chair. He came ot Coker, with an
expression on his face that was really
alarning.

“Here, I say—-" pjaculated Coker.
“Oh, my hatl Yarocooh! Ieep of,
you mad idiot| Yoo—hoooop I

Bwipe, swipe, swipe !

7

The ashplant fairly sang on Coker of
the Fifth. Loder did oot seem to mind
where the swipes fell, He just swiped
with all the force of his arm,

Coker, yelling, rolled off the table.

He stumbled over, and caught the ash-
plant again across his back. He dodged
round the table, and caught it again on
his ear. Coker's frantio vell rang the
length of the Sixth Form passage.

“Yarcooh! HKeep ofi! Have you

one mad " shrieked Coker. I say—

hoop I*

Swipe, swipe!

Loder charged round the table after
him, swiping. Lker, in a state of wild
confusion, dodged to the door.

Twice the ashplant landed on him
before he reached it. Again it landed
23 he got the door open. Again it
caught him as he dodged into the
pasanlge.

Half & dozen Sixth Form men came
out of their studies in startled surprize.
Loder’s door slammed with & terrifie

bang.

“Owl Yow! Wow!" roared Coker,
staggering 1n  the passage. “0Owl
Conooaocoh 1™

“What on earth’s the row? ex-
claimed Wingate.

"Ow! Ocoogh! That mad idiot

Loder— Qeoooh 1™

“"You've come here rowing with a
prefect I demanded Gwynne.

“Qooooh | I wasn't rowing 1" gasped
Coker. “I don’t know what’s the matter
with Leder! He's gone mad, I think)
I was asking him a eivil question or two
about his relation, that eonviet——"

“"Ha, ha, ha 1

“¥What are vou cackling at*” roared
Coker. “1 suppose a feliow can ask »
fellow a ecivil guestion—-"

“Ha, ha, ha ¥

“And the silly idiot suddenly grabbed

up & stick and went for me ™ gasped
Coker. “Goodness Lnows why I”

“Ha, ha, ha!” vyelled the BSixth
Formers.

“You ecan cackle!™ hooted Coker.
“But I'm jolly well not standing it1
I'll jolly well go back into that study
and mop it up with Loder—see 1™

“¥ou jolly well won't 1" grinned Win-
ate. “ You'll jolly well get a prefects’
eati if you don't clear off, you
fathead 1"

“Look here——"

“You musin't ask 8 man guestions—
even civil questions—about his relations
who may happen to be conviets!®
chuckled Guovnne.

“Ha, ha, ha®

“I'll jolly well—"

g Coker made a stride towardsz Loder's
oor.

Wingate and Gwynne promptly
pinned his armg and walked him away.
And as Coker objected strenucusly, thev
tapped his head on the passage wall as
they led him away. After which, Coker
ﬂE the Fifth decided to go quietly—and

g went.

THE FIFTH CHAFPTER.
Sklnner Knows the Name !

L AGDEN "' said Boh Cherry.

E “Lagden !" repeatoed
Skinner. *“I've heard that
name before.”

“Well, that's the name of the jolly
old games master who's coming to take
Larry’s place I'* said Bob. “I heard it
from Wingate.”

“Where does he come from?” asked

Skinner,
“Leggett & Teggers! That's the
firm ! Temporary beaks provided while

you wait | grinned Bob.,
“I don't mean that, you ass! I know
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he would be sent from Leggett &
Teggers. Don’t you know eonything
about him1i"

“Not a thing [*

“YWhen iz ha coming 1" asked Harry
Wharton.

“This afternoon, Wingate s=aid, 1
hope he'll ba s decent as old Larry,”
said Bob, "“HRotten rough Iuck old
Larry getting knocked out like that]
I E‘ﬂpﬁﬁ@ the Head had to get a joll
old substitute, as Larry can’t come bae
this term. We shall miss Larry

“Yes, rather 1 )

“The ratherfulness is terrific.”

All the Remove were agreed on that.
Mse. Leascelles, the pames master, had
been very popular. Everybody was
sorry that he had been kneocked out in
his attempt to capture the fugitive con-
viet on -the Pikd, And all the foot-
belling fellows were rather keen to see
the man who. was to take his place at
Cireviriars for the term.,

Skinner of the Hemove was not a
foothalling faellow, when he could help
it. But ha seemed very interested lo
hear of Mr, Lapden.

It was the day after the chase on the
Sark. Bob Cherry, having heard the
news from Wingate, bhad brought it
along fo the Hemove fellows, in the
quad, after dinner,

name of Mr. Lagden was new to
most of them. He was coming from
Leggett & Teggers, the scholastic firm
who supplied temporary beaks when re-
quired, But no one seemed to knew
anything sbout him—unless Bkinner
did. Skinner had a very thoughtful
expression on his face.

“I've seen that name
Ia 1" declared Skinner. "I fancy it
was in the newspapers.”

“What rot!” said Johnny Bull
“How could the man’s name get into
the newspapers.”™ '

“Can’'t have anything to do with the
races | remarked Squiff, sarcasticelly,
and thers was a laugh. When Skinner
of the Remove looked at & newspaper,
it was generally to find his favourite
“geoe-goa ' in the also rans

“T've been reading up the news
papers latelf to get the news about
that jolly old convict!” said Skinner,
“Some of them give an account of him,
and—— ©h, my hat!” Bkinner broke
off, with a startled exclamation.
*“That's it 1"

“ That's what, fathead ™

“That's where I've seen the name!”
oxclaimed Skinner excitedly. “That's

somewhera

the name of the man the conviet
punched,”

*Wha-a.a.t ¥

“Rot '

ll]l

“I tell vou, I remember it now
exclaimed Skinner. " James Loder was
copped busting the headmaster’s safe at
the school whers he had a job—0Okeham
School, in Devonshire. A master caught
him ot it, and James knocked him out
—and his name was given as Lagden—
Stephen Lagden.”

“Can’t be tho same manl!” said
Harry Wharton, shaking his head.

“This Lagden 13 coming here as games -

master. Well, he can't have
master at Okeham, if
was.”?

“No, he was zome other sorb of a
beak,” said Skinner. “But he might
ba a games master now, all the same.
Beaks take any jﬂh they can get, in
these hard times.”

“Well, T supposze il's possible—"

“"By gum ! If it's the game man, we
shall get the news about Loder’s jolly
old relation at first-hand 1** chuckled the
Bounder, "“Loder will be glad to sce
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him! He's so fond of hearing zbout
his relation from Blackmoer.™

III Hﬂ.._ hﬂ, ha !J-:r

“Poor ofld Loder!” grinned Bob.
“\Whethor James is his relation or not,
he will hata to have a man hera who's
connected with him. I believe Loder’s
petting tired of the subject of that jolly
ﬂld‘lm il 1 b 1 Rill

“I say, you fellows,” exclaimed Billy
Bunter e:&ﬁe-rlzn “this Lagden man will
know whether Loder's & relation of that
convict or not. Let’s ask him as socon
a5 he comes.™

“Fathead I

“Oh, really, Cherry—"" .

“Bet you it's the same man " said
Skinner., “INd you hear what the
man’s front name was?”

H“Nao; Wingate =zaid his name was
Lagden, that's all.”

“Well, I expect he knows,” said
Skinner. *“We can jolly well ask him
that., If this man’s name is Stephen,
that settles it. There can’t be a lot of
Stephen Lagdens shout,” SBkinner
chuckled. *I’ll ask him before Loder!
I'm sure Loder will bo pleased.”

“Oh, chuck 1t 1" said Harry., " Loder's
heard encugh sbont No. 22,

“Rats ‘to you!” answered Skinner.
“"Loder gave me- six  vesterday for
smoking. ke smokes in his study hinm-
self. couldn’t mention that, but X
ean mention an Okeham besk if I like,
I suppose, and a Blackmoor convich
too | Loder says that the man’s no con-
nection of his, so why should he mind **

“The whyfulness is tarrifie,” grinned
Hurree Jamset Ham Bingh, *But the
mindfulness is preposterous.”

“Well, I'm jolly well going to ask !

saad Shinner.
. Wingate of the Bixth was in the quad,
in conversation with Loder, of that
Form. Wingste had & rother worried
expression on his rugged face, and
Loder was speaking angrily and em-
phatically.
had observed them might have guessed
that Gerald Loder was urging his claim
to & place in the first eleven.

Bkinner walked coolly acress towards
the two prefects. Some of the Re-
movites followed him, curious to hear
what was going fo be said. They did
not doubt that Loder would get his
“rag * out.

As Loder denied emphatically that
there was any cennection whatever
between him and the man of the same
name at Blackmoor, there really was
no reason why he should get excited on
the subject. Nevertheless, it waz &
fact that he showed signs of intense
exasperation at every mention of the
name of Jamea Loder,

As Skinner came up, Loder scowled
at him, but Wingate seemed glad of
the interruption. The Greviriars cap-
tain was rather fired of explaining to
Loder the many and various reasons
why he was not entitled to a place
the first eleven.

“"What do vou want?” =narled Loder.
“Clear off 1

“Oh, let the kid speak!”
Wingate, “What 15 it, Skinner?”

“I've just heard about the new
games master who's coming fo-daw,
Wingate,” said Ekinner meckly. *Ilis
name's Lagden, I've heard 4

“ Yea, that's right.”?

“Ts he Stephen Lagdent™

“I helieve =0, answered Wingate,
“Yes, that's it, Stephen Lagden, Know
anvthing about him, kid?¥*?

“He was at Okeham, wasn't he’®
asked Skinner, with the corner of his
eye on Loder.

Loder pave a start.

EBefore the escape of No

sl

22 from

rom which anyone who 1

lackmoor, Gerald Loder had known
hittle or nothing about his cousin James,
But no doubt, since the man had
beeoma the talk of Greyfriars, he had
learned more. It waz elear that the
name of Okcham School was familinr
to him, &t least

“I don't know,” answered Wingete,
staring at Skinner. “I don't think I've
e¢ver hoard of Okeham. Where is it "

“It's o school in Devonshire,” said
Skinner. “There was a master there
named Btephen Lagden—it's mentioned
in the papers—""

“Iz it?" sgaid Wingata in astonich-
ment.  * Bormething to do with fogihall
do you mean, or what ¥

“Oh, no! In connection with that
conviet, James Loder!™ eaxplained
Skinner. * James Loder knocked a man
out, and his name was Stephen Lagden,
and- Yarooocoooh [V

Smack !

8kinner had argued, quite reasonably,
that a fellow could mention & man who
had escaped from Blackmoor, if he
liked. Probably thousands of people
were discussing the elusive man who
had been dodgmg his pursuers for more
than a weck =ince he got away. Loder
of the Sixth had absolutely no right to
smack hizs head for mentioning such an
it of news.

Without having any right to do it,
however, Loder of the Sixth did it, He
smacked, and smacked hard.

Skinner velled and staggered.

“Loder |* exclaimed Wingate.

“Owl Wow! Oh! Owl”
dkinner.

There was 8 chuckle from the Re-
movites who had followed Skinner.
They had wondered what the result
would be, and now they saw if, it was
more amusing to them than o Harold

LIIEr.

Loder, hizs faca dark with rage, madae
a stride at the staggering Skinner, his
wand uprailsed to repeab the smack.

Wingate caught his arm, just
time,

“Stop that!” he snapped.

“Let go, you fool " shouted Loder.

The Greyiriars captain gave him a
grim look. Tnstead of letting go, ho
compreszed his prip, and Loder pave a
velp of pain.

“Cut off, Bkinner!” =zaid Wingate
briefly.

Skinner was glad to cut off. He
rubbed his head as he went, and the
other fellows followed him, grioning.

Then Wingate released Toder's arm.
The bully of the Bixth gave him 8 black
look. He clenched his hand, but un-
clenched it again, under Wingate's
steady glance,

“You'd better !e:eelf caol on that sub-
ject, Loder!” gaid the Greyfriars
captain, quietly. “Can't you sen that
by Hying out like thisa when anybody
happens to mention that man from
Blackmoor, you are practically owning
up to a connection with him "

“There's no connection——" muttered
Lader, in & choking voice. “"How dara
you suggest—-""

“If there's not, vou're making every
maean at Greviriars believe that there 15 ™
snuﬁpnd Wingate: and he turned and
walked away, and joined Gwynne and
Byvkes in the quadrangle.

Loder, with a hlack brow, tramped
away towards the Houge. It was rather
anfortunate for Billy Bunter of ithe
Bemove, that he pgvinned as Loder
passed him.  Whether Bunter was
grinning at Loder, or whether he was
not, Loder did not waste time in in-
quiring. He reached at Bunter, nipped
a fat ear beiween a finger and thuamb,
and pulled.

roared

in
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““1 say, Loder, you tick, who's got relations at Blackmoor ? ** Billy Bunier was hooting through Loder’s keyhole, when

Loder himiself came striding down the eorridor.

yooooop ! Whooooop ! ¥

“Wow 1" roared Bunfer.

Toder went into the House, leaving
the fat Owl of the Rlemove rubbigg a
burning ear and glaring after him with
‘n lare that almost cracked his spee-
acles.

THE SIXTH CHAPTER.
Eilly Bupter on the Warpath !
@ SAY, vou fellows 1”
I “Halle, hallo, hallo!™
“Thot beast Loder's gone to
his study 1" said Billy Bunter.

“Haz het" asked Bob.

“Yell, I saw him go down the Sixth
Form passage, so he must have gono
to his study ! seid DBunter. “I eay,
the beast pulled my ear, just because
Skinner cheeked him about his conviet
relations. I say, all the Sixth are out—
there's nobody there but Loder. Beo?™

“Wot quite | said Bob, staring at the
fat Owl. "Suppose yon explain what
vou mean, old fat man. That is, of
conrse, if you mean anything.”

“Weall, it would be rather a larvk to
lock the Least in his gtudy, and leave
him sticking there when the bell goos
for elass!”

ITarey Wharton & Co. laughed.

“Quite o lavk,” agreed Johnny DBull
“"Trot along and do it !

“Well, I was thinking that one of
vott fellowes might do 1, explained
Bunter.

#*Think agamI™ suggesied Nugent,

“There's absolutely no risk ! satd
Dunter, blinking scriously at the Famous
I'ive through %uis big spectacles, "It
there were any risk, I'd do it like a shot,
of econtrse. I've pgot pluck, 1 hope™

“Ilope eprings cternal o the human
breast,” said Bab Clerry, solannly; and
his comrades chuckled.

“"HBafe as  houses,™

urged Bunter.

“¥You go, Bob—vyou sce, yvou slep quictly
along the passage—""

“Do 13 murmured Bob,

“All of & eudden, you open Loder's

door, and grab fthe key from the
1ns1gde——"

“Um 1!]

“Jam it in the outside, and lock the
daoor,” said Buanter. *“Easy as falling
off a form| Loder will only sce your

hand, if he sces anything—and he can't
know a fellow by his hand. You leave
him lecked in, He will have to get out
of the window when the bell goes—and
ho will be late for elass—and the Head
will jaw him=—and very likely give him
lines. Soe?” Bunter nhu::!«:in%. “No
oend of a lark on Loder, what?™

“No end ! agreed Bol.

“And it will serve him quite right for
pulling 8 fellow’s ear I

“Quite right 1™

“Then you'll do it, old chap " asked
Bunter, ecagorly.

“I'll wait till Loder pulls my cav,”
said Dob.

“Oh, don't be an ass! He's {mlTnd
my ear!” wyapped Bunter. "1 say
Wharton, if Bob's funky, will vou go
and lock Loder in? You're captain of
the Form, you kuow.”

"It isn't one of the Form Captain’s
duties to leck prefects in their studies,”
answered Harvry,  *Give it o miss,
fathead !”

“I sax, Nugent, vou've gol more pluck
than Wharton and Cherry ! I sav, will
you go and lock ihat beast in %"

u"[ ﬂ!"d]:h' TR

“What abont you, Bull #¥

U Tathead I answered Johnn

“Inky, old man, vou've go
pluck—"

“"The tonfulness ia toveific ! grinned
the Nobob of Bhanipur. “Buat the
estecomoed and infurinied Loder 15 safer
left alone, my absord Bunter.”

Bull.
tons of

The Sixth Former leaped at Bunter and let out his foof.
The fat junior gave a fearful yell as the boot landed on his tight trousers.

Thud! ** Who—

“Beast '™ said Bunter.

Bunter was annoyed.

Locking that unpleasant prefect in his
study scemed, to Bunter, a jolly good
idea. Having thought out that jolly

good idea, Bunter was propared to placo
it at the disposal of the Famous Five,
and leave them te carry it out. But it

seemed that no member of that Co. was
prepared to act as a catspaw.
“Let's sce you de it, old fat man!™
suggested Bob Cherry.
Dunter rubbed his car. There was
still & pain in that fat ear,
“T1'i1

“Blessed 1if I don't,” he said.
show d}'ﬂl!'l fellows that I'm jolly well not
afraid of that bully, so, yah!”

And Dunter, taking his courage in
both hands, g0 te speak, rolled away
towerds the Bixth Form studies.

‘The Famous Five, grinning. followed
him there. They did not expeet to seo
Dunter carry out that jollv good iden.
They fully expected hitn to changoe his
fat mind when he arvived in the Sixth.

Bunter pauzed at the corner of tho
passage, and blinked along it. Not a
Sixth Form man was to be seen.

Iteally, 1t locked safe.

Twoder was in—but evervbody else
seemed to be ont. There was o senior
games praciice going on, on Big Side,
wlich drew most of the Sixth., Five
minukes, agoe Bunter had seen Loder
walle into that passage, and had no
doubt ihat he hod gone to his study,
probably ta smoke o cigaretic.

For a long minuie, Bunler stood
blinking along the passage through his
Iig  spectacles, tho g’qmﬂuﬁ Five
watching lum, with grinning faces,

Then the fat Owl tiptoed down the
DOsRREe. :

"0, me hat 1 murmured Boi, “Ee's
gowng it f

Dunter's progresa was elow. The

Tur Maigxer Tasrart.—No. 1,494,
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nearer he drew to Loder’s door, the
mora his courage, such as it was, oozed
BWAY.

A eound from any of the studies would
have sent him scuttling. But there was
no sound from any of the studies.

He reached Loder’s door at last,

From the end of the passage, the
juniors watched him, quite ouriously.

illy Bunter, with & pain in his fat
ear, was on tha warpath.
courage had cozed away more and more;
and at Loder’'s door, there was a long
wiit.

.Twica they saw him raise a fat paw
to the door-handle—and drop it again,
without touching that door-handle.

Then, screwing up his courage,
fat Owl suddenly grabbed the door-
handle, turned it, and groped ipside.

Bunter really was “going it.”

His fat hand whisked out, with the key
in it. He jammed it, in frantic haste
into the outside of the lock, and turned

it

Billy Bunter waz nobt usually quick in
his motions, or deft in his actions. But
terror of the l:-ulhy of the Sixth made
him both rapid and deft on this cccaszion.
Almost in a twinkling, he had captured
the key, and locked Loder's door on the
cuteide. . : :

Hea gasped with relief when it was

&,

“0Oh, crumhs! ejaculated Johnny
Bull. “He's done it1"

“The donefulness ie terrifie.”

Billy Bunter grinned along the pas-
sage at the Famous Five. He had done
it—thers was no doubt that he had done
it, Loder's door was locked om the
outside: and it was the masterly work
of Billy Bunter.

The next item on the programme
would paturally have been a roar of
wrath from Loder's study. DBut there
W&S DO YOAT. _

It was amazing that a fellow in the
study had not seen what had happened,
though it had happened toa qﬂmkﬂ for
intervention. But it seemed that Loder
could not have noticed it, as thers was
no sound from the study.

Bunter grinned. :

On the safe side of a locked door,
Billy Bunter was not afraid of Gerald
Loder, or anybody else.

He stooped to the keyhole, and called
into the ni:gg.

“X say, er! Beast, bully, roiter!
I say, how many relations have you got
in chokey 1"

“(Oh crikey!” gasped Bob Cherry.

Bunter was going strong. With great
artfulness, he was speaking through
Loder's keyhole in a disguised voice.
MNobody inside the study would know
what fellow was epeaking. It was a
chance -for the fat Owl to tell Gerald
Loder what he thought of him; and
Bunter was not missing the chance,

“Y eay, Loder, you rotten bully! I
say, you sneaking tick | Who goes down
to the Cross Keys after lights out?”
hooted Bunter through the Lkevhole,
“Who's got relations in chokey ¥ Yah I”

There was no answer from the study.

“Loder can’t bo there!” gasped Bob
Cherry. "I say—0Oh, crumbs! Look !

A door further up the passage opened.

It was Walker's study door.

But it was not Walker who came oul!
It waas Loder! Walker followed him.

The Bixth Form studies were not so
deserted as Bunter happily supposed.
And Loder, evidently, Lhad not gone to
his own study, but to Walker's., In that
study, he had heard Bunter.

“Beast! Bully! Roiter! Bwob!”
Bunter was hooting through Loder’s
keyhole, as Loder came out of Walker's
itndy and stared at him. “I say,

Tie MicrxeEr Lierany,—No. 1,454,
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Lader, you tick, who's got relations at
Blackmoor? Who—ycoop ! Whaooooop I''
Loder reached lum with a bound.

Walker stayed in  hia  doorway,
grinning. Loder leaped at Bunter, and
let out his fook.

Bunter, stooping at the keyhole, was
favourably placed to receive ifb.
Thud |
The fat Owl gave a fearful yell as
Loder’'s boot nded on his tight
trousers. Ha rolled ever headlong in the
Yaroooooeoo 1™

passagze.

““Fﬂann-huaugl
roared DBunter. I say=—owl Oh
erikey |  Is—is—is that Landerl Oh
for'l I say, it wasn't me—-»"

“Lend me your ash, Walker!”
valled Loder.

“Hera you are!”

“l say—vyaroooch! 1 say, I never—
vooop! It—it wasn't me, Loder—ow!
Help! Fire! Murder!®

hack, whack, whaek, whack !

Billy Bunter squirmed, and wriggled,
aind roared. The swipes of the aush
came down on him like rain.

Whack, whack, whack!

“Yaroooh! Oh crikey! T soy, you
fellows—wheoooooop 1 Bunter bounded
to his feet and fed for his fat life.
“"Ow! Yow! Wow!™

Leder, scowling, went back inte
Walker's study to ﬁpis’h his interrupted
cigarette there. Billy Bunter headed
for parts unknown, letting out a fear-

ful vell at every bound.
“Poor old Bunter!” gasped Dob
Cherry. “Hsz, ha, hat"”

“Ha, ha, ha!” )

And the Famous Five walked away,
the entertainment being over. Billy
Bunter was no longer on the warpath |
It was likely fo be long, long before ho
went on the warpath, with Loder of the
Bixth for his game |

THE SEVENTH CHAPTER.
The Guilty Man !

£ HE game's up "

I 1t was James Loder, No, 22,
of Blackmoor, who multered
the words.

On that sunny Scptember afternoon,
while the Greyiriars fellows were in
class, Conviet No. 22 lay hidden in &
thicket on Courtfield Common.

Unshaven, stubbly, grimy, haggard,
the wretched man- was fecling at the
end of his tether.

Tho bunt had been long, and it had
been hard. )

MNow, as he lay hitdden in the thickets
and heard a footstep approaching hy
the footpath across the commeon, he told
himself that the game was up.

He had no doubt that it was the step
of one of the searcherz; the innumer-
able searchers whe were combing the
eountryside for him.

Nearly two wecks had clapsed sines
No. 22 had escaped from Mlackmoor
prison, far away in tho west. In his
desperate flight, he hod erossed the
southern counties, hoping to shake off
pursuit, the further ho got from the
grim prizon on the western moors,

But it was hopeloss—and he know that
ik was hopeless, Tike Ishmacl of old,
his hand was against overy man, and
every man’'s hand was agamst him.

Again and again he had been traced :
agamn and again he had been seen,  Un
the coast of Kent, he had a faint hope
of gelling away in some cralt, bus the
hope had failed him: the hunt was {oo
close.

A few days ago he had hidden in the
rocks of the Pike, over Poge Bay, Mr.
Tascellos had found him there, ond
attempted to eapture him—with disas

trous resulls for the gpames master of
Gireyiviars. But he had had to flee from
that refuge: and he had shulked in
Popper Court woods, till the keepers
traced him, and he had to fee again.
Yesterday, only Coker's boat on the
Sark had saved him, Now tha woods
were being beaten for him, and he had
taken to the open common: and it was
clear that it conld not last much longer.
He had put up 8 hard fight; but the
Eamd was up.

Jamos Loder, No. 22, had less chanee,
in fact, than any other cseaped convict
might have had. Not one deed o
violeneo had been trzeed to him, all
through tho days and mnights of
desperate fight.

Kven in the Etruﬁg!e with Larry
Taascelles on the Pike, he hkad omly
dofended himself, and it wnz o fall from
a cliff that had injured the Greyfriars
games master.

Whether he was, or was not, gnilty
of tha crime for swhich he had heen
sent to Blackmoor, No. 22 had added no
erime since.

e was still in the tattered garb of o
conviet—ha was hungry and forlorn and
at the cnd of his tether, Yet, as ho
peered from the thicket and saw a roan
of ahout hizs own size coming along tae
footpath through the bushes, he did not
think of seizing on him and oblaining
iy force the change of clothes he so
sorely needed for his own safety.

He had said that he was an innocont
man; and he acted, at all events, hke
o man ayverse to crime.

Hea feared that it was a police officer
on tho path. But as he peered through
the brambles like a hunted animal, le
gaw that it was a civilian—a man of
about thirty, well-dressed, carvying a
sultcaso.

No doubt some passenger who had
arrived at ﬂuurtﬁelﬁ Station by train,
and wos walking to Greyfriars School,
ar some place in ihat direction; the
footpath across the common being o
short eut.

His clothes, his suitcase, would have
beon an inestimable prize te No. 224,
But the hapless man shrank from tha
thought of the decd of violence that
would bo necded to possess himself of
Lhem. L

With haggard oves, keeping 1m cover,
he watched the man draw nearver, aud
waited for Jum to poss.

But as the man approached, and s
face was more clearly sren, a slrahge
change came over the convict,

His eyes gleamed, his face paled.
FEvidently the man with {he suitcase was
no stranger to hig sight.

“"T.agdén "' bresthaed
“Stophen Lagden 17

His eyes, from the thicket, were fixed
on the man with a stave of deadly
intensity; his hands clenched convul-
sively.

Tha man was about his own age, his
own sizge; sturdy in build, clastio in
movement. His face was goad-losking,
but for a weakness in tho chin and o
trace of shiftiness in the ryes.

Ile came swinging alung ihe patl,
and would have passed the hidden con-
vict unseen. But, as if moved Ly oan
rmeantrollalile impulse, No. 22 aiubdeniy
':rrlap:;d ont inta the path and confrontisd
1im.

The man came to a sudden lialt with
a startled exclamation. Flis eyes bolged
at the sudden sight of the hagganl,
tattered convict.

Thers was & stick under Lz arm, and
e leaped baek a paca or v’ il
sii?nnd it into his hand, grasping it.

the convict.

“Who—who are you?® le paded
“ Stand back I” .
“You do not know me, Sleplen
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Lagden?” asked No.
bitterness.

The man with the suitcase stared at him.

“How should I know woui?” he exclaimed.
you? You look like an escaped convict—stand back ! Keep
your distance, or I will knock you senseless.”

He half-raised the heavy walking-stick,

“You do not know me?” repeated James Loder.
do not read the newspapers, Lagden——-7"

Lagden gave & violent start.

“You are—are—"

“1 have changed since I was games master at Okeham
and you were a Form-master there |” said No. 22 bitterly.
“"Look at me, Lagden—look on your own handiwork | Took
at what you have made of me ™

Lagden was looking at him with an intensa gaze,
face was pale, andnﬁrﬂpa of perspiration started out on
hiz forehead. His grip on the stick was convulsive. But
the convict made no movement to attack him.

“¥oul¥ said Lagden at last.

*1, James Loder, sentenced to three vears at Blackmoor
for your crime, Lagden,™ said No, 22, *“ Are you proud of
your work now that you spe it

Logden licked his dry lips.

He cast a quick, furtive glance to right and left before
he answered. But the spot was solitary; there were no
ears to hear.

“You should not have meddled,” he answered. “Had
vou left me alone that night, you would have kept clear!
Whe ssked you to meddls?”

“1I heard a thief in the night—I came down to prevent
a robbery,” said No. 22, I found you with & mask on
Huu{f face st the open safe, What was an honest man
to do?7

Lagden's lip curled,

“¥You look like an honest man—now [” ha sneered.

The convict’s eyes burned at him.

“Fou are nob wise to taunt me,” he said., “Your stick
would not save you from my hands! If I chose to become
what you bhave done your best to make me, you would be
in terrible danger now, Stephen Lagden.”

“Keop {ﬂm distance, or——"

“I shall not hurt wou!” said Neo. 22 contemptuously.
“Wringing your rascally neck would not help me. Nothing
will help or, or save me, but your confession.”

“That is likely I sneered Lagden.

“MNol Yet even you, bad man as you are, must have
been tormented with remorse, from the knowledge that you
sent an innocent man to a living death in your place. Some
day Lre:nclma- may be too strong for you, snd vou will
speak [

Liagden shrugged his shoulders.

“It was you or me!" he said cymically, “¥You should
have kept ¢lear! You caught me in the very act—vou left
me no cholee, You struck me down. I have the mark of
vour blow on me now. You asked for what followed 1”

“And what followed " said the convict hoarsely. “We
struggled, and in the stru%gla you contrived to slip into
my pocket the bundle of banknotes you had taken from
the safe. I never knew. I thought you must be mad, when
they all came crowding and you accused me—me !—of being
the thief, and claimed that you had interrupted me in
breaking into the safel”

“Presones of mind!” sneered Lagden, “But for that I
should have gone to Blackmoor! You asked for it!™

#I thought you must be mad—till the police came, and
they searched, and found the banknotes on mel™  said
Conviet No. 22 hoarsely. " After that all that I could =ay
was useless. It was my word against yours, and the stolen
banknotes were in my possession]! And the blow I had
given you—the blow that kept your jemmy from cracking

22, in = tone of concentrated

“Who are

“Yaou

my skull—that was called vielence—the violence of a
thiaf——"

“You azked for iti1™

Tha convict made & convulsive movement, his eres

blazing, Lagden backed away and lifted the stick.

“Keep your distance, you foell I've no wish te hurt
vou, but if you lift a finger, I'll stun you and hand you over
to the police ”

“Will you help me$”

“Help you!” repeated Lapden.

“Is it not up to you?" said the convict bitterly. *T went
to Blackmoor in vour placel I have served a vear of the
sentence that should have been yours. I am a hunted man.
'E‘m,:] !Enm clothes i1n that ewitcase! You know what 1
1

“You must be mad, I think!” said Lagden. “I cannot
help you if I would! ¥You're mad! Of conrse, I cannot
help vou—and will not! Keep your distance 1"

(Continucd on nexl page.)
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He backed snotier pace, bub the
conviet followed him uvp, and halted
again. Gripping the stick, he watched
the hunted man warily.

“If I were fool enough to help yowm,
and it came out, the tale you told at
Qkeham would be remembered. I might
be in danger | I've not left the best of
roputations behind me at Okeham I”

ded Lagden, with a snecr. “Some-
thing came out—long after you were
gone—about my affairs on the Turf.”

“You've left Okeham, or you would
not be here”

was politely asked to leavel”
sncered Lagden. “If it's any comfort
to vou, I've not had a good time.
never another berth; and T've been
glad to put u}l‘i‘n‘mﬂ down at Leggett
and j

& Teggers, ump at the chance of a
temporary t at Greyfriars.” He
laughed, “From what I've seen in the

papers, you got me tho job.”

’?‘?‘?hat Can Fou mean I‘i _
“I'm going there as games master, for
the term, in the place of a man who
was knocked out a week ago—by youl”

“I never knooked him out!® said
No. 22 fiercely. " Ho collared me, and
we fell over a cliff together, I ¢arried
him to safety afterwards—at what risk
to myself you can guess.”

“Yes, I saw that in the papers—you
always were a fool!" =smid Lagden.
“But.never such a fool a3 in asking me
to help you!l Stand asidewI am goin
on | fﬂﬂﬂﬂuﬁ rigk l}&in?; seen in tal
with an escaped convick ™

No. 22 panted. ]

“You are asking for it I he muttered.
betwcen his teeth.

“Stand back !” :

“I'm not going to touch syou!” said
James Loder scornfully. *1 have suf-
fered as an innocont man—and mway do
so again—but I will never sulfer as a
ﬁu:lty onel! If you have a rag of

ccency, a tincture of compassion for the
man you have wronged and ruined,
leave that suitcase hers, and give me a
chance |

“Stand boack!”

The man from Blackmoor stood look-
ing at him for a long moment in zilonce.
Then he stepped back into the thickets,

“Gal” he said. " Go—while you are
safa |

Without another word, Stephen
Lagden went, passing him guickly, and
breaking into & run, towards the road,
as spon as he was past the spot where
the convict stood. His running footsteps
died away, end wora lost to the cars of
the hunted man.

THE EIGHTH CHAPTER.
The Hand of Fate !

ecgr AAM lost 1
I James Loder, No. 22 of Black-
moor, muttered the words aloud
ag he stood om the footpath
through the hawthorns, where the new
pames master of Greyfriars had left him,

There was utter despair in his worn,
haggard face, >

An irresistible impulse had moved him
to confront Lapden when he saw him.
MNow, when he had spared the man who
had injured him, and allowed him to

ass in pesce, he could scarcely believe
that the man was base enough to refuse
him help.

For a year he had served the sentence
that should justly have been BStephen
Lagden's, and the remainder of 1t
awpited him when he was retaken—and
I_ha cold-hearted man left him to his
ala,

He had not made matters better, but
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worse, by revealing himself to the man
ko had known in other davs,

Desperate as his situation was, he had
throwy the pursuers, for the moment, at
least, off his track, and had a breathing
space. But that was over, now that he
had been seen.

If Lagden betrayed him—

It was any other man's duty to help
the police to secure him. But it was not
the duty of the man who had done the
deed for which he suffered. Yet in his
heart he felt that Stephen Lagden would
not merely leave him to his fate, but
would give information where he was
to be found ! And that was the man he
had spared |

If 1t was so, if the man's baseness
went to that length, his game was up.

whole countr Eiﬁa wos being
scoured for him. b waz useless to
attempt to flee agein, Where ho wvas he
might lurk unseen till dark, and then
make another attempt to ﬁat clear. But
that depended on Lagden's silence.
Would he be silent?

James Loder plupged through the
thickets, to & spot where a tall ok free
g!rﬂw high over the hawthorns, He
clambered actively inta the tres, and
from a high branch scanned the o
commen, in the direction Lagden had
taken.

Lagden had run till he was clear of
the thickets, in the evident fear that
No. 22 might change his mind, and
atteupt to take what he needed by
force. But at o distance he'dm&med into
g swift walk, and James Loder could
sea him, tramping a.Iong. with the suit-
ease swinging in his hand.

Twice he turned his head to look back,
ae if in fear of pursuit; but he was
relieved to see nothing of the convick
He did not see the haggard face that
watched from the thick, high branches
of the oak.

He reached the read that ran across
the common. .

The paze of the man in the oak grew
intense. If Lagden, on the road, turned
to the rjghh—th-nc direction of Groyfriars
School—ne had a chance yet. It would
mean, or, ab least, might mecan, that
the man wounld be silent, and leave him
hig last chance, such ag it was. If he
turned to the left, it meant that he
would walk back to Courthield, whence he
had come—and that conld only mean
that he intended to inform the police
where Convict No. 22 waz to be found.

James Loder watched him in an
anguish of anxiety.

Ho was at the end of hizs tether—his
game was up. Yeb lie clung passion-
ately to the last, remotest chance of
keeping his hiberty. It was all ho had;
he had lost everything else, Would his
enemy leave him oven that?

Lagden stepped oub into the road
from the commeon, and halted. He stood
for & moment or twe, as if undecided.

Then he moved restlessly to and fro,
his stick under his arm, as if in un-
certain thought.

The convict in the oak, watching him
across the expaense of grass, could read
hig thoughts! He was thinking of going
back to Courtfield to lay information,
Some rag of conscience, some twinge
of remorsze, made him hesitate. Ilow
would he decide?

On his decision depended all that the
hunted man had left. Ile watched the
man on the road, with throbbing heart.

Lagden turned at last in the direction
of Courthield.

James Loder gave a groan a2 ha sow
it. But, after a few steps, the man
hesitated again, and stopped. Onee
more his conscience, such as it was, gave
him pause.

From the direction of Greyfrices a

car camo in sight, driven at a recklams
speed. TFour men, loudly dressed, with
ushed faces, smoking cigavs, were
packed in it.
It was some rowdy party from the
Waphshnt races, There was %ittla traffie
on the road over the éommon; and per-
ha on a ¢lear road, the racing men
felt 1t safe to let the car out—or, nmore
robably, they did not ecare. Anyhew
the car came rocketing along, wildly
and recklessly driven, meore than once
ngeagging across the road. Iad there
been any traffie, an acoident could
hardly have been avoided.

But-the road ivas clear, except for the
figure. of Stephen Lagden. He had his
back to the car, and did not see it anid
tho driver, perhaps, did not see him,
for he sounded no warning,

James Loder, from the oak, watched
the car come tearing along. Instine-
tively, forgetting that ihe man was his
enemy, he shouted a woerning to Log-
den to look gut.

But the distance was too great foi hia
ii"pl-‘:ﬁ to carry. Lagden did not hear

rim.

For o minute or more the new games
master of Grgyiria.ra had been standing
still—yet in doubt! Then suddenly he
started walking—towards Courtfield |

His mind was mads u

He was going back to the town—and
James Loder, No. 22, knew what that
meant, and could only mesn, that he
had. determined to do what would have
been a guiltless man’s duty—inform the
police where No. 22 was to be found 1

The convict gove a groan,

It was the end{

And then, the next moment, a cry of
horror burst from him.

Tha wildly driven car, packed with
racing roughs, came rushing on and
overtook Laogden. At the sound of it
close at hand, he turned suddenly. Even
then it would have passed him with a
foot to spave, but in turning he
stumbled on a loose stone and mtched
forward.

A careful driver would have avoidaed
an accident. But the careless, reckless
road-hog who was driving the ear -had
no chance of thet. Instantly, it seemed,
as Lagden stumbled forward, tha car
struck him, and ho was hurled badily
to the roadside, falling in & heap.

Ha did not stir after he had fallen.

“(xood heavens |” breathed No, 22, his
face white as chalk under iis grime and
stubhla,

The ecar sweorved, and slowed.

He saw four stactled, fenrstrickon
faces looking back at the fallen man by
ithe roadsido.

But it was only for & moment. Then
tho car aceelerated, and vanished along
the road, in a cloud of dust.

James Loder stored blankly.

Iz had not expected that—though,
from the looks of the ruffians in the car,
he might have expected it ! .

They had knocked down a pedestrian,
they had little doubt that he was killed,
no Jdoubt at all that he was badly
injured, and they had fled immediately
to save themselves from tho conse-
gquences, anbandoning the man they had
knocked down |

“0Oh heavens !
Lader,

The ear, roaring all out, disappeared
in o few moments. The long, lonely
white road was left untenanted, zave by
that still figure that lay on the grass
verge, the fallen suitcase clogse beside
it'l'

No. 22's eyes were fixed in horror on
that fipuro.

Lagden did not move. i

He had brought his fate upon him-
gelf. But for his determination to
betray the man he had already eruelly

breathed  James
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Instead of meeting the ball with his foot, Coker m;t it with his nose. , ** Ow !’"hegasped. From the window the games master

watched with a smiling face. There was no doubt that Coker’s quality as a foothaller had caught his eye.

wronged, he would not have had hia
face to Courtfield and his back te the
oncoming car. He would have scen
his danger in time, and evaded it. It
was his own ruthlessless that had struck
him down.

But James Loder was not thinking of
that. Az he looked at the distant, still
farm, stretched by the read, he was
feeling thankful that, in spitc of all his
bitter wrongs, he had not raised his
hand against the man. Irom the
bottom of his heart ho was glad of that,

Btanding up on the branch, holding
o a high ‘bough, he gcanncd the com-
mon and the road. The dastardly crew
im the car were gone. Waga there no
ather help for the man who lay there?

Not a living form was in sight.

The conviet breathed hard.

1le could mot let the man—obviously
terribly injured=—lie there withont help-
ing him, e could not!

Ef it cost him his last chance of
liberty he had to help the man who had
been his unserupulous cnemy. If he was
dead, as he looked, he could not help
him; but if he yet lived, he could—and
st |

e scrambled down the tree and ran
aeross the grass towards the road. He
crossed  the distance swiftly, and
dropped on his knecs beside the man
who lay so still.

“Lagden " he ponted. ]

The man neither spoke nor stirred.
His faro was terribly ent and bruised,
and covered with blood.  1Io hardly
seomed to breathe, )

There was no enmity in the convict's
heart now. There was only pily for the
man who had wronged him, the man
who, a few minutes ago, strong and up-
standing, now lay, a shattered wreck,
before him.

Ho proped over the man's heavt., It
was still beating. Htephen Lagden, at
all events, wet Ff'iwd.

[1e lived—and might vet live if he

had ‘helﬁ, care, medioal attention |
Conviet No, 22 swept the loncly road
with his eyes.

Mo one was in sight. Leaving the
suitecase where it lay, he picked up the
inzcnsible man and carried him bodily
across the grass to the petch of thickets
where, only a quarter of an hour ago,
they had stood and talked. At a short
distance from the footpathh was the

ond. [Te laid the inscnsible man down

y the water's edge, took a handker-
chief from Lagden's ﬁﬂuket, dipped it in
water, and bathed his faece and fore.
head.

It was all he could do. For long, long
minutes he tended the senseless man.

DBut Stephen Lagden’s eyea did not
open—no sound came from his lips; no
motion from hia inert himbs. And
No. 22 had to realise that he was not
mercly etunned, it was a case of con-
cussion, and it might be days, or even
weeks, before those shut eyes opcne
again to knowledpe of life

ith the wet handkerchief in hia
hand he stood and stared at the
battered, insensible face of the man wha
had sent him to a living death! The
man was on his hands—helpless, in need
of immediate care, and he was a hunted
man, liable to 1nstant arrest as soon os
ho was seen |

What was he to do?

To abandon the man, to leave him
to hia fate, as le knew only too well
Lagden would have done in his place,
was easy, bub impossible, Dub what

was he to do?
j over B wide expause, solifare,

deserted.  On the road a wmotor-
bus roared by, too far for a call, even

THE NINTH CHAFTER.

A Change ol Identily !

AMES TODER stirved at last.
He looked out of the thickets—

if Convict No. 22, in his tattered garh
of broad arrows, dared to let himself
be seen., It roared on and disappeared.

No. 22 cut out of the thickets to the
rokd and picked up the suttcase and ran
back with it

He had decided what he was going
to do.

He was going to get help for the man
who had wronged him. But he was not
going to hand bimself over to the grip
of the law—tha law that in his case,
if in no other, had erred so terribly.

In Lagden’s suitcase, he hoped, at
loast, would be a chango of clothes. Ha
would be able to appear, without
betraying the fact that lie wes a con-
vict, and scnd help to the insensible
man.

The suitease was locked, but he easily
found Lagden’s kev-ring and a key to
fit, eand unlocked it.

Then his stubbly face darkened with
dizsappomntment. =

It was not & largo suitcase. NWo doubt
the games master had s trunk, which
was being sent on by the railway.

In the suitcase were only a few shirts,
socks, pyjamas, shaving materials, and
such thmgs; no more than a man might
need till his bngs%_lnge arrived.

No. 22 breathed hard.

He had to change his clothes bLefore
he conld Iet any eve fall on him. He
was thinking, as was natural, of his own
chances of eseape; but he was think-
ing ciuitc ag much of the wretched man
who lay there like a log, and who would
surcly die if he was not cared for.

There was only one thing to be done,
and the conviet, wilth a gentle hand,
sivipped Lagden of his outer garments.
These he donned in place of Lthe tattered
Liaad arrows.

The tattercd conviet garb he placed

[Continned on page 16.)
Tie Magxer Taspant,—No. 1,494,



) g iy
WL, s ':'"".' Lo
(Continued from rage 13.)
on the insensible man—the only gar-
menta available for him.

The grim thought crossed his mind as
he did eo, that thera was retribuntive
justice in this, for had the truth been
known, it was Stephen Lagden wheo
would have been branded with the
broad arrows.

It was quickly done, and he laid the
senseless man, now clad in the tatbered
cotivict garb, as comfortabls as he could
o & bed of fallen leaves.

Then he hurriedly sorted out soap,
brushes, and razor from thoe suitcase.
He get the shaving mirror up on a

narled tree-trunk, and, with water
rom the pond, washed and shaved.

The difference it made in his appear-
ANCe WOS LmAazing. : ;

Years deopped from him. Ten
mionutes ago 1t would have been diffi-
cult to tell his age. Now he looked
& handsorue man, under thizvty.

Ile smiled faintly at his reflection in
the mirror.

What he saw thero was a pale but
handsome face and 8 sturdy figure,
well dressad in well-eut clothes,

At Blackmoor Prison, perhaps, lie
would have been known as No. 22 buz
even that was lﬂm‘bmli‘l for he Iw,-d:I left
the u r unshnrven,  on i
:nnuamfhp; madE a considerable differ-
ence to his appearance, as it was known
at Blackmoor. :

Larry Lascelles, had he seen lam,
would never have drcamed Lhat ihis was
the man with whom he had struggled
on the Pike; Harry Wharton & Uo.
wonld never have thought of ﬁiwsmng
that he was the man they haid chased on
tha Sark.

Tt was the man who lay on the bed of
leaves, with disfigured face and garbed
in broad arrows, whe would have veen
taken for the conviet had anyone
chanced on the spot.

No. 22 gmiled. IHa bad a sense of
clation. of renewed hope. a8 he found
himself elean and decently dressed once
more, ]

But his face grow grave again aa he
turped to Lagden. There was no sign
of roturning consciousnesa  in the
battered face of the new games master
of Gireviriars. Ile breathed, snd that
was all. . . .

There was pity in James Loder's
loak s but in his heart of hearis he could
not help feeling that this was a
judgment on tha docr of wrong, TFor
the ovil-dopr there is always & reckon-
ing, come it slow or fast; aond
Stoplien Lingden's reckoning had come !
Mercilessly, he had sent an innocent
man to prison in his place: ruthlessly
he had dotermined to roly him of his
last chance of freedom—-and the out-
come was—this!

uietlv, the conviet repacked the
articles he had taken from the suitease,
locked it, and slipped the key-ring into
his poclket. 1

Lagden had told him {(het he was
going to Groyfriars s3 a temporary
mazter, for the term, supplicd by thn
scholastio agoney, Logzott & Togpors, Tt
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waz vory unlikely that he was gknown in
Courtfield, whera hoe had arrived only
an hour or two ago, by train. The man
wha wore his clothes, his hat, hia boots,
his wrist-wakch, could safﬂf}' use  his
name—if it was neceszary to give o
name.

There was no time to lose, Now that
MNo. 22 was ready for hia venture he
lost no time. Stooping over the sense-
less man, he lifted him gently.

Leaving the thickets, he crossed the
common to the roadside. .

To e¢orry the insensible man miles on
his back wag impossible; and even had
it been possible, it would be quicker to
flag o passing car, even if he had to
walt =ome time for one.

He laid Lagden in the grass by the
road and waited.

It was ten minutes or more before &
car appeared in sight—a largs, hand-
some Rolls. Tt was driven by &
liveried chauffeur, and inside sat =
tall, angular gentleman with a bristling
white moustache and an eyeglass stuck
in his eye.

No. 28 hiad seen that angular gentle-
man before, while lurking in Popper
Court woods, and had heard o keeper
address him as Sir Hilton. It was in
Fact, Sir Hilion Poapper, the lord of
Popper Court.

Jdames Loder stepped into the road
and waved to the driver. The car
ttowed down, and Bir IHilton's eyeglass
gleamed from the window.,

“What iz it he barked,
vou. sir, and what do you want? Why
have vou stopped my car? Good gad 1™
Sir Hilton Popper broke off as his ayves
fell on the fipure by the roadside, “Iz—
iz that the convieti”

“The man has been knocked down by
a car which did not stop for him, sir!”
said No. 22, "If yvou will give him a
Lift into Courtheld——-"

Hir llilton gave a snort.

He was rather o particular old
gantlaman, and disinclined to give a
Lift in his magnificent car to a tattercd
conviet,

“Fao 13 serionsly injured, sic!” said
Mo, 22 guietly. “He has not moved or
spoken since he was knocked down.”

Another snort from Sir Hilton! But
he was, ot heart, & humane man, in his
oWwn  way; moreover, he was @
magistrate, and as such, it was his duly
to secure the escaped convict!

Ile snorvied=—=but he snorted assent.

The chaufieur descended, and he and
Joames Joder between them lifted the
mszensible man into the ear,

“Yon had better come also ! snapped
Bir Hilton, *I will drive yvou to Court-
fiecld Police Station.  You had befter
give an account of this. Step in™

MNo. 82 hesitated s moment.

Thon he stapped into the ecar.

e had nothing to fear from Stephen
Tagden. It was out of the power of his
enemy to denounge him now.

And, little reason o9 he had to feel
kindly towards the man who had so
bitterly wrenged him, he wos onxions
to know whether Lapden would live,

Tt was later, as hoe =at in the car
rashing on  towards Counrtficld, that
anather thought camo into hiz mind.

It Lagden remained unconscions, if
itk was, a3 it looked, o casze of serious
concussion. ho wasz ssfo in his cnemy's
clothpa and hia enemy’s name, anid
could take hia own tome in making
fuiure plans, It was necessary for lom
to Lnow.

If Lagdon did not speak. and
ovviopsly he conld not for a long fime,
there war no Jdonbt that he would bo
taken, ungquestionalily, for the escaped
conviet when he was driven 1in Bir
H:ilioe's ear b the police station,

“Whno ara

He was in the conviet's garly, and his
fara was battered out of all recognition.
There conld be ne doubt!

Certainly Inspector Grimes was nol
likely to suspect that the conviet was
the well-dressed, well-spoken man who
had flagged Sir Hilton Popper’s ecar,
end brought the injured man in!

Aguin it seemed to James Loder
that he saw in this the hand of fate!

If Lagden wos taken for the convict
—taken to Dlackmoor—as it seemed
mow that he must be, it was stern
justico=the justice that would have
heen done by the law, had the judges
known the facts! And so long as he
romained unable to speak, the man he
had wronged would be at leisure to
seck safety at a distance—ha would be
gecure by the time they learned at
Blackmeoor that they had the wrong
man ! .

The baronet’s car ran into Court-
field High Street. Qutside the police
station as it stopped & constable
saluted Sir Hilton; and No. 282 recog-
nised him as the man whe had been
upzet in the river the day bafore. Ha
felt & chill for a moment under the
officer’s eyes; bnt in those eyes there
was no recognition—and James Loder
breathed again. ]

He was no longer Convietk No. 22, of
Blackmoor—for & time, at least, for
davys, and perhaps for weeks, the guilty
man was to take the place of the
innocont one—a strange and amazin
turn of fortune of which he coul
ltardly have dreamed !

THE TENTH CHAPTER
Startling News !

1 SAY, you fellows! ¥las Lagden

E blown in vet?”

“Haven't seen ham ™
Bols Chevry.

“Ile was conming this afternoon !
said Bunter peevishly. “He ought to
be here by now, Lother him ¥

“Fearfully anxious to get on to
pames practice?™ grinned Bob.

“Ila, ha, ha!™

i Nol! Bezides, aven if he's a
Licast, a3 1 suppose he is, he can't be
Licast enongh to start on us first day!™
suid Billy Bunter. “1 sy, T want Lo
ask him abhout whether he knows
Loder's relations, you know.”

“%Won fat nzs '™ sald Ilarry Wharton.
“You'd botter not ask him anything ol
the lkind.™

“Well, T want to know,” said
Bunter. “lle's sure to be sble {o tell
ug, if he were ab Okeham when Loder's
relation was sent to chokey—if he knew
James Taoder, T dare say he knew
whether he had o relation at Grevfriars
—szee? Anyhow, I'm jolly well going to
ask him.*

"Fathaad ™

“Yah ! relovicd Buanter.

Rilly Bunter was not  the only
fellow by many o one who was curious
to see ihe now games master.

For a wook or more the escaped con-
viet had been the chief topic at the
sehool, mainly owing te the fact that
Lo had the same surname as Loder of
the RBixth, and that Gerald Loder was
go cxcessively “shirty ™ on the subject.

Tho fact 1hat the new games master
was 1he man he had “knocked out™
ot Okeham ®ehool, in  Devonshire,
paturally interested all the fellows,

And there was no doubt that Stephen
Lagden was the man who had been
mixed up in the Okeham affair with
James Loder. I was certain that he
knew James Toder—and it was quite
possibia that he might know somelhing

answerad



of James' family, and whether he had
& relative at Greyfriars,

Aftor class that day the [ollows ex:
pected to hear that the new 3
master had arrived; but he had not yet
turned up. It was learned that he had
been booked to arrive at Courtfield by
the three o'clock train; which gave
him E'mlzh time to get to tho aschool,
even if he walked.

Dut there had, apperently, been some
delay, for nothing was seen of him;
and when Gosling was asked,
answered that Mr. den had not yei
come.

Having nothing special to do till tes-
time, the Famous Five walked up the
road towards Courtfield common, with
the idea of meetin Mr. Legden on bis
way, if ho was walking.

Flep were reather keen to make the
acqueintance of the new games master;
though they certainly had not, like
Billy Bunter, any intention of asking
him impertinent guestions.

They reached the common, and
stopped at the spot where the footpath
branched off, which was a short cut to
the town,

Nobody was in sight at that spot,
except a boy on a bieycle, who, as he
came nearer, they recogmised as Holly
Lazarus, of Courtfiald.

“That man Lagden must have lost
his train and another train after it,”

remarked Bob Cherry. “No sl of
him about! If he's walking, old beans,
is he walking by the road, or by the
footpath? Guoss??

“Well, a3 he's & stranger here, I sup-

ose he would walk by the road,” said

rank Nuogent, “Ha wouldn't know tho
foot 5

"ﬁﬁ# if he's got a tongue, and very
likely he has, he could ask the way

hefore he started |¥ said Boh., “Any-
hody could tell him,?
“That's so!* said Harry. * Which-

aver way we go, he will bo on the
other, ten to one, and we shall miss
him. i

“The missfulness will probably be
preposterous 1" remarked Hurree Jam-
=et Ham Singh.

“There comes Solly, of the tribe of
Lazarua!™ said Bob. “ Let’s ask him if
he's seen a benighted stranger mooch-

in%ﬁnbﬂut"
 Solly, as he spotted the Greyfriars
juniors, slowed down, and jumped off
liis machine,

“I thay, wou
newth 1 he asked.

“What's the jolly old news, if any
nsked Bob.

“They've caught . tha conviet1”

“Oh, myﬁ hatl No. 22 caught!”
exclaimed Bob.

- ANl the Famousz Five were interested
at once by that pews, It had been
expected hourly; but No. 22 had been
56 elusive that it came as a surprise,

cxpected as it waos.
“ Yeth—they've got him !* said Solly.
town 19 talking

fellows, heard the

“Everybody in the
about 1t. They’'ve got him thafe now |

“Well, I suppose we ought to be glad
to hear 1t1” saild Harry Wharton
slowly, " But—but ¥ ecan’t help feel-
ing sorry for him. He was a8 conviet—
but I'm sure that he was not a bad
m?li;l had 11 d

‘He had some jolly good points,-any-
how 1" eaid Johony Bull.  “Look .".'r:rt
what he did for old Larry—and then
for Smithy in the river I

“How did they get him, Solly?”
asked Nugent.

“He was knocked down by 2 ear, and
a2 man found him on the road, from
what I've heard ! egaid Solly. *0Qld
Popper put him in his car and took
him along to {be polecth station.?
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“Oh!1" exclaimed Harry.
badly hurt, I hope {4

" ¥eth1”

The juniors' faces became very grave.

Convick or no conviet, they could not
help having a kindly feeling for No. 22,
The man who had carried Larry
Lascelles down the Pike on his back,
who had risked everything to fish
Emithy out of the river, could not be
ell bad, whatever he had dona.

“Where is he now ¥ asked Harry.

“In the prison hospital,” answered
Selly. “He was awfully knocked about
—he can't bo taken back to Blackmoor
vet, 1 hear. I've heard that his face
was s0 cut obout that they wouldn't
have known him, except by his clothes”

“Poor chap!” said Bob,

“Not

. " Rotten I’ paid Nugent. “How did
it happen, Solly %

“Nobody theems to know that”
answered  Solly. “The ecar that
knocked him down must have driven
on, Perhaps they were afrmid of

thtopping, when they saw ho was a con-
vict—or he might have tried to hold up
the car, you know, to get away in it—
nobody knows ! Heo was found on the
road and taken to the station in old
Popper's car, inthensible.”

“Well, that's that!’" said Bob. I
dare say it's. better for the peor chap
to be caught—he must have had an
awful time since he got away. But I'm
awfully sorry he's been hurt.”

“The sorrowfulness is terrifie.”

Solly put a leg over hiz machine

Again,
“Hold on a minute,” zaid Bob.
“Heen 2 man on the road, Solly—"

“Thix or theven [¥ answered Solly.

“Well, we want only one!” said Faob.
“Man we're expecting at Greyiriars,
but he's late”™

“What's he like?"

“(zoodness knows—never scen him,™
answered Baob. “He's never beon to
Gregifriars before, But aas he came by
train, probably he would be cariying a
bag or something. Seen any sportzman
with a bag or anvthing 1"

Saolly shook his head.

“No, I haven't theen him,”
answerad.

And, with 2 nod to the Greyfriars
fellows, Bolly rode on his way.

The chums of the Remove were loft
with very serions faces. Tho news of
what had happered to the convict was
a shock to them,

“Well, are we going on, waiting
here, or trotting bhack 1" asked Bob.
“If we keep on, it's even chances of
missing Lagden.” ;

"Hang on_here a bit,” said Harry
Wharton. “If he's coming at all, he
ean't be much longer.”

“That's z0,”" agreed Dob.

There was &  wayside secaf ot
hand, and the juniors walked to if, to
git down while they waited. A fow
minutes later & Sixth Ferm man from
Greifriars camie in sight. Ho stared
at the juriora on the long woeoden seat.

“Hallo, halle, halla! Jolly old
Loder I” murmured Bob., “I saw, think
he's on the same trail 12

The juniorz grimned. It sceurred to
ithem that Gerald Loder might be zil]
more interested in  the new games
master than they were themselves,

Loder of the Sixth came e a halt
nndﬁtﬁ.md gt them surlily

“Yhat are you fags hangzing aboub
hera for i he asked.

“Waiting for Steve,” answered DBob
afTably.

“Who 1" exclaimed Loder.

“Bteve ¥ said Dob.

“What do ¥you mean, you young
idiot 72

he
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“8tephen Lagden,” explained Beb.
“1 fancy our desr old new pames
master may have lost his way, and
wa're going to guide him, gﬂnify Liut
ﬁrmlg, to Greyfriars. Seal?”

Tiader ecowled.

“¥ou're going to do nothing of the
kind 1" he snarled. “Go back to the
school at once 1™

“It's not near lock-up yet, Loder!™
seid Harry Wharton quietly.

“I've told wyou to go back to the
school {" snapped Loder. “If you're
going to argue with a prefect, I'Hl take

ol to the Head as soon as I come in.
've no doubt you're hanging about
logking for a chance of a row mwith
H:g:i&c iffe follows.”

“ MNothing of the kind [
to meet Mr. Lagden—-? .

“Rubbisk| Go back to the school at
onoe M

The Famous Five exchanged glances.

Then slowly they rose from the seat.
Loder of the Sixth was a prefect, snd
there was no choice about the matter.
He had his excuse for ordering them
back to the school. It was true that
they were not locking for a row wnith
the Higheliffians:; but it was «quite
likely that there would have been a
row 1f Poneonby & Co. had come along.

Weo came out

A prefect was entitled to use his own
judgment—and if Loder chose to judge
that they wera there looking for

trouble, that was that!

“Come onl” said Harry curtly.

Tho chuma of the Remove walked
slowly back towards the school.

Lo«ger scowled after themy and sat
down on the seat. But, as well as if
he had told them, they knew that Loder
wanted to seo the new gamesmaster
before anyone else at Greyfriars saw
him—and the delay in My, Lagden’s
osrrival gave him hizs opportunity. And
they could easily guess Loder's reason.

erald Loder watched them, scowl-

ing, till they wera out of sight. Then
he sat with his eyes alternately on the
road ond the footpath. No more then
tha juniors did he know which way
Stephen Lagden would come; Eut
whichever way he came, he would inter-
cept him at that spob and have a word
with him before he went on to the
school. And on thet, Gerald Loder was
very keen indeed.

—p— —

THE ELEVENTH CHAPTER.
What’s In A Name ?

AMER LODER, No. 22, stopped nn
the footpath among the haw-
thorns, and steod looking at the
suitcase that lay there, where he

had left it when he carried the injured
man to the roed.

Clean, well-dressed, o handsome and
gtalwart ung mean, James looked
utterly unlike the forlorn man who bad
Jurked in the bushes when Stephen
llj‘:.:a.igd:lun came along there {rem Court-

i,

Only  that same afterncon—but it
seemed to James years ago already, so
much had been packed into & couple of
hours |

Two or three hours age hs had been
a hunlted and desperate man, at the end
of his tether.

MNow ha was safe!

The hunt was over I The law had got
its man—or 80 the law believed. James
Loder was as safe as any man who
wallted the highways of the county of
Kont—till tho man in the prison hos
pital could speak.

And he could not epeak |

Tne Macxer Lispary.—No. 1,494,
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The man whoe had changed bhis
identity, had gone through the otrdeal
at Courthicld eoollv, casily, ond safely.
Mot the faintest suspicion had been
argused.

How couid it be?

A reospectable, well-dressed man had
found the wretched convict insensible
on the road, knocked down by a car,
and helped to take him in to the police
station. How could suspicion fall on
such a man? .

It was chieflv from anxiely for the
injured man that James had lingered
to hear the doctor's report on his con-
dition, Bitterly as  Lagden had
wronged him, he pitied the man on
whom so terrible a judgment bked
fallen. He had been genuinely glad to
hear that Lagden's life was not in
danger.

He would live, and he would recovor.

But whether he wounld ever recover
his senses was another mattor. It Was
a case of concussion—severe CONCUZLON
—and the man might lie 1n his present
comatose condition for weeks, pﬂrhrﬁl&
for months. Long before fhat he would
ba taken to Blackmoor, where Jamcs
had beco in his place, and where now,
with more justice, he would be in
James' place. By so strange a freak of
fortune the law had got its ownl

He was the convict's size, he was in
the convict’s broad-arrow garbh, and his
face was unrecopnizable. There was no
doubt on the subject.

Mot for 2 moment would James Loder
have dreamed of sllowing it to go on
in the case of any other man. But
Stephen Lagden was the man the law
wanted, if the law had only known it
FHe was guilty of the erime for which
& sentence of three years’ penal servi-
tude had been passed. Only by
treacherr had he landed it on another
man. Now he was going where ha
belonged. There was nothing io weigh
on No. 22°s conscience in that. Lagden
was going where he would have gone,
had the truth been known. The guilty
was taking the place of the innocent.

That was as it should be!

And ho could not speak, Tven when
conscionsness came back, when he could
speal, it was doubtful whether he would
know or remember anvihing—even his
own name! ke would live—but that
was all |

Justice, in the strangest and most un-
expected way, had overtaken him, and
put him in the place of his vietin.

And now——

The warld was before the man who
had beeri hunted! But it was a world
that he had to begin again. Iixcept for
the elothes he stood in, he had nothing.

Old friends and acquaintances he
conld not approach without rovealing
what had happened. Never again could
he pze his own name. Never could he
allow anyone to learn who he was. e
lrad parted with his own identity—and
e had parted with it for ever,

At Courtfield he had lad to give
a name—an addresz ! He had given the
name of Stephen Lapden, the address
of Creyfriars, School. where Lagden
was going to take up a temporary post
aa games master., 1n that he had had
no choiee.

One name was a3 good as anollier,
since he could not. use hiz own—and the
name he had taken he would keep.
Stephen Lagden owed him a wvear of
his life, that had becn spent at Black-
moor, and it was little eaongh compen-
sation to makel

But after leaving Courthield—a free
man, unsuspected—other thoughts were
working in James' mind.
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e had nothing—and he had to get
work., A few hours ago he had been
fhunking only of keeping hiz liberty.
Now his liberty was sccure, and be had
to live,

A place was open to hum, his to take
—the place of temporary games master
at Greyiriars School!

He had been games master at Oke-
ham, in the davs that seemed so long
ago; he would be glad to get back to

his old job.
He had to live. He had rich rela-
tions—his uncle, Major Loder, was

rich, but had never concerned himself
about him, and in any case, he could
not approach any of his relations now.
Thevw, so far as they knew snything of
i at all, believed him s guilty man.

Why not walk straight on to Grey-
friars Hehool, where agden was a
ﬁtr&nﬁ{-r,, and where Lagden was ex-
pectod 7

That was the thought working in his
mind as he stood in the hawthorns,
slaring down at the sultcose,

Ha had to go somewhere. He had
to work in order to live. He had been
driven to borrowing Lagden’s clothes
and his name, for the injured man’s
own sake. For his own sake he would
keep on as he had started. A haven
of rest for a few weeks, and then—the
future was on the knees of the gods.

Where woas the harm? Eo was an
honest man, ready to do honest work,
and cert,ainf_v a better man, and a more
honest one, than Lagden, who had been
going to take up that job.

The headmaster of Greyfriars, had he
known all, would uwndoubtedly have pre-
forred James Loder to Stephen Lagden.

Why not ¥

Tor a long time the man who had
been  hunted stood there, in  doubt,
turning the matter over in his mind.

His mind was made up at last.

He picked up the suitease and walked
out of the hawthorns, following the
footpath to where it joined the road.

By the roadside was a long wooden
seat, on which a fellow was.seated, whe
looked like a senior schoolboy.
~ James, as he drew nearer, saw that
follow rise from the seat and stare at
him with & keon, searching and intent

EAZE. :
His heart beat quickly,
He had never, so far as he kpew,

seen this fellow before. Why was he
regarding him so intently ?

Had he miscalenlated? Was there,
after mll, something about him that
gave him away:

Tt taxed all his nerve to walk on
with an air of unconcern, as if uncon-
seious of that intent gaze,

He stepped into the road. and torned
towards Lireviriars, affecting not to
nofice the fellow who was searching
him with his eves.

But as he was passing the wavsile
seat, Loder of the Sixih stepped for-
ward.

% Excuse me,” he sald. “ Arve vou Mr.

Lngden i ™
No. 22 caught his breath far a
moment, and then smiled.  Iis  un-

vasiness had been guite groundless.
This, of course. was a Greyfriars
fellow, who had heard that the new
Fames master was conting that ofter-
noor. He had been locking at him so
intentiy, not becansa he supposed that
he was James Loder, but becaunse ho
gupposed that he was Stophen Lagden.
Possibly he had walked out to look for
him, as he was so late—Mr. Lagdon
must have bean expectod at the school
long before this!
Ite smiled,
“You belong
azkod oasily,

to CGrevfriars?™ he

" ¥es,™ aaid Loder. "We're expect-
ing Mr, Lagden, but he seems to be
late.. If vou are My, Lapdon—'"

“I am your new games master I"" said
No. 22 with o emtle. “1 have been
rather delayed, owing to some unfore-
seen circumstances.”

“I—I wanted to see you, belore Fou
got to the echool 1" said Loder, with
a flush coming inte his cheeks *I
dare say you'll guess why, when I tell
You my name,'’

“Yes?" said No. 22 in wonder.

“ My namc's Loder

The man with the suitcase gave a
violent start.

"+'i"m|r nopme is—is what?™ he ex.
claimed.

“Loder! Of course, you know the
nama I” wsaid  the Greyfriars Bixth
Tormer bitterly. *“You're not likely

to forget the name of Lodar!™

No. 28 stood wvery still, locking at
the Greyfriars senior. He was not
likely to forget the name of Loder—his
own name! Bub what did it mean?

THE TWELFTH CHAPTER.
The Cousins !
L{JDER of the Bixth stood looking

at the man before him, his face
growing  darker
Litter.

He could see that the man had heen
struck by the name of Loder,

That was natural enough, if he was
Stephen Lagden who had onece besn o
master at (keham, and had known
James Loder there.

Up to that moment, Loder had
nourished a faint hope that this Lagden
was not the same Lagden—not the
Lagden of Okeham, It seemed to him
the ronghest, roltenast luek, that a man
who had known his cousin James,
should be coming to Greyfriars.

But he could have ne doubt now.
The start the man had given, tho ex-
pression on his startled face, showed
that the name of Loder was only too
familiar to him,

“You—vyou know the name?”
tered Laoder.

“Yes, I know the name !” said No. 28
quietly. * It was once very familiar to
me, in fact."”

SIve no_donbt of it said Loder
bitterly. “It's the name of a scoundrel
who's dodging the police—"

“Eh?"

“A rascally convick who has escaped
from Blackmoor—-"

"A—a—a rascally econviet!  Oh!
Exactly ! gosped No. 88 *1 quite
understand ! The name has been in thoe
newspapers rother, of late I

“h, theose  rotten newspapersa
wouldn't leave 1t alone, of course,™ gaidl
Loder savagely.

MNo. 22 smiled.

“"You do not seem fto have a very
high opinion of our glovious Press!™
he remarked.

“1'd like to sec all the rotten rags
suppressed 1" growled Loder.  “Think
a fellow likes to =ee his name all over
fhe shop beecanse it happens to be
gomebody else’s name, too ™

“Quite unpleazant, I've no  doult ™
said MNo. 22 with an amuzed smile.
"t there mnst be many people who
have the same names as—as rascally
convicts, 'There must ba many people
named Lodep——"

“That's all very welll” pgrunted
Loder. “Bui, you sra, fellows get hold
of a thing like that, and if vou know
anything about schools, as 1 suppose
you do, von can guess the jaw  that
gocz on when a fellow haz  enemies.

and more

mut-



There are fellows at Creylriars who
like to_make out that thal scoundrel,
James Loder, is a relation of mine.”

“ Relationship to such a scoundrel
would ba wery disagreeable, I should
think,"” remarked No. 22 gravely.

Loder gave him a quick, searching
look. Diﬁ this man know of the rela-
tionship? If he did, Loder wanted to
ask him to keep it dark, If he did
nat, Loder did not want to tell himt
It was rather o dilemma, .

“Well, lock here,” said the Greyiriars
prefect, at last, “you were o master at
{Okeham School, in Devenshire—I-I
think—"

“That 13 correct|”

“Yeou knew James Loder there, of
course 1" :

“ Perfectly well—very well indeed!”
enswered James Loder, with a glimmoer
of amusement in his eyes. ""Perhaps I
may say that I knew him better than
unyone elso at Okeham.” ]

You were mixed up in o scrap with
himn on the night of the robbery, weren's
you {"” asked Loder.

No. 22 paused a moment.

“I was mixed up in that serap!” he
answered, *“ DBut what—-" ;

“Well, 3;_{!“ knew him jolly well,” said
Loder. " I=1 supposa you may have
known about—about his relationsi"

“Yes, I knew something of them."

' His—his uncle——"

“I believe he had an unecle.”

“Ihd vou know his uncle’s name

Loder, 1n lis cagerness to learn
whether Stephen Lagden knew of the
relationship or rot, did not pauze to
think how very peculiar all thiz ques-
tioning must seem to a stranger—a man
to whom ne had never spoken before in
Ilus life.

But the handsomo man with the little
moustache was perfectly apmiable and
polite, and did not seem to mind.

“T think his unele was Major Loder1*
was his answer. “Yes, I am sure he
liad an uncle ealled Major Loder.™

Loder of tha 8ixth coukl have
grogned. If that much was known, asll
was known; for everybody st Grey-
friars kuew that Loder's father was
Major Loder.

“I think, however,” went on Na. 22
blandly, * that James had very little fo
tlo with his vnele the major. So far as
I know, he never visited him.”

“He was a poor relation, and we had
proecious little te de with lum, any of
s ! said Toder. " Look here, Mr.
Lagden, I'll speak out plain.*

“‘That i3 always a good system.™

“I'va told you my name . is Loder.
Major Leder is my father, as any man
at Greyfriars ecould tell yon i wyou
nsked. Bo, ns you kvow that he was
James' unele, you can seo—"

No. 22 started.

It dawned upon his mind that thia
senior man of Greyfriars, whom he had
never seen before, was his cousin Gerald
—the zon of his rich uncle.

He looked hard at Laoder.

In tho rather hard face of Ceorald
Loder, he conld read his thoughts sasily
cnovigh, and he knew now why the Geey-
friars man was waiting there to meot
“Alr. Loagden ® before he arvived at the
school,

For o moment or two James' own foee
havdenad, But that guickly paszed. If
Gerald  hated  the thonght of him,
loatlve] any conneclion with him, it waos
nalural. HMis di=sgracn had not boen lis
epwn Fault, but it Lhad been o black and
vearwhelining  disprace, rellocking on
all wheo bere his family name. Yo could
hawdly blame any fellow Tour not want-
ing it lo be knewn that le was related
ta a conviet at Blackmaor,

EVERY SATURDAY

“Yon—vou zoe—2" stammered Loder.

“T think I soe!® said No. 22, “This--
this unspeakable outzsider James Loder,
is your cousin, if you are Major Laoder's
son. I quite understand that you do not
desire the matter mentioned at your
enhaol. Believe ma, I should never
dream of allowing & word on the sub.
jeet to pass my nps”

Loder looked ielieved.

“¥an've guessed what I was going to
ask you, Mr. Lagden,” he said. “I—1
hopod von'd look at it in that light. Of
courze, nobody’s likely to azk you any
guestions, but o ecarelezs: word——"

“I zhall ccrtninly utter no careless
words ™ znid No. 22, “The connection
is disngreeabla for vou, hut it is ecer-
tainly no fault of your own, and o far
as I am concerned, no one will ever hear
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of it. Tndeed. T mysell psk pothin
hotter than ta forget the existence o
Jamés Loder—a man of whomn I bepe
never to hear again,”

"You're awfully good,” said Loder.
“Of course, there are hlack sheep in
every flock, and my Cousin James eocins
to have been an awlnl rotter—nobody
knows {hat better than you, I suppose,
Mr. Lagden, as from what I hear, yon
cauvght him in his rascality. I never
knew much about him before this affar
of his escape from prison; but finee
then, of course, it’s beon fairly dinned
into my ears. I've never cven eeen the
man in my life.”

No., Z2 smiled.

In other days, there had, perhaps,
Lbepen o little soreness in hia heart, over

(Continucd on next poge.)

GREYFRIARS

(1)
;‘I'Em tpclﬂ“iltu m;:u%u finee day,"
ou 0 my joly way,
When I looked in jost now Lo pay

INTERVIEWS

! Whatever the nationality—they all come under the eagle
eye and prolific pen of our clever Greyfriars rhymester,
This week he selects as his target

WUN LUNG,
the Chinese junier in the Remove,

(2

“1 wantes moches falk wilh you,
A nices liltle intelview,
What's that you makes—nices stew ¢ M

Dur Chinaman 4 vigit, X I asked Him, interested. .
Wun Lung responded with a grin, A stew | ' he nodded, * Velly cice !
Politely beekoning me in, He shovelled in a plate of rice,

B0 in X went and 3aid ; ** Chin, chin ! ¥ “ What elze is in it—rais and mice 7 "'

Which wasn’t too explicit. I thersnpon tequested.

(3) (1)

Though Wun Lung cooks, as all agree, “ Wo lats and mice this time,* he said
El‘lfﬁlﬂlr Appa :h' " “ Ko meat at all 1" He shook his head.
Unless you know the recipe He walked about with stealthy trend,

Hea ha to be wsing, The gravy smelt deliclons, -
It's v eale to tm He u!ﬁr locked the study door,
For anaile and frogs are hiz delight, Then ed back noross the floor,
He flayours them to taste all right, I sat ihers, 1esling rather sore,

And thinks it most amasing And just & shade suspicions.

(5}

(8}
13 Dve know what I believe 7 ** agid 1.

“ ¥ou eal each other on the sly !
You'ra cannibals | ¥ Ho made reply :
“¥Yon we eat each otber,
The other day %?!ﬂ EAY 80, LOO,
I hear you | ell, aps il tige |
Bome Chinee velly ( do,
It hongly—eat his blother 1 '*

(8)

stopd there slicring, stirring still,
I was feeling downright il !
And then I watched him, with & (hrill,
Take oul a Tearfol hatchet |
* Now stew, him 6L t2 eat |
8 Ikam Ie?&dr milgr_thu meat lt sy
oW EeEDee fr 10 FOUT SEA
T wmtelr il T Y

I jumped and velled -

(10}

Wun Lung seid -

mislake,

Our Chinaman enioys s joke,

But be iz such & mmhlﬁh.

I watohed him, Ets g ino tha amoke
His blexsed stew was

“ There's rats and mice in it,

He thook hiz haad with grave ragret.

* No meat at all in it—not yet [ M
He said, and [elt ma lhldﬂ&

And then I koew it was a fake,

I choppes op this piece of stealk,
No need for any lonkee [ M
The slory seemed Lo please the crowd,
They cackled loog and cackled loud,
And a3 I crawled away, I vowed,
I'd slay that Chiness monkey !

bat I 1

I shuddsred. It wax growicg hot.
I staried awenting quite a lot.
He stood there, stirring op his pot,
His silence was provoking.
him murmur to the wall;
“ Not yet—no meat in it et all
He gay I am & cannd 2
Tored : * But I was joking !

{"

I beat the door ond howlad with Iright.
“ Help, help [ ¥ I yelled with all my night.
1'd give the heathen beast a fight
Belora my life was ended.
A crowd came rushing at mg.cn!h
The door, Hung backwards, hit the wall !
He hadn* locked the door at all !
He'd only inst prefended !

“ There 8 BoME
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tha sxtreme oars with which the ricn
Loders kept at a safe distance from the
poor Loders, But he was glad of it now.
Had Gerald Loder ever met his Conzin
James, he would hardly have taken him,
at the present moment, for Sitephen

Lagden ! :
In meaking his plans that after-
noon, after he had known for

certain that Lagden would be sileng,
James had nover drenqu, for an -
stant, of anvthing like this!

That he had a relation—a near rela-
tion—at ﬂreifriarﬂ, was ontirely a new
discovery to him. So little did he know
of the wealthy branch of the family that
he had never known the name of the
school to which Major Loder sent his
gon. Possibly, had he known it. it
wouli have made a difference to his
plans. Bui ench an ides had never
crossed his mind.

“ I've never seen him, and, of ecourse,
don't want to!” went on Goerald Loder.
“] only wish they'd get him!
I hope every minutc to hear that he has
been taken.” Koder gritted his teeth.

No. 22 gave him a curious look.

“In that case, Master Loder, I think
1 can give von some welcome news ! he
gaid evenly. “The man who committed
the robbery at Okeham has been taken”

Loder jumped.

“Taken! Thev've got him! Oh, my
hat! That's splendid! T shall be rid
of the brute, at least. How do you
know " —

“T had & hand in it!" samid No. 22,
smiling. *I stopped a ecar on-the road
to convey an injured man to Courtfield—
n man in convict dress, who had been
knocked down by & car and left where
he fell He was injured, and waa still
unconscious when I left him in the hands
of the police.”

“0k " exclaimed Loder, with a deep
breath, “I soe—that's why wyou're so
late. I say, that's ripping news! I
suppose there's no mistake—they've pot
the right man? They're certain it's
the man¥"

“ They sppeared to be, at least.”

“RBut vou would know, of course, BMr.
Lagden,” said Loder. * You knew the
scoundrel better than anybedy elso.
You're sure—-"

“I wm_sure, absolulely certain, that
the man I handed over to the police was
the man who committed robhery at
Okelham a year ago!l™ answered No, 22,
“On that point, there is no doubt what-
ever.”

“{vh, " gaid Loder, in great
relief. “"I'hers won't be so much jaw on
the subject, once he's gone back where
he bLelouge. SBhall I walk with you to
the school, Ae, Lagden?”

“1 shall be very glad.”

“Thiz way, then ! said Loder.

Gerald Loder's face was bright as he
started for Greyfriars, walking by the
side of the man with the suitease. It
was an immense relief to him to learn
that the conviet had been recaptured at
last.

His companion’'s face was a little
clowded, Thiz was hus first mecting with
his cousin Gerald=—who lLad not the ro-
motest suspicion that he was his cousin.

No. 22 had learned loleranee by hard
experience. He did not expect Gerald
to feel kindly toward u convieted rela-
tion, and one he had nover even seon.
He rcalised that almost any fellow
would think chiefly of the shame of the
connectionn. Yet, after nll, James was
near relation—and blood was said lo be
thicker than water. Lodor evidently
did not oare a straw about the *con-
vick's " accident—Ihie had not oven asked
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whother the wretched man was seriously
hurt or not. Burely o little compassion,
a tincture of pity, would not have becn
out of place.

But there was no sign of it in Lode:.
Only too plainly he was thinking en-
tirely of hims=elf, and had no thought to
waste on the man who lay jn the prison
hospital. True, he hﬂliﬂ‘l-'fé him guilty
—but James knew Lagden to be guilty,
and vet could pity him. Gerald had o
harder heart.

No. 22 was glad when ther reoched
the school. Old Gosling looked at them
as they came in, glimpsed the initials
“8. L.” on the suitcaze, and touched
his anecient hat.

It wos not yet lock-up, and & good
many fellows were in the quad. Many
of them glanced at the handsome, up-
standing voung man who walked 1
with Loder of the Sixth, and some of
thern noted the initisls on the suitcase,
And the news was not long in spreading
that AMr. Lagden, the new pamcs
master, had arrived at last.

——m

THE THIRTEENTH CHAPTER.
The New Games Master !

1 O0KS a decent chap!” said
E Bob Cherry.

“He do—he does!™ agreed
Johnny Bull.

All the Co. nodded aazent.

Harry Wharton & Co. were in the
quad when “Mr. Lagden ” came in with
Loder of the Sixth.

They regarded the new games master
with some intercst; and, an his liiks,
rather liked him.

He had rather a boyish face anid
manner, locked cheerful and good-
tempered, and was evidently athletie
and very fit,

Harry Wharton's eves lingered omn
him, a5 he passed with Loder, at o
little distance from the Famous TFive.

_There was a slightly perplexed oxpros.
sionn on the face of the capiain of ihe
Bemaove.

“That must be TLagden!” he re-
marked, slowly.

Of course,” said Bob. ' Loder's miet
him, and walked him home. His initials
are on the suitcase he's carrving.”

“I've never seen lum before, and
never even  heard his name  before
to-day.” said llarry, *“DBut—"

“But what "

“Well, it's odd, but I've a sovt of
feeling that I've seen him before, though
I certainly never have ! said the captain
of the Remove. “I can't have, as I've
nover met sauyboady named Loagden.
But—=""

He fixed his eves inlently on the
handsome prefile of the new pames
wmaster, pazzing on towards the Houss
wiih Lauler.

There waz somedhing familiar in (lnt
handsome face—familiar. but elusive,

" You've ecen somebody like him,”
said MNugent. “You can't ever have
seon Lagden—he's never been lepe ™

*That must be 1t, I suppose!” said
Harry, with a nod.

The man who was walking with Loder
glanced at the juniors. It secmed fo
themn that he looked at themm rather
intenily.

But he walked ot and wenl into the
House with the prefect.

It eame raiber  sirangely  into
Wharton's mind, that not ouly had he
geen  Me. Lthg'-l,‘l&ﬂ soinew hare I_rLtf:'n'{r.
but that Mr. Lagden Lad also seen him
and remembered him.

Bill, that was scarveely possible; and
he dismissed the matier from his mind.

Lord Mauleverer of Lhe Remove, was
standing ncar the Famous Five, and
regarding the new games master with
gome interest, as lie went in. Bab
Cherry gave his lordship a slap on the
shoulder.

. Like him, Mauly?” he asked.

Ow!l Don’t break my back, fat-
head [ enid Mauleverer.  “Oh, saas,
I rather like ihe man, on his looks.
Looks quite decent, But—"

“But what?” asked Harry Wharton
with a laugh. “Think he looks as if
he'll make you work at games, Mauly #*

“¥aas, I'm afraid sel” assented
Mauly. *“Btill, Lascelles did that! But
that's not what 1 was thinking of. Did
you notice his trousers 7

The Fameus Five grinned. Thev were
not gquite =0 keen to notice a man's
elothes as the dandy of the Remove.

“Not specially,” said Bob., ** Weron't
they properly creased, Mauls? Mean
to say he's come here without baving his
bags properly creased ¥

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“ Not exactly,” said Lord Mauleverer,
seviously, “but he onght to change his
tailor. I must say that the bags ain't
Ladly eut, but they look as if they were
made for a rather smaller man. His
tailor hisn't fitted him. A man can't
be too partienlar about his bags”

"Of course, that's fearfully impor-
tant I agreed Bob, with great gravity.
“But being & games master, he mi Et
think Soeccer more important than
tronszers I

“The mighifulness s  terrifio!”
grinned Hurrce Jamset Ram Singh.

“Well, elobber's elobber 1™ said Tord
Mauleverer, shaking his head. “A man
onght to sce that his tailor plays up.
That chap's clothes don't fit him.
They're not bad clobber—but they don't
fit lim. A man oughti’t to wear clobber
that doesn’t it hity. Otherwise, he looks
iu' very decent ¢hap, and I rather like
VT,

Tiord Mauvleverer probably was the
only fellow in the Remove who roticed
that the new games master's clothes were
nok o pregise fit. It was the kind of
thing that leaped to Mauly's eye.
_Tho Famous Five went up to Study
No. 1, to tea. They were in that colo-
brated apariment, when the Bounder
looked in.

There was guite a curvions expression
ont Herbert Vernon-8mith's face.

“You men seen Lagden?” he asked.

“¥es, we saw him come in with
Loder,” answered ITarry.,  ““Tike hia
looks ¥*

O, wes, he looks ell right!” zaid
Smithy,  “Ife sroms to have got in
jolly late. Tie was expocled before we
were ont of class. .Dii.f’ vou fellows get
a good look at him "

larry Wharton gave the Dounder a
auick look. Bome elusive trace of fomi-
harity in the new man's fealores had
striuck him, and ho wondered whether
it had stroack Bmithy alzo,

“ITalle, hallo, halle '™ exelaimed Bob.
“Wharton thinks he's seen the chap
before somewhere, Bmithy,  You seen
itim, too !

“Oh, Wharten thinks that, does he "
satd Vernon-Bmith,  “Where do yon
think veu have scen him, Wharton **

YWell, T don't thunk I have, really,
az X really ecan't have,” mnswered the
capiain of the Remove. ™ Bulb something
abont his face, and I think, something
abhaut 1he way he carries himself, sfrick
iqr. I suppose I've seen somebody like
v

The Bounder Tanglied.

“You don't vemotnber wha® ho
askad,
“Haven't the fomgiest ! answerssd

arey.
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** 1—I say, leggo, Loder I ¥ stuitéi*eﬂ Buﬂte},ﬂs the Sixth Former grabbed him by a fat shoulder. . I—I'1 fell all the

fellows 1hat that convict ain’t your cousin

ames if--i you'll Jet go my shoulder.

Yooo-hooooop ! ** Smack ! Loder’s

open palm smote the fat junior's ear, and Bunter fairly yelped.

“He might have been dressed differ-
ently when you <aw him before, if you've
ever seen himi 1 sugpgested Smithy.

“Possibly, if I've ever seen him~—but
I don't think I can have,” said Harry.
“From what I've heard, he’s quite a
stranger 1n this part of the country—
but I may have seen somebody like him
i the holidays. One sees a lot of people
in the hols, aud forgets them aiter-
wards, ™

“You don't think wvou've szeen lim
Iaie];.r'?’*

“Not that I know of.”

Smithy sodded, and strolled wp the
passage.

Bob Cherry etared after him, and
glauced at his {riends.

“Emithy was driving at something,”
he said. “But what the thump was he
driving ati”

“Goodness  knows,”  eaid
“Where's the toasting-forki™

The Famous Five dismissed the matter
and gave their aliention to iea.

Herbert Vernon-Smith had o very
thonghtful Jook as he went along to his
awn study, No. d—went in, and :=hut
the door after him,

Hiz study-mate, Redwing, was there,
poaching eggs at the study fire.

“Hallo, Reddy 1™ =aid the Bounder.
“Been the new games bealk 1

*“Yes—looka vather decent!™
Redwing.

“Yeu, that's o 1" agreed Smithy.

He was about to zpeak again, but he
checked himself. He crossed to the study
wing}uw. and stood looking out inte the
quad,
~ "It's impossible 1 he said {o himsclf,
ingudibly,  “Don’t be an ass, my bov.
it’a just impazzible, and you know it.”

It was tmpossible, and he knew il
And yet—and yet, Herbert Vernon-
Smith knew in his heart of hearts, that
be had seen that handsome face before,

MNugent.

znbe

when it did pot look so handsome—he
had scen it bending over him from a
hoat, when a helping hand dragged him
back from death in the deep rviver. It
was impossible—wildly impossible—his
common senge scouted the idea—and
yet, at the back of his mind, he was
certain all the time.

r— r——

THE FOURTEENTH CHAPTER.
Impossible !

i SAY, you fellows ™™
E - "Top  late? grinned DBob
Cherry.

“Ha, ha, ha ¥

Tea_was over in Study MNo. 1, when
Eilly Bunter barged in. Only one single
selrtary doughnut remained on the table.

Oh, really, you fellows 1™ zaid the fat

Owl. "I haven’t come to tea. I'll have
that doughnut, though, if you hke”
Without waiting to ascertain whether
tha owners of the doughtnut liked,
Bunter annexed it and went on, “I
say, yon fellows, have jou heard the
news? Lagden's come—-"
“ Ancient histary I yawned Boh.
“That isn’t all'™ announced Bunter.
I say, they've got him 1”
“Who havel”
“The police!” said Dunter dramatic-
ally., *(Got him in chokey I

“Got Lagden in chokey 77

“No, you asal Lagden's here—but
he helped to get him from what I hear,
He got him and he was taken to Court-
field in old Popper's car, I hear, and ha
let him put him in the car, and he—"

“"Held on a minute I dgasped Bob.
“ Let’s know who is he, and who is him.
Wh]ﬁ]ﬁ is wiflic]:: ?&’

“Oh, really, Cherrye——"

“Dao Foa mean that semehody’s got old
Popper 7

“Mo, you fathead ! 0Old Popper came

along in his car, and he let him put him
In the ear, you see, because he was
there with him, and he had been
knocked down by a car!™ explained
Bunter, Iucidly.

“Oh, my hat! Anybody knew the
answer fo that one 7 asked Dob.

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“Blessed if I can see anything to
cackle at! I'm jolly glad they got him
said Bunter. *I never felt sale while
he was about.™

“Who " roared the Famons Five with
one voice,

“Eh! The convict, of course! Didn't
I say the convigt? They've got him 17

“{¢h, they've £ the convict, have
they ¥ grinned Bob. “My dear por-
poise, we knew that yeara ago '™

“0Oh, you've heard i7" asked Bunter,
rather disappointed, PBunter liked to be
the purveyor of early news. "I s=aw,
did you know that Lagden got him '

“*No, wao never knew tnat!® said
Harry.

“And we don't know it now " grinned
DBob, "Wheare did you get that {rom,
Bunter "

*It's all over the shop !” raid Dunter.
“I haven't heard all the details, but,
from what I hear, Lagden fell in with
the convict on hiz way from the station,
ad there was a fearful strugelo—=*

“ Gammon ¥

“That's why he was so lste. The
convict sﬁrang ot him like a tiger, and
L.agden had to fight for his life ! zaid
Bunter impressively, “There waz an
awful, desperate struggle—"

“Was t.ﬁ‘;n‘. hefore ihe conviet waas
knocked down by the car, or afteri”
nsked Bob Cherry.

“Well, 1t must have been before, I
think,” eaid Dunter. “You see, the
convict couldn't have stroggled aftor he
was killed w

o Killed
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“Woll, jolly nearly killed said
Bunter, moderating his transports, as it
were. " Not quite killed, or—or he'd be
dead, vou know.” :

“ VYo that sounds probable,” admitted
Bol. “ Pcople are generally rather dead
after they're killed, Quite a wusual
resu]t..‘"i 1 I

“Well, old Fo r wWaoas going O 1o his
car., and e Iﬁzlmd out inte the
L'I:I-B.{l—'—" . .

“0ld Popper rushed out of his car?’

“No, you fathead—Logden rushed !
He rushed out into the road, and
shouted ‘Stopl' Or else “Halt? I
f-:ir‘get which=——" sps

“And which did Popper do?” in-
gquired Bob. “Did he stop, or did he
halt 7

“Oh, reallr, Cherrr | He ato?’!md—“

“ Might as well have halted

“"Ha, ha, hal”

“Qh, don’t be an ass! They picked
up the remains, and put them in the
car,” went on Bunter, ' Lagden got info
the car with old Popper. You see, he
had to go to the polics station and hand
hin: over.”

“What had old Popper done?”

“"Eht? Nothing!”

“Then what did Lagden want to hand
him over fori"

Ha

“Not old Popper, you assl
handed over ﬂwpgnvinti I fancy old
Crrimey was {‘31];.' glad to get him 1” said
Bunter, “Why, that convict’s been
hanging about here more than a week,
and they never got him. Now our new

ames master comes along and captures
ﬁim while he's walking from the station.
1 bet it made old Grimes look a bit
green! I sav, vou fellows, do you think
Loder of the 8ixth may have to go and
identify him? Being his relation, you
know ¥

“You'd better ask Loder that!”
ciinckled Bob.

“Ha. ha, ha!*

#“J—I don't think I'll speak to Loder
about it. He's fearfully shirty on the
subject of that conviet,” said Bunter.
“Look how he pulled my ear tfo-day,
and then pitched into me with Walker's
cane. because he made out that I'd
Pocked his study door! 1 say, you
fellows, it's rather a coincidence, Lagden

[il
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capturing the conviet, ian't it, u'lmrr. he's
the same man that got him st Okeham,
before he wenk to chokey? I dare say
that's why the convict attacked him——"

“Did he?”

“Oh, 7yes,
E‘fruggie s ]

“T wonder if Lagden had anything to
do with it?” remarked Bob. ¥If he
imd. that might be why bhe came in so
ate:™

“Haoven't I just told voui” hooted

there was an  awful

Bunter. I tell vou, they had a feacful,

awful, terrific struggle—"

“Bow-wow [

“ Beast "

The Famous Five left the study, and
went down to get the news. Billy
Bunter's news was thrilling, but un-
reliable.

Thev found that a good many fellows
had heard the story. It was known now
why Mr. Logden had arrived rzo late.
The facts were mot so thrilling a3
related by Bunter. It transpired that
Mr, Lagden had found the convict lying
injured by the roadside, having appar-
ently been knocked down by a car, an
loft whers he fell. Harry Wharton &
Co. knew that already, from Solly
Lazarus, with the exception of Br.
Lagdetts-part in the affair.

Billy Bunter, meanwhils, looked into
Study No. 4, where the Bounder and
Tom BRoedwing were at tca.

“I gav, wvou fellowes heard?’ de-
manded Bunter.

“ Heard what, fathead ” grunted the

Bounder. X

“Thev've got the convick I

"i.’;er:mn-ﬂmuh jumped up from the
table.

“They've got him?” he exclaimed.
He stared at Bunter in blank amaze-
ment. * Impossible I

Biili Bunter grinned. The Famous
Five had not been' at all properly im-
pressed by his news, 8mithy was im-
pressed, that was eclear. He looked
wildlr startled.

“'Tpin’t impossible, Smithy 1 grinned
Bunter. *“They've got him all right!
You see, Lagden

“Lagden |” repeated Smithv.

“Yes, I suppose vou've soen Lagden,
the new games beak., He come in about
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an hiour ago, wiin Loder. Loder went to
ml{tt-t him, I believe, and you can guess
why——"

“They — they — they've
out I” gasped Vernon-Bmith,

“Thers wasn't much finding out about
it,"” said Bunter. “Of course, he was
known at once by hi= clothes——"

“ His—his clothes "

“¥Yeos, of course, the broad arrows,
you know——"

founid him

“The broad arraws!” repeated
Vernon-Bmith mechanically, * What do
you mean, vou fat idiot? IHave they

got the convict, or not ¥

“¥es, rather! Lagden—"

"They've been here

“Here! No! Why should thev come
here 7 asked DBunter, in astonishment.
“Lagden found himm——"

“Lagden fouund the conviet ! welled
Smithy. _

“Yes, on the read over Courtheld
ct:rﬂl_gmn 5 ¥ . ;s

ou potty porpoise—

“0Oh, really, Smithy—"

“Where's the new beak Dow?®" ex-
claimed Vernon-Smith.

*I believe he's in his rooms—Lascelles
old rooms, you know. It was before he
%cxt here, of course. You don't think he

ound the conviet here, do you? Hoe,
he, he]! He found him—"

“"Have they really caught the con-
viek ' asked Redwing.

“Yes, rather! 'Thevy've got him in
Courtfield, and—— Yarooooh! Leggo!
You gone mad, Smithy, sou beast?
Leggo ! Yaroooh !” )

Yernon-Smith made a jump at Bunter,
grabbed him by the collar, and banged
his head on the study door. Then he
twirled him into the paszage, and
slammed the deor on him.

*Yow-ow-ow-ow "'

In the Remave paszage, Billy Bunter’s
voice was raised iréudly', but not welodi-
ously. Why Bmithr had cut up zo rusty,
when & fellow took him the latest news,
Bunter could not begin to guess.

Tom Redwing was surprised, too. He
stared ab Bmithy as the Bounder went
frowning back to his chair

“What the dickens did you pitch into
Bunter for. Smithy 2 he asked.

“Trying to pull my leg with his idiatio
varns |” growled Yernon-Bmith, “You
know what that conviet did, when I was
i the river vesterdavy ! 1 was runaing
him down. and he stopped to save mme ! [
don't want to hear that he's caught

T"Well, that's all right,” said Bedwing.
“PBut you can't cxpect Buater to guesa
all th’?t : and he only came fo tell
uair—

“It's onlv onc of his silly varns!™
snapped Bumithy. “The convict's not
caught, and I know it.”

“YWell, I don't see how you can know
it 1" said Tom. “He mar be caught
any minute, onrhow:; and 1it's sur-
prising that he's not been canght
already. How do you know he's not
been caught, as Bunter says?¥

“Wall, I do know it!" grunted the
Bounder.

And he said no more. What he guz-
pected, what he felt he knew, was not

oing to pass his hips. But he was abso-

utely assored that, so long as the new
games master was at Grevfriavs the
convict was not caught,

“ Yow-pw-ou-ouw [ came from the nas-
sage. “Beast! Ow! Wow! You l”

“Hallo, halle, hallo ! came a cheery
roar. © What's the row. old fat bean?”

“ O ! That beazt Smithy [ howled
Punter. “Banging a fellow’s head—
Owe 1™

“What rot!" said Bob. He banged on
the door of Study No. 4. and looked 1.
“Hallo, halle, hallo, Simnithy! Didnc
vou know Lhey'd got No, 2237



“MNol” growled Vernon-Smith., “I
know they haven't 1"

“Eh? They jolly well haval” said
Bob. I'm rather sorry for the chap,
but there’s mo doubt about it—they've
got him.”

“0Ob, don’t ba a fool I

Boh stared at him.

“Thanks!” he said dryly.

_ “What I
like about you, Emith{; 13 1

OuUr miga

polished manners, Chesterfield had
nothing on you I'

“Well, dont talk rot!? snapped
‘.Tarmn-émuh. “The convict imn’s

cau@l_ll;, and can’t be. I know that I
*“You know & lot in this study, then,”
ﬁrmned Bob, “If you step down to the

gg you'll find about fifty fellows who
will tell you that he is cought. Lagden,
our new games besk, found him on the
road over the common, where he had
been knocked down by & car, and got
him to the police station.”

“Oh, don’t bo an ass!”

Fathead!” said Bob, and he slammed
the study door and departed,

“Blessed 1f T make you out, Smithy !**
said Tom Redwing in wonder. *“You
know that it is so if Pob says so.”

“1 know that it isn't so ™

“0Oh, rubbish !

Redwing left the study and went down
to gather news. It wes easy enough to
gather; nearly everybedy in the ]Euusru
was talking of the eapture of Conviot
No. 22, and the part . Lagden had
p!'}yﬂd in ik,

[he Bounder remained unconvineed.
With that strange beliof regarding the
naw games master in his mind, he could
not be convinced.

But a little later, when Smithy came
down and heard the news on all sides, he
had to be convinced. Every follow at
Greyfriara knew by that time; and there
was no doubt, at all events, that thera
was 3 man et Courtfield police station
whom the police believed to be James

er, No. 22 of Blackmoor,

The escaped convict had been cap-

tured; new games master was at
Greyiriars. Obviously, therefore, they
could not be one an BATRS AT

The Bounder had to admit it; he had
ta be convinced. In tho face of over-
whelming certainty he could ne longer
doubt.

And yet—-

And yet, in spite of certainty, in spite
of common sense, he felt in his bones
that tho face of Stephen Lagden, the
new games master of Greyiriars, was the
face of the man who had looked down
on him from the boat on the Sark when
ithe hand of Convict No. 22 had dragged
nim from the desp waters. It seemed
to Smithy himself & mad belief; but,
mad or not, it remained in his mind
aud wounld not leave him,

a2

THE FIFTEENTH CHAFTER,
Catehing His Eye |

i w’'M glad, in a way !’ remarked
C‘uﬁer of the Fifth.
Afte. class the following day
Coker was walking in the quad
with his friends Folter and Greene:
there was a thoughtiul shade on Coker's
brow, which looked as if Cokor was
thinhinf.

He %anced up at a face thet looked
down from an open window; it was a
handsome face with a lLittle moustache—
tho face of the man who was known st
Greyiriarvs Schoal as Stephen Lagden.

That face leoked very cheerful,

The new games master had been a day
at the school, and in the coursa of that
ii?:gd ha had become rather generally
i 5

In Common-room the other beaks had
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rather taken to him. Mr. Prout, the
master of the Fifth, was pleased to
approve of him,

rout, who had had more birthdays
than he liked to remember, had rather
a Fusplciou’ eye on younger maesters,
Lagden was young; but was not,
Prout told the other members of the
staff, bumptious—like so many young
men in these degenerate days—hs was
prgperi’_{: respectful to his elders, Prout
tita liked him. Capper and Wiggina
iked him; even Hacker, the master of
the Bhell, generally regarded as an acid
drop, found the young man's plessant
manners hard to resist.

Wingate of the Sixth, who had already
had a talk with him about the school

ames, told the other {footballers thas
Lagden was the goods all right. The
jumiors, so far as the= had seen anything

him, thought him a very decent chap,
50 he scemed on the way to winning
golden opinions from all soris of people.

Which plessed—and, perhape, a little
amused—the man who twenty-four hours
ago had been & hunted fugitive and
outcast.

Coker, glancipg up at him as he sat
at the window of the room that had
been Mr. Lascelles’, had an approving
eye also.

“I'm glad

pL]

in & way,” he repeated, as
Potter and sTeana igiled to inquire the
causa of his gladness. Potter and
Greene could sce that Coker was think.
ing, but they did not ask him of what
lest he should tell them, But it booted
not; Coker was going to tell them,
anyhow.

“I'm sorry for Lascelles, of course,™
went on Coker. “Hard luck on him to

laid up with & bandy leg and all
that, Still, I’'m [_glad, in & way. Las-
celles was a bit of a fool.™

“What the thump do wyou mean?”
grunted Potter. “Larry was as good a
man a3 ever stepped on & footer field.”

“I'm not eaying he wasn't”
answered Coker. *“But a games master,
after all, ought to know something about
games."

“And didn't Larry 7 asked Greena.

“He never advised Wingate to give
me a chance in the foothall,” said Coker.

That was his joh, really. hen a
foothall captain makes mistakes, it's for
# games master to give him a tip not to
make & fool of himself.”

“Oh erikey 1" said Potier and Greens
togather.

“That’'s why I'm glad, in a way,” ex-
plained Coker. “With a new games
master here, we may see a difference.
Wingate's bound to listen to his advice,
and he may advise him to leave yvou out
nlntﬁ?l gs!;e'«ren, Potter——

TAnd put me in—-="
’_ﬁ' Gh 1”

“What T mean 15, he looks a sensible
chap,” said Coker. *1I think it may bhe
all right. 8ee? What do you think,
Fotter 1"’

“¥You'd better let him see what you
can do,” said DPotter, with deep and
witharing sarcasm; and Greene grinned.

“That's my idea,” assented Coker,
blind and deaf to sarcasm. “Catch his
eye, and let him see my quality. Win-

ate never gives me a ochance: end

lundell won’t even put m‘; name down
for a Fifth Form pick-up if he ean help
1k, Th;_:.- pass over good men here.
Clear off, youn cheeky fags!’ added
Colter wrathiully, as a footer whizzed by
i."bi“" and a mab of juniora rushed after
M.

Harry Wharion & Co. were punting
an old footer about 1o the quadp before
tea, From his window the games master
]fnﬂkﬂ& down on them, with a smiling

ace.

But Coker of the Fifth did not smile,
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The cheeky juniors had come belween
the wind and his nobility, as it were,
end Coker frowned.

Hq:f]!aaa rfﬂﬂtﬁmr’sl fr?;'wﬁa, the Re-
muovites rushed after the ball. Vernon-
Bmith reached it and playfully kicker
_Any fellow but Coker would have met
it with a foot; Coker shot out a foot
that missed it by a yerd, and met it with
his nose,

Coker zat down.

“Ow!"” gasped Coker as he sat, and
the footer rested on his knees, ®Ow !

Potter and Greene chuckled.

If it was Coker's iden to calech the
games master’s ¢ye, and let him see his
&u&]lt;ﬂ!, ho was getting away with it.

lancing up at the face at the apen
window, Potter notizced that the youug
master’s smile had broadened. 'There
was no doubt that Coker's quality had
u.lraa,-:i{ caught his eye |

“Halla, hallo, hallol Send us that
hall, Coker I roared Bob Cherry.,

“When you've done nursing our
footer, Coker——" called out Havry

harton.

“Ha, ha, ha!®

Coker heaved himself to his fect,

" ¥ou cheeky young swob ! he roared,
addressing the Bounder, * You kickoed
thatuba.lll at me T] X i

* Guilty, my lord 1" answered Smithy.
“Kick it back, can't you i

‘L jolly well will—and Il jolly well
leb you have it in tho neek ¥ hooted
Coker.

“Ha, ha, ha 1" selled the juniovs,

The idea of a football travelling in
eny direction in which Horace Coker
intended it to travel made them yell.
1f Coker kicked thot footer at Smithy,
eny man st Greviriars was in danger
from it, except Smirh? t

“Hold on, Coker!" exclaimed Potter
hastily, “Don't start kicking a foater
20 near the House. You loeke FProut's
window once——"

“k}e[j foot slipped that time " snapped

er.

* It might slip this time——-="

“{Oh, don't be an aes ™

“For goodness’ sake, Coker——"" zaid
Greene anxiously.

“ Bhut up, Grreene ™
. Coker placed the hall te kick; the
juniors stood back, grinning. Smiih,_r,
in whosze neck Coker had threatencd tw
land that footer, did not seems nervons:
he waited, grinming. HBut Potter and
Greene becked hastily away., As they
wara out of the line of fire they were in
danger. When Coker started o footer on
its way, it mught iy to any point of the
compass, except the one aumed at by
Coker.

Coker was rather surprised to sen the
Bounder cheerfully awaiting his shat,
but he was pleased ; he wa=: going to leg
thaa cheeky junior have it right in the
neck.

Thiz was not only beenuse Smithy de-
rerved it for hia cheek ; it was to cateh
the games master's cye, and show him
Cokex’s quakity.

It was not an casy kick—if Coker
brought it off. He was poing lo bring it
off. And then Larry Lascelles” successor
would sea that Coker was the gaods. He
would not agree with Wingste, as Larry
had done, 1n leaving Coker out of
matches, Ones Coker ecaught his eye,
with his quaiitir he would see that Coker
had justice in the matter of games. This
really was a great opportunity for
Coker.

He kicked. -

‘After all the care he had taken n
placing the ball and planning the kick
with & careful, calculating eye, it was
rather unfortunate that Coker's foot
missed tho leather by about six inchea,
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Mecting with no resistance, Colier’s
foot swept ﬂnwargi and u wﬁ.ni, Itmx'ﬂ'l-
ling slevward. His other leg, taking all
Cower's weight soddenly and unex-
pectedly, failed to prove equal to the
strain, and Coker sat down with s bump
that was heard at guite a considerable
diztance.

“Ha, ha, hal”

“PDo that again, Coler 1™

“Ha, ha, ha 1" )

“Oh 1 gasped Coker. “Owl Wowl

“Ha, ha, hal” .

Coker serambled up, his rugged face
red with annovance. He did not lock
up at the games master, but he had an
impression _that that young man was
grinning. That was not what Coker had
mntended at all. ]

“ Ay foot slipped ! he said to Potter
and CGreene, but with the intention of
convering that explanation to the man
at the window.

And Coker the
interval.

This time he landed s tremendous
kick on the waiting leather. When
Cokér of the Fifth did land a kick
thore was plenty of beef in it, and it
juade the leather move. That football
moved. It eoared and crashed, and
there was a loud yell

For a moment Coker did not know
where it had erashed. It had crashed
on somcbody, who yelled; but it cer-
tainly was not Vernon-8mith. Smithy
was velling, but it was with laughter.

“Where—" stuttered Coler.

“Ha, ha, ha 1"

He knew the next moment as the
footer dropped, apparently from the
sy, At the window, the games master
was no longer grinning. He was clasp-
ing a hand to his eye, and spluttering.

Uoker stared up at him in astonish-
iment.

“What—" he gasped.

restorted  after

“Ha, ha, ba!” shricked the Re-
moyites.

“Oh crikey 1Y gasped Potter,

“(1  crumbe 1™ stuttered  Greene.
“You've eaught his eye all right,
Coker I”

“Rizht in his eye1” gurgled Potter.

“Hn, ha, bha "

The new games master leaned from
the window. One hand was still elasped

to the eye that Coker had caught. Thé

other was brandished at Coker.
“You young aszl” he roared.
“Ha, ha, ha 1"

“On " gasped Coker. “Oh crikey!
Did—did—did that footer hit you, sirf
I—1 never meant——"

“1 believe you have blacked my eye!
You clumsy f'.I'nr;:rl.a.ng; A5 f—

“Ha, ha, ha!” g

The new games master disappeared
from the windew. Probably he was in
a hurry to bathe the oye Coker had
caught before it blackened.

Coler ‘ﬁmd at the vacant window in
horror. ow Lhe feoter had travelled
there, Coker did not know. It was
almost at right angles to his intended
line of fire. Perhaps that was the
reasen.  Anyhow, it had travelled there,
there was no doubt about that, and the
games master had got it.

"“"Ha, ho, hal”

“Oh gum 17 said Coker.

“Ha, ha, ha !’

The Removites recaptured their ball
and punted it away.

Coler looked at Potter and Creene.

“There's nothing to cackle at!™ ke
said crossly.

“Isn't there!” gasped Potter. "Ila,
ha, ha "

“No, there tsn't ! It's rather unfortn-
nate,” said ker. * Accidents will
happen, of course—"
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“"They will, when you get near a
footer 1" agreed Greene.

“Don’t a cheeky ass! Accidents
will happen,” said Goker, “buat it's
rather unfortunate it should happen like
this. T wanted to catch his eye——"

“Well, you caught his eye all right 1
casped Potter.

likely 1*

“Blacked it, most
Greene.
“Oh, shut up!” hooted the avnoyed
Coker. I shouldn’t wonder if the sﬂli
ass gets an impression from this that
can’t kick a footer, and carries on like
Lascelles | T shouldn't wonder at all.”

Coker was right—ths new games
master did get exactly thet impression.
Coker had caught his eye—mot wisely,
but too well.

gaid

THE SIXTEENTH CHAFTER.
Skinner Wants to Know !

AROLD SKINNER came up the
Remove passage, wriggling
almost like en eel Bome of
the Reomove fellows grinned

and some looked s mEathetin It was
clear that Skinner :i:m had “six,” and

that the effect was painful.

“Owl VYow!  Wow!” remarked
Skinner, as he camao.

“He, he, hel!” eame from Billy

Buonter. “Had it bad, old chap ¥

“The badfulness appears to have been
rather terrific!” remarked Hurrce
Jamset Ram Singh.

“T'll make Logerd gorry for it some-
how ™ muttered Skinner, _

“Dear old Loder again?” said Bob
Cherry., “I should have thought that
Loder would be a bit bettor-tempered
now they've run in the convict.”

“Well, he's given me six for nothing,”
said Skinner.

o} Hnﬂlin%?”’ asked Harry Wharton.

“1 sirnply asked Snoopey if he'd
heard whether that conviet Loder had
been taken back to Blackmoor yet from
Courtficld. Loder of the Bixth hap-
pened to hear me.”

“¥ou dide’t know he would happen
to hear you?” asked the captain of the
Remove, laughing. “Better let that
jolly old conviet rop.

Skioner, smw]in%:: went wriggling up
the passage. But he did not go to his
own study. He Etﬂ[:,i‘pﬁd at Study No. 6,
which heﬁmgﬁd te Wibley, Morgan, and
Destnond. He pushed open the door
and walked in—and a rather startling
fipure turned from the locking-plass.

It was a Remove junior up to Lhe
neck, Above the neck 1t was a man of
about sixty, with grizzled moustache and
groy hair,

But it was only William Wibley, thc
amatenr gctor of the Remove, trying on
soine of his theatrical S:adgcts. sSkinner
slammed the deer, and stood staving at
the rather weird-looking Removite,

“Liook here, Wib,” he said. *“One
evening last week you got up in that

theatrical convick rig of yours and

pulled Loder's leg in his study.”
“What about it ¥ asked Wibley,
“Well, Loder's never said a2 word

aliont it; he still thinks it was the con-
vict who barged in,” said Skinner. “Jf
ho knew it was a Remove jape, he wonld

be after the jlap_er fast enough. ¥ou
took him in all vight.

“I could take anybody inl!" said
Wibley complacently. “ My dear chap.

I could make up as you, and make you
believe it was yourself.”

“TWathead ! Well, look here, the fact
that Leoder's kept it dark about the
conviet, as he su?pnms, barging into his
study, is pretty clear proof that the con-
viet 15 really a relation of s, 1le
couldn’t have any other reason.”

“Well " said Wibley.

“Well, did he actzally let it out?®
asked Bkinner. * He must have, I think,
a5 ho must have taken you for the
convick and the convict for a relation.
But did he own up to 1t and mention
the relationship **

Wibler did naot answer that.

Wib had pulled Loder's lez in his
convict outfit and given the gbullj- of
the Bixth a rather hectic time. Loder,

completely taken in, had undoubtedly
5;'.’1311 the relationship away. But Wib

id not feel entiiled to give it away In
Wibley Lknew that Jomes
Loder, of Blackmoor, was Gerald
Loder’s Cousin James; but he had not
mentioned the fact, and did not mean
to mention 1t now,

“Can't vou
Skinner.

“Well, no,” raid Wib. “You see, 1
was japing Loder, and that was all
right; but 1t wouldn't be quite the game
to repeat anything he might hove lef
out, in the circumstances.”

“Oh, rot1” ﬁnapﬂed Skinner irritably.
“If we knew just how the matter stood,
wa could rub it in.
out—I know that.”

“Well, if you want to know the
details, wou find it out, too!” said
Wibley.

And he turned back fo his looking-
glass and his makeup.

Skinner gave the back of his head &
black seowl, stamped out of the study
again, and slammed the door.

There was no information to be got
from Wibley., But Bkinner was very
keen to learn the details of that rela-
tignship, about the fact of which he had
no doubt whatever.

After a little thmtght, he made his
way to Mr. Laszcelles’ old rooms, now
oceupied by the new games master,

He tapped at the door, and the rather
decp and pleasant voice of the new
master bade him enter.

“Mr. Lagden * glanced at him as he
came 1. The new games master had
now been several days at the school, and
had made the acquaintance of all the
Remove. In charpe of pames practice,
he had not failed to pick out the sheep
from the goats, and he had noted
Skinner as o slacker and skirker. His
opinion of that youth, therefore, was not
hirh.

But he gave him a pleasant nod and
smile as e came in.

“You; what 15 it, Skinner * he asked.

Blinner besitated a [ittle,  FHe  had
plenty of nerve and plenty of cheek,
and botlt were needed if he were going
to ask the new master gquestions about a
matter that did not concern him. Buc
hoe had come there to get information
out of Mr. Lagden if Le could, and bhe
weht ahcad.

“I've heard from some of the follows,
sir, that you helped to get hold of that
convict who haa been hanging about
hera for the lask week or two,” he said.

“Indeed ™ said My, Lagden, his oves
narrowing o little,

A few daxs at Greyfriars had made
the new ganes rasster feel quite socura
in his tew position. But he was on his
gunvd.

e had found a number of fellows in
fhie school who had seen him as a
hunted conviet, half a dozen of them
i the Remove, Bkinuer, so far as he
knew, wos not one of them.,  But the
mention of No. 22 was enough to make
him wary.

“They sav that vou knew him before
ko was a econvict, sir,” s=aid Skinner.

“That 15 Lhe ease, cortainly,” soid the
games tnaster,

“Waszn't he a master at Olecham, sir,
where vou used to be?™

"Quile 20.7

his turn.

answer{"”  snapped

You've found it
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“-You cur | ** exclaimed Loder, fixing his eyes savagely on the new games master.

convict was a relation of mine ? Nobody knew but you !
it’s all over the school I ™

"1 suppose you knew that he had a
relation here, sir? ventured Skinner.

* Mo, said the games master guiet]y.
“When I was st Okeham, Skinner, I
had no knowledge whatever that James
Loder had o relation at this school,
Whg do you ask 17

Siimner breathed rather hard.

“Thae fact is, sir, that some of the
fellows make out that Loder, of the
Sixth Form heve, is a relation of that
econvicet,” he said.

* Indeed 1

“If it's not true, siv, I'd like {0 be
abla to tell them s0; it's rather un-
pleasant for Loder for such a story to
et about,” said Bkinner meckly. “It
seems to me that the sooner it's knocked
on the head, the better. Don't you
think szo, siri”

The games master gave Skioner a
".rm'% penetrating look.

“Is that your reaszon for askinz me,

Skinner I be inquired.
_ “Qh, yes, sir,” smid Skinner calmly.
“It's being talked of, right and left,
and 1f there's nothing in it I'd like
to ba ablo to tell the fellows so, and
that would make an end of it. I dare
say you know whether Loder of the
E:ix}.h is related to that convict or not,
BIE.

“I have told you, S8kinner, that when
I was & master at Okeham I knew
nothing whatever about any relations
James Loder may or may not have had,
at thia school or any other.”

“Bub now you've seen him, s=iv,” sug-
pested Skinner, “I1 dare say vou've
noticed a family resemblance

“"What 1"

"1 mean, you must have noticcd
whether Loder looks like James Joder.”

“He does not resemble him in the
very least, Bkinner. He is no more like

James der in appearance than he ia
like me.”™
“Oh " zaid RBkioner, disappointed.

He looked at the calm, handsome face
of the games master. “Well, Loder’s
not like youw, sir, except that his eyes nre
the same eslour and hiz nose a bt like.
You don't think that he looks like
James Loder i

“Not at all, Skinner.”

“#5till, relations don't alwaya look
alike [ Skinner was not beaten vet.
"Bome of the fellowas noticed that

Loder went to meet you, siy, the day
you came.

* Indeed !

“Bome of them think he was going to
ask you not to mention that he was con-
nected with the Okeham man, sir.”

“Indeed !"* repeated the games master.

He rose to hia feet,

“I think,” he szaid, “that we had
better go to Loder. I think that Loder
of the Bixth Form will be able to
dnAWar your gueéstions moro  sabls-
fagtorily than I can possibly do,
Skinner, Come 1™

Skinner fairly jumped.

“I—=I—— Oh, I—I don't want to go
to Loder, sir!” he gasped. “I1—I'd
rather not speak to Loder about it, sir.”

“\Why not, when, as it appears from
what you have zaid, vou are acting In
L?:‘]f:r’; i;tére.ﬂ:a in tiis matter 7

“Come!" zaid the games master, and,
taking Bkinner by the shoulder, he led
him from the room.

In the passage outside, Harold
Skinner's knees knocked together, The
bare idea of being faken to Loder of
the Bixth to raize the subject of his pos-
sibla relationship to the Blackmoor eon-
vict, seared Skinner almost out of his
wita.

“I—I—] say, sir—"" he stuttered.

“Come | =aid the games master.

“I—J—I— If yon please, sir, I—
I'd rather let the matier drop | gasped
Skinner. “I—I say, Loder gots into a
fearful temper on that subject, sir. I—

k Y - ili';l_ :
** Who’s told everybody that the eseaped

I asKed you not to mention it, and you sald you wouldn't ! Now
“ Silence ! ** rapped the games master.

I—I— Pip-pip-please, don't take me
to him, sir!”

Mr. Lagden smiled faintly. He
released Skinner's shoulder,
“"Very well,” he =said. I fear,

Skinner, that your motive in coming to
me was an idle cuviostty about o matter
that does not concern vou. I advize
ou, Skinner, to mind your own affairs
f 1 hear snything more from you on
this subject I slmﬁ certainly refer you
te Loder. You may go.”

Skinner almost ran |

THE SEVENTEENTH CHAPTER,
Official !
ILLY BUNTER blinked.

B He waa surprized,
It was Saturday afternoon.
Billy Bunter had arrived in Mr.
Quelch’s study, with lines long overdue,

Those lines would have remeained
Eﬂrmnncntly overdue if the matter had

ecn left to Bunter. But his Form-
master, before poing out that afternoon
for a walk with Mr. Prout, had told
Bunter what to expect if he did not find
those lines on his study table when he
caiks 1.

2o here was Bunter, with a conllection
of blots, and smears, and smudges, to
lay on tha Remove master’s tn.hﬁf As
CQuelch was out. he supposed that the
study would be unocoupied,

Inatcad of which, it was oceupied by
a Hemove fellow, who was sitting at the
telephaonea.

Bunter blinked—and grinned! Skin-
ner of the Remove, it appeared, wanted
tho nse of o phone, and had bLorrowed
Ql‘telch’a while he was out walking with
Prout|

“He, he, he!” cackled Bunier

skinner stared round at him. He had
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sorted a number out of the telophone
dizectory, and given it to the exchange.
But he had to wait to get through on
& long-distance call, and an interruption
was rathor slarming. He was glad to
see that it was -::uﬂl;r s Remove fellow,
but he scowled at the fat Owl

“(zet out, you fat ass|” he muttered.

“h, really, 3kinnep——

“Bhut the door alfter youl”

Billy Bunter laid his lines on the
tab'e  and shut the door. But he
rentained on the inner side of it, grin-
NIng.

“%"Fit[ vou get out 'Y hissed Skinner.
“Do von want me to coma over thers
and boot you out, you fat frump ¥

"Ie, hel I'd like to see you kick up
& row in & beak’s study!” grinned
Bunter.

Skinner glared at him. He was not
likel¥ to risk a shindvy in a Form-
master’s study, Billy Bunter was, as
usual, inguisitive, and his inguisitive-
ness was going to be gratified, That
Skinner waia up to some trick on his
Form-master’s telephone Bunter had no
doubt, and he was going to know what
it was

“You're through ! came & voice over
the wires.

Skinner bestowed another glare on
Bunter and turned to the instrument.
He did not want a wilness to his pro-
cecdings.  8kinner preferred to ploy
s tricks by stealth, But it could not
be helped. It was not always casy to
bag a telephone, and he did not want
to lose this opportunity.

“Is that Loder Park?” he asked inte
the mouthpicce.

“0Oh crikey 1* breathed Bunter.

SBkinner was telephoning to Lodet's
home !

Why, Bunter ¢could not hegin to guess.
But he was more ecurious than ever. He
drew nearer to the telephone to ecateh
what was said from the other end. The
deacdly glares of Harold Bkinner had
absolutely no effect on the inguisitive
fat Owl. 2

“CGerald speaking from Greyfriars1”
went  on E-af.innm‘. “Please ask my
father to come to the phonc.™

“0Oh crumbal” gasped DBunter,

Skinner was going to speak to Loder
Parlc as if it were Loder of the Sixth
speaking | Bunter's little round eyes
almost iulgcd through hiz lag round
spectacles. He was glad that he was
not misxing this.

There was a pause.

“Will you clear offt" breathed
Blkinner.

“No fear I grinned Dunter. *1I say,
what's the game ™

“Shat up ™ hissed Skinner. ]
There was a voice over the wires—a
sharp, barking woice.  Bunter's fat
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head was bent near enough to catch it
nz it barked.
“What? Is that you, Gerald? Hey?"”
“¥Yes, Gerald gpeaking!” answered
Skinner, adopting a husky voice to dis-

guise hiz real tones,
““Hey? I can’t hear vou. Have you
got a cold? What—what? Can't you

speak plainly, Gerald "

“I’'ve got rather a cold,” mumbled
Skinner. “I say, I thought I'd better
ring you up and tell you the news.

“Fnt What news?”

“James has been canght!”
Skinner.

“0Oh crikey !” gurgled Bunter,

He understood now. _

If “James * was no relation of the
Loders, obviously the old major’s reply
would make that clear. In which case,
Skinnet had simply to ring off and leave
the matter where it was.

But if James was a relation of Gerald
Loder's family, the reply would make
that clear also, Bkinner was after infor-
mation: and he looked like getting if,
onc way or the other.

“ James !” repeated the bark from the
aother end, “You young ass! I know
that—don't you know it's been in the
sapera? What do you mean, Gerald?

o you faney that the nows had not
vet reached me? Are you a fool ¥

Skinner's eyes fairly danced over the
te]ﬂp}mne.

Billy Bunter chuckled. _

This was information—straight from
the horse's mouth, as it were. Major
Loder at Loder Park, evidently knew
James. X

“0f courze I've heard all sbout it,"
went on the barking voice, testily., “It's
very unfortunate that it bappened near
vour etchool, Gerald! I supposs you
haven't been fool enough to mention
the connection?” i

“0Oh | gasped Skinner. * Nol"”

“The least said, the sconest mended !’
snapped the major, “It's no fault of
vours, or of mine, that James has dis-

raced himself and his femily. Dut the
ozt said the better. ¥ouw kpoow that”

“Oh! Ves, but—" ]

“But what? barked Major Loder.
# James will say nothing | From what 1
have heard of his condilion, he cannot,
if he would—he iz suffering from severve
poncussion, and iz not likely to recover
for a long time, if ot all. But in any
case, vou nead not fear it. He has dis-
graced uz, but if ho has a rag of decency
—he will say nothing on the subject of
his relations.”

You—ryou—you
Skinner.

“I am sure of 1t! Have you no zense,
Gerald? Has he said anything so far?
It iz a year since he wag sent to Blacl-

said

think—" gasped

moor. At his trial, it never transpired
that he was iy nephew. Nothing was
said. He had the deceney to keep his
relatives out of it. Don't you know
that "

“0Oh, yea! I—I—I gee!”

“¥ou are nervous about nothing,
Gerald! And it is very injudicious to
speak about such matters on  the
telephone! Suppose you were over-
heard? You cannot keep a connection
like this too zecrct. The disgrace is not
curs, but it reflects upon us, Ring off
at once !

Skinoner was ready to ring off.

He had served his purpose, and
gained his end. He chuckled as he

jammed the receiver back on the hooks.
“ His nephew [ he breathed. "That
means that he's Loder's cousin | If he's

the nephew of Loder's father, he's
Loder's cousin—Loder's Consin James [V

“He, he, he!™ from Bunter.

“ His Cousin James,” grinned Skinner,
“Oh, W!I‘; hat! I'm pretty certain that
fool Wibley knew, but he wouldn't let
on | Anvhow, all Greviriars is poing to
know now! By gumi{ I'll make Loder
sorcy for whopping me, the rotten
bully 1*

“Ie, he, hel I faner he will make
ﬁ{m sorry if hoe finds out that you phoned

ts father!” chortled Bunter.

“You'd better keep it darlc, Bunter,”
said Skinner grimly. " We're both in
thiz. You had to butt inl If Leder
cver finds out thas anyboedy phoned
Loder Park, he will find out that you
hod a hand in it.”

“0h erikey! I never—" gasped
Bunter.

Skinner shrugped his shoulders and
walked out of Mr. Quelch’s study. The
fat Owl rolled after him, rather re-
gretting that he had lingered. What
Loder of the Bixth would do, if he
discovered the trick that had been
played, made Billy Bunter's fat flesh
cringe to contemplate.

Skinner locked out of the passagoe
window, He had a view of Loder of
the Zixih going out of the gates,

Having watched Loder disappear, he
strolled away in the direction of Loder's
study. le had something to do there,
while Gerald Loder was safe off the
SCETIC,

Billy Bunter rolled out into the quad.
He blinked round through his bhig spee-
tacles, epotted the Famous Five, and
rolled over to them.

The fat Owl realised that it would ba
wize to keep ithe telephone incident
seeret; as that beast Bkinner was going
to make out that he had a hand in it if
it eame out. Dot what he had learned,
he simply could not keep to himself.
He had to pass on the news, or burstl
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“1 say, you fellows!” he gasped. “1
say. it—it's comne out——"

“Veg, [ saw it come oul!” szid Bob
Cherry.  “That is, if you mean a por-
poise that's just come ant.?

“Oh, really, Chorry! 1 say, about
Loder——" i

“Well, what's the latest about jolly
old Loder

““His. cousin James!”
41 say, did yvou fellows
eonvict was Loder’s cousin James

Harry Wharton & Co. stered at the
fat Owl,

“TWhat on earith have you got hold of
now 7' oexelaimed Nugent.

*It’'s trme!” gasped Bunter, I've
iust heard it! That's why Loder has
heen so shirty about it—the conviet is
hiz couzin! ™ Faney that, vou fellows!
A Greyfriars preicet with a cousin in
vhiokey ! He, he, he 1 :

Bunter rulied on to spread the news
further, leaving Harry Wharton & Co,
starmg. By the time Loder of the
Sinth came n, there were few fellows
who had not heard of his cousin James.

asped Bunter.
now that the

-?H'

THE EIGHTEENTH CHAPTER.
The Secret Out!

ERALD LODER came in at the
G sehool  pates with & knitted
brow,

He had 'walked down to
Caourtfield to make a little careful and
mdicicus inguiry there in conneetion
with the conviet recently recaptured.

Hno was pager, anxious, to hear that

the man had been taken back to Black-
moor. Onee No. 22 was safe back n
the prison on the moors in distant
Devoushire, Loder hoped that he would
be forgotten af Grevfriara. So long as
hé remained at Counrtfield, the topic was
kept more or less alive,
- But Loder had been disappointed.
He had learned that the .captured
convict was not yet in a state for re-
moval, and was not likely to be for some
time o comz. He had not ventured to
mnquire m official quarters; but ho was
ecatily able to learn that much, tho
affair being the talk of the town.

He came back to the school in a sour
and savage temper. Courtlield was only
two or three nules from Greylriars, and
the convict's continued presence was a
thorn in his side.

He noticed as he came in, that Gosliog
gave him & look, He noticed that Coker
of the Fiith, in the quad, stared at him,
Ho noticed that Dicky Nugent and some
otfier fags of the Second Form grinned.

Ho zeowled as he weondered whether
anything fresh could have come out,
Nothing could have come out, unless
Lagden had talked too much, And the
new games master had promised to say

nethig.
"P“ret{’.lj’ thick " ha heard Hobson of
the Bhell say to Hoskins of that Form,

““Of course, it's not his fault, and if he
wasn't such ‘& brute, nobody would

want to rub it in, Still—his own causin, -

i¥

you know—
Hobson's back was to Loder, but he
broke off as Hoskins imade frantie
m%ﬂs to him to be silent,
 He glanced round, and started at the
sight of Loder’s scowling face. Loder
made a step towards him—and then
asged on, e could not, without
traying limself, take it for grented
that  Hobby's remarks referred to
himseli. But he knew that they did!
- His*eoyszin! Did they know that Ne.
22 was his cousin? How could anyone
know that? Only Lagden knew, and
he had said that he would say nothing
about  it,
Loder’'s glance fell on the. stalwart

‘Walker.

EVERY SATURDAY

ligure of the new games master in the
distance, on the football ground.
senior football practice was going om,
and the new master was there, with the
foathallers.

Loder fixed lhis eyes on the distant,
athletic figure, with a black, bitter look.

Had Lagden, sfter his promise, given
him away? Was the man a chattering
fool who could not hold his tongue?
He certainly did not look anything of
the kind, but what else could it mcan?
Nobody, i1l this afternoon, had referred
to No. 22 as Loder’s cousin! Now they
knew |

A fat, grinning face locked at him
as he went to the House. But the grin
died off Hilir Bunter’'s fat face as he
caught Loder's eye.

The next moment the bully of the
Sixth grabbed him by a fat shoulder.

Bunter pave a squeak of alarm

“ I—I say, leggo, Loder | he stuttered.
“I sgp—>2

“What were you grinning et, you fat
toad ! asked Loder.

“Oh! " Nothing!" I—1 don't know
anything about 1t!” gasped Bunter.
"I've never oven heard ﬂfp your cousin
Jameg—-"

“I've got no cousin James ¥ mut-

fered Loder between his teeth. ™ What
de you mean "
“0Oh, nothing! I—I know you

haven't 1" gasped Bunter, *I—1 say,
Loder, I-T'll tell all the fellows that
that conviet ain’t vour ecousin James,
if—if you'll let go my shoulder. Yooo-

hoogap ¥
Smack !
Loder tramped inte the House,
leaving the hapless Ow] yubbing a

smacked head. He met Walker and
Carne as he went to the Sixth Form
studies, and they looked at him very
curiously. They had been speakin
when he came along, but they Blﬂp}l&g
quite suddenly.

“What's thiz varn poing about now 7™
asked Loder, his face almost pale with
rage. "I see that vou've heard it.™

"Well, a chap can’t help hearing
what everybody's sayving,” answered
Walker uneasily, " If there’s anything
in it, Loder, you must he an ass to It
1t gat out.”™ .

“And what 13 1t?" hissed Loder.

“Well, there’s been' a lot of tattle
about that convict being related to
you,” said Carnme. “But somebody
scems to have got hold of it now that
the man is your couszin. Were you nss
enough te mention it to anybody ¥’

“It'a not true !” snarled Loder,

It was quite easy for him to see that
neither of hiz friends believed that
statement.

“Well, if it i=un't, the sooner vou
knock it on the head, the better,” said
“It's dashed unpleasant for
o fellow’s friends to be suppesed to
have near relations in a conviet prison.™

Loder turned away and walked into
hiz study.

Walker and Carne exchanged a very
significant look. ;

“Not much doubt about it!” zaid
Walker, .

“Hardly ! zaid Carne.

“Ii's preity thick, if you ask me!®

“1 agres!’ ;

And they walked away, quite agreed
that it was extremely “thick ™ for a
fellow, with whom they were pally, to
have #such an awful cousin, Exactly
how Loder could have helped it they
did not reflect. They agreed that it
wags “thick.”

Loder's face was almost white with
rage 83 he entered his study and
slammed the door after him Wwith a
terrific slam,

A
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The next moment his eves fell on
his looking-glazs, and he gave a howl of
fury. During his absence that after-
noon somebody had chalked on the
mirroer :

“HOW'S COUSIN JAMES OF
BLACKMOOR "

Loder stared at that inseription.

It was the lest straw!

Lagden, carelessly or intentionally,
had betraved him. He had not the
glightest doubt of it. Only the games
master knew, whatever anyone else
might suspect, that James Loder was his
cousin James; he was certain of that.
Now it had become known ic the whole
school, Everybody was talking sbout
it, and he was tasunted with 1t in his
own study. A games master—a hard-u
outsider glad to take a temporary j E
for 2 few weeks—a nobody from no-
whele—ha had done this!] Wheo else
could have let out the secret? Lagden
or nobody !

It was useless to deny it. Everybody
knew it—and if there was any inquiry,
inquiry could only prove that it was

true! And the man had promized him
to keep it dark! And he had let it
out |

Loder trembled with rage.

He dragged open the door of kis
study. and was scon hurrying out of
the Honse. His rage was at boiling
point. He was going to see Lagden,
and he went at once to find him—and
the expression on his face made a crowd
of fellows stare after him in wonder
as he went.

THE NINETEENTH CHAPTER.

Something Like a Row!
helle, halle!® mur-

(44 ALLD,
H mured Bob Cherry., " Look
at Loder |

“What the thump—"

“Something's up!”®  said Harry
Wharton.”

“Looks like it.”

Gerald Loder passed the chums of
the Remoave without even seeing them.
He was going down to the football
ground, and he went straight on his
way, almest blind with rage.

A moment’s refleetron might have
warned FLoder that whatever Mpe
Lagden might or might not have done,
it wae folly to make s scene, and that

the result of a scene could only un-
pleasant for himself. But he did not
reflect for a moment. He did not

reflect at all. He was carried away by
passionate, vindictive rage, and he
strode straight on, with set lips and
glinting eves, looking neither to the
right nor to the left.

A dozen fellows, who had observed
him, and wondered what on earth was
the row, followed, and the Famous Five
joined them. Obvieusly, trouble was at

and, and they wondered whether it
was going to be a row with Wingate.
It was well known that Loder deeply
resented his exclusion from the ﬁI:'nt.
eleven,

“Come on, my infants,’'" said Bab,
“we're nobt missing this! Dear old
Loder’s hunting for trouble! Let's bag
front seats for tha cireus!”

Loder seemed anaware thab surprised
and interested fellows were after him
Perhapa he did not care.

He arrived on the football ground.
The senior practice was over, and most
of -the men were heading for the
changing-room. The games master stood
in talk with Wingate and Gwynne,

Tre Macwer Lisrany.—No. 1,454
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Loder marched straight up to il
group, and Wingale and Gwynne
loolked round at him. lvery fellow
could see that some member of that
geoup of three was the object of
Lioder’s wrath; and the general impres-
sion was that ]]:L‘ was looking for a row
with the captain of the school. Win-
gate, probably, had that i1mpression,
for his face set grimly.

But Loder passed him  unheeding,
and stood dircctly in front of the new
games master, fixing bis oiv-:.t: savagely
on the handsomo, surprised face.

“You cur | he exclaimed. in a voice
that was heard at o consuderable dis-
oo,

The new master started, realising that
it waa he who was tho offender, though
Le had not thoe [aiftest idea why.

“Oh erumbs!” gasped Bolr Cherry.
“"He's not after Wingale—he's after
the new heak! What the thomp has
Lagden done "

Fellows who were going off the fHeld
stopped. A circle of staring, surprised
faces surrounded the pames master
and the angry prefect. The new master
Va5 silent, from sheer astonishment,

“Did yvou address me, Loderi"
exclaimed at last.

“You know I did!"” snarled Loder.
“T called you & cur! A rotten cur!
You made me o promise, and you've
broken ‘i, you rolter!”

MAre you mad, Loder?” exclaimed
Wingate. “Heow dare you speak to
Mr. Lagden like that?''

“I'l speak cxactly as I choose, and
%ou shan't stop me, cither " szhouted
oder furiously. “And I'll speak to
ithe Head, Loo, and ask him whether he
got this man here to spread rotien tales
asbout a follow in the school ™

The games master gazed at lom
blankly.

“Y¥ou had bhetter moderate your
lanpuage, 1 think,™ he said guictly and
contemptuously. " And you had better
tell me what you mean! 1 have said
nnthmg‘ of you, az you oughi to know.’

‘How did it get out, then?! roared
Loder. " Every cad in the place has
been trying to make out that that
rotten convict from Blackmoor was a
relation of mine!  Whe's told them
that ho was my conzin "’

“No one, that I know of I answered
the pamos master, “1 mrl.fr.m'\ huﬁ
told no one anvthing of the kiwd.”

“Who knew, oxcopting you ¥ shouted
Loder, hardly realising, in his tempest
of rage, that he was admithing the fact
in the hearing of meore than  {ifta
follows., “Nobods knew bnt vou! |

he
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azked vou not to mendion it,
said you woulde't!  Now
flic zchool

“You're giving it o spot of publicily
your self,” murmured Gwynne.

“You shut up!” snarled Lodern
“T'mn talking te that cad] You rotten
rascal, yvou gave me vour word lo say
nothing of my affairs hera—-="

“I have kept my word ™ =aid the
game; masier guicily. “Whatever I
may have knowsn of your affairs, Loder,
not & word lwms passed wmy lips."”

“ Linv " shouted Loder.

* That'zs enough, Loder!” interrupted
Wingate grufily, *““Shut up1*’

“1 shall please myself about that!
You rottor—you rotter **  Loder's voitce
rose almost to a yell as he glared at
thoe new games master.  “You knew,
and nobeody else did! You lying
rofbop—="

“ Bilener 7 rapped iho games master,
“De you wish me to report your in-
solenea to your lLicadmaster, Loder?
Silence, I sav 1

“ ¥ ou—you—ryoL Thoe conl con-
tempt in the calm, lLavdsome faco
before him secmed to  goad ILoder
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bovond all selfcontrol.  Ile made a

spring at the games mazter, steiking
at him with both fsts.

There was & gasp from the spectators
of that extraordinary sceno. Wingate
macle a prab at Loder, too late.

But the games master was on his
guard, His hands came up like light-
ning, and Loder’s furious blows  did

not reach his face. Loder's fists were
knocked asude sharply and swiftly.

The next moment the games master
had gripped the enraged prefect by the
collar. Fnrlm, 5—[:]utt1*rmg with  help-
lesa rage, swung in a grasp that was
much teo sirong for him.

He was swoept off his [eet, and saproed
like & =ack v the prip that held him
by the collar.

Bhake, shake, ghake!

“1irrrgeh ' purgled Loder.

HOh erumbs U gasped Bob Cherry,

“Jla. ha. hat®

Shiake, sliake!

It was the first {ime that the Cirey-
friars fellows had seen a Sixsth Foon
prefect shaken like a small fag, It
was a sight that nobody at Greyfriara
drhool had over expected to wilness,
Bt they saw 1t now.

Loder strupched wilidly, franticalls.
Dut e was powerless in that  hefiy
grip.  Having shaken lum, the games
piaster held lam at armslengil with
case, in spite of his fraptic strugeies.

*oow, Loder! Listen to me!” he
20 ek L|u.i-:3-ti:,r. it your relation=liip fo
the  Blackmoor convict ha:  become
kuown, as voo zay, it 1s nob due o me.
I told you thut T would say nothing on
the subijcet, snd I have snld nothing.
There are many ways in which it may
have Dbeeomne known, as ven  would
realise, M you velleeted coolly, 1 aszk
von to take miy word on that.”

“leet o my eollar I hisz.r.-fl Linder,

“Leave lom fo ous, sir!” said the
Greviviars euplan,  And as the games
masicr released Loder, Wingate grasped

hirmi Iy the shoolder amd  spun him
roucd.  MNow, thon, Eot ooak of this,
Toder! Get ong of 11! 1da you hear?

Auvy more of this, and I'! have vou up
in the Profects’ Room and give you six,
1K & fup: that can't belhayve bonself ]
MNow pel out of 617

Loder stood panting with rage.  But
three or fonr of the izt Formors
gathered roond  Liims and barged him
away, Me had to go—and he went.
He went gasping  for  breatls  and
realising, porhaps, fhat he el made
a faol r_:'F vmsclf, A grinning crowd
watched lim go, and bhe was rother
glad to get to his stody and shot him-
self np away from o sew of starmg and
mockig eyves, '

The new games master of Greviciars
Lhad made an enemy, and a bitter one.
I-'h-s_-n if it doowned en Lodger, later, tILa.t
it was probally not *“Mr. Lagden™
who had let oni his secret. he was not
likely fo forgive or forget thal scene on
the football ground.

But, with the eoxception of (erald
Locler, there was hardly a fellow  at
Grevfriars who did not like the new
master, and he was ns  popular as
“Larry * Lascollos had been.  Which
wus  strange coough,  and  pleasant
cuough, te the man who, only a fow
days ago, had been Noo 22 of Iilack-
TG, and a hunted man
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A SHOCK

FOR ST. SAM’S!

Continuing Dicky Nugent's
Side-Splitting Serial
“UNDER SNARLER'S THUMB!™

* Where's Snarler 1
Burleigh of the Sixth
Form aaked that cuestion
from the steps of tha pavilion
on Little Sids, at St. Sam’a.
Compulsory footer -
tiss for the Fourth Form
wae dew to begin, and the
kaptin of 8t Sam’s had
turned up to ses that nobody
wos dodging the collum.
His keen eyes had spotied
that #8id Snarler, the cadd
of the Fourth, had failed to
put in an appearance.
“Where's Snarler 1" he

fefleatad, frowning feercely.

*Have you seen  him,
Jolly 1%

The kaptin of the Fourth
Form grinned.

“¥Yoa, Burleich: 1 saw
him in his study five minnits
ago. He peid he wasn't
going to bother to turn up
to Prnkf-iaﬂ to-day 1'"

“Wha-a-at ?

“ And he eaid that if you
had anything to say about
it, you could go and ecab
coke 1 "

Burleigh turned as red as
a pony.
* Ho had the nerve to say
that 1 " he cried, horsely.

“ ¥es, rather; he also
said that if you wanled a
job after that, you could go
and chop chips! ™

The Fourth Formers
chuckled. Burleigh glared.

“My hat! T'Il make the
ﬁnng raskal sit up for that ! "'

o growled., ' " Go and eat
coke,” eh ! 'Go and EhﬂE
chips,’ eh? Why, I’
slawter bhim ! I"}—"

Burleigh said no more.
He turned on his hosl in.
atead, and strode off towards
the Skool Houss with giant
atrides. The Fourth Form
footballers {ollowed him,
grinning all over their dials.
They foursaw an entertain.
ing time when Burleigh
arrived at Snarler’s study in
the Fourth Form pessidge !

Into the Houze and up the
stoirs went Burleiph, As he
drew near Snarler’s quarters,
he was joined by Mr. I.
Jolliwell Lickham, the mas.
ter of tho Fourth Torm.
Mr. Lickham seemed to be
fearfully eggsited over someo-
thing.

* Burleigh | Burleigh! I
couldo't have meb you ab a
better timei' he egps-
elaimed. * I've just heard
that there's an outbreak
of fire in the Fourth Form
passidge 1 °%

“* Indeed, sir "

* Yes, indeed, Burleigh }
Binding the page has re.
portad that smoke ia farely
poring out of Snarler's
sbudy 1

* That’s lunny, sir,” afgua
claimed Burleigh.  ** Just
es it happens, L gem on my
way (o Bnarler’s study my-

self, to find out why he
hasn't turned up to
footer praktisa, can
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kill two birdz with ona

stone by findiog out
about the fire at the same
time."

And Burleigh farely raced
over the last few wyards of
his jernoy, with Mr. Lick-
ham and the egpsited orowd
following cloze on his heels,
all eager to find out whether
the sensashunel rumour
about the fire waa true.

There certainly scemed to
be some truth in it at first,
for when they reached
Snarler’s end of the Fourth
Form passidge it was to find
the seen almost blotted out
by dense clouds of cholking
fumes.

But when Burleigh sux-
xeaded in getiing through
the smoks screen, he found
that thers was no outbreak
of firo, after all.

Whet confronted him as
he poked his head into the
study was not & roaring mass
of Aames, but & Fourth Form
junior sitting in an arm.
ehair, calmly amoking a gold.
tipped cigarette !

“Bhall I call the fire
brigade, Burleigh 7" yelled
Mr. Lickham from the rear.

“No, sir; but I fansy
gomabody will need tha
ambulance brigade by the
time I've finished with him! "
snorted Burleigh, ** Thero's
no fira; it's only Snarler,
smoking ! **

T

“ My hat !V i

P
(i
[N T A
[

Tha
Form
players, crowd-
ing into ihe
doorway, could
hardly belecve
their ayea. Aa
for Mr. Lick-
ham, he loolod
almost on the
verge of an
apollogettick fit!

“ Bnarler !
he roared.
“ What are vou
doing of ¢ 2

Fourth

.

o

footer v, . TNl

vou're emoking cigarettes in

your study instead! I'll
show vou 1
And Burleigh made n

rab at the cadd of the
ourth Form.

The next moment, he had
the shoek of his life. Instead
of submitting tamely, Snar-
ler ducleed wildly—with the
result that his head collided
with Burleigh's wrist and
his cigarette extingwished
itgelf on the back of Bur-
Iaigh’s hand |

*Yarooooo ! Ow-ow-ow!”

Burlﬂi%i; started capering
round stucdy like &
Dancing Dervish, yelling
feendishly as he did so. The
juniors couldn't help seeing
tha commical side of it
They roared with larfter!

The next minnit they
roared still more loudly, as
Mr. Lickham made a dash
at Snarler, only to be butted
with fearful fores right in
the middle of his wastecont !

Bump !

“Wooocop ! Yoooocop ! ™
shreeked Mr. Lickhom, and
he rolled on to the floor,
farely wyelling with aggerny.
And the erowd roared.

“Ha, ha, hnt ™

Grinning all over his dial,
Anarler made & dash for the
door. But belore he could

The crowd fully cggs-(escape, something happened
pected to sce Snarler throw | to pull him up with o jerk

away hiz cigarefle at the
eound of Mr. Lickham’s
voice. But he did nothing
of the Lkind !

* Looks as it 1'm smoking
duzzent it 7' he prinned,

puffing away more fow.
rioualy than ever. " Any
r.:-hj_ﬂct:iun : i

* Oh, grate pip 1™

The crowd gasped. Mr.

Lickham leaned back spainst
the doorpost as though
Snarler had mado him quite
feint 1 Ownly Burleigh re.
maincd ealm ; he mado a
move into the study.
“T'll give you smoke, you
cheeky yung welp!™ he
growled.  You're supposed
to be ot fooler praktive—and

and bring the commolion to
o gudden end. There waos o
russling  sound  from  the
back of the ecrowd and o
deep, reflined wvoice boomad
out across the study.

i ”':.fﬁ 1 1]

“(Oh, erombs!
Hend 100

The erow:l pariad to male
way for the distingwished
arrival, and Docier Birche-
mall stalleed majestickally
through. Ile locked in the
dickens of & wax ; his beard
was simply bristling, and o
grato nottid vain wos stand-
ing out from his forrid. The
fellows couldn’t help feeling
a pang of simporthy for
Snarler a8 Lhey saw  the

T hes

Head's awe-inspiring wrath.
But, as it turned out, thera
wad no need whatever to
feol simperthy for Snarler.
An amazing serprize wos in
store for the erowd in the
Fourth Form passidgo |

At first when the Head
didn't notias Snarlor, he
looked as if no power on
earth would stop him from
wringing shreeks of aggerny
from the fellow responsibul
for the trubble,

“Lickham !  Burleigh!
What ia the meaning of thia
here 1™ he wr d out.
* Downstairs it sounds like
an elephants’ dancing class 1
What is the oggsplanation ?
Bpeak ! "

** Please, sir, it's one of
the huﬁﬂ m my YForm,"”

- rl

gmqpu:l Lickham,
“He cut Eﬂmpulﬁﬂl‘
footer raktiss, =

growled Burleigh.

“ And spent the time in
his atudy, smoking
cigarcttes ! ' said Mr. Lick-
ham. *f Then, to add insalt
to injury, he put out lus
eigaretie on Burleigh's hand,
and biffed me in the waale-
coat ! "

The Head's glare bocome
nlmost terrifying, His oyes
farely rolled in their sockiis !

" Where 19 this depraved
yung villain 7
ha thunderad.
“Heo sghall be
birched till he's
black and bluo !
1Te shall he put
inirons and
chains up in the
Punishment-
room, and kept
on a diet of
bread-and-
water | Nume
fhe young ras-
kall Show me
whore he 13t "

*'Phero he is,
sir, slandin
jnst besida you !" gaspe
Mr. Lackhom, * His noaroo
13 Snavler 172

And then 1he Fourth
Form got Lheir shoele.

As soon as Mr. Lickham
mentionedl the name
“ Bnarler,” the Head’s mon.
ner underwent a siriking
change. He gove o violent,
spasmoddiclk start, and his
rage melted away liko snow
belors the anmmer san, g
board stopped bristling, and
the grate nollid vain un hig
forrid vannieshed com-
pletely |

YEn-Sn-Snarler ¥ Lin
stamimerod, Y ou—you
moan this well-behoved yung
Lm;tleman hera T Tiopossi-

ol | "%
* Impossibul or not, sir,

e

it happens to'lL § tfuo!"
AT A ﬂeﬂuﬂﬂigh.

‘** Nonsenso, Burleigh!'™
gaid the Head, mopping
away ot the perapiation
that was gathering cn his
brow. * I refuse to bolesve
it! It isn's true ot pll—is
it, Snavler 1"

“Yes, it i81" grinned
Sparler. * What they wmy is
absolutely correct ! gmt
anything to say sbov: L ¥ "

The ecrowd utterdu an
ordibla gasp. Burely, they
thought, Snarler was poing
to get it in the neecl mew!

ut they were wrong!

Natcherally, nubody

essed for & mowmnent that
there was method in Snirler’s
madness.  Nobody. in his
wildest dreems could have
imagined the truth--that
Snarter had taken a futo of
the Head coming out of the
Jolly Sailor at >suggleton,
and that he w.s halding
that faieful foto .o .the
Head’s head !

But although ﬂn'hml]f at
St. Sam’s had the glitest
suspishun of it, this wi the
ptaggering stabte of uflairs
that actually eggsated, And
g0 it was that, insteid of
grabbing Snarler by the
seruff of the npeck and
battering lim blask and
hlue with his bireh, (e
Head meerly wagged his
fourfingar ot him !

“ D-d-don' let it hippen
arain, will you, Snarier v "
he anid, with & neruss,
apollogettick amile. * It'a
not that 1 object mysell;
but Mr., Tackbam and Bue.
leigh don't like it 1 e

‘he erowd blinkid—
hardly able to be'peve their
gars. Then Soorler anarered
and they nearly collapeed
complolely.

“ Ratts to that!* was
what Snarler said, * You'ro
headmaster heve, and ns
long o8 you don't mind, it
duzzent matler o tuppeny
rap what Lickhom and
Burleigh think ! Tell *em o
go and ¢at cole 1 ¥

Doctor Birchemall Thezzi-
1ntod. L

* Really, Saarler, T lydly
likp—-"I

“Tall 'erm to ™ anl eat
coke 1 " roared & . ler. M If
you don’t, I'll-, ="

“Oh, ell right, thm!"

asped the Head; and to
the porrilised amazement of
Mr. Lickham and. Burleigh,
he twrned round snd said :
“You ean boih go and cat
coke |

Then ho fled from {he
study ; and Snarler, oficr o
moment'a pawas, follewed
him ot the dublble-~lcaving

Credit where
credit 18 due,
lads | There's
nobody in the
Remove who
hoa cnlled
Fishy more
namcs than I
have: but
when hea
comes out with a brilliant
idea, then I'm willing
te give him full marks
for it. This week's idea
really ia brilliant !

Of course, nobody but
Fishy would ever have
thought of o passen
lift from the ground.
level up 1o the Hemove
passage. Yeb it's ob-
viously a long-felt want.
Thero are far too many
stairs separating our
studies from the ground
floor. Going down ie all
right, of courso—you
can shde down the
banisters in a couple of
jiffic,  But going up
wastea tao mueh time.

IFish solved the prob-
lem in a simple way., He
fixed a stout wooden
roller over the rough
edpe of the window.sill,
hired the three strongest
kids out of the Iags®
tug-o’-war team, and
then trotted out a second-
hand life-jacket he had
picled up ab a marine-
atore sale, to which was
attached a long coil of
rape.

I'his was Fish's lift—
oll ready to hoisi ony
passengzer up [rom the
quad to the Remove
passape, or lower hun
from the Remove pas-
sage inta the quad |

he lift started work.
ing just belore tea-time,
when a lot of the fellows

IT°S A GREAT IDEA—

FISH'S LIFT!

Says DICK RUSSELL

wera shopping for study
teas. Fishy secured an
immediate rush of oua-
tomers by posting up this
notice in the tuckshop :

“ FROM TUCK.

SHOP TO TEA.

TABLE — ONE
MINUTE !

Cut the ‘rave’®

out of *travel!’

Save Your Shoo-
Leather !

USE FISH'S

L1FT. :
Fares: 2d. Up;

1d. Down.

Specially recom-
mended for guys
with wanl
heavts ! !

Iwasone ol the -
first passzengers to ..
make the wscont, & &
and I must say, I - "%
waoa entirely gatis.
fied.

Mind you, I'll admit
that it wasn't exactly
tho same as travelling on
one of those super-lifts-
de-luxe you see in swall
London hotcla, Tor
instance, ik didn't run so
smoothly ;  every time
the fags at the top
ir,mu:—‘ucd for breath, they
et the rope slip & little,
ol Lhe HECT idid o
droppod a few leet. Bul
in spite of these ocra-

sional spaama, it travelled

= | l__":-l
,ﬂ" o .:: .
o
et
: =] l . r
SO A
: e

a8 fast as most lifts I've
patroniged-—in fact, the
gpeed made me wonder
whether Fishy wasn't a
bit too oplimistic in

r
i

T

recommendimg it 1o
“puyall  with  weak
hearta 1

Anyway, for ordinary
Fasaengar iraffie, Fish's
ift 18 undoubtedly the
“ poods M |

‘Properly  speaking
1.hﬂugE, I shonld 5;1.3;
““waa "—not " is.* Mr.

Quelch stepped in aflter
it had been running only
five minutes and closed it
down without the option.

Dashed shame, I coll it:!

—AND 1

% QUELCH LICKED ME

LAUGHED!

Says WILLIAM WIBLEY

“8ix ¥ from Quelchy is
nothing to lavgh at, o8 o
rule ; and for that resson
I feel it ought to bLe re.

corded for posterity that
L've just had ™ aix "—and
langhed !

So that you con get tha
right angle on it, I'll give
vou the faects as tho
Queleh-bird paw thom.

In the Head’s absenco,
he was showing an awlully
big pot over the school—
Frofessor  Somecthing-or.
other from What-name
Universily. Queloch was
fearfully bucked about it.
Ha got a rare kick out of
nnla_rgin%l on the school's
ancient history to a posh
profeasor who  seemed
genuinely interested,

When he came to deal
with current events, ho waa
equally enthustastic, and
the Professor equally ayim-
pathetie. Quelehy warmed
up to the job. From crack.
ing up the echool, he went
on {0 crack up the scholars,
until eventunlly he let
himzell go sufficiently to
start  praising  us-—the
Hemove ! Ho said that
wo were of more than
averagoe intelligonce, and
that the suggeation that
wa wers tlie most tronble-
sgmée Form in the schoo]
was a libel, The truth was
thnt wo wero not a bit
troublesoma. Fights wore
unheard of—quarrels

Tare,
Having reached  that
top note, Quelchy then

tretted the professor along
te the llag to introduce
ua—and barged in  just
when Tom DBrown and I,
in the middle of an exeited

crowd, wersa ongaging in

the following dialoguo :
Brown : You segun-
drot 1

Myself : " You dare use
that language to me, you
white-livered eur 1

Brown: "Pah! It's
the mildest word I con use
to describo one, who, in
his career of villainy, hes
never hesitated to degrade
and ruin thoss who stooil
in hia path! Ah! Yun
moy well glare ot mot
There'il be good reason

for that glare when my
cold ateel pierces your
worthleas carcasge—="

Myself : ** You challenge
me 1 Ha, ha, ha ! On your
gunrd, dog 1™

Then we started waliz-
ing round, fencing at cach
other with walking-sticka
-—in blisaful ignorance of
the fact that Quelehy had
been and scen and rushed
hia visitor away !

It wasz only luter when
Quelch had rao up on the

t and gave me " six,"
and then started giving me
soleron warnings of what
would happen to me if I
ever quarrolled in the Rag
again  that I suspected
what had happened,

I asked hum., He told
me all I've told you. And
then I laughed. I simply
conldn't help it 1

You see, Lthe fearful row
batween Brown and mo-
aelf and the subscauent
dncl  with walking-slicks
was anly a rehearsel of my
latest prsyny. “ Yoes of Lhe
Oflicers’ Mesa "' )

Tn & whisper, T mipht
tell won that when e
learned tho truth, Quelshy
lastrhed, oot

ANSWERS to CORRESPONDENTS

J. HOBSON (Shell)—
“ Ho called me an idiot, an
putsitler and o sncak—
and I remainod as cool as
& cucurmber,”

That's the best of having
experiencoe 08 a footer
yoicreo |

““ KONSTANT
REEDER " (Second). - -
“When 1 rofowsed to fipght
ond Dicky Nugoant celled
me o funk, 1 dida't tuwm o
hare ™

But wvou must have
looked an owlul rabbit!?

Mr. Lickharn and Burleigh
ond the rest of the Fourlh
Form gazing afler his voan-
dimb

nishing figgor in

distonizshment 1

(There are high finks next
Snarler
really gets into his elrids f
Don't niss this rib-ickling
instalment of Dicky Nugent's

lads, . when

week,

great serial [ —ED.}

Homo " on
Liverybedy who

FOR SALE!

SOCKS! They'vepgot love-
on them,
at they will also serve the
Eurpusua of wrist-watches!
uedd you ean't resist tloaa
A fallnr a
1y
Fisher T.p F‘I*'i:ah.

] ji' cloeks worke
L

princely offer,
pair ia all I asic.
oncs  to
Removo,

His lordslup, who

50 | convenbtional waya,

rmulch  {from

awnko hat,
ot

Lord Mauleversr (af-
feetionately known to hia
intimales as ** Mauly ™)
held & most amusing “At
Tuesday.
waons
anybody turned up, and
quite & number of no-
bodies were lurned down,
DBunter was turned out !

well known for his un-
T
cently watohed a [nolball
o dock-
chair, dreszod in o wide-
1le E.I.f-.pt..
right through the game.

‘The favourcd fow who
are privileged fo attend

SOCIETY GOSSIP . yppes e

in  Temple's
study hear some of the
witliest and most intel-
converaation of
iha doy. I attended one
yeaterday, ao I can spenk
from experience. Nearly
saying
“Yass ! " and ' Quite! ™
' oand
“0Oh, ratlhier " Jtwaaan

funelions

loctuonl

cverybady was

A and “ Definitely
13
real mental tonic.

are, should
Friardalo bunshop

ercam of

socicty

Aro good manncra and
chivalry dead in society?
Peasimists who say they
go to ihe
at
ten-time and watch the

Grey[rinrs
‘entertaining

common  to  pee
pastrica  before
of your honds,
“ (Good-byo " !

belween  1wo

Shell,

farhtonable youne Chif

1lieap
vouthful gociety gallants
offering the ladies tho
fhey
grab the best themsolvos,
and the number of Limes
they elop the len over
the eloth could easily bo
eounted on tho lingers
Oeen-
sionally they oven raiiso
their hata when they say

Thero wo whispers of
a dilferenco of opinion
young
sovicty moen, Mr. Hobson
and Mr. Stewnrk of the
How frue thoy

are it is difficult to sny.

Honen lodies—oand hey | There ja  ahsolutety
wonld eoon alter their | nothing to go on, aport
opinion | It'a qulo | from the fuct that they

woere seen punching each
other's nosea n ilw
quad yesterday,

A rensational breaeh
of promise euso involving
g prominent member of

irayfviara socicty maoy
shortly eot all tonpues
wagging. Thoe man in
the case—Alr. Cokor of
the Fifth—ia stoted in
well-informed ecircles 1o
bhovo involved lnmself Ly
winking at o Courlficld
waitress, His defenco ia
rumoured to be that 1l
wink was inveluntary
and waa polely duo to e
prosence of afyin hisey e,




